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Some Things Are Life Changing

It was a dreary December day in Minnesota, a bit overcast, no snow flurries, bare ground, a
bit of old snow. The quietness of winter and a nip in the air are familiar to anyone who lives

here. December10™ 2004.

Some Things Are Life Changing

My husband, Jerry, was working on a house project. He was good at such things, taking
pride in his work. This time he was making a new mantle for the fireplace in anticipation
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the project, we decided that it would be best for me to take the time to go to the health

club, swim my laps, and return home with a pizza for us to eat for supper.

Some Things Are Life Changing

| packed the swim bag and went out the door, calling for Cori to come and accompany me
on my errands. Cori was our black seven-year-old standard poodle. We got him as a puppy,

just a little round ball of fluff and bright eyes, and heart

full of affection. He was a descendant of our own work,
Flocotti Standard Poodles, that Jerry and | had operated
for many years. | was older now; one dog was enough. |
had dogs all my life: mutts, pure bred, homeless hounds,
little dogs, big dogs, short haired, long haired. It never
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ing me laugh, providing solace, companionship, and love.

Some Things Are Life Changing

Typica) Poodle Cup



Cori had a wonderful life. He was totally
gorgeous, so he started his show career at
a young age, winning and completing his
AKC championship in short order. Cori was
shown a total of 5 times with incredible
wins for his age. His last and final show
was in Kentucky when he was just a little

WINNERS
bit over 1 year of age.

INTERNATIONAL

Cori was full of life and provided his family
OKC Winner

with many good hours. He was also an as-

set to the community of Apple Valley as a therapy dog for Apple Valley Villa. Although

never officially C €. THE-T T Jere i hox o SENQ therapy do
temperament and good training. The typical poodle antics enabled Cori to make people
laugh. He was up do doing charitable work, providing a local church with a photo shoot to

promote wholesome activities for families. (These pictures were from that project.)
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family members anywhere was in his blood, the walks, the car rides, visits to the
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hoped, we would have a little Cori from a future litter of pups.

Some Things Are Life Changing

That day Cori hopped in the car, getting in the backseat that was the custom, and re-
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the praise he always received. | buckled my seatbelt, backed out of the driveway,

turned onto Diamond Path, and headed north to the health club. It was a little before 4

PM. Traffic was scarce; the road was dry. It was curvy and country like; | enjoyed the

scenery of the season, but | kept my eyes on the road. In the quietness, | saw a tan car

headed directly towards me. Then as fast as it appeared, it disappeared. | heart skipped

a beat, looking for a place to dodge to in case it happened again. The only choice | had

was the pond. That was a death trap. Bad choice. By this time there were a few cars be-

hind me, several headed southward; the tan car was several cars back. Suddenly, the

tan car appeared to swerve over into the northbound lane, this time, without correction.

A lady slumped at the wheel, the car

c ame straight to
impact 100 mph, the clashing of

metal, crunch. Everything came to an

instant stop.

Some Things Are Life
Changing

100 mph Impact



A force larger than me took over. | heard a pitiful whine in the back of the
car. Cori cried and cried; | began to cry for him. | cried in
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Some Things Are Life Changing

. Craig was standing beside my car door. He asked if he could do anything.

\y Craig? Craig who? Where did he come from? He loosened the seatbelt as it
was imbedded in my lap. Craig said he would wait with me until help came. He
used i his cell phone to call Jerry. | wanted to tell him one last time that | loved
him; this would be the last time. Craig who? He disappeared as he had appeared,

quickly, silently without fanfare.

The ambulance transported me to Regions Trauma One Center where the medical team
performed their skill. | spent several days in the Trauma Center where they tended my
physical malady. In and out, searing pain, round and round, floating, tired, oh, so tired,
dazed, medicated, blurry, unreal, respond to commands from the staff, my body hurt all

over...another world. Twenty broken bones they said, a crushed sternum, a concussion,
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me. People passed by my bed as if | were in a casket; they were coming to pay their last

respects. They were at a loss for words. Baskets of flowers showed up. In and out, sear-

ing pain, round and round, floating, tired, oh, so tired, dazed, medicated, blurry, un-

h cega A " 2B OSERENL Bl SRV Oyl e d Where was | exactly?

ed

H



| gazed out the hospital door. There was a man standing in the doorway. 1 figured this

must be the gates to heaven, | was already in hell. Was this Gabriel? A white dog sat at his

side. In and out, round and round, floating, tired, oh, so tired, dazed, medicated, blurry,
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friendly, familiar territory. Yes, | must be at the pearly
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The man said not a word, just escorted his white dog

to my bedside. | only had one free hand with which to
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man said he was with the Therapy Dog Program at
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and round, floating, tired, oh, so tired, dazed, medi-

cated, blurry, surreal, heaven?

