
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Piper, 

	my old friend 

	Enrique Cormenzana Lizarribar

	María Ercibengoa Arana 

	

	First edition: March 2018

	Copyright © 2018 Enrique Cormenzana Lizarribar and María Ercibengoa Arana

	All rights reserved

	[image: Image]

	Letra minúscula

	www.letraminuscula.com

	contacto@letraminuscula.com

	

	Thank you Sua, 

	without your memory it would have been impossible 

	to write this story

	

	

	How many psychologists do you need to change a lightbulb? Only one, but the lightbulb has to want to change. With this cruel disease, it is not always easy, due the frequency of the episodes of darkness. Thanks Noemi for helping me see, for being an indispensable part of the process of getting to know myself, contributing to improvements in my life and your efforts to help me accept the reality of this disease. Despite all the problems, you have remained confident that I can improve my situation. Without your help this would be impossible. 

	

	

	To all those who, either as patients or as health professionals, are fighters, and look beyond purely personal interests.

	

	

	“Those who are weak don’t fight.

	Those who are stronger might fight

	for an hour.

	Those who are stronger still might fight

	for many years.

	The strongest fight

	their whole life.

	They are the indispensable ones.”

	

	Bertolt Brecht 
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	I had just turned twenty-five years old when I met Piper. When he arrived at my home, the puppy was barely two months old. He seemed so defenceless and vulnerable that I promised to look after him forever. Not only did I feel the need to feed him and look after his basic needs, but also to make up for the fact that he had been orphaned so suddenly.

	My best friend, Melissa, who had given Piper to me as a present, had argued that I was a bit of a loner, and so it would do me good to share my solitude with a new friend. Piper was a small Golden Retriever, a cute little thing, with a caramel coat and eyes the colour of coffee. I’m not exaggerating when I say that, even as a tiny puppy, he was smart, intelligent and very naughty. Perhaps what surprised me the most about Piper was his ability to learn new things quickly and the amazing way he got me to feel attached to him almost instantly.
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	I’ll never forget the first time I met Piper.

	

	

	When Melissa brought him home, a ribbon around his neck and smelling of doggy cologne, I couldn’t help falling in love with him. I found myself wondering what had happened to his parents, his family. How many siblings might he have? Does he miss them?

	The first night he was with me my questions were answered. Piper cried, it was obvious he was calling for his mother, maybe even his brothers. I tried feeding him, but he pushed the food away and wouldn’t even try it. I had to get some sleep as I had to get up early for work, Piper didn’t understand these things, and his sobs and whimpers had me aching.

	“Do you miss your mommy?” I asked him. Piper responded with a sweet yet sad howl.

	“I'm going to be your mommy for now, and your best friend,” I told him. I picked him up from the improvised bed I had made for him and laid him down beside me.

	That night would mark the first of many nights that we shared the bed together, until he came to understand that he was just too big for both of us to fit comfortably.

	At that time, I was working in a laboratory in the centre of town. I would leave the house at eight in the morning and get back home at nine at night. Piper soon won the all the neighbours over and I never wanted for anyone to look after him during my long days at work. Sally, my recently retired neighbour, took him out daily with her walking group and said he was a prized member. How happy I was to know that Piper never lacked affection - he deserved it. However, I never doubted that the moment I got home was his favourite part of the day.

	Before I would even get to put the key into the keyhole, I could hear Piper scratching the door with his paws. Of course, he knew it was me coming home. The excitement on his face at seeing me arrive was like nothing I had seen. He would celebrate my arrival as if I had come from a far-away and dangerous land. What honest and heart-felt emotion! He would wag his little tail and lie on the floor with his legs in the air for me to give him some attention.

	Piper became my greatest friend and, perhaps, there was nobody as loyal - for someone as solitary as I am – as he was to me.

	It was not that difficult to teach him practically anything, he learnt so quickly. Melissa was surprised at his ease of learning, she would say that all he was missing was the ability to speak. However, I knew it wasn’t necessary for him to utter a word, given that I understood him well and could feel what he was feeling at any moment, what he wanted to do and what he wanted to tell me. Maybe that kind of understanding between us was due to the tight friendship and dedication that we had for each other, and that we had each other’s backs. It was us against world, against hateful loneliness.
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	As with every other friendship, we had our ups and downs, our moments of frustration, our moments of happiness and our moments of sadness.

	Piper was a genius when it came to comforting someone. I guarantee that he got me over the depression I was going through before he arrived. As for me, I would care for my sweet friend when he would get sick or feel under the weather. He once got food poisoning from something he had eaten at the park. He was on bed rest for almost a week, he didn't want to move from his bed, he didn't have the strength even to get up to play with me. I told him to be strong because I needed him so much. I put everything on hold for him. He could tell that I wouldn't leave him, not even to go to work, he felt safe, coddled and comforted and, little by little, his health improved and Piper went back to being his amazing self again.
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	Piper’s food-poisoning episode - how we suffered!

	

	

	I have to be honest though, If I have to balance the times Piper cared for me and the times I cared for him, my little furry friend would win hands down. Sometime after his food poisoning episode, I remember I had some breathing problems for a few days. Piper had to be patient with me, taking care of me for long periods of time and supporting me so my recuperation would be faster.
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