
They were my babies before
I had a baby.

Five little balls of fur that
received all my love and atten-
tion before a tiny human came
on the scene and stole my heart.

For more than a decade, I
showered my dogs – Sonny and
Sasha – and my cats – Piper,
Gage and Augustus – with all
the love I was saving up for my
actual children.

I doted on them the best way
I knew how, and worried about
them incessantly. Would they
choke on that rawhide? Were
they warm enough?

If there was a storm brew-
ing, I’d rush to get them all to
safety in the basement. I bought
them the best food I could afford,
and cared for them when they
were sick. I let the dogs run and
play every day, and threw catnip
mice for the cats to chase.

Then things changed.
My baby came along. Since

his birth almost three years ago,
I just haven’t had the time or en-
ergy to give my furry darlings
the attention they deserved.

I still loved them just as
much as ever, but a new little
being had captured the deepest
part of my heart, and my furry
kids just couldn’t compete.

When my son was tiny, I
worried he would pull the tails of
my German Shepherd mixes, or
grab a cat’s whiskers. Though
my animals had never been ag-
gressive, and were always mild-
mannered, I was terrified
something horrible would hap-
pen. My animals hadn’t ever
been around children much, and
certainly not babies.

I wanted to trust that all the
love I had given my pets would
make them instinctively gentle
with my child, but I couldn’t be
sure. Horror stories abound of
children getting maimed by the
docile family pet. So I limited
their time together and watched
them like a hawk.

Then there was the issue of
fur. My dogs and cats are heavy,
heavy shedders, and in our tiny
house, the idea of having a coat-
ing of fur on my baby’s things
seemed dangerous.

As I write these excuses, I’m
haunted by a poem in my veteri-

narian’s office. It is written in
the voice of a poor, sweet dog
who can’t understand what he
did to make things change; to
make his owner stop paying at-
tention to him.

I hope with every part of my
soul that my animals know I still
loved them. For the last several
years, I’ve fed them, cleaned up
after them, and played with
them when I could. I was suffi-
cient – but not the doting pet
owner I once was.

Last year, my male dog
Sonny, a soulmate if I ever had
one, suddenly became ill. In
what seemed like just a few days,
he went from a spry pup to a sad,
old dog. Cancer had taken over.

The day we put him to rest
will haunt me for the rest of my
life. That dog loved me so much,
it physically makes my chest
hurt to remember the look in his
eyes at the very end.

My husband says Sonny was
telling me he was ready to go.
But in my heart I fear he was
saying, “Where have you been?
I’ve missed you. Don’t leave me.”

As he died in my arms, I
don’t think I’ve ever cried harder
tears. I hate myself for the time
I didn’t spend with him, for the
walks we didn’t take, the belly
rubs I didn’t have time to give
him.

Just a month or two later,
my sweet female kitty Piper
began to show signs of illness. Of
my three cats, she was the only
one who had never been ill – she
was full of spunk and curiosity.

She was the one who was al-
ways into mischief – climbing in
the dryer and taking a short ride
before I realized she was in
there, or crawling into the vents
and getting stuck when we had
the floor replaced.

She might have been the
happiest, most content soul I’ve
ever known. She purred pretty
much every second of every day,
finding glory in the smallest sign
of affection.

I knew she was on the fast
decline, but I couldn’t bring my-
self to repeat the trip to the vet’s
office as I had with Sonny. One
day, when I feared it may be
close to the end, she and I spent
some rare alone time snuggling
on the couch. I stroked her fur,
held her and told her I loved her.
When I took her down to their
room, I laid her on a pillow. She
fell asleep there and never woke
up again. I found her the next
day. I guess for her, she was
waiting for me to give her a
proper goodbye.

This week, I said goodbye to

one of my male cats – Augustus.
Gus had been on the decline for
probably a year, but he hung in
there and never seemed to be in
pain. He was eating and drink-
ing fine, but his weight loss and
arthritis in his back legs was a
visible reminder that he was not
well.

I’ve always struggled with
the morality of deciding for an-
other being when their life
should end. That’s why I put off
putting Gus down for as long as
I did.

All I can think is, who am I
to end a life?

But I think Gus was ready.
As the vet shaved his arm, he
didn’t even flinch or attempt to
get away. It was surprising for a
cat that would howl and fight
like a crazy when we went to the
vet any other time.

Saying goodbye to three of
my animals in such a short time
has been difficult, probably more
so because I know I haven’t given
them as much attention as they
deserve.

Many times, caring for them
felt like just another chore on my
long list of things to do every
day.

The new light of my life, my
son, has taken up so much of the
best parts of me that I often had
nothing left to give.

There have been moments
over the last two years when I’ve
considered giving my pets up for
adoption. I thought maybe some-
one else had the time and energy
to give them the love and atten-

tion they deserved – what they
get from me.

But I knew in my heart I
couldn’t live with myself, and
they wouldn’t survive it. Those
animals were bonded to me in an
unbreakable way.

I hate myself for the time I
didn’t make to be what they
needed and deserved. I’m not
sure I’ll ever allow myself to have
pets again – a punishment for
the last two years.

I only hope that my sweet
pets knew how much I loved
them, and that having them in
our life helped my son develop a
lifelong love of animals.  I’m
doing my best to pay more atten-

tion to Sasha and Gage, my two
remaining fur babies. They’re
aging as their littermates did,
and I fear it won’t be long before
I have to say goodbye to them as
well.

Logically, I know caring for
a human child is more important
than playing with dogs and cats.
But my heart wishes I had found
enough hours in the day to do
better at both.

How do or did you manage
to juggle caring for pets and a
new baby? Share your thoughts
or column ideas with Bethany at
themocomommy@gmail.com or
on the MoCo Mommy Facebook
page.
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Finding Time To Love And Care For The Pets After The Baby Was Born
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Bethany and Kevin treasure this photo taken several years ago with their dogs, Sonny and
Sasha.

Bethany and Kevin snapped this picture with their cats -
Piper, Gus and Gage - several years ago. The cats were not in
the mood to have their photo taken!