F " oausl Scmpk s T 8 Loava e S Mishte™ Sd.abg et iises "mie ™" pel#a’epe 'l ™ a & h

knew as Sasha popped up onto the chair. |looked into her eyes, soft and brown, gentle as
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instinctively about my broken heart. Cori sent her on this mission; | knew that for sure. It
was something Cori would do to cheer up his human friend left behind. Somewhere in the
dog world Cori found a messenger, a dog angel to comfort my soul. | came to my senses

and decided that this was one important dog visit

She left soft foot prints on my heart.



Some Things Are Life Changing

Sasha cheered me up, not in some shallow way, but deep within. | wanted to make it now

and felt a surge of energy wel/l WINEL, TR AL e R
thanks to that visit with Sasha. | decided right then and there that if | ever made it out of

the hospital bed | was going to get another dog. | would make the dog available for service
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out, floating, tired, oh, so tired, dazed, medicated, unreal, surreal.

After months of rehab and life in a wheel-
chair, | got to go home. Jerry had done
such a great job on the home front, build-
ing a wheel chair ramp, taking care of
AN akguse T UL W a sajmllsTt gk e, a
ONE THING was missing! Cori. The deep
sadness returned for awhile, but was
somewhat aleved with the idea of get-
ting a new pup, one who would work as

a therapy dog. This dog would have to
be hand picked. That was done by Teri
Meyers of S. W. A. G. Kennels. She was
the breeder of Standard Poodles and an
old friend. She saved Bart for me. Bart
came to live with us in May 2005; he was

8 months old and white as snow.

We had to get to know each other. The

romp and play of a pup was joyous!

Again, the innate poodle antics displayed themselves, making us all laugh. Life was lighter
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just seemed to know what the deal was and humored me in my down
%
times. zg
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Eventually, we went to dog school at Bloomington Obedience Training ﬁ \

Club. It was good for both of us. | learned to push my own rehab and ar gy &
Bart had a job, a real job. Every dog needs a job!
Typica) Standard Coodle
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that it was Bart and | reporting for duty at Regions. Yup, | took my dog in the hospital, still
not sure this was okay. It felt great to volunteer for something | believed in, Bart was in his
prime. Somehow we have to work together to return the good of that infamous dog visit

on a dreary December day.

Some Things Are Life Changing

In this life we cannot do great things.
We can only do little things with great love.

---Mother Theresa

Foll ow Bart’s journey

www.casamusica.com/Flocotti/The_Dog_Blog.html




Rainbow Bridge

Just this side of heaven is a place called Rainbow Bridge.
When an animal dies that has been especially close to someone here,

that pet goes to Rainbow Bridge.
There are meadows and hills for all of our special friends

so they can run and play together.
There is plenty of food, water and sunshine,

and our friends are warm and comfortable.

All the animals who had been ill and old are restored to health and vigor;
those who were hurt or maimed are made whole and strong again,

just as we remember them in our dreams of days and times gone by.
The animals are happy and content, except for one small thing;

they each miss someone very special to them, who had to be left behind.

They all run and play together, but the day comes when one
suddenly stops and looks into the distance.
His bright eyes are intent; His eager body quivers.
Suddenly he begins to run from the group, flying over the green grass,

his legs carrying him faster and faster.

You have been spotted, and when you and your special friend finally meet,
you cling together in joyous reunion, never to be parted again.
The happy kisses rain upon your face; your hands again caress the beloved head,
and you look once more into the trusting eyes of your pet,

so long gone from your life but never absent from your heart.
Then you cross Rainbow Bridge together....

Author unknown
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