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Bessie the dog
Bessie was my Grandpa’s dog.
She was a black and white collie. She
had one blue eye and one brown eye. I
met her often in London, when we
visited Grandpa.
When Grandpa was poorly, she used to come to our house. I

used to play football with her. When I was bigger I used to take her
for walks by myself.

My dad and I often used to walk with Bessie as far as the church.
Bessie thought the walk to the church was boring because hardly any
dogs pass near us. She thought deer were exciting and hares too, but

in London I used to walk her along the towpath by the Thames. She
liked that best because of all the smells of the other dogs.

She was a friend of
mine, although she was
an animal.

She was a people dog.
People were always
coming up to pat her.
They all thought she was
a puppy – even when
she was quite old.

Bessie was kind. But occasionally
she was bad and ran off. That
made us unhappy. When she came
back we told her she was a bad
dog – but we said it very kindly.

She was like a partner to my
grandpa. They were the best
friends. They went for walks
every day.

She got ill in the last few weeks and this morning she died. My mum
really cried. I was very unhappy.
I shall miss her. I have known other lovely animals who died. I
lost my lovely horse Molly, and I shall always miss her. We are so
lucky to have other animal friends to help us to be more wild.

I loved Bessie. She was a kind and beautiful dog.

