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DEDICATION

To those who love, and to those who do not yet understand.

To every heart that has endured the silence left by the loss of a loved one.

To those who have returned to an empty home and wondered how they would find the
strength to face another day.

To those who have discovered, sometimes unexpectedly, that the smallest creatures can
leave the deepest impressions upon our lives.

To the women and men who have opened their homes to abandoned, neglected, ageing, or
forgotten animals, offering them the safety and tenderness they may never have known
before.

To those who have loved an animal so deeply that its suffering became their own, whose
happiness brought them comfort, and whose simple presence made the darkest days
bearable.

This book is dedicated to Martha, whose heart was wounded by loss; to Maminou, whose
little paws carried an extraordinary capacity for affection; and to Nadege, whose friendship
reminds us that love does not end when circumstances separate us.

May this story help us understand that caring for another living being is never a small
responsibility. Sometimes, the creature we rescue becomes the very companion who helps
rescue us from our own despair.

And may we never forget that a life does not need to be grand to be precious, nor a voice
audible to be heard by the heart.

PREFACE

Some stories are born from extraordinary events. Others emerge quietly from the ordinary
moments that shape our lives: an empty chair, a familiar voice that will never answer again,
a door that opens onto a silent home, or the soft footsteps of a little companion who follows
us from one room to another.

My Lady Companion belongs to the latter kind of story.

At the centre of this novel is Martha, a woman whose life has been profoundly altered by
the death of her husband. Widowhood has left her carrying a grief that words cannot fully
describe. The future she once imagined has disappeared, and the life she continues to
inhabit no longer resembles the one she knew.



Although she still has responsibilities and continues working, something within her has
grown tired. She has lost not only the man she loved but also the sense of direction that
once gave meaning to her days.

Then an unexpected possibility enters her life through a colleague who is also a friend.
A little dog needs a home.

Martha has always imagined welcoming a small dog rather than a large one. She wants the
companionship of an animal whose presence will fit naturally into her home and her daily
routine. What she does not yet understand is how profoundly this seemingly simple decision
may transform her existence.

The little dog, Maminou, comes from a difficult situation of her own. She, too, needs
security, patience, and affection. In offering Maminou a home, Martha begins a relationship
that will gradually become one of the most meaningful connections of her life.

Yet this is not merely a story about a woman who adopts a dog.

It is a story about two vulnerable beings finding comfort in one another. It explores the
unexpected ways in which love can return to a heart that has almost surrendered, and how
caring for another life can awaken a sense of purpose that grief had nearly extinguished.

Nadege, Martha's trusted friend and confidante, adds another important dimension to this
journey. Through their conversations, their concerns, their moments of reflection, and the

promises they exchange, the novel explores the enduring value of friendship. Distance may
separate two people, but genuine affection can remain present through a telephone call, a
thoughtful question, or a promise made when the future is uncertain.

The story also confronts the painful realities of ageing, illness, mortality, and the
responsibilities that accompany love. Maminou will not remain young forever. Martha
cannot protect her little companion from every danger, and no amount of devotion can
guarantee that life will unfold as we wish.

Nevertheless, love has a value that cannot be measured by the number of years it lasts.

Through Martha, Maminou, and Nadége, readers are invited to reflect upon bereavement,
loneliness, compassion, faithfulness, and the difficult courage required to continue living
after loss.

Above all, this novel asks us to recognise that healing does not always arrive dramatically.
Sometimes, it begins with a small creature waiting beside a chair, a familiar sound in the
hallway, or the simple knowledge that someone depends upon us.

If this story leaves readers with one enduring lesson, | hope it will be this: never
underestimate the power of a little presence in a life that has grown painfully empty.

For sometimes, when a person believes that life has nothing more to offer, love arrives on
four small paws.

CHAPTER ONE : THE SILENCE AFTER HIS DEPARTURE



There are losses that change a person's circumstances, and there are losses that change the
person entirely.

For Martha, the death of her husband had done both.

Before his departure, her life had possessed a familiar rhythm. There had been
conversations at the end of the working day, ordinary questions about what to prepare for
dinner, small disagreements that never lasted long, and the reassuring presence of another
human being moving about the house.

Their happiness had not depended upon extraordinary events. It had lived in the details that
couples often overlook until those details disappear: the sound of a key turning in the lock,
the familiar weight of a hand resting upon a shoulder, the knowledge that someone would
be there when the day was over.

Martha had never imagined that one day she would have to learn how to live without those
simple assurances.

Her husband had been more than the man she married. He had been her companion, her
confidant, and the person with whom she had shared her hopes for the future. Together,
they had built a life whose value lay not in its perfection but in its familiarity.

Then death had entered their story.

It had taken him away, leaving Martha behind with memories that seemed to occupy every
corner of their home.

At forty-five, she found herself facing a future she had never chosen. She was a widow, and
the word itself seemed too small to contain what had happened to her.

People offered condolences. Some visited during the first days. Others telephoned,
promising to return when things had settled down. There were kind words, expressions of
sympathy, and advice offered with good intentions.

