Candy

By Ruth Allen
     My mom had just picked me up from my kindergarten class.  She told me she had a surprise for me.  The surprise was a puppy.  We were heading to someone’s house to pick her up.  My puppy looked just like Lassie, the popular dog on T.V., except for my dog was a miniature collie, or sometimes called a toy collie.

     Candy grew up with me.  I took care of her from day one.  I played dress-up with her by dressing her up in my doll clothes, I took her for walks, I had tea parties with her, she slept with me, etc.  She even went on camping trips with us and a few vacation trips.  Whenever I sat down, there was Candy beside me.  She was my best friend.

     When I got married and moved away from home, Candy’s health was getting pretty bad.  I can remember vividly the day my mom called and told me she passed away.  I remember once I hung up the phone I couldn’t keep back the tears.  My husband thought I was silly.  But I felt sad and sorry I wasn’t there to be next to her.  We had grown up together, she meant a lot to me.  Even though she was just a dog, to me she was my best friend.
     My picture of my dog Candy is very dear to me.  She was my first dog.  Through her I learned responsibility and the love and respect for all living things.

     I have two dogs and two cats now.  There may be a total of two years that I had been without an animal.  I’m never sitting down without one of my animals near or on me.  They give me comfort.  They’ll always go walking with me, they’ll watch anything I want to watch on T.V., and they’ll listen to my singing without complaining.  I will always have an animal living with me.
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