
 
 

DeŬe͛Ɛ bƌaiŶ didŶ͛ƚ ƉƌŽceƐƐ ǁhaƚ hiƐ eǇeƐ ũƵƐƚ ǁiƚŶeƐƐed ƵŶƚiů he ǁaƐ ƉaƐƚ ƚhe ʹ what was 

that? A ground hog? A baby raccoon? ʹ But it was broad daylight. A puppy? No waaay ʹ where 
would its owner be with no houses close by and WHY is it staring back at me?! Back it up, he 
ƚhŽƵghƚ͕ ƐůŽǁůǇ͕ ƐŽ I dŽŶ͛ƚ hiƚ ƚhaƚ daŵŶ dŽg͙ 



͞Geƚ iŶ͟ DeŬe Žƌdeƌed͕ ũƵdgiŶg bǇ ƚhe iŶƚeůůigeŶƚ ůŽŽŬ iŶ ƚhiƐ ŵƵƚƚ͛Ɛ eǇeƐ ƐƵggeƐƚed he ƉƌŽbabůǇ 
ƐƉeaŬƐ EŶgůiƐh͘ BƵƚ he had beeŶ abaŶdŽŶed aůƌeadǇ͕ aŶd ǁaƐŶ͛ƚ aƐ eageƌ ƚŽ be diƐaƉƉŽiŶƚed 
agaiŶ͘ SŽ he had ƚŽ be caũŽůed ƐůighƚůǇ͕ geŶƚůǇ bǇ DeŬe͛Ɛ iŶŶeƌ DŽcƚŽƌ DŽůiƚƚůe͘ ThƵƐ CaƉŽŶe͕ ǁhŽ 
didŶ͛ƚ eǀeŶ ŬŶŽǁ ƚhaƚ ǁaƐ hiƐ Ŷaŵe Ǉeƚ͕ ǁŽed hiƐ fiƌƐƚ ƚeŵƉŽƌaƌǇ ŵaƐƚeƌ͘ If CƵƚe eǀeƌ ŵeƚ 
Capone he would feel ugly by comparison. 

͞Wheƌe aŵ I gŽŶŶa fiŶd ƐŽŵe bůeediŶg heaƌƚƐ ǁhŽ ǁiůů ƚaŬe ǇŽƵ iŶ MiƐƚeƌ͍͟ He Ɛaid ƚŽ ƚhe 
hiƚchhiŬeƌ aƐ he iŶƐƚiŶcƚiǀeůǇ Ɛƚaƌƚed dƌiǀiŶg Ɛƚƌaighƚ fŽƌ Aůǀeda KiŶg͛Ɛ Ɖůace aŶd heƌ ůiƚƚůe ƉacŬ Žf 
Beals. Having no better thought of anyone else soft enough to take this little guy in immediately 
ŽŶ ƚhe ǁaǇ ƚheƌe͕ he ƐƚaǇed ǁiƚh ƉůaŶ A aŶd ƉƵůůed ƵƉ ƚŽ Aůeǀda͛Ɛ͘ 

It took Capone even less time to seduce the Kings than it took to stop Deke. So the bait, hook, 
and suckers trap was set. Deke was whistling out the door breaking a rotator cuff patting 
hiŵƐeůf ŽŶ ƚhe bacŬ fŽƌ ƐƵch a gŽŽd deed befŽƌe he cŽƵůd ƐaǇ ͞NŽƚ ƐƵƌe if he iƐ hŽƵƐe ƚƌaiŶed 
Ǉeƚ͘͟ 

MeaŶǁhiůe͕ CaƉŽŶe Ɛƚaƌed bacŬ aƚ hiƐ Ŷeǁ faŵiůǇ͘ TheǇ Ɛƚaƌed aƚ each Žƚheƌ͘ ͞IƐ he FREE͍͟ 
JŽhŶ aƐŬed͘ ͞He ŶeedƐ ǁaƚeƌ Ɛaid CeůeƐƚe͘͟ He ŶeedƐ a Ŷaŵe Ɛaid Mama King. He is a little 
ƉƌiŶce Žf a dŽg ƚŽ be ceƌƚaiŶ bƵƚ he aƌƌiǀed ƚŽ ƵƐ aƐ aŶ ŽƵƚcaƐƚ͕ aŶ ŽƵƚůaǁ͘ I ƚhiŶŬ ͞CaƉŽŶe͟ fiƚƐ 
his tiny, powder keg like power over us. 
͞ThiƐ iƐ gŽiŶg ƚŽ ŵƵch eaƐieƌ ƚhaŶ I ƚhŽƵghƚ͟ CaƉŽŶe ŵƵƌŵƵƌed ƚŽ hiŵƐeůf aƐ he ƌŽůůed hiƐ eǇes. 
͞I͛ůů ůeƚ ƚhe fƌee ŵaƌŬeƚ decide ǁhich ŽŶe Žf ƚheƐe ƵŶdeƌůiŶgƐ feedƐ ŵe fiƌƐƚ͕ I͛ŵ STARVING͘͟ 

