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Cai, My Red and White Welsh

A march sun shone through my window. It was a bright day but cold. The sky was a pale blue with scattered icy-white clouds drifting slowly along, and I had a feeling.
 ‘Bring Cai over, with you. I haven’t seen him lately.’ I turned to my son. 
Cai is my son’s dog, but I felt he was also mine. I watched his mother push him into the world, this tiny life, one of eight. Cai is a Red and White Welsh collie, in style. I say this because he doesn’t have the certificates, but he had all the markings, the beauty, and intelligence.
His mother also has the markings of a Red and white Welsh.  She is very beautiful with one clear violet eye, and the other, brown. Both ears point upwards like two antennas; she is always on alert. She is a short hair and Cai is long. 
His father is a Black and white border Collie, both father and son has one ear erect, and the other is folded like the triangular fold of an envelope, and their eyes are both soft-brown and keen.
Cai is best of both.
I looked after the litter after the pups were weaned., Homes were found but Cai, from the time he was born had made it very clear he was staying. He made himself known by shoving his siblings aside to be the first to greet me, the first for dinner, and always the first for a fuss, bounding up onto my chest and lick, licking with sheer joy.  
He had a charismatic personality, with his head slightly tilted to the side, and his ears, one red and white, on point, and the other folded. Always listening and engaged as I chatted away, and not just to him, but to the whole group of pups, but it was all about Cai.
I named him Chubs McGhee. Chubs, for short. It came out of the blue, I guess because he was this fluff-ball of tan and white which made his head large like a bear. How could anyone resist.
My son changed his name to Cai, but I still called him Chubs with affection. It became my pet name for him, no pun intended.
They, all three dogs were the best of pals too, always rolling around together in play, holding each other’s nose between their jaws and growling, but with such gentleness - a joy to watch.
The three had nine years together sharing the finer things in life. They chased ducks, swam in muddy ponds, rolled in long grass, and basked in the warmth of the summer sunshine. 
On reflection, Cai was looking a little thin, but his personality was as bright as ever. But still I called the vet to give him the once over. My son agreed.
It was a fine day, a little fresh but the sky was clear, and off we went for a walk, across the street, with lines of houses. down the hill, past the park. Cai eyed a cat or two, his favourite, they eyed him too and they stealthily moved out of reach. We walked another steep hill, then through the doors of the vets. We were greeted with smiles and treats, not for me, mind, for Cai who looked longingly for more and more. 
In the consulting room Cai was examined all over with great care, the vet chatting easily. He is calm and loving all the attention. I watched her feel his under belly, his tail, his throat, then she turned to me.
‘He has one week.’
‘One week!’ I repeated. The shock was clear in my voice. How can this be?
The vet explained about tumours. Here, there, everywhere. I wasn’t taking this in. I had no clue. 
‘One week. How?’ I asked. ‘He was jumping and swimming in the pond, chasing ducks, just a week ago!’
She looked sympathetic. She must see this every day. ‘He is happy,’ she said. ‘His attitude is happy.’ She went on to explain that the kindest thing to do, was to put Cai to sleep.
She suggested five days of medication. This was to give my son time to decide, I realised later. Time for my son to decide on what action to take. Continue with medication until the end. Or decide what day? As Cai would have to be booked in on a specific day and time.
‘One week!’
The vet would be closed to the public so there would be no interruptions. To show respect. I nodded a lot. I took the medication, filled in forms, made a payment and we walked out. How was he still walking? How was this happening? 
We continued up and up the steep hills past the park and along the street, to my door. I chatted to him the whole way. What about? well stuff like, taking a walk to smell that earthy mountain grass, and the purple woody heather; the smelly lovely sheep he loved, and how beautiful he I thought he was. He just watched me, with tilted head and wide eyes. 
I am too numb to shed one tear.
My dogs greeted us at the door. I smiled at their happy energy for each other, and as a treat I cut off chunks of cheese. This helped. Cai’s eyes told me he was happy to be home.
My son is distraught. 
‘One week!’ he said, and he cried bitterly. This upset Cai who sloped away and hid under the table. He felt he had upset his partner, so my son gulped his pain then cwtched his friend close.
The following days felt like everything was moving in slow-motion. 
Cai coughed up blood. He passed sticky black tar. Thankfully the medication helped. But, very day, the three would sit in a row together, waiting for a chunk of cheese, a biscuit, or anything really that was going.
But despite the cancer running rampant throughout Cai, he always had that keen bright light in his eye just for you.
Friday. 
My son had to decide. Leave Cai on medication or end the suffering. I made the appointment. Cai and my son were attached at the hip, and he sobbed bitterly the whole of the weekend.
Monday.
It was a cool afternoon, no clouds above. This time I drove the short distance. The vet was expecting us. We followed each other, Cai close to my son’s side, and we entered the stainless steel, consultation room. There was a multi-coloured blanket on the floor. The vet motioned us to sit with Cai. My son held his best friend.
I sat close and fussed Cai, smiling into his face and at the same time I felt incredible sadness. Does he know I wondered.  
The vet knelt on the blanket close to Cai, and she showed us this long tube of sticky sweetness, ‘It’s for Cai, a distraction.’ she said. ‘Are you ready!’  
 	Cai chewed away savouring the smell of syrup on his tongue...
‘Are you ready!’ She said, calling our focus. A syringe ready in her hand. 
Cai gazed into my son’s face. His toffee eyes wide open. Then, they closed, 
I wasn’t ready.
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