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Revisiting the Wave

Where I grew up in the city, people hardly spoke to each other in the streets, much less waved to each other
from their cars .So, when I moved to Three Rivers I was surprised to find that waving is actually an art form.

There are many different types of waves. There's the open-handed wave which is in many ways reminiscent of
the old Native American style of greeting, “How!” and the way cowboys used to tip their hats in the Old West.
Then there's the wave where the person sticks his whole hand out of the car. | always feel extra special when
someone sticks his hand out of his car to wave at me compared to the person who barely lifts his hand up from
the steering wheel to wave. This barely-there kind of wave puts me in the uncomfortable position of not
knowing whether to wave back or not. I don't want to wave if I haven't actually been waved at. But if I don't
wave when the other person has in fact waved, I'll feel guilty when the person inevitably approaches me in the
supermarket and says, “Why didn't you wave at me?!”

The worst kind of wave is the Bungled Wave. A Bungled Wave happens when I'm driving along, and think |

see a car that I know. I pick up my hand to wave, but then seeing that it's somebody else, try to take my hand
down, but can't. After all, how do you stop yourself in mid-wave once you've already started? There's usually
only one place for your hand to go once you've shot it up in the air.

Of course, I could just go ahead and wave at this person who I mistook for somebody else, but then I risk
committing myself to a life filled of waving because once you start waving at someone, it's hard to stop
without causing a big problem. In some ways, it's a little like getting married.

Sometimes, I think that by not waving at really popular people, like the sheriff, who has to wave at people all
day, 1 might actually be doing him a favor by helping give his hand a break.

I feel a bit strange waving at the sheriff. When I lived in the city, I always thought that a police officer was a
sign of trouble and not someone you should wave at.

So now, when it comes to waving at the sheriff, I'm afraid if I don't wave he'll think I'm trying to hide
something. Then again, if I do wave, he'll think I'm trying to be friendly because I'm trying to hide something.

Waving is so nerve wracking that I've more or less given up on waving at anyone, even to my best friends.

Some people try to deal with the problem of waving by buying new cars so they won't be recognized. But
usually, you end up with a car that looks exactly like someone else's and you get a whole new group of people
waving at you.

Some people think it's best to buy a car that looks a lot like everybody else's cars in town, like a white Ford
pickup truck, for instance, so that nobody will ever really be able to single you out. But the problem with this
of course. is that once vou start driving that white Ford pickup truck. vou're going to be one among manv

http://www.valleyvoicenewspapcr.com/starc/2008/mar2020085malltown.htm 12/12/2008
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Life In
Small

Dating in a Small
Town: The Question
of the “Ex”.

By Lisa Lieberman

In a small town, when it comes to
dating, there's always the question of
the "Ex". There's the ex-boyfriend.
There's the ex-girlfriend of your
current boyfriend. Then, there's the
ex-girlfriend of your ex-boyfriend.
That's a lot of exes. And when you've
lived in a small town for a long time,
as I have, it can feel like you're
standing in a whole room full of exes
when you go to the bar Saturday
night.

Exes aren't such a bad thing,
though. I've gotten to be good friends
with some of my exes exes, often
preferring the women that my exes
once dated to the exes themselves,
which I supposed just goes to show,
that my exes had better taste in

women than I and the other exes had _

in men.

One time, I got to be friends with
one of my ex-boyfriend's girlfriends
(now his ex). For years, while they
were dating we had been giving each
other the evil eye when we saw each
other in public. Finally, one day, I
couldn't resist talking to her. She was
wearing these really cool abominable
snowmen boots covered in sheep’s fur.

“Cool boots,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said, sticking out her
hand. “I've been dying to meet you. I'm
X.” she said.

“Nice to meet you, too. I'm XX," I
said.

We immediately became friends
because we had so much in common-
namely my ex and her future ex. For
some reason, my ex didn't like our
new found relationship. 1 guess I can
understand why. It's bad enough that
there are exes out theré in the world
who know your dirtiest, darkest

_secrets-things that even you, yourself
would probably rather not know. it's
much worse, though when two exes

get together and start talking. It's like
the CIA and the FBI all rolled into one
comparing notes about you.

