For Mr. Hobbs in Summer… 
I can’t help it… when the real warmth comes back into the air,

And bits of green have moved from sprout to flower to seed… 
when harvest is just a fleeting thought, teasing at the senses… 
Then, Autumn Solstice child, my soul misses you most….
Reality gives way to instinct, and I search….
scanning all the familiar, 


Comfortable places,

Places where you belong with me…
Because, sweet boy, when we separated, 

that parting never took the “we” out of you and me…

And your shadow remains, I swear it remains
Right here at my side…

Your chin upon my open Bible, 



Your breath soft upon the pages…

And I hear the tiny “uff” of you laying down to rest… even though I know 

I washed your beloved little threadbare quilt 


For the last time.



So very long ago…

I can’t see you…. But I feel you…. Everywhere….

You are in the wind brushing soft against my cheek… 



And in the hummingbirds whir, 

Even as summer seems endless,

 the days shorten toward fall..
Even as the sun erases all memory of the cold heart of winter…


the future freezes approach, as does your birthday,
And I remember…

I ask rainbows if you are there, chattering at birds, 
and pawing the air for treats…
just on the farther side of their sunlit grandeur,
and I pray that you are running, playing and happy – 
young again, my constant… 
And I wonder, as grand as Heaven must be, does it have a windowsill? 
Can you look down at me

From that grassy, sun-washed place 
reserved for the noblest, truest, most faithful best friends… 
And on the harder days… 

Like today… can you put feather-soft pawprints 
on a moonbeam bent low to earth... 
and come to me again?
Just to be beside me,

A tender salve…

To heal my soul?

Your little chin, so light on my shoulder, 
Your soft, familiar whiskers, tickling my cheek. 
All these tears, Hobbs, the ones you once helped dry; 
Do you know these fell for you? 
They were full of sad,

And full of sorry…

Sweetest boy; 
Please forgive me, your passing was an impossible contradiction…

I helped you cross over, 
because I love you…

But I so desperately 
Desperately want you back again,
because I love you…

So, …for you and I and every other fur-parent and fur-child
 Reaching  toward each other through the mist…

this is written for all of us, 
we who made the best,

of impossible choices, and heartbreaking circumstances;

I offer these words; my pen poised between sorrow and hope…

Only because I love you so much, Mr. Hobbs…
Only because I love you so much…
Written with love for Mr. Hobbs, and for every fur-kid beyond the Rainbow Bridge,
by Christy Doherty
published in laJoie, Summer 2021
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