I now know why my Grandmother cried

My grandmother is a strong woman:

She bore 12 children, buried 7.

My mother was the first child she held long enough to love.

My grandmother is a strong woman:

she was strong when, at 15, she married a man she did not know,

A man old enough to make her the widow she soon became.

She was strong when she married again 

out of bare necessity,

and stronger still as she dreamed dreams 

for children whose future was full of uncertainty.

And when I saw this strong woman cry.

I could not, for the life of me, understand why.

I thought, perhaps, catastrophe had struck.

death, tradegy, or utter disaster

For what could now elicit such grief and woe,

In a woman who had cried herself out long ago?

She ran around, from door to door

And cried aloud in tangible pain

She fell, in complete sorrow, to the floor

Inconsolable was the strong lady, almost insane!

Lion had died.

Lion was my grandmother's dog.

Part shepard, part mongrel.

Brown, short hair.

Lion's son was my scorpio

But i did not cry when my scorpio passed away

He was a guard dog who'd had his day.

At thirteen I could so easily say

Farewell! 

For years, looking back, I could not understand why 

my grandmother had broken down to cry.

It was a dog, just a dog.

We loose too many mortals

to cry over mongrels

We grieve for too many aunties and uncles we never had

for the death of a dog to make us feel sad

We don't laugh long enough to have time

to cry over dogs.

My grandmother knew this better than you or I

So why on earth did she break down and cry?

Because...and it took me years to know

My grandmother had truly loved the mother of scorpio

A dog Lion was, but a friend too.

Perhaps the oldest and the best friend my grandmother ever knew

A dog Lion was, but that was not all

Perhaps the one who helped that strong lady stand all five feet tall.

I now know why my grandmother cried:

She cried because one morning

She woke up, as she always did

And found she had lost

a friend.

My grandmother is a strong woman:

She buried her dog when she was 75

and she was not ashamed to cry

even as her granddaughter kept asking why.
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