My little Benji died on Sunn'da. < 4 N : " ) |
He onlg murmured wl'ien tl’ie vet toucifie _ J B 7 '
The anguisl’i... the sorrO\:v_i.r._- : S 3 F , ’
The loss of the little guy that has\been with-me(cl'iru thiree

, g ; - b : :
T]’ICJOg, the sadness, the baéand,ti‘ie great . e
He was there. «
His little inquisitive nose gentlg inves’cigating.

Y
| thougiwt I heard him settiing on my Pi”ow tonigiwt.

For a brief moment, | thought he was there. o
Oh GociJ the sorrow when 1 realized — no more —'no more — no more.

I kissed him goodi:)ge, I stroked his nearlq black fin
and asked him to say hello to all who had gone b&@re.
All gone, all gone.

M9 last sigi‘it of my little buddy was him cradled inlthe vet’s arms.
She saici, “'m so sorry.”
I said, “I know.”

with all my love.




