
I Like Animals
I like animals and animals like me, even the more dangerous animals in baby 

carriages like me. I can walk through the Mall and look at a baby in a carriage and they 
break into a huge smile. Maybe they just think I am funny looking or they are working on 
their next fart, but they do smile. I could get my son to sleep with a slight sleepy groan. One
of our cats will be gone for days and I step outside and play my harmonica and there she is 
winding around my ankles. Now I am not the type to French kiss a dog or cat, but I do like 
them and think they teach us how to be human as well as humane. On my white knight in 
shining armour list babies are higher but animals are next.

When my wife and I were first married we lived on the top floor of a duplex. We 
decided to go to the humane society and buy two cats. One of the cats made himself to 
home, but the other freaked out. It was definitely not a happy cat. We tried everything, but 
the point came when we had to return the one cat. We faced an interrogation at the 
humane society without the humane cop, and hours later collapsed on our bed at home to 
cry. Why had we not tried harder, maybe they were right, we cried? We cried so hard the 
Chinese family came up to see what was the matter. The cat we kept died at seventeen here 
in the forest after a happy life. 

My son wanted a dog. I get sad when I lose an animal friend and I did not want a 
dog I still missed the old one. I held him off for six months, but finally I said Wednesday is 
the day. He was so happy in the car as we went over possible names. Pal, it had to be Pal 
after a TV character.

We saw the dog as soon as we walked in. We were told it was a Beauvais, but it 
looked to have some big terrier in him. We went back to the desk to pay for it. “What do 
you want the animal for?” “Play with the kids and bark at the animals, I replied.” “Where 
will he, sleep?” “Well I guess that would be up to him. He could sleep on the porch or in the
kitchen.” I was trying to reassure her that the dog would be treated with respect, but what 
she said was. “Your dog must have access to every part of your house.” I didn’t say you 
have to be kidding, but I guess she could read it on my face. We were refused the dog. 
Never once did the woman look down and see the five year old face looking up and 
watching all of this. She did not ask whether the dog could handle the climb up our spiral 
stair case.

Friends offered to go adopt him using all the appropriate responses. I thanked them,
but it did not seem to be the right thing to do. Later I heard the whole litter had died of 
kennel cough. My son and I went back on the trail of the dog. We searched and searched, 
but at every humane society we were met with a stony response. Maybe I was on a list.

One weekend I was leafing through the local paper and saw an ad for a dog to give 
away, a Beauvais. I phoned; the woman was moving to an apartment and was in the 
process of ending an abusive marriage. When I saw the dog, I asked, “Where did you get 
this dog?” She had got him from the local humane society the previous spring. This was the
dog we had been refused. She called him Joey, so we welcomed Pal Joey to our home. He 
loved the porch and would come in on cold nights to sleep in the kitchen as long as he could
stand the heat. I did not mind getting up at four to let him out to chase the animals. He fell 
in step with our routine and Pal Joey sang like Sinatra after midnight. We even cured him 
of his fear of water; I think the abusive husband had taught him to swim.

He lived ten years and when he died of cancer we cremated him on a large funeral 
pyre and sent him aloft with many prayers and the tears of children. He has been replaced 



but his picture is still on the frig and he remains in our conversation. Like I said I like 
animals and I am so thankful this animal liked me enough to find my home even through 
frozen humane bureaucracy for the validation of our humanity.

http://canadadreams.ca/index2.html
http://canadadreams.ca/library.html

