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- kennel inry

AFTER THREEHOURS ina
freezing dog kennel, you will have
done one or more of the following
things, probably more than once:
1) Paced pointlessly up and down
to try to fight off the cold.

2) Sat down on your concrete bed
for two minutes, before getting
too cold and reverting to 1).

3) Thought for some time about
how funny it will be to joke with
your friends about how you licked
your own testicles.

4) Attempted to lick your own
testicles, failed miserably and, in
asudden fit of depression,
contemplated your own actions
with a deep sense of shame.

A kennel, you see, for a human
heing, isn't all that different from
aprison... except that it's colder,
the food is worse, there are fewer
comfortable surfaces and there's
less human interaction to stave
off the intolerable boredom. The
lennel T'd be calling home has
been deemed worthy of the [abel
luxury’. This doesn't mean the

same as it does in the hotel trade.
Dogs have little use for plush
furnishings and room service. Call
it what you will, but a 'luxury’ dog
kennel remains a brick outhouse -
a room made from breezeblocks
and metal. My own 'suite’ was
identical to the other three,
A four-and-a-half-foot, brick-built
space to sleep in, a few square
metres to pace in, and, outside in
the wind and the rain, a personal
pen to pissin.

At least I wasn't totally alone.
I had cellmates. In the pen next-
door was Tapa, an English bull
terrier. Tapa had a face like

a bad wrestler's elbow and | 2

Tapa, abull terrier,
sporadically made
anoise like an old man

tryingtoretrieveawet

sock from his throat
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The dog looked on,

. puzzied. Why washe
eating that shit when

here's a canteen round 1
& the back? He'd already told

{ the guy about it twice.




Kilo had littleregard
for my presence,
preferring instead
thetasteand texture
of hisownballs. -

] =i s U
His jeans opened their

flesh-coloured eyes.
oy

housekeeper. Her limited grasp of
the English language didn't
stretch much further than
announcing it was time to 'play
fetch', which also meant that
T couldn't explain to her my
feelings on this matter - much like
areal dog. This was unfortunate,
as I was to spend the next hour
being consistently beaten to
a slobbery yellow ball by an
arthritic cross-breed. In the snow.
Back in the kennel, I was
served a well-deserved dog's
dinner. This being your more up-
market canine establishment, all
the food the dogs ate was hand
prepared and ‘fit for humans'.
However, if it's served ina dog
bowl, it remains dog food. No
matter how tasty the helping of
mashed potato, peas and beef
might have been, you always had
the feeling it had just been
scraped off someone else’s plate.
My lack of a long snout, and the
real possibility that T might
otherwise starve to death, meant
that as a concession I was
allowed a fork. This did little to
humanise the process of eating

- Hmmm, just as they
e e

By

Ilmgi." SOFEREY
NN

o g iy - 4

from a dog bowl - it just made
me look and feel like a pervert.
Dessert was a homemade aniseed
hiscuit, which was a bit like
chewing a toasted wedge of
Post-It notes, only with the added
bonus of invoking a gag reflex so
ferocious that I was able to wash

it down with my own vomit,
tore this man's throat o doggy style.

M thought... peas

‘Don’'t worry, siloﬁte-:l the .

owner, 'Kiko's only playing
with you? qualﬁu : tefy
"playing’ was the ;r
word, and Kiko nhe;I-h;ltly
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,‘.‘-_- 11am Happy doi
U onhisown testicles

» sporadically made a noise like
an old man trying to retrieve
awet sock from his throat with
astick. In the far pen was another
hull terrier, Kiko. Kiko had little
regard for my presence,
preferring instead the taste and
texture of his own balls. So, in the
absence of anything else to do,
I set about trying to make friends.
Luckily, I was the man that
could get things - a bit like
Morgan Freeman in The
Shawshank Redemption, except
with things like bone-shaped
biscuits. They were my currency,
and my ability to stand upright,

1pm Bored dog: finished

grow thumbs and think about
stuff other than sniffing people's
arses gave me a distinct
advantage over the other inmates.
[ could open not only my gate, but
also the biscuit cupboard, and it
quickly became apparent that in
this situation biscuits could buy
respect. Not only this, but halfway
through the night, Tapa and Kiko
discovered that, should I feel like
it, I could remove their cushions.
I was the alpha male. There was
no doubt about it - I was better
than a couple of dogs.
However, this all ended
with the arrival of our Polish

eating shit off his testicles i {4

Night-time was long and cold.
At minus five degrees, it was too
cold to sleep, leaving me with little
to do but listen to Tapa snore like
a bronchial baby whose nose had
heen sewn shut with chicken wire.
At least it drowned out the
hackground drone of Country And
Western Night on Radio 2, the
highlight of which was news of
astabbing in Ipswich.

I could no longer postpone the
inevitable. It was time to venture
outside and urinate like the feral
hound I'd become. Though I'd
given little thought to its
existence hefore, it soon >

.'I.l";w."-'
Spm Frisky dog: about to

rape a dead pigeon



They're pretty, it's confusing
and we've beenhome with  ©
worse. Does that make it OK?

- :Answer'Yes(pmbablv\

hecausehehasamdr.

a bahy’sarm Healso has

an actual hal:y‘sam‘l,

whll:ll he pmnllsed they

conld nlay \mth |f they
; tluin‘tlook

We'ddo'em hoﬂmtlll:e! (Then have them put down)

Tapaand K
t. When they m

t, but the pi d lwas

with
man

e. Being adog had been no fun
at all. It had all the charm and
entert 1fnment mlue nfa st

This was becoming
only marginally more
enjoyahle than heing
hoiled aliveina
cauldron full of piss

paedup e! Not bad fur
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