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Our little one-bedroom apartment seemed to get awfully eerie and quiet when our dogs were away at the dog sitter. Although we didn’t have any children, our dogs seemed like substitutes sometimes. Usually, we boarded them when we would go out of town or sometimes just to have a little peace and quiet to ourselves. We used that particular place because the owner, Margaret Jones, was nice, the facilities were clean, and her prices were pretty much the best in town.

Our two large huskies, Simon and Shyster had the privilege of staying at Margaret's place numerous times during the last few years. I'd heard no complaints from them so far although I am positive Miss Margaret didn’t award them with treats like they received at home. I suppose if they could communicate to me in English, they might have a word or two about the quality of food there.

But honestly, the only complaining we heard those days came from our new neighbor, Desiree McGillicuddy.

For some odd reason my husband Ryan and I didn’t understand, she hated dogs and gladly shared her disdain for them with anyone who would listen. Miss Desiree moved here from up in Vermont last year and had never really taken to the southern vibe. Maybe they didn’t like dogs in Vermont. I didn’t know what her problem was. She definitely had a chip on her shoulder the size of Texas.

Whenever our two huskies made any kind of barking or whining sounds, otherwise known as talking, Desiree shifted into passive-aggressive mode and retaliated by slamming a cabinet door here and there. Sometimes it was the front door to her apartment that she abused. Other times, she yelled at us through the walls with original lines like, “Shut those dogs up or I’m calling the cops.”

Not very original.

On rare occasions, she complained to the front office that our two sweet husky angels were so disruptive that their constant talking was disturbing her two parrots, who themselves do a good job at imitating their owner’s speech, and a small army of various spiders that she kept caged in a somewhat sealed aquarium in her bedroom. I say somewhat because they had been known to escape. Sometimes Miss Desiree even huffed really loud like she was having an asthmatic attack or something like that.

Annoying.

So, that morning, I kissed my husband goodbye for the day. He walked down from the third floor, got into his car, and drove off to work. He was a research chemist at a big biomedical laboratory outside of town.

But in reality, he was a smart guy and knew all about chemicals and math and bugs. He had told me that they actually did experiments with bugs there. Yuk. The best thing I’d ever found for them was to end them as quickly as possible if I found them in the apartment.

Anyway, I hugged him goodbye and shuffled off to take a shower and do something productive on my day off.

Or maybe not.

I made my way into our nice walk-in shower and turned on my oldies music playlist on my phone. That’ll probably set my neighbor off too, I thought, as KC and the Sunshine Band started to extol the virtues of appropriate evening footwear at a sound level sure to antagonize Miss Desiree.

Good.

Occasionally, I forgot that they were away. One of the many peculiarities of having apartment dogs was that they followed me everywhere I went in every square inch of our spacious 150 square foot apartment. Probably all dog lovers have this problem.

Sometimes the dogs lounged on the bathroom floor as I showered or put on makeup or brushed my teeth. That day, though, I shut the door because, well, sometimes a girl needs privacy and not four husky eyes staring at her every move.

I couldn’t imagine just what they were thinking as I excluded them from the bathroom. Maybe they were suspicious thinking that I was meeting another dog or other animal. I did know that they would probably forgive me for the momentary slight of being kicked out though. Sure, they would both huff and puff some, but in the end, they’d settle down, demand a good petting, and chill to the oldies music.

I was cool with all that because it was our routine. Sometimes when I excluded them, one would lie by the door with his long fur pressing up against the space under the door. The long fur would poke through underneath the door and from my vantage point in the bathroom, it looked like a giant caterpillar lying in wait.

Thankfully, I hadn’t seen too many murderous caterpillars. Or butterflies.

I really needed to stop watching so many scary internet videos and movies.

Thankfully, the giant, but illusory caterpillar had always remained attached to my dogs and had never launched an attack.

I did think they were cute, though.

About twenty minutes after Ryan left, I prepared to get into the shower. Finally, a little privacy, I thought. I turned on the water and waited a second or two until the obligatory eight hundred and sixty-three degree level was reached.

Ah, hot water, relaxing.

Ryan made fun of me and my fondness for really hot water in the shower. He just didn’t get it.

As I stood showering, for a brief moment, I could have sworn that I heard a noise in the other room.

It sounded just like one of the huskies had plopped down there by the door like either one had done a thousand times before. Or, I suppose, it could have been Ryan.

Maybe he drove back home and ran back upstairs because he forgot something. I wouldn’t have bet on that option though. He was a chemist and researcher. He lived at a level 100 out of 10 on the OCD scale. Ryan rarely forgot anything.
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