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and identified with, even by people who say they’re cat haters.
Who declared the lion to be the king of beasts? Humans. So, a cat
owner may be unconsciously getting by association some of the
power and aggression of the big cats—only much more safely.

Joyce M. Rosenberg is a member of the National Psycho-
logical Association for Psychoanalysis and has a private psycho-
analysis practice in Manhattan, working with adults and couples.
She has written papers on the connection between the psyche and
creativity. She is a financial news writer at the Associated Press
and may be contacted at psyjourn@att.net. (1

Bunnyboy and Me: Fighters for Each Other
Nancy Laracy—Advocate for the Elderly

Although my new bunny rabbit, Muffin, is enchanting, she
will never replace Bunnyboy, who was clearly meant to come into
my life at a difficult time. After I was diagnosed with lupus and
fibromyalgia, my doctor had recommended that I not have any
more children beyond the two I already had. Coming from a family
of many siblings, this news was the catalyst to a very sad time in
my life.

Then, during the first snowstorm of the season, I impul-
sively bought a red Satin rabbit. Little did I know that, in many
ways, he would become like a third child to me. Bunnyboy trusted
me and wanted to be carried in my arms like an infant. He was also
a special needs “child”; Bunnyboy had been born with an immune
system disorder. When he was nine months old, the veterinarian
said that he probably would not live more than six months. Instead,
Bunnyboy lived another nine years.

During that time, he traveled in the car everywhere with me,
slept with me, and was treated like any pet dog or cat. But the un-
usual bond we formed “in sickness and in health” was just that—
highly unusual—because bunnies are normally skittish, high-strung
animals who are afraid of humans. Yet Bunnyboy defied the odds,
surviving medications, MRIs, CT scans, and four surgeries. He
even participated in the pioneering use of antibiotic beads on mam-
mals at the world famous Animal Medical Center (AMC) in Man-
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hattan.

Several years later, | was told that I might have cancer in
my jawbone. Instead, it was a massive bone infection for which the
doctor implanted in me the same antibiotic beads that had been
used on Bunnyboy and had just been approved for use on humans
by the FDA. The doctor said that without the beads, my outcome
might have been very different, even potentially fatal, because of
my severely compromised immune system.

Over the years, I had to administer penicillin injections to
Bunnyboy every other day to control the chronic infection that
should have taken his life years earlier. I also drained and ban-
daged many abscessed paws when the infection spread to his hocks.

Bunnyboy survived cardiac arrest in our kitchen when a
routine injection went to his heart. My brother, who runs a hospital
in Colorado, was there, and he showed my husband how to do the
chest compressions while he did rescue breathing into Bunnyboy’s
mouth. On the fifth breath, Bunnyboy started to breathe on his
own, an unusual feat, because unlike dogs and cats, rabbits are prey
animals. They die quickly of a heart attack at the hands of a preda-
tor. Similarly, they die easily from fear or pain, and even anesthe-
sia. Most bunnies just naturally give up. With every surgery that
Bunnyboy had, I was told there was a significant chance he would
die from the anesthesia. At one point during his fourth surgery, he
went into cardiac arrest on the operating table at AMC, but the sur-
gical team restarted his heart.

At AMC, they refer to Bunnyboy as the Miracle Bunny and
the Iron Bunny. His medical records are used worldwide for semi-
nars with incoming residents and interns learning how to treat lago-
morphs (which include hares and pikas).

Bunnyboy had this amazing way of distracting me from my
ailments. It seemed that whenever I had to start chemotherapy or
gamma globulin infusions, he got sick and we were off to AMC,
and then at times to NYU Medical Center for some of my own
treatment with him in tow.

The outpouring of sympathy and support after Bunnyboy’s
death was remarkable. My foyer looked like a shrine as gifts and
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well wishes poured in from as far as Maine, California, and Florida.
He was truly an exceptional animal and kept me fighting. We kept
each other fighting.

Nancy Laracy has a degree in Business Administration and
a long-term career in human resources and executive recruiting.
She is currently involved with several fund-raising projects for in-
ner city schools in Philadelphia and is in the final editing stages of
Bunnyboy, A Story of Faith, Love and Miracles. The author may be
contacted at nanskil 00@netscape.net. (1

Reflections on Companion Animal Loss

Irene Javors—Yeshiva University

Every Tuesday evening for the last six years, I have facili-
tated a psycho-educational workshop on companion animal loss at a
major veterinary hospital in NYC. Participants come from all over
the metropolitan area: they run the gamut from the 20s to 75, mar-
ried with or without children to single and living alone or partnered
but not living with their significant other. The purpose of the work-
shop, which runs for three one-hour sessions and is free to the pub-
lic, is to educate attendees about companion animal loss as well as
to help them to understand their feelings regarding the loss of their
animal. If, at the end of the three sessions, the participant is still
experiencing severe emotional duress over the loss, I suggest that
they might want to see a therapist and refer them to practitioners
who are knowledgeable about companion animal loss.

My experience with this group has helped me to better un-
derstand the nature of companion animal loss and its relationship to
the human-animal bond. My reflections in this paper are culled
from listening to group participants. General themes emerge in all
the workshops, including guilt, anger, despair, denial, and spiritual
concerns, as well as experiencing the companion animal as a “soul
mate,” special being, and witness to the participant’s life.

Some attendees come to meetings expressing guilt about not
“doing enough” for the animal. They feel that they should have
known the animal was sick, which would have magically saved the
animal. Or, they feel that they euthanized the animal too early—



