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Chapter 1


If you are one of those people who spend endless
hours contemplating adopting a new pet, congratulations my hat is
off to you. I saw a dog in a pet shop once that I fell in love
with, only the price tag was not in my wallet. I have been to the
pound many times, adopting a few on impulse, fortunately they
turned out to be great. For the most part I have never selected a
pet; even those pound rescues, they have always chosen me and I
agreed with their decision. Sometimes it seemed like it was bad
timing or I wished they had chosen another door step to show up on,
but in the long run I have never regretted the decision to keep
them. Well, there are times that I wish I had not because of the
trouble and money they cost me but in retrospect I always blessed
in the long run. I am a sucker for dog kisses and hugs, so they
shower them upon me, knowing that if they do, I won’t let them
go.

Such it was when I met Willie. I
didn’t want another dog and was quite content with life as it was.
I had held my fourteen-year-old best friend while she was put down
about the same time Willie was born. I had not fully recouped from
that loss and was not ready for another dog in my life. It broke my
heart to lose her. I didn’t think I wanted to go through that kind
of grief again.

Fate always has a way of intervening
in one’s life. Most of the time it is always something that hits us
from out of the blue. God’s blessings in fate determined things,
changes, even simple acts of kindness, happen when we least expect
it and change our lives forever. I am grateful that most of these
happenstance incidents in my life have been for the good and not
the negative. When we have the advantage on hindsight, we realize
that God has a plan that more often than not is not what we are
expecting. It may not be what we hoped for or anguished over, but
the plan, none the less, of a higher more knowing power.

This is the story of one such mystery
in my life. One I least expected nor wanted or so I thought in the
beginning. My heart was tender, healing from loss of my dog and my
mother in a short time span. Traumatic jar to my emotions and then
the decision to move. It’s not always easy leaving the familiar and
although I have a great sense of adventure, leaving the familiar
behind, closing the book on a chapter in my life, had me a bit
uneasy and unsure.

We all make decisions in our lives
that we wish we had thought out more because they turned out
poorly. I am not one of those people who think things to death
while life moves on without me but sometimes, I get way ahead of
myself and have to wait for things to catch up. I have been blessed
beyond my imaginings even when I did some very stupid
things.

Our move to Georgia was kind of one of
those, oh hell let’s do it and suffer the consequences later,
because we were so weary of New York winters, bad employment
opportunities and in general just fed up. I rarely look back and
wish things were different. What is done is done and you can only
change the future. Suck it up and get on with life. The sun rises
each morning with the promise of a brand-new day. Make that day
count and make if different if you choose, or just sit back and
enjoy it.

This book is not about me, it’s about
something that I loved with all my heart. So let me get on with
it.


Chapter 2

Two years before our move to a
lakeside development on the Chattahoochee River in far western
Georgia a mixed breed puppy was brought home as a Mother’s Day
gift. The pup was adorable, as most puppies are. A crazy ball of
fur with four legs, a wagging tail, slobbery tongue, and puppy
breath. This one, unfortunately, became a gift to a mother who had
several young children to care for an no time for a puppy. To make
things worse this particular puppy was incorrigible. Stubborn,
snippy, chewed up everything in sight, stole socks, shoes, toys,
got into trash, and just about everything else you can imagine a
puppy doing bad, he did. Out of patience and out of time, it wasn’t
long before he was put outside to live. Containing him was another
story. Tying him up was not an option because he was a Houdini.
Halters would be found attached to a rope, but no dog. Collars and
other restraints suffered the same fate. The pup had the ability to
escape everything including a pet crate. After nearly a year of
problems the decision was made that he should go to live with
Grandma. She had a fenced in yard, living about five miles away and
agreed to take the little terrier terror. At this point the pup
didn’t have a name that had stuck. He had been called a number of
things but most of them I cannot repeat, but Grandma had always
called him Willie after a country singer who has similar hair. It
was wild, curly, black tinged in red. The singer was also one of
grandmas’ favorites.

