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Introduction: When The House Feels Empty

There is a particular kind of silence that hangs in a house after a dog is gone. It is not just the absence of barking or the jingle of a collar. It is the stillness where movement used to be. The space by the door where they waited for you. The patch of carpet they had made their own. The bed that still holds the shape of their body, even when it has been neatly straightened. For a while, everything feels wrong. Your hands still reach automatically for the lead. You pause before you open the front door, expecting to be greeted. You catch yourself stepping carefully over a spot on the floor out of habit, even though no one is lying there anymore. Loss shows up in these tiny, ordinary ways long before you can fully put it into words, and if you are anything like most people who love deeply, you may already be half apologising for how much it hurts.  So I want to start here, in that strange in between. The part where the practical things have been done, or at least some of them have. The vet appointments are behind you. The last car journey has already happened. The condolences have been said, a little awkwardly, by people who mean well but do not know what to say. Life has technically carried on, and yet you feel like you are walking through it slightly out of sync with everyone else. You might be thinking you should be coping better, or that you should be grateful for the time you had, or that other people have been through worse. At the same time, you are shaken by how sharp the emptiness is. Grief over a dog does not fit neatly into the boxes the world has for loss. There is no official script for how long you are allowed to be broken by it. That does not make it less real.  The bond you had was woven into your days in ways that are hard to explain to anyone who has not lived with an animal like that. They watched you cook, followed you to the bathroom, sat at your feet when you cried, nudged your hand when you forgot to look up from your phone. They knew your moods before you said a word. Perhaps they were there in seasons when no one else really was. You built a language together that did not rely on sentences. A tilt of the head, a paw on the leg, the way they would lie closer on the days when you were struggling. When a bond like that is cut, even gently and for the right reasons, there is a tearing somewhere inside you that the world cannot see. On the outside you might still be going to work, still holding conversations, still paying bills and putting on washing. On the inside, your nervous system is trying to understand why the soft constant presence that helped you feel safe has disappeared. This is why some days you feel oddly numb and others you find yourself in tears over something that looks small from the outside, like seeing their favourite treats in the supermarket, or finding a single hair woven into a jumper you had not worn in months.

This book is not here to tell you to move on, or to find the bright side before you are ready. It is also not here to turn your grief into a project you have to complete neatly. I am not going to offer you a set number of stages you should pass through or a timetable you are expected to keep. What I am offering is a companion. A place where your love is taken seriously, and your pain is not measured against anyone else’s. Together we will look at what this kind of loss does to your heart and your body, how guilt and what if thoughts cling on, how the house can feel haunted by habits that have nowhere to go anymore, and how you might begin to live with the memories without them scalding you every time they surface. We will talk about the people who do not understand, and the few who do. We will explore rituals and small acts of remembrance that let you keep a thread of connection without staying frozen in the moment of goodbye. We will also gently touch the questions that may scare you now, like whether you will ever want another dog, and how you honour the one you loved without feeling like you are replacing them.  You do not have to read this quickly. You do not have to agree with every page. You can put the book down whenever it all feels too much and come back when you are ready. Grief does not respond well to pressure. It responds to honesty, patience and soft, repeated choices to care for yourself in the middle of something you never wanted to face. If all you can manage right now is to sit with the fact that you miss them, and let someone name that with you, that is already enough.
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