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His name was

“Sonntag.”
which was the. day he was born. He was my dog.

it means Sunday in German,

If you spent time around Georgetown in recent years, |
am sure you saw him. He was a big German shepherd
with a sweet face, graying muzzle and rakishly cocked left
ear. Perhaps you noticed him when he was sacked out in
his custom-built bed in what used to be the front passen-
ger seat of my green Land Rover. More likely, though, you
saw him in the street, tooling around in his canine wheel-
chair.

If you were one of the people who saw us together, you
may have smiled, commented or fired off one of the
questions | was asked so many times.

Maybe you were the fellow who stopped his convertible
in the middle of Pennsylvania Avenue, stood up,
applauded and shouted “Bravo.”

Or perhaps, you were one of the many people who-shook
my hand.

In the beginning, those of you who asked , “What hap-
pened to your dog ?” got the 15 minute, unabridged
version. Later, in the interests of time, | responded on the
run: “Paralysed. Running accident. But he’s fine. Thanks
for asking.”

If you were among the large number of people who
shouted, “What an inspiration that dog is,” you were
right.



