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First Sunday or I am not a morning
person

 


I never believed that being a morning person
was a virtue, despite what my sister and Benjamin Franklin said
about early rising making someone healthy, wealthy and wise. My
health, wealth and wisdom were just fine sleeping in on Sunday
mornings, thank you very much. After a sleepless night—damn
insomnia, too much coffee—I thought I’d give mornings a try.
Minnie, my lovely dog, was confused at first. She didn’t jump at
the sight of the leash as she usually did. A Sunday morning stroll
was an unfamiliar concept to her. Minnie had been my best buddy
since I got her a year ago, and most Sunday mornings I let her out
to do her business in the backyard and then let her back in. After
that, I would crawl back into bed. We’d been to the dog park a few
times before but always on a Sunday afternoon. I grabbed a bottle
of water, a couple of plastic grocery bags, and off we
went.

Fortunately, it was a lovely morning, so that
lifted my mood a bit. The air smelled of grass and morning dew. I
could just feel an almost imperceptible soft, warm breeze against
my skin. The world felt quiet. Along the way, Minnie sniffed at the
usual fire hydrants, light poles, tree trunks and a corner of a
wrought iron fence in front of a large house where two dogs lived
with their humans. I bid good morning to a few other people out
walking dogs or pushing children in strollers or both. When Minnie
and I got to the dog park, I was surprised to find no one else
there. It gets so crowded on Sunday afternoons. I assumed Sunday
mornings, particularly one as beautiful as this one, would be the
same. Maybe everyone else got to sleep in? I decided to take
advantage of having the dog park to ourselves momentarily and let
Minnie off leash. She sniffed at a twig sticking out of the ground
before peeing on it and then scouted out her new domain.

I normally wouldn’t let Minnie off leash in a
dog park. For one thing, city dog parks, like the one in my
neighborhood, were usually packed with so many animals of varying
sizes and dispositions and there were occasionally some dogs who
were unpredictable. For another thing, Minnie was a Staffordshire
bull terrier with bristly black hair, which some people and dogs
found intimidating. I’d been very diligent in her training, so she
was well behaved, gentle as a kitten, but I didn’t like to take
chances in crowded dog parks. Today, though, at least at the
moment, the park was all hers. She stomped around like she had just
been made queen.

After about five minutes, I heard the latch on
the dog park gate click. I looked up and called to Minnie, who came
trotting over more slowly than I would have liked. After all, she
was queen of the dog park, and a new person and dog had just
arrived. They were bound to be far more interesting than obeying
me. I walked to Minnie and snapped the leash to her collar,
although she didn’t seem to notice.

The new arrival had a beautiful golden coat.
The hair looked so soft. The dog had sad eyes and a slow, loping
gait. He looked like the kind of animal that would really love to
sit on your lap but was just a little too big for everyone’s
comfort. Only after I had admired the dog did I get a look at its
owner, although she was much more nondescript. She wore a baseball
cap, and its visor kept her eyes in shadow. Her hair—long and light
brown or dark blonde—looked soft and fine. It appeared she had
thrown on the first T-shirt and pair of jeans she’d seen in her
hamper. I guess you can’t expect much on a lazy Sunday. The jeans
were nice, though. They hinted at the curvy figure they covered.
She wore sandals on her feet. She sipped from a travel mug, and the
scent of strong black coffee with a hint of vanilla briefly wafted
my way.

“You’re new here,” she said to Minnie, who
panted and wagged her tail madly. My dog liked this woman
immediately, always a good sign.

“It’s her first Sunday morning at the dog
park,” I said. “We usually only get here on Sunday
afternoons.”

“Welcome. This is Arrow,” she said.

Her dog barked as if to confirm his name.
Minnie barked in response. I slackened the leash to let her get
closer to Arrow. They performed the time-honored dog greeting of
sniffing each other’s butts.

“My beautiful girl’s name is Minnie,” I
said.

The dogs seemed to like each other, or at
least they didn’t loathe each other.

“She really is a beauty.” The woman stooped
down and offered Minnie her hand to sniff. Minnie then allowed the
woman to pet her. “She’s a good girl.”

I followed the woman’s lead and acquainted
myself with Arrow. He struck me as an easygoing sort. I put my hand
under his nose, and he let me scratch him under his chin, which he
really seemed to like. He put his paw up on my hand like he didn’t
want me to stop.

“You like that, don’t you, Arrow? You’re a
good boy. What’s his story?”

She told me that she got him through a friend
of hers, a teacher.

