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There is Always Room for Love by Debby Hoffman
It was one of the saddest days of my life. My furry companion of almost 14 years had to be put down and I was the one to accompany her…  

When we picked up our new puppy, back on that rainy day in March, 1989, my children were five and three years old. We had been searching for a while for the perfect dog for our family. Our vet suggested we try to find either a Labrador or a Golden Retriever.  

I was looking at the pet ads in the classified section of the newspaper when I spotted it—Puppies For Sale—Golden Retriever/Golden Lab puppies intentionally crossed for temperament. It sounded too good to be true. There was only one left, the runt of the litter, and she was just perfect for us.  

We thought about what we should name her. My kids being little, came up with all sorts of interesting names. My three-year-old son suggested Mud, Rain, and Car, all things obviously important to him. It was my daughter who mentioned calling her Sun, and she was the color of Sunshine—so ­Sunshine and Sunny she became.  

The kids loved her. They would play with her and cuddle with her. My ­husband would throw the ball to her and wrestle. She loved to ride in the car and loved adventure. She soon became my constant companion.  This dog was certainly loved and such a big part of our lives for so many years.

Sunny was getting older now, ­slowing down, and each time I brought her to see our vet (Uncle Kevin as my furry ­companions called him), he would have to give her something to make her feel better.  

In the spring of 2001, we decided to move from our home in Concord, NH, to the next town over, Loudon. For the past couple of years, our family had been going through very stressful times and we needed a positive change in our lives. Although Sunny was really starting to show her age, we could not fathom life in our new home without her. 

I read somewhere that when dogs pass away, their spirits stay in the home of their master until the time their human dies. During the passing, master and dog will be reunited. For me that was it. I had to make sure she lived until we moved so she would be able to find me.  

Sunny had two months in our new home, and I must admit, she liked it here. No more stairs to go up and down. She was content to sit in my bedroom on her dog bed and let ­everyone come in to visit her.  

It was the Monday after the 9/11 attacks. She had been up sick all night, and I knew it was the day I dreaded. When I told my husband it was time, he began to cry, as did my son. They could not be there for the final moment—I knew I had to be strong.  

God bless her, she jumped into the car, something she always loved to do, but for the last few months, had been unable. She wagged her tail and we were off to see Uncle Kevin. I had called ahead and they told me to bring her right over.  

We were escorted into an ­examining room and Kevin explained how she would no longer be in pain. The tears were rolling down my face. I kept saying, “This is so hard.” Kevin told me that I could leave, he would take care of it, but I wouldn’t hear of it. I had loved and taken care of her all of her life. I would not leave her until she was safely at peace.  

When the deed was done, I lay there saying my good-byes. I remember ­looking at her, and seeing the puppy she had once been. Now, in her final sleep, I saw her calm and pain free—it gave me comfort.  

I ran out of the vet’s office, not even stopping to pay my bill. I went home and called my husband, told my ­children, and then spent the rest of the day crying, and grieving for my dear friend.  

The next day I was feeling very sad, and as I pulled into the driveway, something immediately caught my eye. There, on my front door step, was a delivery of beautiful flowers from Uncle Kevin and his staff—they arrived at the ­perfect time.  

The next day, I went off and did some errands. When I came home, I went directly into my bedroom­—and I smelled it. It was the distinct whiff of a dog, one who needs a bath, like my Sunny. It was clear, concise, and only for a minute, but I knew that was my signal from her. She was all right and she would be waiting for me.  

From that point on, I was okay. I still missed her, but my grief had been replaced by the knowledge that she was all right, she was at peace.  

It took me six months before I would consider having a dog again. I missed the day long companionship and I really missed a walking buddy. With Sunshine, except for the last 6 months, we walked every day. Mostly we walked in the woods, in isolated areas. I was never afraid with her around. Since her passing, I still walked, but perhaps not as consistently as before.  

This past August, my husband Dave was visiting his friend Kevin, our vet. Kevin told Dave that he had found the perfect dog for us, a purebred Golden Retriever. She was almost four years old, and had been a show dog who became too anxious around the show ring. So, her breeder made her into a breeding dog. She had two batches of puppies, and the puppies sold for $1200 each. But now the dog had developed a heart murmur, and although it would not affect her life span she could no longer mate. Was I interested? 

We went to the breeders the next Sunday and met Meggie (official show name Meg Ryan). She was beautiful, well behaved, and perfect. She came to us right away and went with us for a short walk—we were hooked.  

The owner was asking $400 for her, but after she saw us together, she told us we could have her for free—just be sure, if we decided we didn’t want her, we would return her and not bring her to an animal shelter. I thought it was an odd request, because it would never cross my mind to return her.  

We took her that day, and never looked back—not to say everything has been easy. Now I know why the woman talked about “If we decided we didn’t want her...” Let’s put it this way, Meggie is neurotic. She had lots of anxiety about new things and moving in with a new family. She has had to learn about living a whole new life. No shows and no other dogs around to play with (we have cats, which for the most part she has ignored). People stop me no matter where we are and admire her beauty and her behavior. I get to tell the Meg Ryan Show Dog Story to lots of people, and I do reveal that I cannot take the credit for her actions. She came to me this way. Ironically, the only thing I have taught her is something that I ­specifically taught Sunshine not to do —to jump on me. 

After a few months with me, I sat Meggie down and told her all about Sunshine. I realized Meggie had loved her former owner deeply, and I came to the conclusion that we were both very similar, we had both deeply loved others before. I thanked her for helping me to heal and told her I think there is enough love in my heart to love again—how does she feel? She looked at me with her big beautiful eyes, started licking my face, then ran off to find another place to dig a hole.  

Moral of the story–no matter how deeply we have loved before, and how saddened we have been, if you are ­willing to be open, the Universe will help you to love again. There is always room for love–just ask Meggie.  

¤ Debby