Over the next four years, the length of a Presidential term, Prince Capone ran a tight ship of 
unfair manipulation in his new kingdom on good looks alone. Sure he had personality. The kind 
of human like awareness, understanding and literally a sense of humor that lesser, er, uglier 
dogs needed to survive if anyone was ever going to adopt them. Not Capone. It was like, people 
be coming into the house chatting it ƵƉ aŶd iŶƚeƌƌƵƉƚ ƚheŵƐeůǀeƐ aŶd ƐaǇ ͞DaŵŶ͊ Thaƚ͛Ɛ a fiŶe 
ůŽŽŬiŶg dŽg͊ LŽŽŬ ůiŬe a dŽg ƐhŽǁ ǁiŶŶeƌ Žƌ ƐŽŵeƚhiŶg͘͟ Iƚ ǁŽƵůd acƚƵaůůǇ be ƚhe eǆceƉƚiŽŶ if 
gƵeƐƚƐ didŶ͛ƚ ƉaǇ Ɛiŵiůaƌ hŽŵage ƵƉŽŶ eǆƉeƌieŶciŶg ƚhe gƌeaƚ aŶd ƐhŽcŬiŶgůǇ haŶdƐŽŵe 
Capone. 

Josh recalled fŽŶdůǇ CaƉŽŶe͛Ɛ MANŶeƌiƐŵƐ aŶd hiƐ PERSONaůiƚǇ aƐ hŽǀeƌiŶg abŽǀe aŶǇ 
individual kindness he showed ʹ like when he sensed someone in the family, his family, was 
down, or any other funny, quirky communication systems for that matter he had worked out in 
his head to deal with a life that had no instruction manual. What Josh was describing, 
ƵŶǁiƚƚiŶgůǇ͕ ǁaƐ CaƉŽŶe͛Ɛ hƵŵaŶ Ɛide͘ If he ƌeaůůǇ ǁaƐ ũƵƐƚ a dŽg͕ ƚheŶ hŽǁ did he cŽŵƉůeƚeůǇ 
OWN everyone in the family? He was so good he had everyone believing they were his favorite. 
But perhaps especially Alveda. 

͞VicƚŽƌǇ haƐ ϭϬϬ faƚheƌƐ aŶd defeaƚ iƐ aŶ ŽƌƉhaŶ͘͟ ʹ JFK, 1961 regarding The Bay of Pigs defeat. 

Anyone in the family loves to rewrite history as to who knew Deke, or who was the first to say 
we keep Capone, or who really named him first. They were all victories shared by the family for 
not simply the greatest dog ever, but one of the greatest and most loyal friends of their lives. 
Capone was the lotto, period. 

Blame, however, has been silently plaguing the family as well. John could blame Josh for not 
tying Capone up tight enough on that fateful night. Josh could blame John for drawing undue 



attention to the house that night. Capone ʹ he bůaŵed ƚhe CŽƉƐ͘ ͞Whaƚ iŶ ƚhe HELL aƌe ƚhŽƐe 
two big blue intruders doing on MY property snooping around MY back yard? I sense angst ʹ 
BIG TIME ʹ iŶ ŵǇ faŵiůǇ͘ I ǁiůů ƚaŬe caƌe Žf ƚhiƐ NOW͘͟ He didŶ͛ƚ ƚhiŶŬ ƚǁice ʹ Capone broke 
free and created such a distraction that the curious guests left without further incident. Whew! 
͞CaƉŽŶe cŽŵeƐ ƚhƌƵ agaiŶ͊͟ ǁaƐ ƚhe bƌŽƚheƌ͛Ɛ ŵƵƚƵaů ƌeůieǀed cŽŶcůƵƐiŽŶ͘ SaǇ ǁheƌe iƐ ƚhe 
ůiƚƚůe gƵǇ͍ CaƉŽŶe͙CAPONE͙heƌe bŽǇ͙ 

That was the start of a long search that night, and the next day, and the asking of neighbors, 
and the hope slowly giving away to despair, with no closure and no Capone. Weeks past. 

