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Chapter One
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Introduction

A history of dogs and overview

In 1941, Ogden Nash wrote “An Introduction to Dogs,” beginning:

The dog is man’s best friend.

He has a tail on one end.

Up in front he has teeth.

And four legs underneath.*

He should have added:

And betwixt the ‘ead and t’ tail

That one can see without fail,

He has a dirty arse and big balls,

Neither of which do enthrall.

*(https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Man%27s_best_friend)

––––––––
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No, I don’t hate dogs, but I don’t love them either. What I do object to is the mostly moronic bogans who have dogs and are not responsible in their custodial role and duties, such as not taking them for a walk, feeding them rubbish, and letting them off-leash so they become dangerous, and most of all, letting them bark bark bark in urban environments for which they are not suited. 

Take for instance when I booked into a small hotel in Vigan, Philippines. Immediately across the small roadway were two short-leg little yappies behind an iron-spoke fence, barking incessantly, at no one and nothing. Talk about putting a resort in the middle of a cesspit. I checked out 5 minutes later...

Perhaps dogs were useful and fitted-in back in the day—possibly 1821 if not 1740-86 or before. But they have now become a pest, literally, not at all suited to highly built-up areas.

Thus it is here I wish to address that “domesticated” dogs are no longer suitable for the very urbanized environment in which we, as hoomins, and they as dogs (aka wolves) currently live. As such, current “domesticated” dogs are misrepresented in social and biological discourses.

Wrongly assuming or misrepresenting dogs (and other animals) as being adapted to highly controlled and restrictive captive conditions based on their presumed domestication may overlook major biological needs, and result in significant or severe deprivation, stress, morbidity, and premature mortality, as well as mislead consumers (sic) regarding the nature of animals and their by-products, as well as have at times dire consequences for dog owners, family, and neighbours.

So, Dogs: “Man’s (sic) best friend” so the saying goes.

But what is meant by “friend” then?
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Before the 19th century, breeds of dogs (other than lap dogs) were largely functional. They performed activities such as hunting, tracking, watching, protecting and guarding; and language describing the dog often reflected these roles. According to the Oxford English Dictionary, “In the oldest proverbs and phrases dogs are rarely depicted as faithful or as man’s best friend, but as vicious, ravening, or watchful.”
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Since then one thing has changed: dogs in urban areas are no longer primarily used for hunting, for work, etc, and our language of and view of them have also changed. We have not domesticated them, but petizized them; we have given them a “character” they do not instinctively have, a fact which we pretend to overlook. It is a charade of denial.

What has not changed is dogs. They are, and can be, overtly vicious, ravening, and watchful, and unfaithful. You really think they have lost their instincts in 200 years? Think again broh.

My aim then is to question and debunk the absurd notion of dogs as man’s (sic) best friend; this latter notion is a bourgeoisie construct (beginning about 200 years ago), and most certainly not suited to highly urban environments.

Also, I aim to question why is it we have allowed so many dogs to proliferate? There are simply too many dogs. 900 million! Almost a billion, adding to environmental degradation and resource consumption. But the sheer number alone is ludicrous. 900 million wolves. It’s like adding almost another billion of wayward (uncouth, uncivilized bogan) hoomins to the world population, of which several million are totally untethered, free to roam streets and molest, fart, shit and fornicate wherever they stand, as well as bark and in other ways infringe upon the safety and quiet enjoyment of one’s hoomin life.

So let’s begin with all the problematics about woofs.

Wolves? Yes. As I show, dogs are direct descendants of the grey wolf.

By accident I came across a movie trailer: an older man, perhaps in his 50s-60s, having consensual sex with some woman, in her 30s maybe, at his house; she’s laid out on a 4-poster bed, handcuffed to the posts, a bit of kinky fun, I guess. He’s on top and after a few minutes has a heart attack, and rolls off, to the floor, evidently dead. The handcuff keys are obviously, according to the plot, somewhere she can’t reach them. Usual scenario follows: she panics, yells out to get help, can’t be heard, calms down a bit, struggles to get free, to no avail. A few days apparently go by, then the guy’s dog comes into the bedroom, a German Shepherd. At first she manages to scare it away, but it returns some time later (time length not always clear in the movie), looks at her, then leaves, then again the dog returns, hungry we figure after a few days, and decides to chew off a leg of the man, his owner. Time moves on, dog returns again and eyes fresh meat, as the woman frantically tries to demolish the bed to get free... You got the picture... Moral to the story is: don’t use handcuffs unless you have a backup plan, and don’t trust a dog.

