
             Resting at her feet  

                                           By Stephen Rusiniak 

                 From the 2016 book: Chicken Soup for the Soul My Very Good, Very Bad Dog 
 

 It wasn’t that he didn’t like her. It was more that Benny just didn’t care about her one way or 
the other. The only reason he paid her any attention at all was because his best buddy did, and that 
was only for a few minutes at dinnertime. Only then would Benny acknowledge her presence, and 
then, only until his food was served. 

 Surprisingly, she didn’t mind getting the canine cold shoulder, because she knew a sacred 
bond existed between a boy and his puppy—even if this one-year-old dog wasn’t quite a puppy   
anymore, and this sixty-nine-year-old man wasn’t quite a boy anymore. 

 Unfortunately, one night, Benny’s best friend    
became ill, and people that neither of them knew came 
to help. They took his buddy away, and Benny never 
saw him again. In the days and weeks that followed, he 
searched for him, and several times he thought he’d 
found him. After all, his scent was everywhere—on his 
chair in the kitchen, on his coat hanging by the stairs, 
and even in his shoes—still waiting for him out on the 
breezeway. Benny became excited when he heard a car 
pull in the driveway or voices in the street, but in the 
end, it wasn’t him.  

 For weeks, he moped and refused to eat, but 
then one day he realized something that previously had meant little to him: She was still there. That 
night, when they were alone, Benny slowly came over and sat at her feet. She gently began to 
stroke his shiny golden hair, and then something totally unexpected happened: She hugged him. 
From that moment forward, their relationship changed, and for each of them, the healing began.  

 They would become inseparable companions who enjoyed taking long neighborhood walks 
and stopping to talk with everyone they met along the way. Whether watching Animal Planet on TV 
or doing nothing at all, they did it together—a team of two—her confidant and his new best friend. 
The proof of this relationship was revealed in the greeting cards she routinely sent to friends and 
family acknowledging holidays and special events. Depending on one’s relationship with her, the 
card was signed: “Love, Doris & Benny,” “Nana & Benny,” or “Mom & Benny.” And those of us     
receiving these cards understood the importance of the closing salutation. We knew their story was 
one of recovery and rebirth, of two needy souls who found each other, and of the enduring      
friendship that resulted. It was a good story, too, but like all stories, it had to end eventually. 

 If Benny had one fault that clearly surpassed all others, it was that he wasn’t immortal. As he         
approached his thirteenth year, his body began to reveal evidence of the passage of time. Their 
long walks gave way to shorter excursions—a consequence of his new hip difficulties. Other issues 
developed, and by early December she wondered whether he’d make it through New Year’s. 

 And then, she received a devastating diagnosis of her own.  

 They both survived the holidays, and for the next few months, the three of us spent         
practically every day together as she suffered the procedures that took her strength and, eventually,  

 
Benny with his  “bestest” friends  
      and resting  at their feet 



 
her hair. And Benny continued to be her most faithful friend and supporter. It was as if he knew 
that she still needed him, and in truth, she did. Although rising from his rug and walking required 
increasingly more effort, he struggled to greet her every time I brought her home from her daily 
treatments. His puppy-heart still overflowed with unconditional love. His old body was still ready to 
snuggle. When her exhaustion forced her into her chair, I would sit nearby in the rocker, but     
Benny knew just where she needed him to be…resting at her feet.  

 Benny continued to provide his love and support throughout the duration of her treatments, 
and when they were finally over, he died.  

 Sadly, her healthy reprieve didn’t last. For a second time, she fought the good fight, but this 
time, when she knew the battle was lost, she gracefully accepted the inevitable and had but one 
request—that the ashes of her beloved Benny be interred with her. 

 On a sunny November morning, we lay Mom to rest with Dad. And just as she’d asked, 
Benny was there, too. As always, he was just where she needed him to be…resting at her feet.   

      
                (Hey Mom & Dad, I miss you guys and love you both very much) 
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the backstory: 
 

 I'm not one to write stories involving pets. I tend to leave that for those more adept at doing 
so. However, shortly after my mom passed away, I wrote Resting at her feet—for me, my      
brothers, sister, their families and for all of Mom's many friends. Afterwards, I tucked this piece 
away for a while—eventually  deciding to share it through social media sites—and with Mom's 
friends (thanks to her address book and the US Postal Service). Afterwards, I thought that's it; I've 
done all I can do with this piece.   

 But I was wrong. 

 Through social media, animal lovers—especially dog lovers, found the piece and the      
response was phenomenal! Mom and Benny were stars! But after a couple of weeks, the buzz 
cooled, and this time, for certain, it was over.   

 As it turned out, I was wrong again. 

 A cancer support group next found the piece and began sharing it amongst their members.       
Suddenly, Mom and Benny were inspirational! For another month or so I was humbled to have re-
ceived many moving messages from members of this group—from survivors, supporters and from 
those still afflicted by this horrible disease—all of whom took the time to tell me that they found 
solace in Mom and Benny's story. 

  



 

 And when the buzz once again began to fade—now for the third time, Mom and Benny's   
story was finally over. 

 Oh but it wasn't.   

 One day I learned of a publisher who was looking for stories about dogs. I submitted Resting 
at her feet  for consideration. The book editor loved it—the publisher—not so much, sort of. She 
wrote me a very nice letter, personal, touching, noting how much she liked my piece, but reminding 
me that this particular book series would contain, "No stories about death." Okay, while it was true 
that death was certainly a part of my submission, it was about much more—things like compassion, 
caring, friendship and love. But still, I understood, and so for the fourth time, my Resting piece was 
returned to the files. 

 But of course, I should have learned by now that Mom and Benny would refuse to stay there 
for long! 

 In 2015 one of my favorite publishers, Chicken Soup, began soliciting stories for a book 
called: Chicken Soup for the Soul  My Very Good, Very Bad Dog. If the past history of their story 
is any indication, then I've no doubt that with their inclusion in this new book, released in February 
2016, Mom and Benny will continue inspiring readers for many more years to come. 

 This time I'm pretty certain that I finally got it right! 