The decision to take him to her was an
easy one for the adults involved and the children were content in
knowing that they would still get to see him at Grandmas house. The
whole family went to see him settled in his new home. All was well
when they left him behind in a safe place, where he would be cared
for and loved. Gram took him inside that night and was delighted to
have a new furry friend. Morning came and Willie whined at the door
to go out, so Gram opened the door and let him out. She got a cup
of coffee and went out to sit on her porch. Watching Willie, she
noticed him walking around the yard looking out of the fence. It
took a few minutes when she realized he wasn’t just looking out, he
was investigating it. She called out to him saying “Sorry but
you’re stuck here now son.” Giggling to herself she finished her
coffee and went inside, leaving Willie outside. A few hours later
she decided to check on the dog but he was nowhere in sight.
Thinking he was under a bush in the shade she hiked around the yard
searching under everything, but could not find the dog. When she
discovered a freshly dug hole under the fence, she knew he had
escaped. She called her daughter and gave her the news and they
concluded that he was gone for good. The children would be
disappointed but no one was particularly attached to the pup, so no
worries.

Two days later he showed up back in
the little Chattahoochee neighborhood, playing with the kids. Yep,
he found his way home. From that point on no one bothered to try to
tie him up or fence him in. He ran free and did what he wanted.
Once in a while food was put out for him but not regularly enough
that he stayed close by. He seemed happy, though some of the folks
in the neighborhood were not. The one time you could count on
seeing him was when the school bus came in the afternoons. He would
meet the school bus when it dropped the kids off, play with them
for a while then off he would go. The family no longer claimed him,
with the occasional food being the only attempt to care for him. He
became the neighborhood dog/stray. You either loved him or hated
him. He chased joggers, bicycles, golf carts, four wheelers and the
occasional vehicle. There was only one thing he did consistently
and that was to meet the school bus. He loved kids although he was
snippy and had nipped a few, none of it was done out of meanness,
and none of the bites were serious. He just wanted to play and see
what they had left in their lunch buckets. He got into trash, dug
holes in yards, flower beds and gardens He would play tug of war
with clothes hung out on a line. He fought with every dog in the
neighborhood and chased every cat. He was the uninvited guest at
every cook out and picnic. Stole many a hot dog and if it hit the
ground, he would snatch and run. If there was a game of baseball,
soccer, or kickball game on, he was in the thick of it.

My son and his family, owned a lake
house in that neighborhood and became aquatinted with Willie early
on. When they would come down for a weekend or a vacation, they
brought their dogs along. Willie loved their black lab Amy and the
basset hound Buddy was never ambitious enough to fight, so the dogs
got along well. My grandson loved Willie and would sneak the
smelly, flea, and tick infested, dirty mutt into the house as often
as possible. They fed him and let him hang out whenever they were
there. When they would load up to go home, they would have to
remove Willie from the vehicle, rapidly closing the door, because
he wanted to go with them. Often try tried to leave when he wasn’t
around because he would chase their vehicle for three to four miles
before giving up and going back to the development. They were
concerned that he would get hit by another vehicle.

Willie’s attachment to their family is
probably why he took up residence under the shed behind their
house. It was safe, dry and close to people that he enjoyed. No one
bothered him there and it gave him easy access when they came to
stay. If you could get inside of Willie’s mind you would know he
thought things out and there was a reason for his actions. He
picked the shed, the family, and moved in. It belonged to Willie,
all you had to do is ask him.

One weekend they came in on a Friday
afternoon in early spring. They had brought their boat, planning to
do some fishing on the lake/river. Willie was there to greet them,
being more of a pain in the butt than normal. After parking the
boat and unloading the truck Willie kept jumping on my grandson and
then running behind the house. He repeated this several times to no
avail. Determined to get Colin to follow him, Willie started
grabbing onto his pant leg and tugging at him. Shooing him away did
not work, the dog was determined. Colin figured out the only way to
get Willie to stop was to follow him. Willie would run ahead then
back to Colin, trying to get him to hurry up, bouncing up and down
excitedly. When they got to the shed, Willie disappeared under it
then backed back out dragging something from under the shed. The
something started to whine but Willie kept dragging. It was a puppy
and it wasn’t the only one. Willie brought out two more. He stood
there proudly, wagging his tail showing off his little buddies.
Colin ran to the house to get his parents as Willie herded puppies
keeping them close to the shed.

My son got a flashlight and checked
under the shed to see where their mother was but she was nowhere to
be seen. The puppies appeared to be a couple months old and there
was no way they had survived to that age without a mother to care
for them. It was time to knock on doors and do some investigating.
After a couple of hours of talking to neighbors they found someone
who shed some light on the mystery. Apparently, someone had dropped
a pregnant dog off on the highway a few months before. She had
strayed into the neighborhood and had become a problem; animal
control was called to no avail. It was assumed she had her litter
somewhere because you could tell she had given birth and was
nursing. Then she disappeared and hadn’t been seen in a couple of
weeks. It was anyone’s guess what had become of her.

