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Man's best friend
GWM seeks furry four-legged swimmer for long walks, 

playing with toys and unconditional love
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t’s official— 1 will never have a boyfriend.
No, I haven’t given up on men and decided 
that going straight is the answer. Nor have 1 
fallen in with an obscure alien-loving cult 

that demands my celibacy as part of its plan to 
lure the Mothership back to Earth. It’s just that 
there’s no room in the bed.

The bed is big enough, queen size, in fact. 
When 1 first got it, 1 looked at the vast expanse 

of space and imagined hours of 
sweaty fun rolling around on the 
freshly washed sheets with what­
ever man I could lure into my bed­
room.

Then the dog wandered in, 
took one look at the new bed, and 
jumped up on it. He bounced a 
few times, testing the spring in the 
mattress, and then plopped him­
self down for a nap.

He hasn’t moved since. In fact, 
as time has gone on, he’s taken 
over more and more of the bed for 
his own, until now all I get is a 
thin strip along the right side. At 
night I lie on my side in this no 
man’s land, trying to pull enough 
of the quilt over me to keep warm 
and wondering where I went 
wrong.

1 admit that it’s probably all my 
fault. After all, when Roger first 
started getting on the bed, it 
crossed my mind that perhaps it 
wasn’t such a good idea. But he 
was a puppy at the time, and he 
looked so cute curled up in a little 
black Labrador ball with his nose 
on his paws. Besides, he didn’t 

take up that much space, and it was sort of cozy 
to feel him beside me at night.

Now Roger weighs 110 pounds. And while 
he still sometimes sleeps curled up in a ball, 
more often he stretches out as much as he can. 
His favorite position is on his back with his 
head on the pillows and all four legs straight up 
in the air. More than once I’ve been rudely 
awakened by a paw being forced into my back 
as Roger decides that he would be a lot more 
comfortable if I moved over just a little bit.

The sand makes everything even worse. You 
see, Labradors like nothing better than swim­
ming, and Roger swims daily— even in winter. 
Somehow, along with the water in the pond, 
he manages to soak up vast quantities of sand, 
all of which he immediately deposits on the 
bed when he gets home. Last week I put on 
new sheets. When I went to bed I slipped 
beneath them, thrilled at being surrounded by 
material that didn’t smell like wet dog.

My joy lasted approximately 20 seconds. 
Then Roger came bounding in, leaped up onto 
the bed, and laid down. The next thing I knew,
I felt sand trickling down through the blanket, 
past the sheet and onto my legs. Then came 
the overwhelming smell of the great outdoors. 
Roger let out a happy groan, rolled onto his 
hack and started to snore, as I thought about 
the average life span of Labradors. I wept as I 
realized that I’ll be at least 40 before 1 get my 
bed back.

I know what you’re thinking: Why don’t 
you just kick him off? I have tried to make him 
sleep on the floor. He even has his very own 
cedar-filled bed from L.L. Bean. Every so often, 
when I’m particularly tired of the sand and the 
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gets down, goes to the bed, and spends 20 min­
utes pawing at it until he has it all fluffed up 
the way he wants it. Then he throws himself 
down on it, and I try to go to sleep.

About three minutes later the sighing 
begins. No one is a bigger drama queen than 
Roger, and he has a way of pushing out air that 
makes him sound like the world’s most abused 
animal. I can feel him there on the floor, star­
ing at me in the big warm bed while he sleeps 
on the cold L.L. Bean doggie pillow, and I can’t 
stand it. He hears my resolve shatter and up he 
comes, settling down with a contented sigh.

us and them. But we doubt it.
Besides, we have enough trouble with the 

dogs in our lives. Adding other people to it 
would simply be too exhausting. As it is, I take 
Roger out five or six times a day. That doesn’t 
include the car rides, the midnight outings to 
look for skunks, or the trips to the vet to find 
out why he’s throwing up again. I don’t have 
time to date anyone. What little free time I 
have I need to wash Roger’s blankets and plan 
his birthday parties.

Last night, though, after calculating the 
exact length of time it’s been since anyone but

I’m not the only one suffering from this 
dog-in-the-bed relationship syndrome. My 
friend Diane is too. Her Dalmatian, Rudy, also 
sleeps on the bed. And not just on the bed. 
Rudy actually sleeps in the bed, right there 
underneath all the sheets and blankets. More 
than once a startled visiting girl has felt her 
toes being sucked, only to discover that the 
guilty party isn’t Diane but her spotted other 
half. The relationship seldom pnxreeds any fur­
ther.

Every night, while other people are going 
out on dates and thinking about all the fun 
they’ll have later on in their dog-free beds, 
Diane and I walk Roger and Rudy around the 
pond. As our happy pets romp and play we 
wearily trudge along behind them, wondering if 
maybe somewhere out there are people who 
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Roger and I have shared my bed, I decided 
enough was enough. Marching into the bed­
room, I was determined to toss Roger off the 
bed once and for all. But when I went in, he 
was curled up in a ball. His head was on the 
pillow, and in his paws he was holding his 
favorite stuffed toy, a polar bear named Bruce. I 
stood there for a minute, looking down at my 
sleeping, stinking monster. Then I got in next 
to him, pulled what little bit of the blanket 
wasn’t around him over me, and turned off the 
light.

So maybe he’s not the man of my dreams. 
At least I don’t have to worry about who else 
he’s sleeping with.

■  M ic h a e l  T h o m a s  Fo r d  is the winner of the 
1997 Vice Versa gay and lesbian journalism award 
for best humor wntmg.
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PORTLAND/VANCOUVER'S LES-BI-GAY LEAGUE!

Men's, Women's and 
Co-ed Teams Forming! 

All Skill Levels Welcome
PLAY RUNS APRIL-JULY

For information, call:
5 0 2  /  2 4 6 - 7 6 7 ?  (MEN'S, CO-ED)

5 0 2 / 2 5 4 - 4 1 5 0  (WOMEN'S)
♦

or write to:
RCSA, P .0 . Box 2 2 2 2 2

Milwaukie, OR 9 7 2 6 9  
♦

or visit our Membership Tables 
Fri., 2 /2 0 ,1 1  pm -1  am - Rage 

Sat., 2 /2 1 , 6  - ?  pm - Egyptian Room 
Sat., 2 /2 1 ,1 0  -1  am - Embers 
Fri., 2 /2 7 ,1 0  -1 am - Scandals 
Sat., 2 /2 ? ,  10 -1 am - JOQ's

Warm up, stretch and meet Players and
Managers at these Open Practices:

♦

Sun. 2 / 2 9  - Clinton Park Fields 1 &  2
Wos'. Div.- 10  am; Men's/Coed- 2  pm 

♦
Sat. 4/11 - Lents Park Field 1 

Wos'. D iv .-10  am; Men's/Coed- 2  pm

W ITH TODAY’S 
LOW IN TER EST 

RATES...

If you want
to B U Y
or SE LL
a H O U S E

YOU'VE GOT TO CALL,

SUSAN WALSTON,
BROKER/OWNER

WALSTON PROPERTIES, INC. 
REALTORS

940.0245 236.6201 722.9511

O F F IC E  L O C A T IO N S  IN 
S O U T H E A S T . O K E & O N  C IT Y  S S U N N Y S tD E