“Actually, it was a friend of Abby’s, my
teacher friend, who had Arrow. He was a puppy then. He was one of a
litter of seven born to Abby’s friend’s golden retriever. His first
placement didn’t work out. I had said I’d like to have him, too, so
then I got him, and I’ve had him ever since. It’s been four years
now,” she said.

I watched her as she talked. She was starting
to make more of an impression as we stood next to each other,
chatting and watching our dogs. At one point, she looked at me, and
I finally got to see her eyes. They were light brown, but there
also seemed to be something else in them, green maybe. She smiled
when she talked about Arrow. I noticed her lips, which were full,
just beautifully shaped, and her pale, nearly translucent skin. She
was an inch or two shorter than me. Then she asked how Minnie came
to me.

“Oh. I got her at Home Depot,” I
said.

“Really? They sell dogs now? Are they next to
the lumber section?” She took another sip of her coffee and started
throwing a tennis ball for Arrow to chase and bring back to her. It
seemed fairly safe. I let Minnie off the leash so she could join in
the fun.

“No, nothing like that.” I chuckled. “About a
year ago, I went to Home Depot with my sister. They were having a
pet adoption day there. While my sister was inside getting light
bulbs or something, I hung around outside with the dogs available
for adoption. Minnie wasn’t the first one I saw that day, but when
I did see her, I was intrigued. I had always thought when I got a
dog, I’d get something small, and I’d start with a puppy. I do live
in an apartment, after all, but I saw Minnie. She’s bigger than I
expected. She was five years old at the time, but I just knew she
was the one. We clicked, so I adopted her.”

“Any issues?” she asked.

“Not really. She can be a little clingy, but
it’s not so bad. She had had some training before I got her. I did
more training with her.”

By this time, more people and dogs were in the
park, and I got Minnie back on the leash. The woman, who clearly
was a morning regular, pointed out other dogs and their people.
Typical of most pet people, she knew the names of the other dogs
but not their owners. She referred to them by their dog’s names. A
woman with a sleek and bouncy little Bichon frise was Mrs. Juno and
the man with two inquisitive beagles was Mr. Tom and Huck. She, who
a few others in the park addressed as Ms. Arrow, shared anecdotes
about some of the dogs and helped introduce Minnie around. At one
point, when I was talking to Miss Domino, owner of a restless
border collie, I thought I caught Ms. Arrow watching me. Whenever
I’d look over at her, she’d look away.

I made a decision shortly after coming out
several years ago to go through life assuming that all the women I
met were gay or bisexual (not merely “bicurious”) until they proved
otherwise. One of the positives about that decision was that it
saved me lots of fretting about whether any cute girl I met was
into women or not. I just focused on whether they liked me. That’s
what really mattered, after all, and it made me a lot less anxious
and far more confident. I had assumed that Ms. Arrow was into women
and possibly into me. With the way she was checking me out, I had
all the proof I needed. A few minutes later, I decided to take my
leave. I had stuff to do around the house. Minnie was reluctant to
leave. She’d been having such a good time and so was I, but I was
able to coax her toward the gate with talk of a rawhide bone for
her at home.

“Going already?” Ms. Arrow asked. I finally
got to look directly into her eyes. They definitely had some green
in them. She wasn’t wearing any make-up, but her skin looked fresh.
When she smiled, a few lovely lines gathered around the corner of
her eyes, but I still had to go.

“Yeah. I’ve got a few chores, then I’m meeting
a friend for lunch,” I said, squinting into the sun. I shielded my
eyes. I thought I might have seen disappointment flash across her
face, but it happened so quickly that I couldn’t be sure. And, as I
said, the sun was in my eyes.

“I think I’ll hang around a bit more,” she
said. “One of Arrow’s friends should be here in a few minutes.
He’ll be testy if he doesn’t get the chance to see him. See you
next week.”

“Okay. Nice meeting you and Arrow. Bye,
Arrow!” I petted him, and he barked. I turned and quickly left,
partly because I really did have stuff to do before meeting my
buddy for lunch and partly because I felt really excited about
meeting that woman. It was the sort of giddy excitement that I was
inclined to distrust, too good to be true. It sometimes got me into
some weird situations, and I needed to come down. Nothing could
bring me down from the giddy excitement of meeting a girl like
cleaning the bathroom. As I did so, I kept thinking about things I
could say to Ms. Arrow if Minnie and I ran into her
again.

*****

The rest of my Sunday was relatively
uneventful. My bathroom got cleaned. Lunch with a woman I’d met at
the local lesbian dining group was fun, but I viewed her as more
friend than dating material. I stayed away from coffee for the rest
of the day and got some sleep that night. When I showed up the next
day at the local university hospital where I worked in media
relations, my favorite colleague Tyler
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