In addition to my exes’ exes, there's
also my exes’ exes who have become
my exes, too. I once dated one of my
friend’s ex-boyfriends. At first, she told
me it was o.k., and then changed her
mind and said not to do it. 1 did it
anyway-a decision | now regret-and as
a result she and I have become exes
with an extra ex in common between
us. =
I like to tell myself that by dating
him, I was taking one for the team-
that I was in effect hitting a sacrifice
fly ball to right field (one in the back of
my mind, I knew would surely lead to
an out), so that she could score a run
and possibly have the chance to meet
someone else-someone who could
perhaps make a better future ex than
the ex she already had.

I like to think that's true, but I don’t
know. I guess, you never really know
where your next ex will come from.



Certain Uncertainty

By Lisa Lieberman

In a world full of uncertainty, there’s
only one thing for certain and that's
that nothing is for certain. And the
more certain I become of this certainty
the more uncertain | am, including the

i fact that nothing is certain.
>3 3ut I'm not certain of that.
77 Speaking of uncertainty, just look at

_all. the uncertainty surrounding the
" recent presidential election in Florida.

The more everyone tries to bring
<% certainty to an utterly uncertain

situation, the more uncertain the
~ - whole mess becomes.
- The supreme court case keeps
- ~dragging on and on, and all the recounts
+-skeep going on. The more people try to

get involved and pin down a definitive
“*“answer, the more they find that there
isn't one.

The whole act of trying to count and
recount the votes reminds me of the
Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle that
I learned in Physics class when-I was
in 11th grade.

I think this is it, but I'm not certain:
Simply by the act of observing
something, you are changing the very
thing that your are observing...So that
means if there’s a mouse inside a box
and you want to know if the mouse is
dead or alive, once you open the box,
regardless of what you see you will
never know whether the mouse was
really dead or alive before you opened
it.

If the mouse is dead when you open
the box, youll never know if a final
gust of noxious air killed the mouse
Jjust as you were opening the box, and

the mouse was really alive inside the
box. And if you find the mouse alive,
well...chances are that the mouse was
also alive before you opened the box.
But then again, nothing's for certain.

Remember--as they say, the only
things certain are death and taxes. But
I'm certain that there are people who
will argue with that, too.

So in the midst of all this
uncertainty in life, rather than trying
to make certainty out of utter
uncertainness, one should simply try

to live with the uncertainty as best
they éan.

Driving through the fog is a good
analogy to the uncertainty of life. You
never really know what's more than a
few feet ahead of you, you can't see
too well what's behind you, and you
have no idea what's going on around
YOusr s

Basically,
everywhere.

So, while driving in the fog, you have
to try to see where you're going, but
not try too hard to see too far ahead of
yourself. That's why you use your low
beams and not your high beams.

If you cave into the uncertainty, and
crawl down the road at 10 mph, some
other--much too certain person, will
run you over. If you get too certain of
yourself, you may end up barreling
down on some uncertain sod going 10
mph.

The best thing, I've been told in the
fog is to proceed cautiously yet travel
as fast as you feel comfortable going--
neither going too fast or too slow.

That's the best advice I can give,
although I'm not 100 percent certain
of that.

there’'s uncertainty
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~Having Faith In
Fate

by Lisa Lieberman

Lately, I've been questioning my faith
in fate.

I suppose this is an oxymoron, given
that in order to have faith in something
you're not supposed to question it.

When | was younger, my dad always
told me, “God looks out for the feeble
minded.”

I had faith in that since it always
seemed to work for me.

But as I've gotten older, and (I like to
think) wiser, I've started to worry: “If
God looks out for the feeble minded,
then who's looking out for me if I'm not
so feeble minded anymore?

I figured that meant I was looking out
for myself. That worried me.