The doorbell rang and it may as well have well been the police informing the next of kin there 
has been a fatal car accident. It was the neighborhood kids ʹ and they had some bad news. By 
now everyone knew Capone was missing. So when the kids found him lying there peacefully in 
the woods, they knew what they had to do. Capone would have answered the call of his master 
that night, tried to. But you see when he broke away that night, his leash was on him - and he 
got tangled around a tree. He was trapped. John gave his brutally frank medical opinion of 
deaƚh͗ ͞SůŽǁ͕ agŽŶiǌiŶg aŶd ůŽŶeůǇ͘͟ 

There was no funeral. There was still no closure. The denial phase would last into the abyss of 
dysfunction, and Capone was not spoken of again ʹ not without mama cryin anyway. 

John blamed himself. Josh blamed himself. Eddie blamed them both. The women wept over the 
inconsolable magnitude of the loss of this Prince ʹ the man himself ʹ Capone. No one will ever 
understand he was real and he was really human. But how could he be? He never held a 
grudge, always had time for you and was literally positive about everything. To be in his 
presence was to have your spirits lifted. To lose him so soon, too soon for us our dear, precious 
Capone, is so very very sad, Rainbow Bridge or not. 

Years past. A visit to a friend during a drive to East Lansing prompted the subject of Capone. 
UƉŽŶ ƐeeiŶg a ƌeadiůǇ aǀaiůabůe ƉicƚƵƌe ƚhaƚ CaƉŽŶe͛Ɛ ŵŽŵ had ŽŶ heƌ iPhŽŶe Žf hiŵ͕ ƚhe fƌieŶd 
Ɛaid ͞DaŵŶ͊ Thaƚ͛Ɛ a fiŶe ůŽŽŬiŶg dŽg͊ LŽŽŬƐ ůiŬe a WeƐƚŵiƐƚeƌ ChaŵƉiŽŶ Žƌ ƐƵŵƚhiŶ͘͟ ͞We 
heaƌ ƚhaƚ ŽfƚeŶ͟ ǁaƐ ƚhe ƌeƉůǇ͕ aŶd ƚheŶ caŵe aŶ eeƌie ƐiůeŶce ƌefůecƚiŶg ƚheiƌ ƐadŶeƐƐ ƚhiŶŬiŶg 
about him. 

Weůů I͛ůů ƚeůů ǇŽƵ ǁhaƚ he ǁaƐ ƚhiŶŬiŶg͘ CaƉŽŶe͛Ɛ ůaƐƚ ƚhŽƵghƚƐ ǁeƌe Žf aůů of his family and all 
the love he experienced in this quality life ʹ all bonus since the day Deke discovered this star. So 
we went there in that car to that dark place. For the immediate family of Caponeʹ for closure. 
For Capone ʹ to honor him. And we had his funeral right there in the car ride. And since his 
legend had him bustin down his stall, callin after those cops as he ran into the woods, and since 
the family ran callin after Capone, and since they say he died one winter ʹ some ten years ago, 
we chose our funeral dirge for the great Capone - Prince among dogs. The song that seemed to 
fiƚ ƚhe biůů ƉeƌfecƚůǇ ǁaƐ ͞Wiůdfiƌe͘͟ MaŶǇ ǁŽƵůd ƐaǇ ƚhiƐ iƐ aůů cheeƐǇ aŶd ŽǀeƌŬiůů͕ Žƌ iƚ ǁaƐ dŽg 
fŽƌ cƌǇiŶg ŽƵƚ ůŽƵd͕ ůeƚ͛Ɛ fŽcƵƐ ŽŶ ŵŽƌe iŵƉŽƌƚaŶƚ ƐƵbũecƚƐ ůiŬe ƉeŽƉle. Yet if they heard 
CaƉŽŶe͛Ɛ fƵŶeƌaů ƐŽŶg iŶ ƚhe caƌ ƚhaƚ daǇ͕ ǇŽƵ ǁŽƵůd aůƐŽ heaƌ ŵŽƌe ƚhaŶ ŽŶe faŵiůǇ ŵeŵbeƌ 
quietly crying while listening to it ʹ even after a decade. Rare the dog that leaves such an 
indelible mark on a family. Capone was one of those dogs. https://youtu.be/Pc3OnSQc48s 
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