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SENDAI It has offen been
said - either that, or it’s nev-
er been said, at least not until
now, this being the first time,
but then who am [ to make

|| such a claim — that a society
‘| can be judged on how it re-

lates fo its animals. It's fairly

obvious, based on the avails
.l.able evidence, that Japan is

not 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.
1f he isn’t chained to some-
thing immovable, he'll very
dikely walk away. He won't
oven extend the courtesy of
growling at vou. He can’t
even be bothered to take
bite out of vou, which would
at least be a sign that he rec.
ognized your existence. (This
is why fhere are so few re
ported dog biles in Japan
each year.) ‘

As fa

cerned, we bhumans just
aren’t worth the effort. Bad
attitude? Hardly. Consider
that the average Japanese
og spends most of his life
tied up in a drafty dog hutch,
eating cold rice and waiting
around for a walk. He hasfew
friends and only minimal con-
tact with his so-called family.
ow, whether being bitten
by an angry dog is better than
being ignored by an indiffer
ent one iz debatable, 1 sup-
pose. On the other hand, think
of it from the point of view of
human relationships. Would
you rather be living with
someone who ignored you all
the time, or someone who
wanted to spend every wak
ing moment fighting?

Mast people would choose
the fight, I believe For one
thing, fighting is good exer
cise, insane, livid, psychetic,
brutal. You can break inani-

ir as the dog is con.

* punches, etc. And then, of

course, you get to aposzze
grovel like a worm, beg for
forgiveness, repair the dam-
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
mals, U'm not sure, but let's
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. Helll hem and haw a bit,
suck in air through clenched

teeth, growl possibly sven
roll over, but eventually he ;
~ i ... or throw it out the window, at

ever piamﬁ not say

cats or dogs. Even if it's rain-

ing cals and dogs al the time,
he will never use that “s. 5o,
OK, you ask him why?
‘Because dog is friendly
and cat is pretiy
‘Since when are dogs
friendiv? I just pot through

teliing vou that every dog 1
- run into ignores me. And you

think cats are pretty?”
‘'No, I think catl is pretty.”
“‘Which ¢at?” vou want to
know. Some mythical cat per-
haps, or possibly a stuffed
cat, or a picture of a cat on a
calendar. Take my two cats,

and if anyone is interested,
you can contact me directly
by fax. Both these animals

are on the repulsive side. One

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

The other cat may be on the
pretty side but thal doesn’t
mean that it refrains from vie
ciously attacking my feel as
It putting food into its bowl
Furthermore, this does not
mean thai 1 then pick it up
and smash it against the wall,

least not every time, because;
from the point of view of ani-

mal psychology, | understand

that this is merely the cal's
way of payving homage to me,
showing just how much it
cares.

Yes, vou see, U've read the
works of the late great Franz
Mesmer, who discovered,
among other thines, the exis
tence of animal magnetism,
the hypnotic bond between
man and beast. This is the
same Mesmer who was later
guillotined in France for his
crack-brained ideas. Never-
theless. I understand that it is
my own magnetic power that

altracts every stray cat in the

neighborhood to my house,
These animals are simply un-

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

Unforfunately, the power of
hyptiotic magnetism is an im-
perfect one. The nexi-door
neighbor's house, for exam.
ple, is more or less identical
to mine. Occasionally the 1o
cal cats get 4 little confused
and end up prowling around
on the wrong roof. The other
day [ heard her screaming so
I rushed over and found her
upstairs trving to hold off a
group of stray tome with a
broom.

"My sgod, she hewied‘
“what are these thmgs‘?” o

“Thev're cats,” I told her

Never ' she Whm&é Cat
is pretty. "

Yes, ' I said, byl these
are mutants, crossbred with
rats and lizards below
ground, possibly f:hrawbacks
to the dinosaurs.’”

‘Then I'm doomed,’ she
eried.

“Not at all.” 1 told her |
then went on fo fill her in on
the work of the great Mes-
mer, as well as giving her g
brief rundown on my own ani-
mal magnetic gift. all of
which she listened to with
aboul as much inlerest as a
goldfish hearing the General
Theory of Relativity for the
first time. ‘

“‘Ne matter,” | said, begin-