Maybe a bit dramatic, but we have all heard stories of dogs turning on owners and devouring bits and pieces, attacking children or other pets, and so forth. (I once witnessed yet another Alsatian grab a poodle at a beach and take off with it in his jaws.... And, as coincidence would have it, this very day as I write, a woman was attacked by her 3 dogs in Melbourne. The police had to shoot them to get them to stop. And in a San Diego Park recently 3 dogs killed their owner and attacked a bystander). Humans are, after all, for them, merely meat, another animal; perhaps dogs lick us because they know we have bones inside us and they want them? Dogs of course have been cajoled into subservience (so we want to believe), knowing which side of their bread (or bone) is buttered, until the bread is wrong side up. Subservience? Dogs? I don’t think so.

Hoomin beans at the end of a leash simply means it is the dogs who have the “masters” on a leash, though no one seems to have caught on to the fact that, if you have voluntarily saddled yourself with a dog, then you have to walk it twice a day come rain, wind or snow; that is as good as putting a leash around your own neck.
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And who else but stoopid hoomins pick up dog poo?

Dogs? Subservience? I doubt it. We see even on TV shows, like Dogs Behaving Badly, they are not subservient, and even manage to get their hoomins into pet friendly hotels, and now even pet friendly planes. (Ever wondered what happens if doggy wants to pee or poo on a 5 hour flight?) For heaven’s sake, can’t people go without their doggy for a short while when on holidays!? I’m sure the dog won’t resent being omitted from Selfies. 

But people are crazy, as crazy as dogs have taught them to be: they (hoomins, that is) cry and carry-on about putting pooch in a shelter for a week, can’t rent a hotel room with a dog, and so subservient have they trained their owners to be compliant that the latter put on the air con in the house, at great expense, while at work for the day, or give them a calming pill so they won’t be so stressed or bark and disturb neighbours... I think that is more for the benefit of the hoomin who actually needs a break from the doggy demands, just like parents need a break from kids sometimes. And some people, I heard, send their doggy to doggy pre-school—not puppy training, but as in “childcare”—at $150 a day! And let’s not forget that some people put dogs “into therapy” for “stress”, have them undergo stress or behavioural programs, or buy oodles of books about dog-raising, and worry if their dogs are “happy” without definition.

But the one that takes the cake—or poop—is now you can buy a doggy “masturbator”. Yes, that’s right, and you heard it first here. A toy dog into which you attach a “vagina” so lil’ boy doggy can let of steam. Oh, and how sexist! I haven’t seen one for female doogies....  I hate to think.
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As the history of domestication shows, dogs snuck their way into hoomin life in a “reciprocal” relationship, but one in which the dog got the better end of the stick.

So, no, dogs are not subservient. Dogs are direct descendants of the gray wolf (Canis lupus), and share 98% of their DNA with current wolves. Why else would we mimic their barking as “woof, woof”? 
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Evolution

How and when domestication happened has been a matter of speculation. It was thought until very recently that dogs were wild until about 12,000 years ago. But DNA analysis published in 1997 suggests a date of about 130,000 years ago for the transformation of wolves to dogs. This means that wolves began to adapt to human society long before humans settled down and began practicing agriculture.

This earlier timing casts doubt on the long-held myth that humans domesticated dogs to serve as guards or companions to assist them. Rather, say some experts, dogs may have exploited a niche they discovered in early human society and got humans to take them in from the cold.

It would seem then that the dog sublimated its indiscriminate aggression and used that for humans in hunting etc, in return for a share of the spoil, security and single “ownership” that kept other dogs and animals at a distance. 

Hence the notion of “don’t bite the hand that feeds you”, but if the hand stops feeding, then don’t count on aggression remaining sublimated.

So, if one thinks of dogs as man’s (sic) best friend, then one should also consider the context of that notion:

The ancient Greek φίλοι, philos, is a word that roughly translates to “friend.” This type of friendship was based on the characteristically Greek value for reciprocity as opposed to a friendship that exists as an end to itself. It did not mean a social equal companion (far from it), but an animal that shares the work, follows directions, is subservient and, up to a point loyal, loyal so far as the unspoken agreement/arrangement is upheld. You may “love” your dog, but don’t be sure he/she loves you. 

