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Chapter 7
Epiphany

OK, so by now many of the dog lovers of the world would like to see me swinging from the gallows in the town square, after having been tortured mercilessly, set on fire, and deprived of any food or drink for a period not less than forty days and forty nights in some horrific medieval dungeon. But hang on just a minute Sparky. Don’t go grabbing your torches and pitchforks just yet. You see, I do indeed have a soft spot for cute little puppies, as small as that spot may be. 
I may turn out to be the biggest hypocrite of all and some day you may find me sitting in front of a fireplace, in the rocking chair of my old age, gently stroking the head of my new loyal best friend, who will undoubtedly be named ‘Veal Cutlet.’ I will reflect on the numerous wrong opinions I may have had about dogs and how they can provide a special kind of companionship that fills the disappointing void left by too many insincere human relationships. In my contemplations I will seek forgiveness for my harsh views of man’s best friend and yearn for the placid reality and tranquility of dog ownership experienced by those who put the needs of a lesser being ahead of their own. I will come to the understanding that dogs provide a kind of unconditional love and affection that no humans have ever bestowed on another human. After all, there are probably not too many humans who will tolerate an authoritative figure in their life rolling up a newspaper and smacking them on the nose as punishment for the simple  disagreeable act of urinating on the carpet. Then, in an exhibition of complete forgiveness, return to the punishing hand, licking and slurping in a frenzy of love and devotion. If only I can find such a mate…  
As I gaze at the fire, I will come to the understanding that uncompromised friendship can indeed come from an entity that never mumbles a word of disagreement, and almost always is willing to provide what we perceive to be slobbering dog kisses of love and appreciation. I will wallow in the tactile, olfactory, and philosophical benefits of dog ownership. I will understand the comfort of dog hair stubbornly clinging to every textile fabric I own, especially my socks. I will justify everything that I thought to be negative in all things dog and seek the clarity of a tolerant soul as I joyfully bend to pick up dog shit. I will contemplate the missteps in the grassy areas of the park and the tread bottom souls of my sneakers which allow for the remnant scents and other interesting souvenirs to hitch a ride home, only to incubate and blossom in the bottom of my closet. I will give little consideration to a time before dog ownership when my dwelling was clean and odor free, absent that wonderful low tide smell that comes along with a dog. I will embrace the filth and inconvenience that is common to dog ownership. I will endeavor to unapologetically follow the flock, proudly becoming one of the sheep.
Are you friggin kidding me? Hell no!  I’ll never get used to the idea of dog slobber all over my face, the, furniture, and my pants legs. I will never tolerate dog drool and questionable berries on my sheets. I’ll never accept the putrid odor of a filthy, smelly dog lounging at my feet in the living room, while he licks and preens his undercarriage. I’ll never get used to the pungent smell of dog breath and dog ass wafting through the air. I will never appreciate dog hair floating in my soup. I will reaffirm my distain for the sound of crunching dry dog food on the tiled kitchen floor as I navigate the mine field left behind by Fido’s less than fastidious eating habits. I will ponder the fact that I lose it when some unrefined, low class human passes gas in my presence, and wonder why the hell would I ever tolerate it from a dog?  True, such an alibi may allow my own indiscretions to be blamed on the dog at appropriate times, but I’d rather not have the excuse of a black smoke dog fart in my arsenal of justifications. Besides, my friends would know I was lying, and that it was really me who was responsible for the dark fog. 
I’ll never want to sacrifice my sleep to walk my ‘best friend’ at six AM, blearily watching a four legged nuisance taking a dump while I stand there shivering on a cold winter morning, wishing he would just shit a little quicker. I’ll never cherish the smell of fermented dog piss which permeates the life of everyone who lives with a dog. It is a scent that parallels the odor and gives one the sense we are living in a stairwell entry to a New York City subway station. Ah, the sweet essence of homelessness… 
I never want to see the look on any of my guests faces as they enter my dwelling, getting their first whiff of dog ambience. While addressing this kind of reaction, dog owners unapologetically state that they don’t smell anything, as their guests begin wilting like week old flowers in a vacuum chamber. In short, clean fresh air is far more preferable than a dog’s olfactive essence. Cuddling with a warm, fresh, dryer tumbled blanket on a cold dreary night is far more favorable than sharing a couch with a wet, stinking dog that just got back from a walk in the rain. I don’t know about you, but just talking about dog stench makes me yearn for a fantasized world where sidewalks are paved with puffy, cloud like toilet tissue and the air, along with everything else smells like baby powder. Society spends billions of dollars a year on covering up human stink with all sorts of deodorants and perfumes, so why doesn’t someone do something for dog ass? (Note to self: Talk to the people at Dove)
Speaking of blankets, I’ll never understand why some people don’t mind sharing their bed with a dog. I suppose I’ve been guilty of that judgement a time or two in my life, but at least they were human, and keeping with my preferences, were considerably less hairy. Sure an animal can provide some warmth, especially on one of those ‘three dog nights’ when the temperature dips below freezing and the glass of milk you left on the nightstand turns to ice cream by morning. But no amount of ‘warm and toasty’ can justify having to endure dog breath and a dog that snores like an old man all night. I won’t even mention a dog that hogs the bed. In some cases, the shared bed starts to smell like a hog, so what’s the difference?
Oh, and let’s not forget when Rover decides to overstep his boundaries and share in your life in all ways. It might be a good idea to keep your mutt out of the bedroom when you and your partner are feeling frisky and decide to watch some porno to spice things up. Rover might get the wrong idea.
There was a time when I was in college that a girlfriend and I decided to engage in a bit of afternoon delight. We cut class that day and went back to her place to drill for oil. She had a scruffy looking mutt with far too much energy for my liking. His name was Studly, a curious name but I didn’t think to pay it much attention or draw any conclusions, so I went about my focused intentions. Somewhere in the middle of full gallop, Studly decided he wanted in on the action. I may have been preoccupied with the activity, so I didn’t notice that the mutt jumped up on the bed with us. In our heightened state of passion neither one of us noticed that Studly was sniffing in areas that you wouldn’t ordinarily want a dog sniffing, especially when you’re naked. Without permission, discussion, or any attempt at subtle seduction  for that matter, Studly decided to involve himself in a threesome. No wonder why men are often times referred to as dogs. He didn’t even ask if I would like a glass of wine.
Having been in a position of  high and blind vulnerability, Studly may have assumed I was practicing Yoga and was in the ‘backward facing dog’ extension, so he took his opportunity. I may be a bit of a homophobe anyway but being the subject of a rear violation attempt by a male dog is certainly over the line. If I had to guess, I would say he was a ‘Cocker’ Spaniel mix with a great deal of amorous enthusiasm. 
After heaving Studly vigorously across the room and barking at him that he was a bad boy, my girlfriend and I enjoyed a rather robust laugh. If there were any questions as to my possible virginity before the encounter, the aftermath would certainly have dispelled any suspicions. After that encounter there was a great deal of rumor circulating on campus that Studly and I were dating, but it never could have worked. We were of different religions.




