Did you ever watch a dog run? I mean REALLY run, run like there’s no tomorrow. Run like their life and the existence of their species depended on it. There’s a reason we run that way, for those few brief moments in time, it’s like our very atomic structure, indeed, the very sub molecular adhesive that holds our atoms together will dissolve and render us just a blur in someone’s vision if we don’t run. There are times that we trot. Meander. Stroll. Ordinary walk. Investigative walk. Curious walk. Scared walk. “I’m glad to see you” walk. “I’m sorry about your yard or flowers or garbage or the carpet” walk. 





But when it comes to THE RUN, it’s blissful. Something deep inside of us, where the life light burns the brightest, pushes us faster. It’s not every time that we run, but on those special times, it’s glorious. I laugh at humans when you call us “dogs” or “stupid animals.” In fact, it’s you who need us and not the other way around. I have no problem with eating bologna after the numbers are used up on the clear skin. Humans smell of it and wrinkle their pitiful excuse for a nose. I smell it and the universe of life growing on its surface and my mouth melts. I can hear your noisy, smelly ride in thing coming way before I can see it and I can’t understand why it never chases me like I chase it. You thought I had “separation anxiety”, when you leave that thing, it’s so depressed it never moves! 





Maybe it would be easier for you to understand us if knew what it’s like to BE us. You try to get me to conform to your rules which in the grand scheme of things really make no sense. Think about it, when you built your new house you used TREES for the walls, TREES for the doors, TREES for the floors. Then, you bring me into a house with TREES everywhere and expect me to go outside?? I don’t think so. You might THINK I’m going outside, but the truth is dead trees tell no tales. One more thing while we’re on the subject. Who’s Queen Anne and why do you have HER legs on YOUR furniture? Which I remind you is made of sticks and what is the first thing you do when we go into the yard or the park? You pick up a stick and throw it and want me to chase it and if I do you say “good dog”. When you come home and I’ve chased the sticks in the room where you eat your food and caught them and chewed on them a little (because after all, they ARE sticks) you say “bad bad dog.” For the sake of my sanity, could you make up your mind?





On the floors that aren’t made of TREES you cover with a fur substitute. I know it’s a substitute because nothing outside smells as rank or as strange as the funny colored pelt covering the living room floor. Listen, when you catch me digging at that thing, I’m just trying to do us both a favor capeche? 





You expect me not to get into what you call garbage but what do you do with it? You put it in bags RIGHT OUT IN THE OPEN! When I have things that I don’t want you to mess with, I hide ‘em. But you? No, that’s too simple for you. You’d rather put it in the tube thing or the flimsy skinned thing and sit it outside. OUTSIDE for crying out loud where EVERY other dog in the neighborhood can get to it. What you have to understand is that as dogs we’re insanely possessive (I guess you could call it a character flaw). With this in mind, don’t you think that you should take a little more care concerning where you put MY empty food cans? They may be empty but they’re STILL mine.





I hope this helps you to better understand the world from my four footed perspective. The point of view is different down here, try and keep that in mind.





Thanks,





Your best friend,





Sam











