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Samson Valentino Dawson

a.k.a. Boo Boo, Boogie, Boogie-D, and many other terms of endearment

2/14/99 – 2/11/09 R.I.P. until we meet again
I still vividly remember the day we picked Samson from the litter.  He was not really the runt, but was smaller than his brothers and sisters and was cowering in the back of the kennel.  We thought he would be a little less feisty than the rest, so we chose him.  The night we took him home from the breeder’s house was such a happy time.  He was my first pet, but my husband had many dogs growing up.  We spoiled him from day one.  Our time at home was spent on the floor with him, playing, rubbing on him, and taking him for walks.  We were able to tell from the start that he was a very comical dog….he had a great sense of humor and loved to make us laugh.  When we would come home from work he would get so excited that he would run laps around the house and the yard.  It was such a high point in our day! We also met our neighbors through Samson. We’d take him for walks when we could and that’s how we met people, by walking the neighborhood with the cutest little dog in the world. Everyone loved Samson and he loved them back. He never met a stranger and would love it when anyone showed him some attention. 

By the time Samson was 3 we started a family.  It’s not that Samson didn’t like the kids; he just liked having us all to himself.  He didn’t know what to think of the kids and spent a lot of time trying to stay away from them.  With the exception, however, of mealtimes…during that time he was their best friend.  (Without him here, we have many more crumbs on the floor!) 

Samson had a favorite ball (“Buddy Glow Ball”) that was like a drug to him.  He was totally addicted to that ball and only that ball.  He would bring the ball over to where we were and drop it at our feet to as if to say, “I’m ready to play”. We would play in the house and it didn’t matter where or how much room we had (he would often even bring it to us in the bathroom – he didn’t care!).  He was going after that ball if you threw it and he didn’t care how long we did it or if he ran into the wall trying to get it.  The game never got old to him. Outside and inside we played for long periods of time. Whenever we were sick he’d sit up beside us with his glow ball in his mouth or right by his side. He loved it so much and wanted you to know that he and glow ball weren’t going anywhere. Over the years there is no telling how much money we spent on glow balls.  To our horror, they stopped making them a couple of years ago and we couldn’t find them anywhere… even online (and I thought you could find anything online!)!  So our glow ball graveyard had to be robbed more than once. Thankfully we kept all of the glow balls when they got holes or tears in them.  If not, he would have been without and that would have sent him into a depression, I’m sure.  Despite our efforts and wasting much money, no other ball received the time of day with him…only glow!  His other best friend was “Hedge-O”, a hedgehog that he received as a Christmas present the first Christmas we lived in Lexington (1999).  To our surprise, he lovingly cared for Hedge-O for 10 years!  Hedge-O was losing some hair and his squeaker didn’t work, but that was it.  Not bad for a 10-year-old toy!  He slept with Hedge-O every night and carried him outside every night for his last bathroom break before bed.  That was the ONLY time he took Hedge-O outside….the last trip of the night.  (Maybe he thought Hedge-O needed to “go” too, or maybe he was afraid of the dark without Hedge-O?) Sometimes when it was cold he’d come back in with Hedge-O and toss him around like a rag doll. He’d shake him around and toss him from room to room. Right before bed was his time to play with Hedge-O and no one else. 

There are so many stories we could tell about our beautiful Samson, but we’d have a 50-page book on him and we are trying to keep this somewhat short. All in all he was the perfect dog for us and we wouldn’t change a thing about him, except for the problems he had with his health.  His personality was priceless and the joy he brought us priceless as well. We miss him, but we know now that he is not suffering and is so much better off. 

Thank you, Boo Boo, for your unconditional love.  We will love you and miss you until we meet again, our sweet little Boo Boo.  
