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Cancer may have taken her body, but it didn’t take her heart. 
 

Madi got her cancer diagnosis in mid-November But due to her age and the
tumor size, all I could do was to make sure she had good days. And she sure
did! Up until her last 36 hours, she was so full of life and love - happy, spunky,
sassy and playful. She kept the pep in her step. She kept the bounce in her
ears. She never lost her heart. She still pierced my soul with her eyes - eyes
that conveyed trust, that connected, that spoke volumes. 

 

Madi has ALWAYS been ‘my sweet baby girl’ and has shown me the most
amazing unconditional love. She was my shadow. She was my protector. She
was my heart. A piece of me died with her - but I would live this pain a
hundred times over if it meant I got to have her as mine again. 

 

I sang her song to her as she drifted out of my arms and out of this world. I
retitled it ‘Madi’s song’ because I would sing to her regularly. 

 She's a good girl, loves her mama 
 Loves Jesus and America too 

 She's a good girl, crazy 'bout Elvis 
 Loves horses and her boyfriend too 
 

Being a pet owner means knowing that I willingly signed up for the greatest



joys and also my deepest heartache.
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Cancer may have taken her body, but it didn’t take her heart.  
 
Madi got her cancer diagnosis in mid-November But due to her age
and the tumor size, all I could do was to make sure she had good
days. And she sure did! Up until her last 36 hours, she was so full of
life and love - happy, spunky, sassy and playful. She kept the pep in
her step. She kept the bounce in her ears. She never lost her heart.
She still pierced my soul with her eyes - eyes that conveyed trust,
that connected, that spoke volumes. 

  
Madi has ALWAYS been ‘my sweet baby girl’ and has shown me
the most amazing unconditional love. She was my shadow. She
was my protector. She was my heart. A piece of me died with her -
but I would live this pain a hundred times over if it meant I got to
have her as mine again. 
 
I sang her song to her as she drifted out of my arms and out of this
world. I retitled it ‘Madi’s song’ because I would sing to her regularly.

She's a good girl, loves her mama 
 Loves Jesus and America too 

 She's a good girl, crazy 'bout Elvis 
 Loves horses and her boyfriend too  

  
Being a pet owner means knowing that I willingly signed up for the
greatest joys and also my deepest heartache.


