
Our Black Dog 

He walks his creature, the one that hides in the shadows and lurks like a menacing black 
imprint. My family are the ones deeply affected by this malevolent force. Over a decade 
now and we have fed, walked and accepted that it is part of us, part of our family. The 
creature, like a chill down your spine, a bad feeling, it always comes back. We throw a 
ball of caged, explosive torment and try to hide, yet it always manages to find us 
eventually, even when we thought we were able to lose it. If we don’t feed it, it lurks 
within him always just in sight… 

Underneath the radiator he, the shadow lies and observes us, very often he is tripped over 
as he lays on the dark wood floor in the dimly lit hallway. Forever on the outskirts of the 
loving family living room. He becomes most important after the days of reflection and 
posthumous. The times he wakes up and has a feeling of loneliness, he watches and waits 
like a hawk, waiting to swoop while he is down.   

I see it in the little things he does each and every day, filled with depression but also with 
rage. We become increasingly cautious. These attacks are not uncontrolled but we fear to 
move, he can sense our tension. My father as he is known on these days. Only my dad on 
the good days. Irrational irritability as behind him stood strong the black dog that barked. 
This led to a separation between all things good and lonely, this then led to the creature 
keeping up appearances more often. The creature would ravish his memory like a chew 
toy as if it were nothing more than that. Forced to see through the black and white vision 
of an animal that knew no colour. As we sink down deeper we are forced to tip toe lighter. 

His name has the meaning of confusion and deeply emotional afflictions. He becomes 
over-possessive, but suffers from loss and disillusionment. We were sincerely joyful when 
he was offered help, yet tragedy is still and forever will be in existence with his presence 
near, often traumatic and unexpected. Without our understanding we, blissfully unaware, 
gave him this fate when we first laid eyes on him. We were never more pained to have 
realised what we had done. Sorry, boy 

 The issues started for him when he lost what was dearest to him, Family. This loss left a 
hole in him, a hole that eventually fit the shape of a black dog. Nobody was every given a 
choice in this, we never asked for this burden either, yet it is something that consumed 
our lives in every single aspect. At least a puppy comes with a manual, we had no idea 
that we would be in over our heads. 

The young days when we used to laugh uncontrollably at every silly thing, now we can 
hardly hold a conversation. The snow-days when winter was on its way and all we did was 
laugh about the stark contrast between our dog, as dark as ink, and the pure clean snow. 
And soon we will fear the winter and its cold nights that leave us smothered and 
desperate. 

However, it was not without the stresses for us also. Death, divorce, defiance, drama.  A 
frigid broken person lays on the edge, the dog slowly creeping up and smothering his 
inhibitions and all that he knew from life.  

Depression had finally taken control of a wonderful man who was turned weak by this 
disease. He now cannot rid his feeling of black emptiness, of desperation to be saved, but 
he is stuck in a ritual of caring for this illness. Keeping it warm inside of him for fear of 
freezing it out and having nothing left. 

A woman stands to appear strong to her children whilst their walls are caving in. She acts 
as the handler of this ferocious hound, picking up the pieces it leaves behind. Their father 



has changed. All power has been lost to an animal of the purest black. It all becomes clear 
now, it makes sense. The sharp snapping of the father like a hound, the pessimistic view 
on life, the tears. The tears are what the dog drinks, and he feeds from the sadness.  A 
pedigree of destruction. When you resist the urge to give up he starves, as soon as you let 
go. He feasts.   

You can easily find yourself wrapped up in the façade that is a warm affectionate dog, he 
then turns and you are reminded that he is a Black Labrador. Remembering the puppy days 
when he was so innocent and came across so pure, and now seeing the black mass and the 
way he takes up space. This isn’t a pet; this is a burden. He isn't a playful dog, only toying 
with our emotions and sanity.  

We would have thought a dog of such breed would have the character of a saint, one that 
helps and handles the darkness in order to soothe the feeling of unknown. Yet ours was 
forever tainted, we were meant to have him watching us almost as if planned from the 
start by some greater power. He will live on for 72 years, longer for him than us I suppose.  


