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Mercedes was a cute, cuddly 3-month old Keeshond puppy when I bought her as a present to myself for my 42nd birthday in May 1990. For almost 14 years, she was my best friend and most dependable ally. We went on daily walks through the neighborhood where kids of all ages would greet her with oohs, aahs and much affection. She accompanied me on all my long car rides and was always a perfect passenger. She loved to eat cheese and the cores of my left-over apples, which she patiently waited for. She shared her early life and space with 6 cat friends, including Sasha (1988-1992) and her most enduring friend, Oscar the Cat (1985-2003) who pre-deceased her by 6-months. But my fondest memories of Mercedes were a daily occurrence: The sound of her exultant, jubilant, enthusiastic barking each time I returned to the house - as though each time I returned to her was the first. She was an enduring puppy right up to the last 6 months of her life, when advancing age and medical issues slowed her down. It has now been 5 years since I put her to sleep, but her memory (and pictures) pervade my daily existence. I still sing songs to her and call upon her spiritual support when I need inspiration. And when I am gone, my first joy will be to find Mercedes on the other side of the Rainbow Bridge and hear her exuberant barking as I approach her. I will give her cheese and apple cores through the rest of eternity.
