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quickly disappeared and the blank, inward
look returned. .

I passed my hand carefully over the dog’s
abdomen. Ascites was pronounced and the
dropsical fluid had gathered till the pressure
was intense. ‘Come on, old chap, | said,
let’s see if we can roll you over.’ The dog
made no resistance as | eased him slowly on
to his other side, but, just as the movement
was completed, he whimpered and looked
round. The cause of the trouble was now
only too easy to find.

[ palpated gently. Through the thin
muscle of the flank | could feel a hard,
corrugated mass; certainly a splenic or

~ hepatic carcinoma, enormous and

completely inoperable. | stroked the old
dog’s head as I tried to collect my thoughts.
This wasn't going to be easy.

'Is he going to be ill for long?’ the old
man asked, and again came the thump,
thump of the tail at the sound of the loved
voice. ‘It's miserable when Bob isn’t
following me round the house when I'm
doing my little jobs.

I'm sorry, Mr Dean, but I'm afraid this is
something very serious. You see this large
swelling. It is caused by an internal growth.’

You mean ... cancer?’ the little man said
faintly.

‘I'm afraid so, and it has progressed too
far for anything to be done. | wish there

was something | could do to help him, but
there isn't.

The old man looked bewildered and his
lips trembled. “Then he's going to die?’

I swallowed hard. “We really can’t just
leave him to die, can we? He's in some
distress now, but it will soon be an awful lot
worse. Don't you think it would be kindest
to put him to sleep? After all, he'shada
good, long innings! | always aimed at a
brisk, matter-of-fact approach, but the old
clichés had an empty ring,

The old man was silent, then he said,
‘Just a minute,” and slowly and painfully
knelt down by the side of the dog. He did
not speak, but ran his hand again and again
over the grey old muzzle and the ears,
while the tail thump, thump, thumped on
the floor.

He knelt there a long time while | stood in
the cheerless room, my eyes taking in the
faded pictures on the walls, the frayed, grimy
curtains, the broken-springed arm chair.

At length the old man struggled to his
feet and gulped once or twice. Without
looking at me, he said huskily, ‘All right, will
you do it now?’

[ filled the syringe and said the things |
always said. "You needn’t worry, this is
absolutely painless. Just an overdose of an
anaesthetic. [t is really an easy way out for
the old fellow.’




