DOG BLESS

Well how lovely to see you, come away in and take a seat, grab a cup of coffee and let’s have a nice long chat. I expect you are surprised to see me on this page but Ed thought it time I should be let out of my GSD notes even if it’s just for this week.
 I notice you are looking round and I forgot this is the first time you have visited so I will describe the farmhouse kitchen that will be open every now and again for a visit. Like all good kitchens the centre of the room is taken up with a large pine table big enough for all of us to get round. The rayburn stands in an inglenook on one wall with the kettle always on the hob. Opposite is the large pine dresser that takes up the whole of that wall and on the other two are the pretty blue kitchen units. The floor is terracotta tiles, easy to clean and around the room are dog beds for the little ones who sleep in the kitchen at night. Feeling relaxed, good, because I intend this to be entertaining more than challenging and though it will be about dogs and the people who are obsessed by them, it will definitely not be about how a dog should look or move or if xx genes added to xy genes makes a champion. In scrabble it makes 20 points, I think.  

The topic of conversation, well that’s easy, all the things we believe regarding people and dogs without scientific proof. We will investigate the spirit and personality of both species and why they have had an enduring friendship for eons. I say “we” because without your input there is no conversation and I will be sitting here talking to myself. Ed has shown faith in what you have enjoyed reading in my column so whatever your reaction please let him know.
I have to say right up front I believe that dogs have souls and live on after their time on this earth. I believe this because I have seen animals that have passed and because I truly feel that the ability to love sets souls apart. I know some of you are shaking your head again and all I would say in my defence, is I am the biggest cynic you will find. I will look for the practical before I ever decide it is spiritual and anyone who knows my career know I am steeped in evidential fact and balance of probabilities; however let me tell you a story that best illustrates the above.

I had a dear friend at work and every day we would go for lunch together, one day she asked if we could go to her mothers as she was not well and she wanted to check on her. I had never met her mother before or since but was happy to agree. We spent the lunchtime at her mums and returned to work. A few months later we again were having lunch at our usual place and she was telling me she was going on holiday. I asked her what they were going to do with the new kitten they had just bought as I did not think it right to put it in a cattery at such a young age. She assured me they weren’t doing that and that her mum was going to look after it. 
I was shocked and said to her Irene you cannot leave that kitten at your mums that cat of hers will kill it. What cat she asked? That large tortoishell cat with the big broken canine that sat on the arm of the sofa all the time we were there. 
Di she said that cat has been dead three years. It was only then I realized I had never felt the need to touch it or talk to it which is not like me at all. Irene was able to confirm that her mum’s cat of sixteen years and her great companion was a huge trotoishell cat whose large canine had been broken half way down and who had spent his days sitting on the sofa arm. This to me was excellent evidence as I had not even realized I was looking at a ghost and if the conversation on the kitten hadn’t come up I never would have. Makes you think how many times as we go about our business we see animals just visiting and are none the wiser. 
It is strange how the dog has stirred the human soul yet it has never had a place of respect in the teachings of the three major world religions, in fact most of the few references to them are negative. How then has it come to pass that the humble and much maligned cur has transcended this bad press to become the number one companion of humans. It is truly, testimony to its courage, personality, and undying love for its family that has ensured it has entered our hearts and homes. And we in return have immortalised them in paintings, stories and my own personal love, poetry not the “beat your breast”, if you understand any of this it must be rubbish type of poetry but the simple beautiful coming together of words and memories that we all can understand and many of you read and even write and may like to share. It would be nice to know a little about the dog you are writing about so please feel free to tell of us about its life. I will go first this time. My Flicka was born in 1975 and I lost her in 1986 and a day has not gone by that I have not looked at her painting and thought of her. She was not a great show dog, though her sister was made up, but she was my heart and soul and had a Personality that stopped people in their tracks. If we had a girls evening she had to have her wine in a little salver she had won and she would have a sip then sit listening to the gossip just like everyone else. Not long before she passed we were in the garden and she lifted her head and stared at me and my heart leapt to my throat. I wrote this little poem that evening.  
I hope you enjoy it, by the way she was a German Shepherd bred by a dear friend Pat McCulloch.
My Flicka

She stands alone the image of my love.

None comes close, yet she is not unique:
Her form is that of generations past,
But from her soul I hear her oneness speak.

Dark her eye, with depth of knowledge held.

Her head the envy of a sculptor’s hand:
Her movement free, and with the course of time,
Has stamped her claim on heart and land

She turns, and catching me within her gaze,

I see a look that mirrors all I feel:

And deep within a fear erupts,

We sense the future’s mortal seal.

And one day, when they say she’s gone,

I’ll smile and slowly turn my head:

For I’ll hear then as I hear now,

That slow but happy tread.

 I guess I better close now as you have all finished your coffee and I bet you have umpteen things you must be doing. There are so many things I know you want to talk about and if Ed is happy we will meet again in a few weeks time, so please if you wish to share your poems and memories of your babes or have a story to tell please get in touch. 
Finally: (well you didn’t think you would get away that easily) If dogs could write there are a few things they would want to check out with God before entering heaven.

Dear God, 
Why are there cars named after the jaguar, the cougar, the mustang, the colt, the stingray and the rabbit, but not ONE named for a dog? How often do you see a cougar riding around? We dogs love a nice ride! Would it be so hard to rename the Chrysler Eagle the Chrysler Beagle?
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