For us in the post-agrarian, bourgeoisie world of suburbia, a friend is a person with whom one has a bond of mutual affection, one is attached to another by affection or esteem; but before the 12th century the meaning of a “friend”, whether animal or hoomin, was a reciprocal, mutual relationship of functionality and interdependence, and loyalty to one another existed only as long as those features were salient. It was friends-with-benefits, not emotional.

So, if you think a dog chasing a ball is fun, that the dog has been trained to do this as a friend, to the merriment of the hoomins, think again: the dog is simply practicing and showing off its innate and socialized skills of hunting, chasing, catching, retrieving, to ingratiate itself to hoomins. 

(This is just as true for cats: they bring home mice or birds and drop them at your door, commonly believed to be “gifts”. This is not merely reciprocation, but proof of their hunting skills, their ability to provide if not in fact provide. For example, I once lived in a block of flats; I was on the 2nd floor, and encountered a teen kitten who was overly friendly. Of course I fed him from time to time, as one would, and very soon he would bring me a captured bird and leave it at the door, without a note—he couldn’t write, I guess. He wasn’t simply trying to feed me, but was ingratiating himself, to show his skills).

In other words, the way to a man’s (sic) heart is through his stomach, as the saying goes, but dogs and cats can’t cook, so they need to show their worth by other means. Hoomins are easy to train, and fool. Hoomins think it’s fun, cute, endearing, caring, friendship. We have imposed our human interpretation on their animal actions...catching a ball, retrieving, bringing “gifts”.

You throw a ball or stick for the dog, he catches it, brings it back; what’s he doing? Amusing you? Are you exercising him, keeping him amused? Are you teaching him? We like to think so, but how did the dog even know in the beginning to chase it, retrieve it and bring it back? Commands? “Fetch! Catch! Bring it back...” in almost every language. No, folks, they are doing what they do instinctively, across cultures and time. The ball or stick is “prey”, they are showing you what they can do so you will feed them. And they are quick to realize this, if not instinctively know it. 

Dingoes on tourist beaches are a case in point. They have readily learnt that tourists leave food about, so they hang about. (It’s said dingoes are lazy, they would rather hang about and do nothing than actually hunt).

But a dog can go too far, as in Far From the Madding Crowd, in which the farmer’s dog drives the whole flock of sheep over a cliff, showing, in reciprocation, its work value, its ability to herd, but as yet not fully trained or disciplined—showing that dogs are just a bunch of wolf instincts and will readily revert to them.

In short, dogs are not inherently man’s (sic) best friend.

So it’s crazy to think that the hoomin species and wolves can live together in an urban environment, where dogs cannot hunt but can be violent, noisy and carry diseases, as well as show all their dangly private parts. 

I mean, if your dad walked about the house and backyard with his dangly parts flopping about, you wouldn’t want to see it, right, so why do we allow dogs to do it?
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Not my dad.

Turn the table. If dogs use hoomins, so is the reverse. Hoomins use “pets” for their own purposes: as surrogates for children or for friends, as companions or as guards, as living toys, etc. One only need consider dog shows, often where dogs are dressed up, as though the owners are living vicariously through their child-like pets.

Why people keep pets take a variety of forms. Probably the most widespread is the idea that pets are merely ersatz—a product made or used as a substitute, typically an inferior one, for something else: not real or genuine—and, by inference, inferior replacements for human relationships, and that the people who keep pets must therefore be, in some way, socially or emotionally inadequate. Included in this notion is pets as “child substitutes”. Another view of pets sees them essentially as an artful collection of social parasites who inveigle themselves into human affections by manipulating and subverting our so-called parental instincts. By implication, then, pet owners are the victims of their pets. Finally, there is the belief that pet-keeping is basically a pointless and unnecessary luxury; a mere by-product of Western wealth, which is wasteful in terms of emotional and material resources that would be better spent in service of underprivileged human beings; (this seems to have some validity when one looks at how dogs are kept as “pets” in Asia—as vermin chasers, guard dogs, as scavengers kept outside and not coddled).

And while Western hoomins may spend oodles of dollars on them, once they become inconvenient, have lost their novelty or cuteness, have become unruly and unwieldy, too large, sick, expensive, too annoying, or left over from a broken relationship, we (that’s you, hoomin) dump them, sell them, give them away or give them up, return them to the pound, and in some cases allow them to be “stolen” or are stolen and eaten.

Ah yes, eating dogs
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