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Dedication

The life story of Corki B. DaDawg is dedicated to Punkin. He inherits everything Corki left behind. May Punkin enjoy as long and delightful a life as Corki savored.
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Should any reader want to send stories or experiences with their dawgs, please send them to jimdecarlo17@gmail.com. Jim would love to hear your dawg tales.
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Prologue

This is the story of my life. It is meant to be enjoyed by all humans. It is the story of a dawg’s life, from a dawg’s point of view. Read this with a smile, and you will soon be laughing. Together, we will get through the hard times. If you believe these experiences, I will tell you another story.

But first, you have to understand one important thing:

The difference between a DOG and a DAWG.

A DOG is a member of a large family of canine animals. A DAWG is a loving, well-behaved, protective canine, an adopted family member. Dawgs are adopted. They are not purchased. Dawgs are to be treated like a son, a daughter, a brother, or a sister.

And everybody should think their dawg is the best. That way, they love their dawgs and treat them well.

But there can only be one BEST.

How many dawgs can write their own Facebook page, play Interactive Spades online, and write their own autobiography? Only CORKI, the Best DAmn DAWG, PERIOD!

CORKI B DADAWG
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Chapter 1: My First Day

ADOPTED…

Exactly what an animal wants when it is imprisoned in an APL kennel.

The date was June 18, 2008. I don’t remember the day I was born. This was the date my enjoyable life began. Instead of celebrating my unknown birth date, every year I celebrated my adoption date.

I awoke that morning to the same misery in the same prison cell I had known ever since I was arrested over a month before. Humans called this place a kennel. It was run by the Cuyahoga County Animal Protective League. To the canines trapped inside, three concrete walls and a chain-link front with a locked door make a jail cell. The stale air stank of dried urine. The overhead lights never turned off. Food I did not want sat in an impersonal bowl that could not be destroyed, already swarming with flies. Maggots would soon appear in the “food.” The mess I had released a few hours earlier remained in a corner and added to the stink. As bad as all that was, the worst part was the barking, endless barking from the other captured dogs.

The noise echoed off the three brick walls of my cell. The fourth wall was a strong wire fence that let me see across a walkway to another dog in an identical cell. He paced back and forth, barking as if someone might finally pay attention. I had barked at him before to shut up. It had been useless then, and it would be useless now.

I crawled off my cot, barely above the floor, crossed the damp concrete, and retrieved the only object of comfort I possessed. I carried it back to the cot and went to work. No matter how much I chewed, I couldn’t destroy it. Some passing human had tossed it into my cell. It tasted horrible, as hard rubber should, but chewing it calmed my nerves and filled the time. I gnawed and gnawed, trying to ignore the barking and the misery around me. How much longer could I endure this lousy life?

A human walked down the aisle and cleaned each dog’s cell. That only made the imprisoned animals bark louder, sharper, harder. They had energy trapped inside them like steam. The only way we could burn any of it off was to pace our cages and bark. The human gave each dog a few seconds of attention, temporary greetings, inside their tiny domain.

The janitor reached my cage. He eyed the mess I had made and smirked. He opened the front gate, carried his tools inside, said something friendly, and closed the door behind him. I stayed on my cot and pretended to focus on my toy. He cleaned my mess, then sprayed disinfectant on the floor and walls. Before he left, he stroked my side and spoke softly. I didn’t know what he said, but any human words were precious. Then he carried his tools out and locked the door.

So much for companionship.

The sanitizer was meant to keep all prisoners healthy. When a dog first arrived in this penitentiary, he or she was inspected and treated for fleas and ticks. Each incoming canine was given a flea bath, whether pests were found or not. Other health concerns were checked, too. A major worry was Bordetella, kennel cough, a highly contagious respiratory disease that wasn’t allowed in the main living space. Everyone received a quick medical exam before being admitted into the general population. The objective of the kennel management was simple: get each and every dog a permanent, healthy, happy home. Sick dogs were harder to place.

Another human walked down the aisle and looked at each dog. He stopped at certain cages and spoke to the ones he seemed to prefer. Those dogs reacted in different ways, barking, pacing, wagging tail, and pleading. He knelt in front of my cage and spoke to me. I walked to the front and greeted him politely. I had received greetings like this before, and nothing had ever come from them. Still, I tried to show my best attitude, even though this environment made that difficult. Then he moved on to visit other dogs. I assumed I would never see him again.

The janitor returned. He entered my cell, clipped a leash to my collar, smiled, said something encouraging, and led me out. I thought he was taking me to the exercise yard. We went there daily to socialize, play, and get some exercise. It usually meant releasing many of us at once. Only the most aggressive dogs were left behind. I tried hard to behave so I could get as much time outside as possible.

