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If it should be that I grow frail and weak And pain should keep me from my sleep, Then will you do what must be done? For this - the last battle - can’t be won. You will be sad I understand, But don’t let grief then stay your hand, For on this day, more than the rest, Your love and friendship must stand the test. We have had so many happy years, You wouldn’t want me to suffer so. When the time comes, please, let me go. Take me to where to my needs they’ll tend, Only, stay with me till the end And hold me firm and speak to me Until my eyes no longer see. I know in time you will agree It is a kindness you do to me. Although my tail its last has waved, From pain and suffering I have been saved. Don’t grieve that it must be you Who has to decide this thing to do? We’ve been so close - we two - these years, Don’t let your heart hold any tears.

Anon
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Hmmm, the sun is warm on my back with just a little light breeze wafting over me. I hear the birds in full song. This is my idea of heaven.

I have been told that I do not have much time left, they keep saying it in whispers: ‘Poor girl, her time is due’. I am really not sure what they mean; maybe I have to go somewhere new, but hey ho, for the moment this is dreamy. Apart from the constant pain and aching limbs that is.

My name is Essie or if you really want to be accurate, Espresso. I was born 8 years ago to a beautiful Boxer called Beth. I never knew my father and as far as my mother was concerned that was probably for the best.

One of a litter of ten, I was the runt, and not only last out but White to boot! Always the butt of the jokes, the ugly ducking. On occasions I used to wonder why was I ever born.
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My mother was nice enough. After all she had carried me, but she was embarrassed about me sharing the kennel. My siblings were perfect specimens of the breed, just the right size, shape and colour.

Whenever anyone peered into the pen they waffled on about some Kennel Club and Champions of the future. That is until they saw me. Then the only comments I heard were about the need to put this one down in order to maintain standards.

Wow! How hard is that on a girl? How could they be so spiteful? What had I done to deserve that? All I ever did was sleep in the pen and attempt to fight for whatever small morsel of food I could get come mealtime.

Not that my Mother helped, she definitely had her favourites and I was certainly well down that pecking order, nay, bottom of the heap.

So eight years have passed. And what Beth and the others did not know or probably ever knew was that not only would I have a wonderful and adventurous life, but also I actually turned out to be rather beautiful even though I say it myself.

Well, not just me but my family, and pretty much everyone we meet.

‘What a beautiful dog, such a nice temperament, is she a Boxer? I have never seen a White Boxer’. Oh I love it. If my Mother could see me now, well, not right now as they have cut away at my face and left me disfigured, but more about that later.

So the best day of my life happened quite unexpectedly. I was several weeks old and had just been in one almighty scrap to get my share of some food. Despite Mother continually pushing me away I was a plucky little bitch and still managed to get in there and get my fill. Full and content I lay in the corner of the pen contemplating a few zzz’s when a face peered over the edge of the pen.

‘Oh my goodness, she is just so beautiful’ I heard the cry.

Oh no, not again, more visitors. Every time they turn up they disrupt the pen, picking up the puppies, playing with them, cuddling them then choosing the one they wanted. All except me. No one wanted the ugly white one.

‘Isn’t she adorable’.

I just lay there in the corner with half an eye open trying to see which of my siblings would be lucky this time. But with that a pair of hands reached in and picked me up. That was the start of my wonderful life.

However you could say it was almost a disaster before it began. As she picked me up, my full tummy started rumbling, she squeezed, and out came this gut wrenching wind. Even by my standards it was rank. It brought tears to my eyes let alone everyone within twenty feet of the pen. Hee Hee!!

‘Arrggghh that is foul you little beast, I can even see you smiling. I just love her. When can I take her home?’

Me! What, me? You want me. I thought I had better show some enthusiasm so started wagging my tail. I was so rusty having had little opportunity to use my tail so wagging involved the whole of my rear end.
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And so began my life as I now know it. My new mistress, Charlotte, placed a small red collar around my neck, attached a matching red lead and off I trotted beside her out of the kennels, my head held high. If I had been a cat I would certainly have looked as though I had got the cream. As we walked out towards freedom I still had this nagging feeling that there had been some huge mistake, and that she had really wanted ‘Patch’ my brindle coloured brother. I really could not get out of the door quickly enough!

She placed me in a basket in the back of what she called the 2CV. For me it was route one out of prison. Hit the gas girl!

My home for the next six years would be in a first floor flat with two bedrooms in the suburbs of Bristol, very nice, and very comfortable as I settled in and became a ‘house dog’.

The early years consisted of mainly daily dog training and developing a routine; Charlotte was a very good trainer. I certainly knew my place and the boundaries that could not be crossed, although that did not stop me trying to push them every now and then to see how far I could go! How many times did I hear that cry ‘Bad Girl’!!

She also taught me how to play, especially football, and what a great ball player I became, lightening quick with great heading ability and dribbling skills. I did hear talk of a future England player, but that turned out to be idle talk and came to nothing.

As Charlotte worked most days I would get my exercise mainly in the evening, which consisted of an hours run and romp on the local Recreation ground. I loved it - not only could I run free, and experience a myriad of smells, but I could also meet up with new friends and enjoy a fantastic game called chase. These were great times and some of my most enjoyable.

For the most part of the day I would lay in my basket daydreaming, occasionally disturbed by someone called Postie who would regularly bang on the door as he put paper through the box. Annoyingly it always happened about the same time each day just as I was getting settled for a deep sleep. That would be it; up I would jump barking as if my life depended upon it. However, sadly I could not get to the door to see him off, as Charlotte had erected a gate in the kitchen stopping me!

Occasionally if Charlotte was home in the day I would meet Postie who always ruffled my ears and patted my head, not a bad sort, but that did not stop me barking every time he delivered the post. I suppose that is part of what Charlotte would call my routine.

Every day it was my very important job to guard our home and wait patiently for the sound of the key in the door announcing her arrival back home.

We got on very well, my only demands being food, exercise, play time and love which she gave me in spades. Being just the two of us meant lots of cuddles and human touch. Most evenings I could jump up onto her lap or lay across her on the sofa. This was life as it always should be.
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I remember when Charlotte changed her car and bought a Golf Cabriolet. What fun we had when she bundled me into it with the roof down. Off we would drive to the country to spend some quality time with Ma and Pa. They lived in the small city of Wells nestling at the foot of the Mendip Hills, an area that would provide me with some of my favourite walks.

Ma and Pa had a large house, which became not only my second home but also my own personal holiday hotel, complete with personal staff to attend to my every need. It had a big garden ideally set out for me to play and explore and was designed with plenty of trees giving welcome shade when the weather got a tad too hot.

Football, chase, tug of war, hide and seek, find the ball, all these wonderful games I would play as well as the long walks on the hills. From Ma and Pa’s house we would walk several miles up onto the hills and back through Ebor Gorge and Wookey Hole. I knew every step of the way.

One day, I guess I must have been two or
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