My Dog’s On Fire
It was a beautiful labyrinth, probably one of the best. “I do like the natural ones”, thought Tom. There were cypresses, rocky alcoves, and lots of moss and twiggery. Here and there a Greek deity of some kind stood waiting on a plinth. The ground underfoot was uneven, an elegant touch. And above, a sunny sky, though that was somehow unrelated. Still, the richer colours were a delight, and anyone with a good eye could make out, in the shadows of the hedges, the flitting specks of gnats and midges enlivened by the heat. A particularly fine vista was offered at the next turn: a line of spruce trees, tall, standing shoulder to shoulder, overlooking a yellow patch of grass and dimming it with their power. And a youngish man with a tattoo all over his face suddenly came up.   

“Spare some change?” 

“I'm a bit short, sorry, no.” 

“Good Lord,” thought Tom, “do I look like I could spare some change? With this gaping wound in my side? Gosh, people, they're so ... what's the word? Something. Unnoticing of gaping holes in people's sides.” And what was that other thing on the man's face? A tattoo, and what else? Tom looked at the man's receding back. All he could remember of his face was the blurry ink job. Maybe it was a mistake. The artist, doodling away with his needle, somehow, by misadventure, committed this blob and called it a day, even trying some bravado at the mess he had made of this man. “If you know anything about tattoos,” he might have said, “then you'll recognise the influences, you'll catch the references. But you need to know a lot about tattoos. Here, let me give you some books about tattoos.”  The path took an upward turn, as if there might be a soggy meadow just beyond the trees, but there was only the usual left and right fork. Once again, the two seemed identical. Well, all right: this one has an exposed root going across. The other has not. This one is a bit darker, probably a good spot for mushrooms a few months from now. And of course, the usual Victorian duplex with a row of shingles missing, the usual paved alley with broken glass, the usual childless toys. But in front of this house, the one just before the corner store, Tom noticed a dark shape on the ground. Something with the uncomfortable posture of the dead, as if its presence here, even on a bit of waste ground in front of a house, was no longer tenable, and someone would have to see to it. Tom had a closer look. It was a dog, at least by shape. Dead, and apparently burnt. The burning was only partial, and it rather looked as if the dog had been dead before he was set on fire. In any case, the cord used to secure the dog was intact. Perhaps there had been more, but the several lashings around the limbs and trunk were still visible and neatly tied. It was a small dog with a longish snout, maybe a terrier of some kind, but there was no telling what colour it had been, or anything else. There was some burnt debris nearby, most likely garbage. Tom examined the debris. Parts of a milk carton. Cellophane, quite a lot of that. White plastic bags. “It doesn't tell you anything,” thought Tom. “In fact, it's the same as you find everywhere around here, the same”. The wax paper drink containers, neatly flattened, the moulded plastic things that must have had other things in them. 

Tom went to the front door of the house and rang the bell. Then he knocked. The inner door opened suddenly, revealing a concerned man of about sixty. 
“Do you have a dog?” asked Tom. “Do you have a dog that's gone missing?” 
“What!?” 
“Do you own a dog, that's gone missing? Anyone in the house missing a dog?” 
“What!?” 
“Do you have a dog? Do you own a dog?” 
The man appeared to take counsel with himself. “Yes! Why!?” 
“Is he missing? Is your dog safe? Do you know where he is?” 
“Yes!?” 
“Well, where is he?” 
The man looked hunted and angry, trying to see if Tom had any dangerous associates, but nevertheless he said: “He's in the kitchen!?”, and at that moment a dog barked helpfully from somewhere, presumably the kitchen. So that was that. The dog must come from the next block, or even further. 
Tom left the man and continued down the road. A little later, at a sidewalk cafe, he found that his wound seemed to have calmed down, but the blood was still a problem. It was more or less ruining his shirt. He would have to buy a new one. He leaned over and caught the attention of the woman sitting nearby. 
“Excuse me,” he said, “is there an ATM along here, anywhere? Have you seen one?” 
“Oh, no. Not that I noticed.” 
“H'm”. 
“But there's a corner store. They might have one. I didn't notice, though.” 
“Well, thanks.” 
“No problem”. 
A corner store! But there were so many corners here. The place was nothing but corners, when you came down to it. But a burnt dog, of course, that's a landmark. You wouldn't expect to find another one, ever, such as it was. When the woman turned to get her coffee, Tom saw that the movement of her blouse uncovered the dark turquoise flourish of a tattoo near her collar bone. 

the g I'll just get my stuff and [sit down at your table]

I know! It's all street corners this way. I've checked. 

I can hardly imagine anything else now, except another corner store and that street light, or another much like it. But what was the 

thing...?

And the drugstore.

Drugstore, gosh. I almost forgot. Everything you need. They don't sell shirts there, I don't think.

You are a funny one.

Do they sell dogs there?

What?

Dogs. Do they sell them?

What an odd idea.

It's an interesting idea, I think. I was thinking it would be something you could do.

of this house, the one just before the corner store.
“Have you seen my dog?”

“Dog, he says. Have I seen your dog. Do I look like I've seen your dog? what do you take me for, a simpleton?”

“It's funny, I thought I had one, just now. A very strong impression.”
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