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Papa’s Mysterious Rex

One hot October evening, a disheveled mutt mysteriously appeared out of thin air. Without a bark, he approached, sniffed our arms, and chose to stay. Except for his eyes, this ordinary-looking stray had a small, muscled body. His rough, coarse coat was marred by scars—some from battles, others from neglect. But as I looked into the windows to his soul, an extraordinary warmth and trust enveloped me.
Pedigree experts claim a dog’s breed can be discerned by the kindness reflected in the canine’s eyes. I disagree. If that were true, our mutt would have ranked nobly, for his heart was undoubtedly pure gold. Shortly after we met, he followed us home. Papa immediately bonded with him, fed him scraps, and named him Rex. From that day on they became inseparable companions.
For over a year, Rex became Papa’s shadow while he recovered from a massive brain surgery. On my way from school, I often saw them in the same spot they initially met, basking in each other’s company. This bond lasted until Papa's passing. 
That night, Rex grieved the loss of his cherished master in his animalistic way. The high pitch of his whine penetrated the cold air of the dark and starless night announcing to the world his sorrow through the chilly air. Rex grieved profoundly. 
After the week of Shiva, observing his absence I searched for him in the usual places where the strays hung out. I asked my neighbors about him, but no one seemed to know where Rex had gone. 
Feeling his disappearance as mystical as his arrival left me to ponder his presence as serendipitous. With his mission complete, our beloved mutt had mysteriously vanished into the same place he materialized from. Mysteries like these are woven into the fabric of life.