So anyway, I've been questioning my
fate in fate when | was desperately
trying to get home from Arizona the
other day.

What should have been a peaceful
three hour plane ride turned into a 24
hour nightmare.

Being my well-traveled worldly, savvy
self, I began my journey by standing on

the wrong line in the wrong part of the
airport going to the wrong place on the
wrong airline.

After about an hour of this, I realized
my mistake. | headed over to the right
place to stand in the right line on the
right airline, and rushed to the right
gate only to find that they had just
closed the doors for take-off.

Suddenly, the airline agent said,
“You'rc in luck. There's maintenance
problems. The flight's been delayed
and they don’'t know when the problem
will be fixed. You can get on the plane
now."

So, I said to myself, “Ah, ha, this is
fate telling me not to get on the plane.”
So | elected to get on another later
flight.

Anyway, all seemed to be going well.
The lane was taxiing down the runway,
ready to take off when the pilot got on

the mic. “Sorry folks, we're having a
problem, we don't know what it is.
We're going back to the gate for an
undetermined period of time to figure
out what this unknown problem is...For
your safety, please stay seated.” Upon
hearing this, I immediately got out of
my seat, walked down the aisle, and
insisted on being let off the plane.

Please see u:i. page 19




Lisa, from Page 4

Surely this was fate telling me to
switch airlines. So, I did.

This time, | was sure everything was
going to be OK as we taxied off the
runway, got into the air, and were flying
at about 3,000 feet on our way home on
what I thought was the last leg of my
journey... Then the pilot got on the
intercom: “This is your captain

speaking. This has never happened
before, but there's a warning light

flashing, and we have to turn around
and go back immediately. I don't know
what ths means, but fasten your seat
belt,” he said.

Feeling like Dorothy in the Wizard of
Oz, thinking how I just wanted to click
- my heals three times and go home, }

was near tears. :

The flight attendant, noticing the
worried look on my face, came up to me
and asked “Is there anything I can get
you ma’am?” As if she was asking for
my last request. I thought of ordering a
shot of vodka or at least one more of
those fudge cookies to help me cope,
but I was too embarrassed to appear so
melodramatic. So, being the perpetual
reporter, I said, “I just want to know
what is going on.”

April 5, 2000 « Valley Voice * A19

“Well, to tell you the truth, I don't
know...This has never happened to me
before,” she said.

I skipped that line of questioning and
said, "Well tell me, then, do you believe
in fate?”

“Oh, yes. IfI didn’t have faith in fate,
I couldn’t do this job. When it's your
time to go, it's your time to go,” she
said.

Suddenly the captain’s bell went off,
and she said that was her signal to go.

I sat back in my seat and sighed. 1|
felt defeated, like Oedipus Rex, having
worked so hard to avoid his fate that he
ended up hastening it instead.

So I said to myself, “Well if this is it,
this is it.” Then I sat back in my seat
and began to have faith in fate - both
the good and the bad.

When the plane landed (back where
we had started), I got off the plane and
as I was leaving said to the flight
attendant, “Well, I guess this puts
everything in perspective.” But I wasn't
sure if that was such a good thing or
not.

Readers can e-mail Lisa at

lisal@thegrid.net.



Sometimes I look at my life and think
it's just been one big, long series of
mistakes. But, I guess most people

must feel that way more or less. After.

all, if everyone lived their lives making

“fully informed, smart decisions and
knew exactly what they were doing at
the time, they probably wouldn't be
doing most of the things they were
doing. ;

When I try to conjure up in my mind
that one essential- mistake, though,
that led me to the life I'm leading now, I
think of the time when I first came up to
Three Rivers. I came up for the weekend
to visit my cousin who said, “Stay as
long as you want.” It's been 14 years
and I'm still here. My cousin, who
ended up begging me to leave is long
since gone.

