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The journey of choosing one’s future university is often littered with seemingly disparate 

moments that fuse together to form a clear arrow forward. In my case, my beloved dog, Neville, 

needed to die before I could find my path. 

   Gentle-heartedness and Neville were synonyms. Big 

fans of Harry Potter, my family joked that just as the 

wand chooses the wizard, Neville (named after the 

series) chose us. When we first met him amid a sea of 

puppies, he promptly climbed into my lap and never 

left. His favorite pastime was cuddling with others – 

bringing us his favorite toys or rolling down a hill in 

our backyard were close second and thirds. 

 Although he was only eight years old, Neville’s 

death was not totally out of the blue. He had been sick 

for a long time: four years, in fact. However, when 

sickness lingers that long, you learn to live with the everyday fear that it may take a turn for the 

worse. And he was not visibly ill most of the time. 

 The first sign was merely a runny nose that appeared at the start of my parents’ divorce 

my freshman year of high school. We think he internalized all the anger and sadness that 
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exploded in the years it took them to sign the papers. We took him to the vet countless times, of 

course, but they had no idea what was going on. And for three years the only peculiarity was that 

strange snotty nose and some occasional snoring. In those years, the relationship between my 

parents deteriorated, and I lost any form of stability as I switched from house to house. Through 

it all Neville was always there to sit next to me as I cried alone in my room. 

 My senior year of high school, just as life normalized, Neville’s health downturned. 

Seemingly overnight, a lump appeared just below his eye. Hindsight shouts it was obviously a 

tumor, but all the vets scratched their heads. If a tumor triggered his runny nose, the lack of other 

symptoms befuddled everyone. At the end of the day, my mother simply didn’t have enough 

money to spend the thousands on surgery, and my dad didn’t offer to help. Products of divorce. 

 It unfolded that Neville might not get better. Despite it all, he still brimmed with smiles, 

love, and cuddles. After his death I regretted the few times I pushed away his love due to the 

exasperation of wiping mucus off my clothes. He had been sick for so long that I didn’t process 

the probability of saying goodbye. The possibility of his death certainly never crossed my mind 

when scheduling college visits. 
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 He died the day before I visited my current university. That fateful day was packed with 

plane travel, complete with a layover, as I trekked from the Midwest to New England. I saw 

Neville the night before I left, but that morning queasy intuition gnawed at me. Trapped on that 

first plane, I knew something was wrong. I can’t explain it, but I simply knew. On the layover, I 

called my mom demanding to know the truth. I learned that, just after I left to spend the night at 

my dad’s, he took a sudden turn for the worse. My mom rushed him to the hospital, but there was 

nothing they could do. She says it was as if he knew it was finally time to say goodbye after 

holding in all of my family’s pain for four years. 

 I wandered through the airport. Alone. Crying. This time without my one source of 

comfort. 

 One gut-churning flight down, I had one more grueling flight for the day. Upon boarding 

the plane, momentarily proud of my composure, I saw a woman took my seat. When I politely 

suggested her mistake, she refused to move. I silently flooded her in abuse. I sat in the unclaimed 

aisle chair, trapping her in the row with my sobs. Eventually, I exhausted my tears. That night I 

lay numb in the hotel room. 

 However, during my college visit the next day, I forced myself to focus on the future and 

the many opportunities that lay waiting, not my sorrow. It wasn’t until he was gone that I realized 

how long I had been holding onto my fear of saying goodbye. That fear halted my life in many 

ways. Neville may have been an animal, but he was my family and home. 

 I ended up finding several of my favorite schools on that trip. I think Neville knew it was 

time to say goodbye then so I would look forward rather than hold on to my past. As I now 
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comfortably sit in the warm library of the once-prospective school, I am grateful he helped me 

find a new home. That day I lost an anchor, but I discovered that I am my own foundation.


