Dear Friends,

Many thoughtful animal lovers make donations in memory of the beloved pets of friends or relatives.  This lovely tribute to “A Chance Encounter” accompanied a recent gift.  It was written by Chance’s owner, Meg Reilly of Norwalk, Connecticut and captures the essence of coping with the loss of a pet.
 

Nothing is as empty as the leash of a pet you've just put down. Not the quiet in the car ride home. Not the hole in your heart, the piece you just gave away and laid to rest with him. Not the house you walk into still dusty with dog hair that constantly shed and still needs to be swept up. But, the clangy jingle of that heavy choke chain and that long red triple-tied leash that I walked him with nearly every day and night for the last nine years - that weight, that sound, that reminder, that empty leash - that is an in-your-face encounter with loss.
    
Chance left us today as suddenly as he came into our lives, nearly nine years ago to the day. He bounded out of the car - a skinny, red-haired, out-of-control, three- or four-year old (no one really knew) Golden Retriever with what we thought a silly name - looking more like an Irish Setter than his own breed. He'd been given up for adoption after three years of neglect, and we were told, at the end, abuse.

 We'd spent the better part of a year grieving the loss of another Golden, Toby, who was part of our blended household (I brought four kids and the dog, Joel brought two cats). We had decided that we would do this again, and had done just a little research, made a visit to a local shelter and then a random phone call to a rescue league and in short order we found ourselves in a parking lot in Westport with this exuberant dog jumping, licking, pulling, disobeying and quickly winning us over. We thought it was just the excitement of meeting strangers and getting out of the car after a long car ride. We were wrong, of course. But we took him right then and there. Suddenly he was ours. 
    
I don't recall a lot about Chance back then other than my new-found chore of walking him twice a day. He didn't really settle down for years. He was angry at first and leery, even baring teeth when he was challenged. He'd pull on his chain when we'd walk. He'd bark at other dogs and any white car, especially vans. He'd go nuts for my mother whenever he saw her and nudge her and slobber on her relentlessly until she finally got him under her foot with which she'd patiently rub him. He'd bark at anyone who came to the door including us sometimes. But, slowly, over the years he came to trust us, to love us as much as we came to love and trust him. 

And he became, like we had hoped, one of us, a member of our family as only a dog can. He'd steal food if we weren't looking, he'd pull napkins or used Kleenex out of the trash and chew them up, he'd sleep on the couch when he could get away with it. But he also knew when it was time to sit quietly - an endless comfort when we cried after the cat died, or when one of the kids suffered a heartache, or when a friend was unfair, or just when we felt wronged by the world.
    Pets fill our lives in a way that people do not. They never tire of our grousing; they don't hold grudges or resentment; they don't complain that we never listen to them or don't understand their feelings or their aches and pains; no matter what the subject they listen to us without judgment; they let us sing loud without criticism; they are always ready to play when we are and willing to go lie down and wait when we are not. People with pets know all this. Even people who are unkind to their pets know this (though I don't think they should have the privilege).     
    And, people with pets know this emptiness. The bittersweet, choked-up, thankful-and-sorry-for-myself-at-the-same-time emptiness of this sudden day. It comes to all of us pet owners one unhappy day. For people like me, it has come before and it will probably come again, because we are always willing to take another Chance.
 





Love, Bootsie

P.S.  The Potter League offers monthly meetings of our Pet Loss Support Group.  Our next session is scheduled to meet on Saturday, June 23rd at our Administrative Offices in Building II at The Green, 1272 West Main Road, Middletown.  Pre-registration is required. Contact Jill at 846-0592 or jillh@potterleague.org 