When I first came to Three Rivers, I
experienced something I don't ever
remember having experienced much of
before or very much after--and that was
clarity of mind. After that initial
weekend with my cousin, there was a
voice inside my head that shook my
whole body and told me to stay. So, I got
in my car and drove up an isolated road
and pulled up a long gravelly driveway
to a bed and breakfast style resort with
a smattering of log cabins around a
man made lake with two red canoes
lying placidly in the center. I got out of
my car and said to a big, burly man,
who was later to become one of my best
friends. “I've come here to live.”

He looked at me suspiciously and
said, “This is a resort. We rent cabins by
the night, not by the month.”

And I, who was by nature, not

S —

A Series of Mistakes

normally very bold at that time, said,
“Yes, but I was driving up this road and
I said to myself, “This is it. This is where
I'have to live.”

He looked at me strangely and said,
“Well, it's strange that you mention that
because the name of this river in
English means “This is it”.

Looking back. it’s very possible that
that was just a pick-up line. But at the
time it sounded good enough to me.

“You see,” [ said. “I was right. This is
| g

Then I went inside the resort and we
had a long discussion during which he
told me about a friend who owned a
house down the road that might be for
rent that had a great switnming hole on
the river. During our discussion I also
found out another piece of heart-
stopping information. The author of the
screenplay, “Thelma and Louise”, my

‘favorite movie in the world, had lived in

one of his cabins when she was writing
the last scene of the script where the
two heroines of the movie drive off a
cliff. I was awe-struck. Out of all the
towns that I could have gone to in the
entire world and out of all the roads I
could have driven down, somehow fate
had plopped me here on this road where
the Indian name of the river meant
“Thisisit". I had to live on that road.

So, I &alled my new friend’s friend
about the house. (Later on I found out
that the two of them were suing each
other) and begged him to let me move
into the house. I told him I wanted to
become a writer and that my favorite
writer in the world had lived on this
street and that I absolutely had to live
in that house. After half a dozen calls
from me, he finally relented and I moved

See LIFE IN A SMALL TOWN page 7



LIFE IN A SMALL TOWN from page 4

in. The house was perfect, except for
the fact that there wasn't any water and
I had to steal water from my neighbors
on a nightly basis. I lived there for three
years, and I did become a writer. [ wrote
some great stuff and I wrote some
trash. Eventually I had to leave because
the neighbors found out about my
illegal activities and called the sheriff.
But the point of the story, though, isn’t
to talk about the water problem or the

Valley Voice » May 17, 2006 « A7

strangeness of California water law.
The point of the story is that when I
heard the pounding inside my heart
and I listened to the voices inside my
head, somehow like a homing bird,
flying thousands of miles across the
continent, I landed in the right spot.
Now 14 years later, I live in a house
with so much running water that it
sometimes leaks into the street. I miss
those early days, though, of absolute
clarity. Sometimes 1 look back and
think my decision to stay might have
been a mistake. But then again, if I
hadn’t made that one crucial mistake, I
wouldn’'t have stayed to make even
more crucial mistakes, which I'm sure
will lead to even more important

~ mistakes--which in the end, will

hopefully lead to something good.




For a long time, I thought I did the
mouse in my house a favor by letting it
live.

I found out I was wrong.

The one mouse in my house brought
his friend. They produced three mice,
then four mice, then five.

Even so, I hated the idea of killing
them.

“Look here,” I said with a sigh, “we’re
both creatures of the earth, so you have
as much right to be here as I. But you
stay away hidden during the day and
don't come out to play until night when
the lights are all out, and then you can
scurry and run around all about.”

For a long time, they abided my
wishes and stayed out of the kitchen
while I cooked and cleaned and did my
dirty dishes. But then one day they
decided to come out in hordes from the
kitchen floorboards, perhaps in hope of
finding life on the outside a bit more
exciting.

Out in open sight, even in broad
daylight, I found them in bathroom
cabinets and kitchen drawers.

“Eeeeeek,” I screamed.

But they didn’t care. Upon seeing me,
they slipped through the crevices.

“Look,” I pleaded, “I don't want to
harm you. I just want you to go away
far far from my home and leave me
alone.”

