
Olaf 

 
He raised his head; his stomach was aching. His last meal dated back several days: 
The contents of a garbage bag left carelessly at the edge of a sidewalk. The bread 
crust in it had not been worth much, hard and mouldy as they were, but the bones of a 
grilled chicken had tasted like Sunday. Even with the bone splinters twinging his jaws: 
He was accustomed to that. 
 
It would be hard to hunt up enough food to half-way pacify his rebelling stomach. 
Competition was fierce, the number of stray dogs in the village had increased by eight 
over the past few months, and there was only one departure – a small, not even six-
week old pisser, picked up by some tourists (“God, how cute the little one!” or 
something like it, the words and sounds were always the same). Damn poor for this 
time of year that brought busloads of strangers to the village: One departure only. Not 
enough, by far. 
 
The sun was fairly low already, did not burn so relentlessly any more on the sand piles 
around the parking lot. He had taken his day quarter here, in kind of a cave in the 
thicket, where he could endure the mid-day heat. Of course, the place was full of ticks, 
but – well, ticks are not really the problem if you have to spend your day outdoors, and, 
on the upside, the place was not so fiercely contested because of them. They were 
nasty, especially because the body was exhausted anyway, but – whatever, you can’t 
have everything in life. 
 
It was time. He got up slowly, pushed the branches aside that concealed his shelter, 
and blinked in the light on the unshaded lot. He shook two, three times, scratched the 
scurfy spot on his neck with his rear paw (barbed wire he had overlooked in the thicket) 
and started trotting. 
 
The small bar by the main intersection of the village was still empty, the tourists used to 
lay on the beach at this time of day, and the locals would come later anyway: The 
perfect time to rummage for peanuts, pieces of bread or fish on the ground while the 
barkeeper was dozing on the front porch and his wife prepared the tapas for the 
evening in the kitchen. One time they had caught him and chased him away, as he was 
prowling along in the shadow of the chrome bar – they had not hurt him, no, they never 
would, because they were not really bad people. But that’s why it had hurt. Because 
they were not really bad people. And because it would have been nice to be at least 
tolerated in a place like this. 
 
Today, the yield was thin, much too small to fool the stomach, and he would have to go 
for the hunt, later, in the cover of darkness, along the houses with their barred 
windows, in search of garbage cans and bags to be plundered, always watching out for 
the other dogs who were on the same desperate hunt, eventually to the remote fincas 
miles away, when you never knew if it was worth the way. But hunger did not leave a 
choice. 
 
It was too early yet, and he laid down in the shadow of the low hedge running from the 
terrace of the bar to the village well. He would doze away the next few hours here, until 
the sun would be gone, the bar would fill up with people and noises, and the time for 
roaming would have come. 
 
Cars dragged long banners of dust across the intersection, honking loud and roaring 
the afternoon silence away with their broken mufflers. Then the dust and the silence 
sank slowly to the glowing apathy of the place. Some time later, the deep humming of a 
truck engine came closer. He was too tired to raise his head, but from the corners of his 
eyes he watched attentively the small delivery truck coming up from the lower part of 



the village, turning left on the intersection and stopping in front of the construction site 
across the street. Something about this truck was strange, new, uncommon, and he 
took the effort to raise his head. It was one of those closed delivery trucks as they were 
used for groceries or plumbing material, but this one was painted with big pictures in 
bright colors: A tree was there, green with red  
fruits, a deep blue ocean with white sails on it, an island with some palm trees, a big 
yellow sun and an airplane – the truck called for his attention because it looked 
unusual. Unusual people – good people. The usual was unpleasant enough. 
 
Two persons came out of the truck, and he waited until they had entered the bar. Then 
he got up clumsily, stretched while carefully watching out if the two came back, 
sauntered seemingly disinterested over to the truck and snooped his way around it. It 
sure did not smell too bad: There were some dogs inside, at least one, and it was a 
bitch, and she was in heat – good God! And there was another color to be smelled, 
sharper, probably a cat. That was not so good news, he had made his experience with 
cats, but this one seemed to be living with a dog already, so – well, who would know 
the full story behind all the odors, and it wasn’t his business anyway. But there was 
nothing to miss out on if he stuck around and held his siesta in the shadow of the truck. 
 
He was just about to doze away, carried by the heavy pulse of his weakened body, 
when he realized the naked legs of the man who opened the door on the driver’s side. 
He crawled out from under the truck, sniffed around the man’s feet for a while to make 
him feel comfortable and wagged in order to show friendship. The man shove him 
away, but half-heartedly, he was not one of those who start cursing and kicking right 
away. From the other side of the truck the voice of the woman was to be heard who 
could not see what was going on and then came over. Both bowed down to him, 
started petting his back, his neck, his sides, and he took it to be an encouragement to 
wag and to smooze even more. He did not feel real affection, did not want to allow it yet 
for fear of being disappointed; but there was some sympathy between them and him, 
and their voices sounded friendly and soft. They did not reject him, and that was all but 
a bad start. 
 