But grief did not settle down according to anyone else's timetable.

When the visitors left and the telephone stopped ringing so frequently, Martha was
confronted with the reality of her new existence.

She was alone.

The first mornings had been the hardest. She would awaken and, for a few seconds, forget.
In that brief interval between sleep and consciousness, the world would appear almost
normal. Then memory would return, and the truth would settle over her with renewed
force.

Her husband was gone.

There would be no conversation waiting for her, no familiar presence to greet her, no shared
plans to discuss over breakfast.



She would remain in bed for several minutes, staring at the ceiling, searching for the
strength to begin another day.

Sometimes, she wondered why the world continued to move as though nothing had
happened. Cars passed outside. Neighbours went to work. Shops opened their doors. People
laughed in the street.

Everything continued.
Everything except the life she had once known.

Martha had no children. The house that had once sheltered a shared existence now seemed
much larger than it had been before. Rooms that had never attracted her attention became
painful reminders of absence.

His chair remained where it had always stood. His belongings carried traces of a life that had
abruptly ended. Even the smallest objects could awaken memories she had not prepared
herself to face.

She could not bring herself to rearrange everything. Moving his possessions felt, at times,
like admitting that he would never return.

And yet leaving them untouched did not bring him back.
It merely preserved the appearance of a life whose heart had stopped beating.
A woman going through the motions

Martha continued working because life required certain things of her, even when she no
longer felt capable of meeting them.

She dressed in the morning, prepared herself for the day, and left the house. At work, she
performed her duties as best she could. She answered questions, attended to her
responsibilities, and responded politely when colleagues spoke to her.

To an outside observer, she might have appeared composed.
But appearances concealed a struggle that few people understood.

There were moments when she would look at a document without absorbing a single
sentence. Her thoughts would drift towards her husband, and she would find herself
wondering what he might have said about something ordinary that had happened that
morning.

She missed the ease with which they had once shared their thoughts.

She missed having someone to whom she could recount the small events of the day without
wondering whether they were important enough to mention.

Most of all, she missed being known.

Her colleagues were not unkind. Some tried to encourage her to go out more often. Others
advised her not to remain alone for too long.



One afternoon, a colleague approached her during a quiet moment.
“Martha, how are you managing?”

The question was gentle, but Martha struggled to answer it honestly.
“I am managing,” she replied.

Her colleague studied her face.

“Are you certain? You seem so tired lately.”

Martha attempted a faint smile.

“I suppose grief takes more out of a person than one expects.”

“It does. And you do not have to pretend that everything is fine.”

For a moment, Martha considered telling her everything: how she dreaded returning home,
how evenings seemed endless, how she sometimes wished she could close her eyes and
escape the burden of another day.

Instead, she lowered her gaze.

“I know,” she whispered. “But people have their own lives. | cannot expect everyone to carry
my sadness.”

“Your sadness does not make you a burden, Martha.”
The words stayed with her long after the conversation ended.

Perhaps her colleague was right. Perhaps she had begun to withdraw not only from other
people but also from the possibility of receiving their kindness.

Nevertheless, she could not simply decide to feel better.

Grief was not a door she could open and close at will. It followed her into the workplace,
accompanied her on the journey home, and waited for her when she entered the house.

At night, the silence was almost unbearable.

She would sometimes sit in the living room long after dinner, unable to summon the desire
to do anything. The television might be on, but she would scarcely hear it. A book might lie
open on her lap, its pages untouched.

There was a difference between being physically alone and feeling that one's place in the
world had become uncertain.

Martha knew the first kind of solitude. The second was slowly consuming her.
The house that remembered

On certain evenings, Martha walked through the house without a particular destination.



She would pause in the doorway of a room, then continue towards the kitchen, only to
return a few minutes later. She sometimes opened a cupboard and closed it again without
taking anything out.

These little movements gave her something to do when her thoughts became too heavy.

She had once enjoyed making plans. There had been things she wanted to accomplish,
places she hoped to visit, and ordinary pleasures she looked forward to sharing with her
husband.

Now the future seemed like a distant country to which she no longer possessed a map.

What was the point of planning when the person with whom she had expected to grow
older was no longer there?

What was the point of making a beautiful meal when she would eat it alone?
Why should she hurry home when no one was waiting for her?

She did not always formulate these questions consciously. Sometimes they existed only as a
heaviness in her chest, a reluctance to rise from her chair, or an inexplicable exhaustion that
seemed to reach beyond the body.

There were days when she wondered whether life would ever feel meaningful again.

She was not necessarily searching for death. More often, she was searching for relief: relief
from the endless repetition of memories, from the emptiness of the rooms, from the effort
of appearing strong when she felt anything but strong.

Yet even relief seemed difficult to imagine.

One evening, as she stood beside the window, she watched a neighbour walking along the
pavement with a small dog.

The animal trotted eagerly beside its owner, occasionally stopping to investigate something
on the ground. The woman waited patiently, speaking to it as though its observations
mattered.

Martha watched them for longer than she intended.

