BRUCE LEIGH

SENDAI - It has often been
said — either that, or it’'s nev-

er been saig, af least not until
now, this being the first time,
but then who am [ to make
stch a claim — that a society
can be judged on how it re-
lates to its animals. 11's fairly
obvious, based on the avail
.able evidence, that Japan is
rot about to win any awards
in this area. °

Walk up te any Japanese
dog. and ask him about it
Chances are he'll ignore you
I he isn't chained to some-
thing immovable, he'll very
Jikely walk away. He won'’t
‘even extend the courtesy of
growling at vyou. He can't
even be bothered to take a
bite out of you, which would
at least be a sign that he ree-
ognized your existence. (This
15 why there are so few re-
ported dog bites in Japan
each year.) ’

As far as the dog is con:
cerned, we humans just
aren’t worth the effort. Bad
attitude? Hardly. Consider
that the average Japanese
dog spends most of his life
tied up in a drafty dog hutch,
caling cold rice and walling
around for a walk. He has few
friends and only minimal con-
tact with his so-called family.

Now, whether being bitten
by an angry dog is better than
being ignored by an indiffer-
eni one is debatable, I sup-
pose. Un the other hand, think
of it from the point of view of
human relationships. Would
vou rather be living with
someone who ignored you all
the time. or someone who
wanted to spend every wak-
ing moment fighting?

Most people would choose
the fioht, 1 believe. For one
thing, fighting is good exer
cise, insane, livid, psychotic,

_brutal. You can break inani

mate objects, slam doors,
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punchies, ete. And then of
course, you get to apologize,
grovel like a2 worm, beg for
forgiveness, repair the gam-
age to the apartment, ete. All
in all, we’re talking process
here. ' ‘

What any of this has to do
with our discussion of ani-

proceed anyway. Walk up to
any Japanese, and ask him
what his favorite animal is,
Chances are he'll ignore you.
Don’t give up. Press him on
it. He'll bem and haw a bit,

suck in air through clenched
teeth, growl, possibly even

roll over, but eventually he
will ‘sav either cat or dog.

als, I'm not sure, but let’'s

of them looks like some rum-
pled old polar bear that’s iust
had a run-in with a gang of
Eskimos hopped-up on seal
blubber. One look at this cat
and we rule out pretty. Pric
mordial 1s more like it. When
it opens its mouth to hiss at
me, I feel as il I'm logking
down some dark prehistoric
tunnel.

The other cat may be onthe
pretty side, but that doesn’t
mean that it refraing from vi-
ciously attacking my feet as
I'm putting food into its bowl.
Furthermore, this does not
mean that 1 then pick it up
and smash it against the wall,
or throw it out the window. at

der my spell. Either that or
I'm under theirs, which might
explain why I'm compelled to
feed them every day,

Unfortunately, the power of
hypnotic magnetism is an im-
perfect one. The next-door
neighbor’s house, for exam.
ple, is more or less identical
to mine. Occasionally the lo-
cal cals get a little confused
and end up prowling around
on the wrong roof. The other
day I heard her screaming, so
1 rushed over and found her
upstairs trying to hold off a
group of stray toms with a
broom.

My god,” she howled,
“what are these things?!



