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Candi      

The sound of claws tapping on the bottom of the cage filled my ears, and blocked out the sound of about twelve other dogs, all barking and yipping, trying to call someone to their attention.  A large German shepherd scrambled over to the front of her cell and plopped down in front of me. Her tail swished side to side on the black mat as she sat, staring at me with big sad eyes. “Hey girl,” I cooed quietly as I cautiously stuck my hand a couple centimeters away from the chain link fencing that separated her from me. The big dog stuck her nose out and pressed it against the fence as she took in my scent.  After a couple seconds, she stuck her light pink tongue out and gave my hand a slobbery lick, tasting some of the chain-link on the fence unintentionally as she did. I smiled and let out a faint laugh before turning to where the rest of my family was standing. 


“Mom ….I like this one,” I called over to her. My mom glanced over to me, then back to the cage in front of her. She said a last goodbye to the dog she’d been looking at, then made her way over to where I was kneeling down. As my mom slowed to a stop next to me, she looked down at the big dog that sat contently before us, wagging her tail and letting her tongue loll out the side of her mouth.


“Awh, she looks sweet,” my mom smiled, sticking her fingers relentlessly through the wire. The shepherd turned her nose to where my mom’s fingers were sticking through and went through the same routine with her as she had done with me. I had taken this moment to study her more closely. She had a long nose, big ears, and black overpowered the color brown on her pelt. Her coat was short, and she was medium sized, for a shepherd. I’d always preferred big dogs over smalls ones, and she looked to be the perfect size in my mind. I then started to pay attention to her nature. 


Life at my house was always more lonely and not as much fun when we didn’t have a dog, and out most recent dog had passed away just a couple months ago. I didn’t think my mom could bear to live without a doggy-companion any longer, and I was getting lonely as well. As I thought about it, the dog in front of me seemed more and more like the perfect dog. A good size and a great disposition from what I knew. Hopefully, though, she wasn’t too good to be true. If we even ended up getting her, that is. 



After a couple weeks of what seemed like months and months of waiting for my parents to make their decision, it was on a Tuesday that we picked Candi up from the shelter. I was overjoyed. The dog I had chosen and the one I wanted. She was ours. However, my happiness and excitement soon turned to confusion and anxiety. 


After a long controversy of deciding what to call her, (My sister didn’t like the name Candi,) we finally ended up deciding on Nikki. Not liking the name though, I still called her Candi, and remember as her as Candi, too. Well, Nikki hated my dad. She hated him, and for a reason that was beyond me. She’d attack him whenever he got within ten feet of her, and being such a big dog, that was dangerous. 


As my sister and I sat on the couch, I leaned against Candi who was laying down contently, sort of curled up so she was able to fit her large body on the rather small couch. I herd my parents talking quietly- although, not too quietly, as I could hear them quite clearly. “Let’s just give her one more chance…Maybe she was just getting used to you,” and there you have it, the animal lover of the family. 


“Karen, she’s dangerous. She doesn’t like me and you need to put up with that fact.” My heart felt as if it just kind of dropped into my stomach, and I slid my arms out from under my blanket so one arm lay quietly on Candi’s back, while the other one held softly onto the under-part of her neck.


I heard footsteps coming down the hallway, and Candi, my sister and I all glanced over at once. My father, who was glancing down at Candi as he walked into the kitchen, followed my mother. Since my family room and kitchen were connected, this enabled Candi to catch sight of him. She let out a small growl under her breathe, and I tightened my embrace on her. Dad walked into the family room slowly, glancing back and forth from Candi to me wearily. “Hey, girl…” he said, slowly sticking his arm out. 


Candi and I were sitting all the way on the other end of the couch, so his arm wasn’t close enough to be say, bitten off, or anything. But, when he did extend it, Candi ripped out of my arms and lunged at my dad, standing almost protectively over my sister. My heart sunk further down into my stomach than it previously had been. Quickly, my father backed away and my sister grabbed a hold of Candi’s collar. 


I wanted to cry, although, I didn’t. I just kind of sat there on the couch, attempting to sort out all of my emotions at once. 


My family and I were confused. Candi had been fine with my dad at the shelter, and he had even walked her around a few times. What could have changed her mind about him in such a short time? Still confused, my parents told me the reality of the situation. Even though I had already seen it coming, we had to give Candi back and I was devastated.  My mother, sister and I had joked about keeping the dog and getting rid of my dad instead, in an attempt to lighten the mood. The attempt didn’t work. Not for me, at least. 


As my mother and I sat on the stairway on our back porch with Candi, I kept the dog close to me, holding her under my arm. She had her head lightly rested on my thigh, and I played with the tips of her soft, velvety ears. I released a quiet sigh, looking over to my mom. “I don’t want her to go,” 


“Neither do I.” 

With that, we then sat there, with only the quiet swaying of the trees outside to keep the scene from silence. As I stroked Candi’s head, I heard my mother stand up, and walk back inside. I didn’t bother to look up. I kept my gaze focused on Candi as tears started to blur my vision. 


“Why don’t you like him?” I questioned, referring to my dad, “Why do you do this?” I asked her these two questions as if she could answer me, or at least understand how hurt and confused I was. As I thought more and more about the whole situation, I started to blame myself. Why couldn’t I have chosen another dog that I liked? Why did I even like Candi in the first place? It hurt even more to know that she had no idea what was going on. She only had the tension and sadness floating around in the air to give her any clue of was what to come. And, what’s worse is when she did figure out what was happening, she would probably think of my family and me as horrible people. We would just be people who just gave her away and seemingly for no reason in her mind. 


I still think of Candi often, and the saddening thoughts of her make me regret ever even meeting her. Despite the fact, I’ll never be able to forget the sound of her big paws scrambling around on the mat of the cage floor over all the other dogs barking. The first of the few great, and not so great memories I had with her.