While my family tried to figure out
what to do about the puppies, Willie drug them all back under the
shed and started transferring dog food from the dish provided for
him, to the shed, one mouthful at a time. His responsibility for
these puppies was apparent. They were his to care for and although
he had shared them with trusted humans, they still needed to eat
and he saw to it. My daughter in law filled another dish with food
and took it out to the shed to make his job easier.

What to do about Willie’s puppies
became an issue. It was a holiday weekend and the animal shelter
was closed until Tuesday. By then they would be back home. Willie
had been caring for them, that was obvious, so maybe if they left
food and came back during the week, then they could be taken to the
shelter.

My grandson had an idea and put it
into motion without consulting his parents. He got all his friends
in the neighborhood to help him with his plan. They set off with
all the pups and knocked on doors. Within an hours’ time they
managed to find homes for two of the pups, giving up on the third.
No one wanted the black and white male. That is with the exception
of my grandson who after much pleading, begging, and promises, got
his parents to agree that he could keep puppy number
three.

I am sure that Willie was not terribly
happy to lose his puppies. In retrospect I think he was
disappointed and ticked off that the third pup got to go home with
the family that he would have loved to live with. Fate had
something else in store for Willie. No one, including him were
privy to that information.

Over the course of the next several
months my son and his family spent a great deal of time at their
lake house and always brought the new pup who was named Sparky
along with them. They allowed Willie to spend time with the whole
family. He went on the boat, went kayaking, took walks and played
ball along with everyone else. He was well fed, given baths, flea
and tick treatment, general everyday care. Unfortunately, it wasn’t
every day, he was always left behind when they returned home. Even
though he chased their vehicle as far as his legs would carry him,
he was left to return alone to the shed. Life sometimes can appear
unfair. It is hard for people to understand the fairness scale of
life. I cannot imagine what it was like for a small loving black
stray dog who didn’t understand why he couldn’t go with a family he
loved.


Chapter 3


We had made the decision to move from upstate New
York during the winter of 2006. We had lived in Texas previously
and had come to New York to care for my mother who passed away at
the end of 2005. During a conversation with my son and daughter in
law we told them we were done with cold long winters and would be
trying to relocate before another one came along. My son said, “why
not move to Georgia? We have a house on the Alabama border and you
are welcome to live there.” We thought about it and after some
research, decided that it would probably work out for us. We told
the kids that we would take them up on the offer and started making
plans and packing. It would be late September before it became a
reality.

The move was exhausting. We had most
of our things shipped but still needed a U-Haul and we had a camper
to tow. We started out in a rain storm with my driving the truck
with the U-Haul and David in the truck hauling the camper. We had a
dog, a rat terrier named Tucker who preferred the truck David was
driving so I was alone following behind them. We spent two nights
on the road staying in the camper at truck stops. There was little
sleep gained during the nights because of the traffic noise. Tuck
was a veteran traveler so was no trouble at all, but by the time we
reached western Georgia he was as road weary as we were. The
temperature change was rather taxing to the body, on top of driving
so many miles. Wearied to the bone we arrived late on Sunday
afternoon.

The kids were waiting when we pulled
into the yard at the house on Holliday Road. It was so good to see
them and having them there to help us get settled in. All the dogs
were there including Willie. When Tucker got out of the truck the
four-legged kids all had to say hello. All was good until Willie
growled and then he and Tucker got into a fight. It got loud and
vicious in a hurry. My son and daughter in law were worried because
they knew Willie had a reputation for winning at all costs and were
certain Tucker was going to get hurt. To their dismay Tucker had
Willie on the ground in short order and declared dominance. The
fight was over almost as quickly as it had begun. The argument was
done and everyone was friends. It would be the following morning
before I paid much attention the Willie.

Once the necessities were established
inside the house, we ate some chicken take out and crashed. I don’t
remember even laying down but I woke to the sound of the air
conditioning coming on. It was a noise I was unaccustomed to but it
beat the sound of multiple diesel engines running. It was daylight,
so






















































cover.jpg





