When you’re doing the do, you never know who is watching

It was Election Day.  When we arrived home from work Wendy and I decided to walk the block and a half to our poling booth with our puppies (aka Wallace - 41/2 years old & Pharoh - 4 years old).  The poling booth was located in the Christmas Lodge of the Lions Club – a retirement home for seniors.  Wendy went in first while I waited outside with the boys.  It wasn’t long before some residents who wanted to meet the boys approached me.  “They’re so calm!” said one gentleman.  “Yes, yes they are.  They’re greyhounds,” I said.  So far nothing out of the ordinary – right?  I thought so.  

Wendy returned and it was it was my turn to go in and cast my ballot. ”.  It’s not surprising that most of the volunteers at the poling booth were senior citizens and residents of the Lodge.  When I entered the room two officials were discussing my apartment number.  “That can’t be right,” said one senior gentleman.  “That’s what she said,” said the one senior lady.  I smiled as I walked past and said to them “No that’s right – I live there too, that person who just left is my wife.  I was waiting outside with our two greyhounds while she was in here.  Now it’s my turn.”

A sweet lady with a Scottish accent said “You’re the ones with the greyhounds, I see them every morning from my window.”  Another senior lady joined the conversation and said that she also watched Wendy and the boys every morning.  “They’re waiting outside, would you like to meet them,” I asked.  “Oh yes we would”.  Since Wendy walks our boys every morning before work, I think that she should finish this tale.

When Michael and I entered the polling station the sweet Scottish lady greeted us.  “I watch you every day and make a point of getting up before seven to see the dogs,” she said.  The entire group then encircled us and wanted to know the dogs' names, how the dogs behaved and where we got them. The Scottish lady said in a thick brogue “Wallace is a fine name.”  She was really pleased when we told her that he was named after a Scottish hero.  Our boys charmed every one in the room save one lady who preferred to admire them for a distance.  I gave the Scottish lady one of our GPI cards and said that we would be happy to go for a walk with her.  Ten minutes later we were off home.

It is strange to think that this little group of people get up every morning to watch as I walk our dogs.  I know that I’m not that interesting and our morning walks are short and to the point.  But they do love the dogs. It was fun to watch their excitement and pleasure as they pet and got to know the dogs.   If there is a moral to this story then it would be that you never know what happiness the dogs bring to others and you never know who might be watching when the dogs are doing the do. 
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