Now the man opened the side door of the truck, the rattling of a chain was to be heard, 
and a small, blonde bastard jumped out. She was somewhat smaller than he, but 
sturdily built and sportive. So this was the hot girl he had smelled before; he did not 
really know what to do with this impression, but it seemed to be smart to make friends 
with these peoples’ dog. 



On the way from the truck to the house – the man had locked the driver’s side door and 
checked the others – he scuffled about with that blonde bitch, shy and not too 
aggressively, laid down and let her have his neck, showing her that he did not claim 
any dominance over her and her territory, frolicked around the three, barking, and, 
when they reached the house, made his way in. There were the smells of other dogs’ 
marks claiming older rights – but he was inside! 
 
Two stairs up, a hallway with the strong scent of cats, a light went on and illuminated a 
kitchen with two food bowls, two bowls with water, another room with a table, chairs, a 
sofa – all there! The floor tiles were pleasantly cool, but so sleak that he could hardly 
keep his balance which caused the bitch to be all over him again and chase him around 
the room until the woman called them from the kitchen. The bitch ran over, and he 
trotted behind her, curious. 
 
No hunt for food tonight! Dear God, and how delicately this lady bitch went to work on 
all the fancy stuff that was spread out in front of them: Veggies, rice, bones, meat, all 
you could possibly ask for! He knew that it would do no good to his shrunk intestins, but 
he gulped and gorged until there was no space left inside him any more. Oh man, that 
was good! One bite more, and he would have had to let it all go. 
 
The woman had laid down on the sofa, the man was sitting on a chair next to her, and 
both were watching pictures in a box across the room. Those two seemed to be taken 
care of. The little blonde girl bitch, however, still wanted to romp around, bit in his ear, 
in his tail and jumped on him, that he had no way other than to scuffle about with her, 
even though he had rather digested in peace. Fortunately, the woman called the bitch 
to lay down with her on the sofa, and the man’s hand grabbed his neck and forced him 
to the ground which he readily surrendered to. 
 
There he was, looming over to the little lady bitch who nervously wagged her tail and 
peeked for a chance to escape – no, he did not feel too bad at all! He grunted in 
content, shove his head a little further forward to relax his neck muscles, and slowly slid 
into a satisfied, comfortable half-sleep. 
 
What had the man called him? It had sounded like the poor imitation of his barking, laff, 
laff, but then he understood. 
 
They had called him Olaf. 
 
He awoke from his dreams when the man’s voice called him: Olaf. Wag, just wag your 
tail, who’d know what was going to happen next! He looked around, still half asleep, he 
really had been sleeping; no wonder, after such a feast. 
 
The blonde bitch was on her chain again and still wagged her tail. Obviously, the man 
was about to take her out to the street again. It was hard to understand what she was 
so happy about: A chain around your neck, and on your way out of a cozy and clean 
appartment back to the street: What was so great about that? 
 
Olaf, Olaf, the man called. 
 
Alright, if that’s what it is! Two stairs down, half asleep, into the night, down to the 
parking lot, to hell with it! The man released the bitch from the chain, and she 
disappeared in the darkness, barking, while he stayed with the man whom he had 
acknowledged and accepted as his master, at the latest since that firm grasp to his 
neck that had forced him into quietude. He took a deep breath of the man’s scent, 
stored it in his memory to never forget it, and sensed that he trusted the man. 
 



On the way back they ran, all three, and reached the house beyond breath. The door 
opened, the man and the bitch entered the illuminated hallway, and when he tried to 
follow them, the man’s hand grabbed his neck, again, and pushed him outside. The 
door slammed close with an ugly grate and left him stunned on the sidewalk. He was 
so surprised that he, for a heartbeat, could not even react. But then panic arose 
burning in his throat: This could not be! Nervously, he sniffed around the bottom of the 
iron door where that scent was still alive, his own scent, his master’s, etched into the 
background of his heart: No! his senses  



screamed: No! You cannot lock me out! You cannot kick me away again, you, after you 
gave me food, caresses, and guidance! You! Where am I supposed to go without your 
command? Open up, let me to your hand! Open! 
 
His eyes were burning, blinded by terror and panic disbelief. He jumped up the door, bit 
into the iron doorknob where the man had opened it, slipped off, bit again with bleeding 
teeth, but it did not move. He rammed his full weight against the iron bars behind which 
the inside light was still shining warmly, painfully nourishing the memory of the inside. 
Again and again he threw his bony body against that cruel iron barrier, screamed for 
pain that he angrily disregarded being the other, inner wound so much more hurtful.  
 
Hours later, when the sky slowly paled and his forces diminished, he stumbled back to 
his cave in the thicket, where this terrifying afternoon had begun. Crying, with sore 
bones and his heart torn in two, he crept inside, completely exhausted. 
 
For a long time, he could not sleep, could not understand. All he knew was that 
tomorrow would be the same as before, the hunger, the fight for survival, the boredom, 
the evening hunt out there, no, even harder and more demeaning than before with all 
the disappointment in his heart. He had been so close to getting out of this damned life 
as a stray dog, so close! It choked him to think about it, he felt betrayed, abused and 
humiliated, but there was no use in thinking about it. He had to transform his memory 
into a wonderful dream. He had to see to his survival. 
 
At least, he had a name. 
 