But my silly entreaties didn't charm
or alarm them. Not even a bit.

My friends, meanwhile, called me an
achey-hearted liberal.

“Look what you've done. You've given
them an inch, and they've taken a mile.”

I dreaded the thought lying awake,
waiting for the sound of those godawful
traps snapping off their tiny little heads.
I dreaded how the next morning [ would
have to pick them up by their tails and
toss them into the garbage pail.

Finally, when I discovered a mouse in
my bed, a new thought popped into my

head; the original mouse would have
been better off dead. The problem I had
decided to ignore had turned into war.

So I set about a dozen traps and
heard them go snap, snap, snap all
through the house. And then, in a
somber mood, I apologized to the great-

grandfather mouse for letting him live
and killing his brood, which I hoped he
could forgive.

“Dear Great Grandfather Mouse,” |
said in my now mouseless house.
“Everyone knows how the old sayings
goes: An ounce of prevention is worth a
pound of cure, and sometimes you have
to be cruel to be kind. I only wish I had
known a little sooner that it’s best not
to pretend that little problems are OK
when they’re not.”
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Small

Ants

By Lisa Lieberman

Sometimes I worry about ants. I
wonder what ants pray about when they
go home to their nests after a long, hard
day of work pillaging my kitchen
cabinets. I wonder if they pray to God,
thanking him for all their many
rewards. Or, when times are bad and
there are no bread crumbs to be had, I
wonder if they beg God for help.

I often feel a huge sense of
responsibility when it comes to ants,
because in many ways, I am their god.

I have the power to destroy them or
save them at will. With the flick of my
foot, I can shake up their nests and
cause large earthquakes which register
10 or more on their Richter Scales, and
send them running for cover. Or, with a
twist of my hose, I can drown them with
great floods.

I can have mercy on the ants, and
answer their prayers for peace and
harmony by simply stepping over them
when I see their nests on the ground. If
I give them the blessing of an extra drop
of honey outside their nests, the ants
will think it no less than a miracle, and
will talk about it for centuries to come.

I am often awed by the fact that even
though I affect so many thousands of
lives every day with my large and vast
presence, I am practically invisible and
incomprehensible to the ants.

It isn't always easy to know how to
behave when you wield so much power.
It's so easy to make mistakes. For
instance, the simple act of accidentally
leaving open a jar of honey, has the
effect of inadvertently setting up a
moral test for the ants, who must
decide whether to work for their food
| the hard way, or fall into the easy ways
of temptation.

I feel sorry for the ants who slip up
and drown in the stickiness of their
sins, but there's nothing I can do to
save them. I aiso feel sorry for the
lizards and grasshoppers which
unwittingly make their ways into my
house and fall into the clutches of my
devils cat, “Tabitha”. I grapple with
what to do;"whether to leave them to
their own devices and let nature take its
course, or to use Divine Intervention to
save the tiny creatures. (Of course,
Divine Intervention can depend on
whether the phone is ringing or if 'm
too busy taking a bath.)

It's easy to get distracted when you
are a Divine Intervening type person.
But sometimes when | stay focused, I
can see their anguished little faces from
afar and hear their silent prayers asking
for mercy. When I bend over to free the
little creatures from my cat's clenched
jaw, and set them on the window sills to
run off, I know to them, it's the
mysterious hand of God that's come to
their rescue.

I get angry at my cat for acting so
evilly, but-I know it’s part of her base
level, and I try to love her anyway for
her goodness, in spite of all the evil she
inflicts.

My job as “God of the house”, as I see
it, is not only to decide the life or death
of the creatures inside the house, but to
help guide those lost creatures that get
off on the wrong track.

I know, though, that there are certain
creatures that can't be helped. I can no
more save the moths from flying
straight into burning lamps and candles
than the real God can do anything to
stop humans from smoking themselves
to death with cigarettes or other drugs.

