
My Dog and My Dad 
Maverick Darley 

 

Dear Schooner, 

 I know that you are only a dog, and most people say that dogs don't understand what you 

say to them, but I think that you understand me better than most people.  

 I remember when you were just a 2 month old puppy. Daddy and I drove for an hour to 

pick you up.  Daddy was the first to see you.  You jumped all over him and ran circles around 

him.  Then I saw you; you did pretty much the same thing to me.  When we got in the car, you 

wanted to sit with him, but he had to drive, so you settled with me.  

 You did so well for your first time in a car, that is, until we drove onto the street to our 

house.  It had so many potholes that it was hard to tell it was even a street.  It also didn't help that 

we were in a Mini Cooper with no suspension.  You ended up throwing up all over me.   

 Daddy taught you some pretty cool tricks, like to play dead, stand for a military salute, 

and shake hands.  You would sleep on top of him, lick him, and squeak when he came home.  In 

fact, you loved him so much that when he wasn't there to snuggle, you would sleep with your 

nose in his boot.  Daddy would also play a game called "Tickle Monster" with my brother and 

me.  You would join in, jumping on us to slow us down, blocking our path, and biting us in a 

playful manner.  

 Daddy also loved to go paddle boarding to and from work.  He was a merchant marine 

Captain.  He worked as captain and first mate on two military ships.  He took me to work 

sometimes and let me eat doughnuts in the mess hall.  I'm sure that you would have loved to do 

that.  When we went camping Daddy would bring his paddle board.  When he placed it in the 

water, the first thing you did was jump on the bow.  So, every time Daddy went paddle boarding 

you were with him.   

 Then, in August 2014, he was told that he had cancer.  We had hope.  I prayed every 

night hoping against hope that he would win the battle.  Then the bad news came: Daddy was 

told that the cancer was fatal.  This destroyed my brother and me.  We were no longer very 

playful or nice.  Daddy got sicker and sicker.  Then more bad news came.  The cancer had 

returned to his leg and spread to his spleen, liver, lungs, and brain.  Pretty soon he stopped 

recognizing you, my brother, my mom, and me.  He was extremely paranoid and thought that my 

mom was trying to poison him.   

 On the morning of September 29, 2015, just after my thirteenth birthday, he was 

coughing and writhing in his bed.  I went over to him and said four simple words, “I love you 



Daddy”.  He yelled at me and told me I didn't mean it and that I wanted him to die.  I went to 

school in tears.  When I came home I asked my mom the same thing I had been asking for 

months, “how is Daddy?” She broke down and I instantly knew what had happened.  You were 

there when it happened.  My mom had clutched my dad's hand and you licked where they met.   

 You no longer squeak in excitement for anyone.  You seem to miss him as much as I do.  

Sometimes I just start crying.  You comfort me and act as my living tissue.   

 I don't understand why God took him, but it is all part of his plan.  Daddy is in a better 

place right now.  I will always miss him and everyone who knew him will too. He was a great 

man and an even better father.  You are a great dog and an even better pillow.  Keep Daddy in 

your heart forever.   

Love, 

Maverick 