There was something touching about the scene. Nothing extraordinary was happening. A
woman was simply taking her dog for a walk.

Still, Martha found herself thinking about the warmth of such companionship.

She imagined the sound of small paws crossing the floor, the presence of a living creature in
the room, and the possibility of caring for something beyond herself.

The thought surprised her.

She had occasionally considered getting a dog in the past, but the idea had never developed
into a serious plan. She had not wanted a large animal. Her home was not suited to one, and



she preferred the thought of a small companion who could share her daily life without
requiring a dramatic change in her routine.

Now, for the first time, the possibility seemed to possess a deeper significance.
Could a little dog bring some life back into her home?

Could the responsibility of caring for another creature help her escape the cycle of her own
thoughts?

She did not know.

She turned away from the window, almost embarrassed by the thought. An animal could not
replace her husband. Nothing could.

But perhaps she was asking the wrong question.

Perhaps she did not need something to replace what she had lost. Perhaps she needed to
discover whether there was still room in her heart for something new.

That night, before going to bed, Martha looked around the living room.
The house remained silent.

Yet somewhere within her, beneath the exhaustion and sorrow, a small question had begun
to take shape.

What if her life was not finished simply because the life she had planned had ended?
She had no answer.

For the moment, the question was enough.

A fragile hope

In the days that followed, Martha found herself noticing little dogs more frequently.

She saw them being carried in their owners' arms, sitting quietly in baskets, or walking along
the pavement with short, determined steps. Their presence no longer seemed merely
incidental.

She began to imagine what it might be like to return home and be greeted by an animal that
recognised her.

The thought did not erase her grief. It did not suddenly make her cheerful or restore her
former enthusiasm for life.

It simply introduced a possibility into a world that had begun to feel closed.

Martha understood that welcoming a dog would involve responsibilities. An animal needed
food, attention, exercise, affection, and veterinary care. It could not be treated as a
temporary distraction or an object to be discarded when circumstances became
inconvenient.



If she ever welcomed one into her home, she would have to be prepared to care for it
properly.

That was precisely why she hesitated.

Was she emotionally strong enough to care for another living being when she was struggling
to care for herself?

Would she be able to offer affection without expecting the animal to heal every wound she
carried?

And what would happen if she became attached, only to face another painful loss in the
future?

These questions were reasonable. They were also frightening.

Martha had discovered that after bereavement, even hope could feel dangerous. To hope
was to risk disappointment. To become attached was to accept the possibility of suffering
again.

Yet the alternative was to close herself off from everything that might still bring meaning
into her life.

She did not want to live that way forever.

One morning, as she prepared to leave for work, she paused beside the door and looked
back into the quiet house.

For the first time in a long while, she did not see only what was missing.

She imagined a little dog resting near the window, waiting for her return. She imagined
preparing a meal while a small companion watched her with curious eyes. She imagined
going for walks again, even on days when she might otherwise have remained indoors.

The images were simple, almost insignificant.
But they were images of a future.
Martha took her bag and stepped outside.

She did not know that an opportunity would soon present itself through someone she
already knew. She did not know that a little dog whose own life had been marked by
difficulty would one day enter her home.

She certainly did not know how profoundly that encounter would change them both.
For now, she was simply a woman learning to take another step after loss.
And sometimes, the first step towards a different life is not a grand decision.

Sometimes, it is merely the willingness to consider that tomorrow might still hold something
worth living for.

End of Chapter One



Coming next: Chapter Two — The Unexpected Offer.

CHAPTER TWO : THE UNEXPECTED OFFER

Martha had no idea that a conversation at work would soon change the atmosphere of her
home.

For several days, the thought of having a little dog had remained in the back of her mind.
She had not mentioned it to anyone. It seemed too insignificant to explain, and she was not
entirely certain that she was ready to take responsibility for another living being.

Still, the idea returned whenever she found herself alone in the house.

She imagined a small dog sleeping in a basket beside the sofa, following her from one room
to another, or waiting near the door when she returned from work. She imagined having a
reason to take a walk instead of spending another evening sitting silently in the living room.

Yet every time the thought became attractive, doubt followed.

Would she be able to care for a dog properly? Would the animal be comfortable in her
home? And would she be welcoming a companion because she genuinely wanted to care for
it, or because she was desperately searching for something to fill the emptiness left by her
husband?

Martha did not want to make an impulsive decision.

She had always believed that taking responsibility for an animal was a serious commitment.
A dog was not a piece of furniture that could be moved aside when it became inconvenient.
It was a living creature with needs, fears, habits, and feelings.

If she welcomed one into her home, she would have to be prepared to offer more than food
and shelter.

She would have to offer patience.
She would have to offer security.

And, above all, she would have to offer love without expecting the animal to repay her by
making all her sorrows disappear.

It was on a quiet afternoon at work that the opportunity finally presented itself.
A conversation between colleagues
Martha was finishing a task when her colleague approached her desk.

Her name was a familiar one in Martha's daily life. Over time, their professional relationship
had grown into a friendship, and the woman had witnessed the changes in Martha since the
death of her husband.