But instead of heading for the yard, he led me the other way. No other dogs were being released. The leash tugged at my collar, so I walked beside him. I had learned long ago that if I surged ahead, the leash would pull tight and choke me. I didn’t want to choke. Humans liked it better, too. When I didn’t pull, their arms and shoulders didn’t ache. That meant better treatment. I matched his pace.

We strolled past the yapping mutts in their cages, out of the main housing section of this canine penitentiary, through a large, quiet room, and into a small visiting room. The human who had knelt by my cage was sitting on a bench. Not knowing what he wanted, I walked up as if to say hello. He petted me and spoke softly.

Okay. What did he want?

The janitor said something to him and left the room. The remaining humans stayed friendly. I responded without much emotion. Other human had greeted me like this before. When I overreacted—when I hoped too hard—I always ended up back in my jail cell. So I let him have the emotions. Mine were unnecessary.

He asked if I wanted to go for a walk.


I understood that word. Walk. Yes. It meant we would be outside together with no other dogs around. He repeated the question. My eyes lit up.


YES!

He chuckled and took the leash.


He led me out of the visiting room, through the large quiet room, paused to talk to another human, and then out the main doors. We were OUTSIDE. I stopped and inhaled deep, clean, fresh air, flooding my lungs. The sky was bright. The weather was dry and warm. This was the world the way it was supposed to be. I remembered it, but it had been a long time since I’d felt it.


He guided me through the parking lot and past the kennel grounds toward a wooded area I had seen but never visited. We entered a park with trees and low-cut grass. I barely noticed the human on the other end of the leash. I was breathing fresh air and basking in the new environment. Animals were running free in those woods. I wanted to run free with them. I wanted to chase and play. But that damn leash held me.

I walked where he led because he controlled the ropey restraint. We found a small creek running through the reservation. We both stepped into it. He wasn’t afraid to get his feet wet, and neither was I. I tasted the water.


It tasted DELICIOUS.


Much better than the stale water in my jail cell. I lapped and lapped, then drank more until my belly felt full. I paused to breathe and looked around. Animals climbed trees and ran along the ground. The human started to walk away. I stayed in the creek, letting the leash go tight, and drank even more.

We followed the creek’s edge, in and out of the water, weaving among tall tree trunks. The leafy canopy shaded our hike. We found a bench and took a break. The human opened a bag he had been carrying.

Food.

Can I have some, please? I was starving.

He pulled out a sandwich. He took a bite, and my mouth filled with saliva. Then he broke off a piece and handed it to me. I gobbled it carefully, making sure my teeth didn’t touch his fingers. It was delicious. I wanted more. He gave me another piece, and I ate it quickly before he could change his mind and take it back.

We finished the meal quickly. I ate most of it.

He invited me onto the bench beside him. I stretched out on the ground where I was comfortable. We rested in the peaceful woods, breathing soft, warm air and listening to animals in their playground. This was better than my jail cell and those barking dogs. The human talked to me, but I didn’t understand him, so I ignored his words.

We continued hiking. Native animals lived, played, and died in those woods. Birds chirped as they flew from tree to tree. Squirrels chittered as they ran up and down trunks. Three deer trotted away in the distance. Chipmunks and mice scurried under the leaves. I saw and heard them and wanted to join them. I couldn’t. The human held the leash. I followed where he led, even when it wasn’t where I wanted to go. We hiked for a long distance and a long time beneath the canopy, hearing wildlife, feeling the warm breeze, and finally getting exercise. I still didn’t understand him, so I kept ignoring his words. I enjoyed the hike anyway. It was an escape from my miserable housing.

Then I saw it.

The building.

He had led me back toward the prison. I could hear barking from a distance. I did not want to go back. He walked that way, and I had to walk with him. No. Please. Not there. The good feelings drained into dread. The closer we got, the heavier I felt.

We entered the front doors. Three humans smiled at us. A female warden asked my walking human if he liked me. He said I had paid little attention to him, but I was hungry.

The warden replied, “He has food in his cell.”


I tried to tell them, Yuck. That food is garbage. Real garbage tastes better than what you feed me.


They talked over my head. I could tell I was the main topic. The warden asked if he wanted to see another dog.


“No!” I tried to reply. “I don’t want to go back to my jail cell. Please. I will pay attention. I will do better. Just don’t send me back.”


The human looked at me, smiled, and said, “No. He’s too pretty to be in jail. I kind of like his attitude.” Then he hesitated and asked, “How old is he?”

I had known three cold winters and two warm summers.

The warden answered, “We don’t know exactly. He was picked up running loose without a collar, and he didn’t have a chip. We guess he’s about three years old.”

The human smiled at me. “He is a pretty dog. I like him.”

I knew I was pretty. I never expected my looks would earn me a home.

Then he finalized his decision. “I want this dog. I’ll give him a good home and a good life.”

