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Pet obsessed! Jesus, don't tell me 

is a 22-year-old lesbian. She is a volunteer with 
the Newfoundland and Labrador AIDS Committee, 

and a member of NGALE. She is -studying 
Sociology/Women's Studies at MUN, and is the 

mother of two adorable cats. 

about it! I lived with this guy once ... 
fuckin' OB-sessed. I mean it. This guy 
actually tossed me out of my apartment in 
the middle of the night 'cause his fuckin' 
dog ran away. I'm not shittin' ya. This guy 
was crazy. Fabulous fuckin' body, but crazy. 
Man, he had a chest that was like, chiseled out of 
marble. Course, so was his brain ... 

Anyway, I meet this guy at a club and he seems 
friendly enough and we dance, have a few drinks,afew 

tokes, you know the scene. This guy is BEEP -packed and 
stacked - works construction, eh? Well, no big surprise, we 
end up back al his place. \V c open the door and this friggin' flea-bag 
mutt is all over us, but Schwar:,,enegger doesn't care, he just ruffles him up 
an· starts introducin' me to all these cats all over the place. Then he shows me his 
goddamn turtle that looks sort' a like the top half of a hamburger sit tin' in a box of dirt. 
I don't think too much about it 'cause by this time I'm hornier thm1 an elk herd, an' most of 
my concentration is focused on that throbbin' dick bustin' out of his pants. 

So finally we get down to the fireworks. Now the next morning I'm afraid to look,' cause 
you know how things can alter with the daylight, but no sweat. This guy is likeG.I. Joe crossed 
with Trigger the horse ... if you get my drift. So, I stick arow1d. As it turns out, he's kinda 
Jookin' fora roommate 'cause he lives there alone an' it's a big, two bedroom place. I say I'll 
move in 'cause where I was livin' was gettin' on my nerves on account of the other guys were 
hopeless a<;sholes .. . you know the type. And also a place can look pretty appealing when ya 
got Mr. Adrncale ~fan lo bounce ya off to dreamland every night. 

I move in an' he's real nice at first, helpin' me with my boxes, givin' me a little space on 
the rent.just 'til I get my shit together, y'know. So we start cuddlin' right up ... he even buys 
me fnckin' tlowers for chrissakc. (Coulda spent the money on groceries though,' cause things 
were startin' to run low.) He's all lovey-dovcy an' I go along with that. But then this thing 
with the pets starts to rear its ugly one head. Mc an' puppy-dog got things worked out all right 
'cause the first day Mr. llardhat takes his pneumatic drill off to work an' I'm left there in tile 
petting zoo, poochy starts nosin' at me, an' I give him some frequent flyer points to the other 
side of the room. Settled that all right. 

I remember the first signs of insanity tllough, clear as day. I'd been there, I don' know, 
couple a weeks ... Dr. Doolittle comes home m1' wm1ts to know if I can make some dinner 
while he'soutjoggin' the mutt, which lcan't,cause I just found out where I can score us some 
great dope if we can kinda pool ourresources. So we get the coin together an' I go off on my 
mission of mercy. \Vhen I get back the bacon's frying an' I settle down to roll us up some nice 
hors d' oeuvres when this fuckin' cat start ruhbin' herself right in the pile of gra<;s I got laid 
out. I just grab ole Huffy an' shotput her toaster-ward hut with all her clawin' around in tile 
air she flies right into the turtle box, which slices off the counter an' busts on the floor. So 
there's all this friggin' hissin' an' yeowlin' goin' on, an' the turtle goes rollin' off under tile 
fridge like a goddamn hockey puck. Then St. Francis of Assisi lets a curse out of him an' goes 
tearin' across the room, goo-gooin' after the furball 'tilit' d make ya sick ... tllcn he starts after 
the jcsus turtle. I am not shittin' ya ... this guys starts TALKJN' to his goddamn turtle!! He 
pushes the fridge around 'til he can hook the thing out with an old spoon, then he picks it up 
an' starts talkin' right to it. I remember it all right 'cause he's callin' it byname . .. Stonewall 
for chrissake! 

'This is too fuckin' much," I say, an' I smoke tllree joints right in a 
row' cause I figure if you have to sittllere watchin' some guy practically 
makin' Jove to Stonewall-tile-Turtle then you better he pretty stone-
walled yourself of you'll end up a fruitcake too. 

'lbat was just tile beginning, eh? After that it was all 'mind the little 
pussycats' an' 'doggy doesn't like that' 'til it was like, 'do you mind if 
I breathe, here?' 

Well, one day I come home from goin' to see my no-good agent about 
gettin' some work or whatever, an' Daddy's all in a big flap. He' s out doin' 
his joggin' around with tl1e mutt an' tile friggin' thing takes off or somethin'. 
Disappears. Well it's mega panic time an' he spends all night rwming' back 
an' forth from that ravine place where tl1ey nm, and he's askin' tile neighbours 
an' shit like that. He's really foainin' at tile mouth so I roll him a nice fat joint 
so he can get a bit of grip on, eh? But he just gives me this ugly look an' goes 
stompin' off again for the, like, twelve hundredth time. 

By tllen I'm gettin' kinda concerned 'cause Daddy-s lookin' sort'a beat out an' 
in don't want him to be all tloppywhen bedtime rolls around. "Look," I says to him, 
"worry about ole Lassie an' all. But let's say we just see if he comes home in the 
morning an' if not, we'll take the hole goddamn family down to the pet store an' get 
a new one." Doesn't matter though that I'm bustin' my ass to be all sympathetic an' 
everything. No. Here I am making' like Motlier fuckin' Theresa, an' he starts takin' 

it out 
on ME! 
Sol remind 
himthatifRin 
Tin Tin had been 
so tickled happy here in 
Loony-land, he never would have 
run off in the first place. And that I was 
surprised the ole hoy had stuck it out this long, 
especially given the fuckin' housekeeping' standards were 
like livin' in a barn, what with all the goddarnn animals. 

So then he really goes loco an' starts hollering' right in my face m1' 
bringing' up all these exter-m1eous opinions (which is something !really HATE in an 
argument) like rent ai.1' food an' shit like that, an' how I couldn't have a relationship with 
a person 'cause I couldn't even have one with an animal . And he's castin' aspersions 
everywhere, including some very hurtful things which I do not agree with. And then he starts 
throwin' my stuff into the hallway an' hellowin' like a bull for me to get out. 

I didn't want to 
end up like a statis-
tic to some pet obsessed madman so I left Even tliough it should have been him that moved 
out' cause I'm not surprised the place hadn't been condemned on account of him. I let 
it go. I'm like tllat sometimes, I just let people walk all over me. But I've had 
it witll the pet obsessed. Yup, I've had it! 

~, ZJ, Little 
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