As I looked into his clouded eyes one last time, I knew he was telling me that it was okay.  He was ready to go and he loved me too.  He gently rested his head in my lap and hands as I cradled him for the last time.  His legs were worn out.  His body tired, His spirit was waning and I knew it was time.

He nudged my hand and I rubbed his ears while he ever so softly inched towards me and nestled on my lap.  The slippery floors made it hard for him to get his bearings and his legs crumbled but he knew where he was and he felt me close as he slipped away.  His re-start let me know he had made it to the bridge.

He was a good dog.  A trustworthy companion and a credit to his breed.  He earned the right to be a Therapy Certified Dog and at one point in his life regularly visited local nursing homes and schools.  He would visit the fifth graders at the middle school each year to encourage them to develop a strong character through a presentation about respect and responsibility towards our pets, our dogs.

He knew a good soul and recognized a bad one.  He stood his ground, but took his place when the time was right.  His justness and temperament left him a loving soul with his trusted lady Missy.

Dear friend, My Tucker, I shall miss you.  You asked so little yet gave so much.  I love you.  Run Tucker, run towards the Rainbow Bridge where you will frolic once again in your proud demeanor before the arthritis and pain stopped your play.  Run, Tucker, run towards your daughter, Scully, and the ones who have gone before you.   There are many there like you, my ESS.   I will see you again some day, whole and pain free as we meet on the other side of the bridge.





Sir Tucker of Judah
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