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Kirner was a stunningly beautiful black Labrador who brought joy to all who knew and loved her. Although Kirner was named in honour of Victoria’s first female premier, Kirner did not have a political bone in her body.  
Kirner had a dog’s life. She delighted in simple pleasures: long walks, frolicking on the beach at Mt Martha and sleeping on her mat with her chin on an old gardening boot. She loved to loll about in the backyard, chewing on a bone or snoozing in the sunshine. 

Kirner was sometimes described as my “black dog of depression”. However, Kirner was a “stay well dog”. Each afternoon, around 4pm, Kirner would walk around the house, sometimes dragging a dog lead in her mouth. This was a reminder that it was time for Kirner to take her owner for a walk. Kirner insisted that her owner exercise, socialise and play.
Kirner grew up in the Edinburgh Gardens under the mentorship of Ella, Marhjong, and Daisy. The dogs romped and played with spontaneous joyfulness while their owners walked, talked and gawked. The dogs brought people together to smile.
Kirner also loved walking and swimming along the Merri Creek. She had her favourite watering holes. She was also devoted to her community service – eating left over school lunches in Sumner Park. 
Kirner loved food, though she was not a gourmet. A piece of fillet steak was eaten with the same gusto as a can of Pal. Surprisingly, she never became fat.  
Kirner was a dedicated supporter of tennis. She would sit on the side of the court, often changing ends as the players changed ends. At the end of the match, when the players moved to the net to shake hands, Kirner would bounce onto the court to collect the balls. Unfortunately, she never mastered the art of sweeping the court.
People would often comment on Kirner’s shiny black coat and big brown eyes. Her eyes were filled with loyalty and love. These eyes were always on the look out for a cuddle. She cuddled anyone, anywhere. On special occasions she would roll onto her back for a tummy tickle. 

Whenever anyone walked through the front gate, Kirner would run to greet them. When greeting a friend, her entire body wagged. With strangers, she barked. The duration of the barking depended on the stranger. She was a good judge of character. 
Towards the end of her life, Kirner became increasingly afraid of climate change. Sudden changes in barometric pressure made her extremely anxious. Thunder and lightening made her quiver. 
Just before Christmas, Kirner was diagnosed with cancer of the spleen. After venting her spleen, she spent a few gentle months at Mt Martha. Locals gave her special dispensation to spend her last days at the beach, happily dog paddling and rolling in the sand.
Kirner died peacefully, thanks to the kindness of her vet,Trevor Davey, and Jenny May. On her last day, Kirner was offered a Mars Bar, so she could work, rest and play in dog heaven. However, she refused to eat it. Perhaps Kirner had a political bone in her body after all. 
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