A taste for
death:

The complaint of
an abandoned dog

Atthe back of the old shelter
Inawooden kennel

For twovears L havepaid

For having believed in youi too much
Certain thatyou will come
Everynight fgotosleep
Andyouarenotthere

What can havehappened
Sinceon June 16

Twell remeimber

How happy vou were
Youwhistled yousang
While fastening the suitcases
Andyouleftmetiedup
There in front of the chitrch
Your absence weighs on the
Andthedaysaresolong
My body is exhausted

And my heart breaks.

I haveno taste for anvthing
AndIbecomesougly
Thatnooneever

Would wanttoadopt me.

You put meonachain

Where voulocked mein
Youleft me for days

With nothingtoeatordrink
Thavesleptsooften

Inmy kennelwithout you
Paralvsed, rigid

Iwassgcold:

However if vou come back

We willleave together

I good heart through the door
Thatislike thatofaprison
Where 1 wassomiserable
Andthat Inever want to see again.

Butthere, my dreamisover
Forlseethecaretaker

Then thenurse

And vetinthedistance

They are coming into the enclosure
Their faces show to what they will Jead us.

1am happy vou know

Forina fewseconds

lam goingtoforgeteverything
And, like two years 2go,

Ishall sleep onyou

My great and only friend
Ishall sleep forever
Thankstoeuthanasia

To all youhumans
Taddressaprayer
Killme when Lamlittle
Take me from my mother
21t would be much better
For then you would not
Havetodoittoday.

lew course: Brigitte Bardot at St-Tropez with some of her 100 pet

_In her first interview for many years with a Britis n@wspaper Brigitte Bardot explains why she has emerged

from isolation to champion the cause of animal ghtsg a crusade which this week sees her World Festival for



