A Letter for Tonight

I know what happened today.

I know because you are reading this at an hour when nobody else is
awake, and the house is so quiet that you can hear the absence. The
space where they used to breathe. The spot where they used to sleep.
The sound that is not there anymore.

I am not going to tell you it will be okay. Not tonight. Tonight it is not
okay, and anyone who says otherwise has not stood where you are
standing.

Here is what I want you to know.

You did wot fail them.

I know your mind is already running through everything you could have
done differently.

Every sign you think you missed.
Every decision you are second-guessing.

That voice is not the truth. That voice is grief wearing the mask of guilt,
and it will say anything to make you believe you were not enough.

You were enough. You were always enough.

They knew. I need you to hear this, even if you cannot feel it right now.
Your pet knew they were loved. Not because you were perfect.

Not because you made every right decision. But because you were there.
Day after day, you were there. And for an animal, that is everything. Your
presence was their whole world. They did not need more than that.

They never did.



The pain you are feeling right now is not a sign that something went
wrong. It is a sign that something went deeply, beautifully right.

You loved an animal with your whole heart, and they loved you back
without hesitation, without condition, without limit. That kind of love
costs something when it ends. The pain is not the problem. The pain is
the proof.

You do not have to do anything tonight. You do not have to make plans.
You do not have to tell anyone. You do not have to be strong or brave or
wise. You just have to get through tonight. That is the only thing you
need to do.

Tomorrow will come whether you are ready for it or not. And when it
does, there will be help. There will be people who understand. There will
be words that make this easier to carry.

But tonight, just be here. Let it hurt. Let it be as big as it is. Do not push

it down and do not rush through it. The grief is not your enemy. It is
your love with nowhere to go. And it will find somewhere to go, in time.

t wtll be here when You are reaolg.

C. Aroden



