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She was the greatest dog – so sweet, devoted, my constant companion, and as close as one could be to an angel. She loved riding in the car and sitting under the Hawthorne tree in the front yard. She used to play “plow” with her nose in the snow. I loved when she would lean against my leg and put her sweet head on my knee. She liked when people would say she was little and would curl up in a ball next to them. She like belly rubs. She hated any crate; she had spent way too much time in one before I adopted her. The UPS man was also on her list of dislikes. Trish was a polite dog, taking treats from the drive-thru people, and then laying them on the seat – never to be eaten. My lab was almost 14 years old when she died on New Year’s Day. She was headed to her favorite tree to sit for a while. I will never forget you, my beloved little Trish. Love you, 
Mom