The warden smiled. She always liked to see one of us get a permanent home.

I WAS BEING ADOPTED!

They talked and handled legal matters. The escorting human dropped the leash. I wasn’t going back to my jail cell. I wondered, hoped, this would be a good home. If not, I would run away again.

I wanted my toy.

That toy had meant everything in my cell. It eased my tension. It filled my time. It helped me ignore the barking mutts. It kept me sane. I had to have it.

The door to the housing area was open. I ran down the aisle toward my cell. The gate was open. I snatched my toy and hurried out before the door could shut and lock me inside again. Then I pranced back up the aisle toward the quiet room, head high, toy in my mouth, tail raised, dragging the leash behind me. One especially loud, large dog barked fiercely at me. I stopped in front of his cage, lifted my leg, and peed on him.

I reached the portal between the housing area and the quiet room. I looked at the human who was adopting me and at the warden.

Would he still want me?

They saw me standing there with my toy in my mouth. They both laughed. I took that as a good sign. I walked over and stood beside my new family member.

The legal adoption matters were concluded. The human and I walked out the main doors together. Instead of turning toward the woods, we headed for the parking lot. He led me to a low sports car with no roof.

A Corvette.


    


He opened the passenger door and told me to get in. I was leaving this dog penitentiary in style, because waiting for me was a low-slung, fire-engine-red Corvette that looked more like a missile than a car. Its nose was a sharp wedge skimming inches above the pavement, the hood long and smooth, the fenders flared over wide tires like flexed shoulders. Sunlight slid across the glossy paint in bright, wet-looking streaks, and the polished wheels flashed when I moved my head.

I hopped onto the passenger seat and dropped my toy on the floorboard. He shut the door, climbed into the driver’s seat, and buckled safety belts around both of us. The top was off, so there was nothing above us but sky, blue as the expected summer sky should be, and the wind already smelled like freedom. When he started the car, the engine answered with a deep, throaty rumble that overpowered the barking pests I was leaving behind. Hard rock music blasted through the speakers and spilled into the parking lot. He hit the accelerator a little too hard as we pulled out, and the tires squealed, the Corvette squatting and surging forward like it couldn’t wait to run.

I pointed my nose at the azure sky and bellowed a long howl from the bottom of my lungs.

The driver laughed.


That was the way to leave. Adios. Sayonara. Goodbye. I’M OUTTA HERE!


During that first ride, I sat proudly in the passenger seat. The driver turned up the radio. Loud classic rock blended perfectly with the deep rumble of the engine. I barked at humans in other vehicles as we passed. I inhaled the wind and stared up through the open roof at the clear sky.

This was how a new life should start.

The driver talked to me. I was beginning to understand him. He said I needed a name. I agreed. He suggested a few names that didn’t sound acceptable. I stared out the passenger window to show my disapproval. Then he made a better suggestion. “They told me you’re part Corgi. How about Corky?”

That sounded better. It sounded even better the third time he said it. With the engine roaring, the music blasting, the wind whipping around me, and the sky stretching overhead, I licked his face to show my approval of the ride and the name.

He laughed. “Okay. Corky, it is. Your name is Corky.”

We stopped at a store. As he got out, he told me to stay put and that he would be right back. I watched him enter and considered wriggling out from under the seat belt, jumping from the low car, and running free. Why should I? This human seemed friendly. The ride was awesome. He had given me a name I could live with. I wanted to find out where he was taking me. Maybe he was bringing me more food. If I ran, I might end up back in that dog penitentiary, or back on the street fighting to survive like before. So I stayed and waited.

Another car parked beside the Corvette. A pretty adult female got out. I offered a gentle woof hello. She looked at me, looked at the sporty vehicle, and smiled before entering the store. I hoped my human would come out with her.

They emerged together, each carrying a bag, smiling and talking. She stopped at her driver’s door and reached into the Corvette to pet my head while my human chuckled. I hadn’t even reached my new home, and I was already helping this man meet a pretty lady. I woofed softly to let her know her affection was appreciated. After she drove away, he climbed in, petted and hugged me, and said he had bought another sandwich for us to eat at home.

We arrived at a trailer park, and he parked the Corvette. “We’re home,” he told me.

I looked around. Several long structures sat side by side, with small grassy areas between them. He opened my door. “Come on. Get out.”

I wriggled free of the seat belt, stepped over the center console onto the driver’s seat, and hopped down onto the asphalt. An attractive blonde woman stood in the parking lot watching us.

My human introduced us. “Carol, meet Corky.”

Carol bent over to pet me. With tremendous cordiality, she said, “Hello, Corky! Welcome to the neighborhood!” I immediately knew I liked her. The three of us “talked” for a while, then Carol went inside her home.

