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Dog Days

Dog Days
They said we weren’t getting a dog, only looking. My brother and I argued our way through the parking lot until,
inside, we were faced with the snarling animals, thin wire cages the only barrier between us and their yellow teeth.
The Petco echoed with their yelps and growls. I slipped my small hand into my mother’s and shuffled beside her,
leaning away from the hot breath of the canines and wincing at the squeak of my sneakers on the linoleum floor.
***
    On October 21st, 1963, the term “Beatlemania” was coined in an article in the Daily Mail. The Beatles had been
driving raving fans into fits of hysteria for months, prompting the use of the term. They had just performed one of
their biggest concerts yet and were on the way to stardom in the U.S. It was four years before they would release
the work which was later named number one on Rolling Stone's 500 Greatest Albums of All Time list -- Sergeant
Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band. It is regarded as an early concept album and one of the first examples of art
rock. 
***
    On a snowy Sunday evening, I get a breakup text through a messaging app where the words disappear once you
read them. I’m in a room full of people, most of whom have been telling me to end it before he does, to put myself
out of my misery. I shoot back a one word answer.
    Throwing up a peace sign, I make the announcement to my friends: “Guess who just got dumped!” 
I try to make a kissing face, a reflexive response to bring levity to the situation, but my lip quivers and resists. The
room falls quiet, as rooms tend to do when someone spouts relatively disappointing news in such a nonchalant
manner. Then a group hug is formed. I squirm. 
    “Over text? Really?” My friends echo each other like parrots who were trained to speak but never to shut up. 
     I hoist myself up to sit on the tabletop behind me, and swing my legs like pendulums. The chatter continues, but it
isn’t directed at me, rather, it presents as some kind of mantra, performance. Be the angry friends, hate the boy, do
the duty. I chew on my finger. 
***
    Mid-way down the aisle there was a small cage, and inside sat two dogs. They didn’t move, and didn’t bark. With
wide, watery eyes, they watched people pass, heads moving back and forth in unison. The next thing I recall is
cowering in the corner of a play-pen while they nudged and licked my little brother. I had watched a friend of mine
get bit by our neighbor’s small dog, and had since then harbored, perhaps counterintuitively, a fear of the little beasts
far greater than any concerns I had about the big ones. My mother stood just outside the pen, berating me for not
petting the dogs. One of the employees of the dog rescue stepped over the fence and knelt, picking up one of the
creatures and placing her in my lap. 
***
      They knew they wouldn’t have to perform the songs live, so the Beatles experimented with composition and
recording. Sergeant Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band became a kind of veil behind which they could experiment
with their sound. In songs like “Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds” and “A Day in the Life”, they approached the
studio in the way you might an instrument, adding orchestral overdubs, sound effects, and other forms of tape
manipulation. 
***
     We elected to adopt the two dogs. A mother, Becky, and her son, Trevor. They were thought to be escapees of a
breeding facility for pocket beagles. Rescued by a man, they’d been given a safe home until he’d fallen and broken
his arm. After being taken in by the rescue service, they made their way to us. On the way out of the Petco, we
stopped at the dog tag machine. My brother named the son Johnny Damon, after a baseball player. For the mother I



picked a pink heart tag, and the name Lucy, after my favorite Beatles song at the time. The six of us drove home,
four of us with new dogs, and two of us with new names. 
***
     Beatlemania didn’t go away. If anything, it got stronger over the years. When the Beatles’ compilation 1 dropped
in 2000, it topped charts worldwide. Throughout my childhood, the Beatles were a staple in my family’s musical
repertoire. Years later, I learned that my childhood favorite, Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds, was widely believed to
have been inspired by a classmate of John Lennon’s son, a young girl named Lucy who was battling Leukemia. I
wonder if she made it -- if she lived -- or if it was a fight she did not win. I wonder if Lucy is in the sky with
diamonds. 
***
    Fifteen hours after I receive the breakup message, I get a different one from my little brother. 
    “J wanna lyk Lucy is prob gonna get put down today so yeah.”
    I reply with a simple, “Oh, okay.”
    My mother had told me the day before that the dog was sick, that her legs could no longer carry the weight of her
small round body, that they were taking her to the vet. But not one mention of killing my dog. I deflate in my chair.
I’m away at school, and they won’t wait for me to come home, my brother tells me. Half an hour later, I contact my
parents. 
     Sixteen hours after I receive the breakup message, I step out of class and my parents video call me. They’re at
the vet, and Lucy is laid out on the table. Her head is nestled on top of her paws and she’s rolled slightly onto her
side, her soft white belly exposed to what I’m sure is cold air. Medical buildings are always like that, cold, and
quiet, and sterile. They tell me she has a brain tumor and bring the phone close to her. I know she probably can’t see
me or hear me, and even if she can, that there’s no way she’ll understand how. But I croon to her. I tell her things to
soothe myself. Her eyes are fixed on something I can’t see, reflecting the fluorescent light. I hang up. 

 