But there are some little creatures I
can help, like the lost little flies who

Please see LISA, page 15
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Love Songs
of the Country

by Lisa Lieberman

As the shroud of darkness enclosed
the mountains, restless sleepers in my
sleepy town listened to the silence of
the night. Like an opera patron
squirming restlessly in his chair wait-
ing for the music of dawn to come.

Outside, there was pitch blackness,
not a single city street light to illumi-
nate the rising and falling sounds of
the currents of the river.

As | lay there listening, I thought
about how different the sounds of the
city are from those of the country.
Nights in the city, I used to lie awake
listening to the sounds of cars honking
and beeping, pounding feet on the
streets. car alarms going off, sirens
wailing and jets flying by.

Quite often at night in the country.
there are no sounds, except for the
running river, whose sound is so con-
stant and steady that it begins to
sound like the air to me, which doesn’t
sound like anything at all.

The quiet of the night trains the ear
to search for different sounds in the
darkness. Instead of listening for
glass shattering and for burglars
breaking into the house, I lie listening
for garbage can crashing outside and
the sound of the local black bear
rummaging through my garbage like
used goods at a yard sale. If I'm
lucky. I'm able to run to the window in
time to see the stealth figure in the
moonlight making off with his bag of

goodies filled with orange peels and
left-over vegetables.

Bears are quiet burglars. But if 1
listen carefully, I can sometimes hear
them munching and slurping the ap-
ples underneath the apple tree out-
side. Apples are about as addicting to
bears as popcorn and peanuts are to
humans and once they get started, it's
hard to get them to stop.

As summer draws near, the crickets
come-out at night. They rub their legs
together like fiddlers singing love
songs to their lovers, and playing for
the amusement of their friends.

On rainy nights, I like to listen to
frogs. Frogs are nice. They're such
brave little creature, calling out to
each other in the night. When there is
danger. and the "Undertoad,” not the
"Undertow.” comes threatening to
carry them away, they are suddenly
silent.

Lying in my bed, I hold my breath
with them waiting for the danger to
pass. . .

These are typical sounds of the
night. But sometimes if you are a
blessed and special country dweller,

like a dear friend of mine who once
saved a dying owl on the street, you
will be gifted with extra-special sounds
of the night.

The owl, who had been blinded and
temporarily stunned by the headlights
of some passing cars on the road, was
picked up by my friend who brought
him home and set him on top of his
refrigerator so the owl could rest and
relay. The next day the owl flew free
and came back that evening with owl

— Please see LISA, page 29
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and stood in a circle under-

Tewrh: my friends bedroom window, 2
0.""’ "ﬂ“ yererading him.

"Hoo-hoo-hoo!" they

that night, and "Hoo-hoo-hoo!”
<y sand for the next three nights
they came back to thank my friend for
saving the owl's life.

As | lay there listening into the
deepness of the night, there were no
owl sounds, and no other sounds to
keep me company. Finally, I closed
my eyes and let myself drift down to
the murmuring gurgles of the river
outside.

At sunup, the cold, blue light of
dawn crept in through my window, I
heard the sound of a lone bird outside
chirping. There was no alarm clock in

my room. There were no sounds of

clinking dishes being taken out of the
dishwasher, which my mother used to
set on the kitchen counter, or the
sounds of sizzling bacon frying in a
pan, which used to tell me when it was
time to get up when I was a kid.
Instead, | listened as the lone bird
was joined by another bird, and the
another bird, and another bird.
Eventually, all the fragmented con-
tingents joined into the melody: A
»mother calling out her baby birds.
"Chirp, chirp,” she called out. They
answered sweetly in little voices,
"“chirp, chirp, chirp," they answered
back, picking up their mother's tune

o

and resonating back with a slightly
different sound. :

Couplets of birds held discourse
over their plans for the day. Some
pairs of birds sang out in panicked
voices, urging each other to hurry
building their nests before it was time
to lay the eggs. One baby bird,
swinging back and forth on a branch,
was oblivious to the rest of the birds'
melody and sang just to amuse him-
self. And this amused me.

