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~ - = x -> n the night of July 26th our cat Shiro breathed
MMES‘Z%énEnw h??b 5 ") ia-o ‘-—wj—-'-— her last in the loving arms of my wife. Two dogs
= > = e 2123 share life with us in our house, but Shiro was our
Z';\ zhm&%wmgz(‘\<jb ‘_ﬁl I ﬂbga-o first cat. At ARK she was diagnosed with incurable renal
failure, requiring intravenous medication every other day.
Because we live close to ARK we took her in to our home. The vet gave her six months to live, so we knew what was coming, but that day came three
months early.
Shiro was unusual for cat. She loved everyone she met at first sight—both dog and human. She played with both dogs—Harold and Shelley—who
came to our home for allergy treatment, and when guests came to stay over Shiro would be found sleeping by their pillow. The usual bedtime ritual
was a faceoff becween Shiro and Shelley for the space between my wife and me. Shiro would always wind up with the best spot, and Shelley would be
lying down nearby with a jealous look in her eye. In summer, Harold always went off to lie down in his favourite cool spot.
When my wife and I came home from a day at ARK, first the dogs would greet us with some raucous barking. Then Shiro would come to us and roll
over onto her back, like a judo maneuver, showing us her belly. When we moved into another room to change our clothes, Shiro would again come to
plop herself down and roll over at our feet. When we sat down or stretched out on the tatami mats, Shiro would invariably maneuver onto 2 lap or
stomach or back, purring loudly and contentedly. It makes me sad to think that I'll never again be treated to those unique little things she did.
Whenever we felt down after the day was over or we were tired from work, she would be even more insistent on
cheering us up, doing her flop-over or rubbing her cheek up against our legs and purring to console us. Shiro
always reminded me that animals give us so much.
I have been working at ARK for nearly two years now and I have seen many animals die. I have seen ones whose
digestive organs weaken causing diarrhea every day, or those who can no longer stand and get bedsores. When
they reach this state it becomes a difficult choice, whether to let them die naturally or to put them to sleep. The
longer one takes care of them the harder it becomes to make the choice to euthanize. Even though I'm not a
medical expert, I knew what the final stages of renal failure would be like; we took Shiro in thinking that when
she reached that point we would put her to sleep so that she wouldn’t suffer. I believe that this is the final act of
love that an owner can give to a beloved pet with a terminal illness.
The way in which Shiro died couldn’t have been better. Although she had lost her appetite and had become thin,
even one day earlier she had played happily with Harold. I think that she really only suffered on that last day.
Shiro was able to spend her last three months of life surrounded by family, dying in the arms of her adoptive
mother. I feel that she was lucky.
If you can, please give a chance to the little ones at ARK by welcoming them into your home. For an animal to
live out its entire life at an animal refuge can’t be very happy. Only by having a family to give them love and
accept their love can they be their natural, loving selves.
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