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The Day Death Took My Friend 

Death is an important, yet hurtful process in life.  It is inescapable and timeless.  It can 

take anyone at any time, even someone who is amicable, benevolent, and follows God’s every 

rule.  Death exists so that God can test or revive our faith in him and teach us necessary, 

important life lessons.  Knowing this doesn’t stop it from hurting when you lose a loved one.  It 

still leaves deep, irreparable holes in your soul.  I learned all about this when I was only at the 

age of 9. 

On March 12th, 2015, my dog Peace died.  Maybe his passing is something I should’ve 

seen coming, because he’d been sick for a couple months and we couldn’t afford to take him to 

a veterinarian.  I never found out what was wrong with him.   He kept throwing up, sometimes 

with little dots of red mixed with it.  That Thursday morning, I woke up normal, having no idea 

what was about to happen.  I went to the kitchen to check on Peace and saw that he’d thrown 

up again.  But instead of getting gloves and newspaper to clean it up, I kept walking, for I saw 

him lying motionless in his corner.  I think I knew at that very moment, but instead of my mind 

forming the words “he’s dead,” I told myself that he was sleeping.  And I went over to wake him 

up.  He never woke up. 

The rest of that day has been blocked out of my memory.  The most I remember is 

curling up on the couch, crying and writing in my diary, while my mom and sister sat in the 

other room, calling the animal society.  We moved him to the curb, where they said to leave 



him so they could pick him up.  They were supposed to come that same day, but Peace lay on 

that curb wrapped in an old blanket for 3 days before they came.  I have no idea what 

happened to him after that. 

I know there are kids who lost family members who were actually human beings.  There 

are kids who lost their parents, siblings, and best friends.  So, who am I to write about a dog?  

Well, Peace was my best friend.  I’m the nerd in my neighborhood.  I hardly have any friends.  

Not because I’m not friend material, but because I don’t participate.  I would envision myself on 

a basketball team, a cheerleading squad, or in a drama club.  Then I’d see myself tripping, 

dropping the ball, or forgetting my lines.  I put it in my mind that there is no point in joining 

because I’d fail.  But in front of Peace, I didn’t worry about failing because I knew he wouldn’t 

laugh and mock me.  Not because he was stolid or unable to make a guise, but because he was 

a true friend.  I’d dance, sing, and act out scenes from books and sometimes I’d stumble, but I 

didn’t care.  Because Peace didn’t care. 

Death has reached my family several times since Peace passed.  I’ve lost a great-

grandmother, two grandfathers, and an unborn nephew.  All these losses have taught me many 

lessons.  I know not to waste any valuable opportunities.  I know not to waste my life being 

jealous, hateful, or stuck in the past, because moments are precious.  I’m now more willing to 

participate in sports, games, and socializing.  I am also working to pursue my ambitions and 

dreams.  I’ve also learned to move on.  Those first few weeks it was hard.  Sometimes I would 

wake up, expecting to see him and then feel that pain all over again.  Sometimes I would try to 

sleep and couldn’t because I hear him walking around in the kitchen, even though he wasn’t 

there.  But, as time passes wounds heal.  Instead of focusing on the past and having a feeling of 



nostalgia, I focus on the present and plan for the future.  I live life to the best because I know 

Peace is watching over me. 