Gradually the gentle singing of the
birds rose in a crescendo, as the blue
light of early morning burst into a red,
hot crimson light, I rolled over in bed
and got up to open my bedroom cur-
tains to applaud the day.

KDDH, trom front page
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" THE TAO OF
GARDENING —

Some Things Are Worth The Wait
By Lisa Lieberman

After six unsuccessful years of
attempting to grow a garden and
coming up with nothing but weeds, | am
bound and determined to make
something grow.

I don’t care what it is. I am going to
make something grow this year.

I know I better be careful here in
tempting the fates because as the old
saying goes, “be careful what you wish
for, you just might get it,” likewise in
gardening, be careful of what you sow;
you just might reap it.

As an example, despite my friends’
and neighbors’ warnings, I've always
been tempted to plant blackberries.
They're so good and juicy and require so
little effort. But the problem with
blackberries is that once they get
started, they grow like weeds until they
take over your whole yard and- their
thorny bushes become the bane of your
life.

No, I know when it comes to
gardening, | shouldn’t take the easy way
out. I should plant something which will
bring me long-lasting pleasure as well
as sustenance and blend in
harmoniously with the rest of my
garden.

As it is with a lot of other things in
life, a garden is something that many
people think they would like to have,
but is often more of a challenge than
they originally anticipated.

In the past when I've set out to start a
garden, I've gotten so excited about the
prospect of gardening, that I went out
and bought the plants, and would either
forget to plant them or else in my haste,
I would plant a beautiful $5 plant in a
shoddy 50-cent hole and then wonder

why nothing ever grew the way I hoped.

This year, I'm planning a more
strategic attack.

Like anything else, the first few
months of a baby’s life, the beginning of
a new business or a new relationship,
the beginning ‘of a garden is the most
important part. '

To start with, you've got to pull all the
weeds. Thén you've got to till the soil.

Then you have to add in organic
matter and mix it in and blend it all
together.

Sometimes when confronted with a
big project like-a garden, it's best to
take things one step at a time.

The good thing about cultivating the
soil is that there's no hurry and you can
take each step at your own pace.

In fact, the slower you go, sometimes
the better it is, especially when you're
not afraid to get down on your hands
and knees, and cover the whole garden
inch by inch up close until you make

- sure everything is nice and smooth and

even and ready.

When, finally you do get the soil all
prepared and ready to go, you're still
not ready to plant.

As any good warrior knows, and as
my dad always said “you have to hope
for the best and plan for the worst”; i.e.
look out for gophers. :

So now I'm in the process of trenching
off my garden with chicken wire to
create a solid fortress.

Just yesterday, I was finishing up
digging and admiring all my cultivation
efforts, when across the yard, I spied a
clump of climbing roses in full bloom.

I had become so busy with all my
hard work that I had forgotten that I
even had roses. ;

‘The old saying is that you've got to
stop and smell the roses. But in a real
life garden, you've got to stop and
actually pick the roses if you want more
to grow.

That just goes to show that the most
worthwhile things in life can be so easy
and so hard at the same time.




Life In
Small

Men and Dogs: The
Saga Continues

When I moved to Three Rivers about
10 years ago, | wrote an article about
men and dogs. The gist of the article
was that men are like dogs (everyone
knows this right?) and need to be
properly trained to make good
boyfriends.

1 thought I had created a masterpiece
that was going to enlighten the world.
Little did 1 know. ..A dark silence fell
over the town after I published the
article and no one had anything to say
to me about it. I asked my cousin to
read it and tell me what he thought. He
sat there reading the article, which was
meant to be a humor piece, in his
straight back chair with a grim look on
his face, not cracking a smile. After a
long pause, he let out a sigh. “Well this
just goes to show you have a lot to
learn,” he said.

“About what, men or dogs?” I said.

“Both,” he said.

