
GOOD NIGHT MYSTERY
Dar Lamb

	“Good night Mystery.”  “I love you.” “You are my best friend,”  I whispered in her ear as I kissed her.
	 I said this every night to my lovely big black Persian cat. It was my last prayer of the day.   
	After kissing her, and rolling over onto my side, she would get up and move down to curl up in the semi-circle of my bent knees. She would sleep there until morning, at which time she would quietly come up next to my face and tap her paw gently on my cheek until I awoke and together we would begin the day.  
	She was perhaps two months old when she came out from under the cottage at Golden Lake, up near Algonquin Park, and curled her little body around my ankle. I never should have picked her up and held her to my heart.  
	 I never wanted a cat. I didn’t want to have to look after another person, pet, or anything. My whole life had been looking after everyone else and losing myself in the process. I didn’t want any responsibilities. I was just beginning my new life and finding out who I was.  I had plans to study, to travel, to photograph and search for the meaning of my life.   
	But here she was, and it was meant to be. We became best, best friends. She was just what I needed for the biggest lesson of my life. Learning about love. She was the first living thing that taught me what true love was. She loved me and I loved her. We both knew it. No questions asked. I promised her I would take care of her all her life and when she got old, she would never suffer, and I kept my promise.
	When she was 16 years old, she began to fail. I pretended not to notice. She and I were both having trouble manoeuvring the stairs. I learned I was in need of two hip replacements and she, in cat years was 112. I made a decision to sell my condo and we moved into a retirement home for seniors.  

	We both settled in. She seemed to be sleeping more, and didn’t jump all over the furniture like when she was younger but then, neither did I. Hard cat food was being left in her dish so I changed her diet to soft food as I realized she was losing weight. Brushing her long haired coat on her thinning body wasn’t to her liking, so I stopped doing that and just cut out any matted clumps I found as I petted her gently. It was becoming obvious that I would have to take her to the vet to see what they might suggest. If they felt that it was time to put her down, I would sadly agree. 

	I believe she stayed alive to guard me in our new residence and when she realized I would be alright living on my own in new surroundings, she was ready to cross over the Rainbow Bridge where she waits for me today.

	On Easter Monday we made the trip to the animal clinic in Cambridge, and the decision for Mystery’s life would change that day. They told me it was time for her to go. After giving her a sedative they brought her to me in a small private room so we could be together. I  massaged her sweet head softly. Tears scrolled down my cheeks as I told her how much I loved her and thanked her for making the biggest and best difference in my life. Cradled in my arms, she looked up at me knowingly, slowly closed her eyes, and slipped away.  
“Good night Mystery,” “I love you” “You were my best friend.”

	 I still miss her and always will. She was my precious beauty, snaggletooth and all. I wish I had a friend who, when the time becomes necessary would do the same for me.  To have someone hold me in their arms,  whispering how much they love me and telling me that I made a difference in their life, and stay there with me until I fell asleep forever would be a wonderful thing. 
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