Modern Love ….Steven Weisberg

She bounded into my life at full speed in full extension. A shock of white lightening leaped towards me like a ballerina performing a grand jete, twisting in mid-air with acrobatic precision to land belly side up next to my outstretched leg. She arched herself wantonly, her legs separating to a full spread eagle. Her body was athletic, firm, and strong and without a fold of flab. She quivered with excitement as I stroked her breast.  I didn’t see love coming till it landed in my lap but in the speed of light, in a strange disguise, love arrived in the likes of a twelve pound female Jack Russell Terrier named Zoë.
Zoe was an RCA VICTOR, NIPPER dog look-a-like with all the nuances and mannerisms of the terrier mix breed I had grown up with in the Philadelphia of my youth. Renowned for their intelligence, curiosity, and stealth instinct in tracking small game, I may have been ten times her weight and body size, but I was easy quarry for this highly developed dog. She saw right through me into the void within my heart and knew instinctively she was that Canine Angel sent from Dog Star, Sirius. I was hers. Of course, love is never that simple. Zoë was my new girlfriend’s dog. And, I was caught in a ménage a trios between a woman and her pet dog. 
Six years before, Zoe was a four-legged bar mitzvah present. Now, six years later, the bar mitzvah boy had gone off to college, leaving Zoë to an empty nest of feuding exes. It was karma for a dog person like me to meet a divorcee with a highly active dog needing a playmate It’s complicated, but I’ll admit, I was dating the divorcee to spend time with her dog. 
Zoe was always ready to go and we’d go out exploring at night. With extra slack on her leash, she would torment the neighborhood guard dogs that were safely fenced and gated. She was fearless in standing her ground, going  nose to nose to tease and hector the incarcerated larger dogs into frantic, hysterical barking. Feral cats were fair game too. The mere presence of this Jack Russell Terrier sent fully clawed and de-clawed cats, upwardly mobile in defiance of gravity, to the safety a palm tree offers. From a vantage point behind a coconut, they would peer downward from their perch and hiss their plight of tormented indignation. Zoe’s eyes would widen in joy, her lips curling to a full mouthed grin, gloating in jubilation of her natural hunting instincts. She telegraphed her joy of conquest through the leather leash that coupled us. In “Dog Whisper”-speak, she let me be “The Leader of Pack”; in Godfather-speak, I had found my Luca Brazi.  
I’m a long time Marlins fan and during the 2003 baseball playoffs, Zoe became my therapy dog. She didn’t love baseball at first, but she stayed beside me, letting me stroke her belly and pull on her ears for nine innings to keep me calm. We’d go for brief walks between innings during the commercial breaks. No time for chasing cats or provoking dogs now. By the 6th game, 7th inning, of the World Series with the Marlins holding onto a two run lead, I picked up the leash and said “c’mon, let’s go out”. Zoe looked up at me with a “what? again? why? look on her face and I had to explain to her that I needed her to take me out for a walk. I needed the relief. I had to go. And therapy dogs do what therapy dogs are trained to do and out we went. The Marlins held on to win a nail biter of a World Series. Zoe and I ate special treats to celebrate. Then, we went out to raise hell with the complacent cats and slumbering dogs in the serenity of an October night sky.
Shortly after the victory parade in Miami, the call went to the college boy to “please take your dog”. He came and picked up Zoe and that was that with the divorcee. All of us moved on in our respective lives. 
The Beatles said it best on Abbey Road, “And in the end, the love you take is equal to the love you make”.

To which I would footnote “even with a dog”. 
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