The Things I Want to Remember About Kira
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My dog Kira (Lumineux Magic Wand) was a Belgian Shepherd of the Groenendael variety.  She was born on June 5th 2000 and died on February 12th 2002. 

Kira was an inside dog.  She was gentle and playful, with a timidity that always surprised me when she interacted with other dogs or met strangers for the first time.  But she was gaining in confidence, as she approached adulthood and was on her way to becoming confident with the world.   

Most particularly I want to remember how I would become aware that she was lying very still just watching me, waiting for me to play with her.  She was very patient in her waiting - never disturbing me or making a fuss until at last I was looking at her too.  Then she would jerk forward slightly, as she lay in her basket and wag her tail vigorously to tell me she had waited long enough and now it was time to play.  

 Her favourite toy was her Frisbee – she was on her fourth one, but two of them were lost and they shouldn’t be counted.  This last one was soft, about 250 mm in diameter and very, very blue.  She preferred to carry it bent in half like a parsty and occasionally make it go “clack, clack” like a pair of false teeth. When she was exhausted from chasing her Frisbee, she would paw at it and chew it a bit and then lay down to cuddle it a bit.  Eventually she would return it to me for more throwing. That was the best part; to chase it as fast as she could and catch it with a little growl of self-approval. 

She loved to run - like the wind - as soon as she was let outside in the morning. All the boundaries would be checked against the predatory incursions of wombats, possums and other interlopers.  She was very light on her feet and would frisk and prance her way from point A to point B - that is, when she wasn’t running. 

She was a talkative dog for a Belgian Shepherd; a teenager who barked joyously at play and said what she wanted by combination of voice and action at other times. 

When it was time for bed, she always asked permission to jump on my bed and play, or just doze, while I was reading.  When it was time to put the light out she would retire to her own basket until the next morning when I would find her watching me and waiting to play again.

There are so many other memories that come to mind and I will try to write them down in the future, but the most important thing to say now is that,  “I was never lonely in her company.”  
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In great sorrow,

Alan Kilby










