
We will meet again someday or about a chain or a needle… 
 

 
He was the one they call the angry or the mad dog. He did not fancy males of his 

breed, females he might manage to get along with... He hated cats – they had to 

be exterminated. He loved running to the woods or neighbours and scaring 

someone with his hoarse voice or having a bite of chicken.  

The man who had once brought home a small puppy had raised him that way – to 

bark and hate many beings. If he wanted to be good he was slapped. And then 

one day he became unwanted and found himself at an animal shelter. People 

there were kind and understanding – he got his own kennel far away from the cat 

odour and the 3 meter long chain kept him back from going to put up a fight with 

a neighbour. He was not slapped or kicked anymore, he got tasty meals on a 

regular basis and he always had water. He made friends with people who changed 

straws in his kennel often enough to keep his sleeping place warm and dry. They 

walked him in the woods and gave him treats he had not known of before. Then 

one day a family came to the shelter looking for a serious watchdog. They 

promised to provide the same living conditions and country goodies as a bonus. 

He went home for the second time in his life... Months later the shelter received 

an email with a photo of a beautiful dog and a note that the old fellow is doing 

well. Yes, most of the day he was a watchdog but when his masters were home 

they took him on long walks and they went for a swim. He had his own place in 

the family.  

 

And now another scenario from the moment dog catchers found him and realized 

that he is not a friendly specimen... In line with the philosophy that chaining a 

dog is not right, however, there is no other way because the shelter has to take 

care of dozens of abandoned animals and there is simply no time to baby-sit a 

mad one, the pet is added to the list of the prospectless and...a needle is waiting 

for him.   

 

I like the first scenario better because I as someone almost from the countryside 

remember from my childhood that every family had a doggy who always 

happened to be right under one’s feet and a big serious dog who spent his days 

chained and at nights when the cattle were in the shed he was let loose to have a 

good run – mark the remotest corners of the territory.  

Many might say – now you can build kennels and the dog can live there and 

enjoy freedom. But that freedom is fenced off. If the barker that guards the house 

and properties chained all day long is let loose at night, in many cases the area of 

the kennel is virtually the only living space the dog sees in his lifetime as he is 

free there.  

We will not live to see an idyll where all dogs and humans live together and 

things such as leashes, reins, kennels, and chains vanish for good. There will 

always be dogs that are serious and less kind and will not let whomever stroke 

them. But they deserve to live their serious dog life too because God did not 

create us to take lives. Many human beings have taken this role by themselves. I 

am not a fanatic believer but I talk to our Boss now and then in a way acceptable 

to me and I know that someday – either in the light at the end of the tunnel of life 

or on a planet not discovered by the humanity – we will all meet again and look 

into each other’s eyes – fearlessly, sincerely, even through tears and who knows 

how it will go for those who once sorted their litter brothers on Earth – 

prospective, prospectless, prospective, prospectl… 
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