Now, years later, I can see his point.
1 did have a lot to learn about men and
dogs, and still do. Two years ago I hired
a professional dog psychologist to try to
help me kill two birds with one stone.
For three months straight, she came
over to my house and sat on my couch
and talked to me for four hours straight
about the psychology of dogs. 1 took
copious notes as my dog “Money” (aptly
named, since she was costing me so

much money) sat next to me on the
couch and looked on.

During one of our sessions after a
particularly bad night with my
boyfriend, 1 broke into tears. My dog
trainer stopped mid sentence and said,
“Shall we take a break?”

“Yes,” 1 said sniffling, “You see it's
about my boyfriend....” .

My dog trainer nodded
sympathetically. “This topic comes up
quite a bit in my dog training sessions.
Do you want to tell me about it?”

After telling her about the problem,
my dog trainer sat quietly for a moment,
and then said. “You know, dog
psychology is very tricky. People
assume that dogs want to please you.
But that's not necessarily the case. Just
like anyone else, dogs really want to
please themselves. The keyto any good
relationship with your dog or a man, is
to teach him that it's in his best interest
to want to please you. That way he'll
want to please you, in order to please
himself.”

The next thing is to be careful not to
assume anything, and to be very clear
when giving your dog instructions, she
said as we segued back into the lesson.

“A client. of mine found this out
recently, when her dog began chasing
her new roommate down the highway
who was on her way to work. Now, her
dog who was an older, more experienced
dog knew better than this. But since the
roommate had never explicitly told her
not to chase her down the highway, my
client's dog thought it might have been

Please see Lisa, page 10
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Ok. Even though the roommate shouted
“NO!” at the dog several times to try to
get her to stop chasing the car, in the
dog's mind the “no” might have simply
have meant, “Try chasing me at a
different pace, or from a different side of
the road.” I told my client to explain to
her roommate that she had to give the
dog explicit instructions when leaving
the house in the mornings. “Tell her,
“you stay”, “you’re not going”,” my dog
trainer said.

Only when you are very clear and
specific with your dog like this will you
get your message across without leaving
any leeway for your dog to weasel out of
doing what you want him to do.

The next thing, I learned, from my dog
trainer is that you need to set your dog
up for success by being consistent in
your communication and not giving any

mixed messages

“Consistency is everything,” my
trainer said, “If, for instance, you tell
your dog to stop jumping all over you,
you can't say “Get down!” with a big
smile on your face all the while petting
him on the head. Your tone of voice and
your actions have to be consistent with
your actual commands.”

My dog and I are still working on the
commands and the communication.
After all these years, I think she’s got
the “sit” command down, but other than
that we have a lot to learn. Actually, I
think we have a somewhat
dysfunctional, backward relationship.
Instead of protecting me, like any good
dog should, 1 often find myself
protecting my dog and making excuses
for her bad behavior. My dog, for

instance has this bad habit of chasing
bikes.

Whenever someone rides by on a bike,
she runs out, snarling and nipping at

the rider's heels. I run out after her,
shouting, “Wait, stop! Slow Down. Don’t
Move!” The bikers think I'm talking to
her, but I'm actually talking to them.
They generally ignore my commands
and instead peddle faster and faster,
trying to escape. This just exacerbates
the situation. What they don’t
understand is that if they simply slow
down and stop, Money will run up to
them and lick their faces. You see,
Money loves people, she just doesn't
like bikes.

I've tried to explain to people that if
they would just dismount their bikes
and walk past my house, there wouldn't
be a problem, but unfortunately none of
the bikers in the neighborhood seem
willing to comply. So alas, 1 am stuck
with an eight-and-a-half year old dog
who is about as addicted to chasing
bikes (and other bad behaviors) as a
hardcore cigarette smoker is to
cigarettes. I've tried to come to terms
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with this bad behavior as best | can,
but I realize after many sessions with
my dog trainer and through various 12
step programs, that ultimately I can’t
change anyone else’s behavior but my
own. So now, when my dog runs out
into the street to chase a bike, 1
generally duck behind the bushes and|

pretend I don't know her. |
\