My human led me to his, my new home, right next door to Carol’s trailer. No leash?

Okay.

I followed him along a concrete sidewalk to a raised porch. I climbed four steps and looked around. The building was long, like Carol’s. A grassy yard stretched between the two homes. A small enclosed shed sat at the back. Below the rear steps was a concrete patio with a picnic table and a barbecue grill. A two-person bench swing stood in the yard. The porch itself was enclosed on three sides by permanent railings with vertical boards between the upper and lower rails. Openings and steps allowed entry at the front and back. The fourth side was the home, with a door leading inside.

The homeowner held the door open and invited me in.

Inside? What was beyond that door?

I had to find out. This was going to be my new home.

I crossed the threshold cautiously. The floor was split into two sections. One was hard and covered with tile. A table stood in the center, high enough for me to walk under, with four chairs around it. At the end of the table was a high-back davenport. Bay windows jutted toward the front yard and let sunlight spill into the room. A stove and refrigerator showed that this dining room/kitchen was functional for one person or a small party.

I would have to check everything out later.

The other section had a soft, carpeted floor. An L-shaped couch with one segment set along the divider between the rooms and the other turned at a sharp ninety-degree angle beneath a wall of windows. Those windows were covered by a picturesque, colorful curtain, sheer enough to let light in, thick enough to block voyeurism from outside spectators. The sofa backs were high, built for real comfort. A well-padded matching La-Z-Boy recliner sat on the same wall as the curtain-covered windows near the end of the couch. On the opposite wall was another matching La-Z-Boy in front of a second bank of windows. Those windows stood open to let sunlight and fresh air spill into the home.

The fourth wall held an entertainment system centered in the room. At the top was a large-screen television, flanked by two large speakers. Behind them, holes in the wall were big enough for a full-size human to crawl through. The walls and ceiling were covered in wood paneling, giving the sensation of strength and warmth. This living room was designed for maximum comfort. It promised good times ahead.

A wood-paneled hallway opened on the right side of the living room. I had not yet been invited down that corridor. It would need to be investigated later.

The homeowner called me back outside. I obeyed. He sat on a chair on the porch beside a small wooden table. The sandwich he had bought during our ride was unwrapped on the tabletop. I sat in front of him, hoping for my share. He used a knife to cut off a generous piece and offered it to me.

Thank you.

I ate it faster than he could finish his own bite. We continued like that until the food was gone and the feast was concluded. Combined with the small snack in the park, my stomach was finally full. Energy returned. There was room here for me to run. I wanted to stretch my legs, but he hadn’t given me permission yet, so I held the urge back.

He petted me, and a handful of loose hair coated his palm. “You need to be brushed!” he exclaimed.

Ya think?

It was June. My winter coat, which kept me warm through cold weather, had been worn out for two months. This is called shedding. It’s natural. I needed to be warm in winter and cool in summer. I couldn’t help it. Loose fur built up, tangled in my outer coat, and itched constantly, especially along my back, the hairiest part of me. I would roll onto my back and grind into the grass, hoping to relieve the itch. It rarely worked. Mostly, it compressed the loose hairs and made everything worse, more knots, more tangles. The best relief was being brushed by a human.

Most humans didn’t want dog hair on their clothes, so they avoided me while I shed. That was one way to tell the difference between a dog lover and a person who merely tolerated dogs. A dog-hater would squeal, “Dog hairs! Eww! Get away from me!” A dog lover would brush the fur off their clothing without a complaint.

In prison, humans didn’t have time to relieve dogs of shedding fur. There were too many of us. I hadn’t been brushed since winter ended.

This human obviously loved dogs. Loose hair didn’t bother him. “Come on. Let’s go sit on the grass.” He found a soft brush and led me to the freshly mowed lawn. We sat together while he brushed my back. After three passes down my spine, the brush was packed with fur. He stopped, pulled the hair out, and tossed it into the ground to the wind. “Maybe some birds can use this as nesting material,” he said.

I didn’t care. Let birds use it. Let anybody use it. Just get it off me.

He kept brushing. The more he brushed, the more hair came loose, the more the bristles clogged, and the more often he had to stop and clean them. Piles of my freed fur gathered on the grass. Finally, he sighed. “This isn’t working. Stay here. I’m going to get a comb.”

I obeyed and lay on the soft lawn while he went to find what he wanted. I could have gotten up and run. I wanted to. But our relationship was new, and I was already feeling relief, with the promise of more to come. So I stayed.

He returned carrying a strong metal comb with multiple prongs. The handle fit his hand; the teeth spanned a wide section of my coat. “This should work better,” he told me. The metal dug deeper than the soft brush, reaching layers of loose fur stuck close to my skin. The comb was faster and easier to clean. With every stroke, the constant irritating sensation diminished.
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