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In 1989, I was attacked by a wasp in an elevator. I have detested elevators ever since. The worst 
thing about being neck-stung by a wasp in an elevator is riding helplessly alongside the marauder 
until the doors open to liberate you. Twenty-two years later, in my capacity as nanny, I stepped 
into an elevator with the four-year-old charged to my care.

Apart from hating elevators, I nurse an inexplicable fear of animals that first manifested at a West 
Virginia zoo in 1981. Dogs are, by far, the animals that terrify me most, but I never bore dog 
owners any malice until I moved to New York City in 1997.

Traditionally, the diaspora beyond the five boroughs clings to a myth that New Yorkers are rude. 
The reality of the post-Kitty Genovese era is that most New Yorkers are friendly and even helpful 
to the strangers around them. The infamous rudeness rears its ugly head only after an idiot has 
crossed the Rubicon of acceptable behavior. Even then, most of us observe decorum 
(begrudgingly).

There are myriad unwritten rules of Manhattan pedestrian life. Tourists falling afoul of this 
island’s tacit etiquette code are immediately manifest to (and often scorned by) the seasoned 
Manhattanite. If you can’t find your MetroCard, don’t stand in the turnstile looking for it. If you 
are bent on snail’s pace meandering or reenacting An Affair to Remember, do so as near the 
buildings as possible. If you insist upon holding hands with someone neither infantile nor feeble on 
a crowded sidewalk, you greenlight the public Red Rover session you so richly deserve.

Under the rubric of “Bad Gotham Street Manners,” one major class of offenses is rarely 
perpetrated by tourists: rude dog owner behavior. Some rules codifying proper dog owner conduct 
in New York City are explicit, hard-won laws first enacted in 1979 and emulated since the world 
over. Pursuant to Section 161.03 of the NYC Health Code (affectionately known as the “pooper-
scooper law”):

A person who owns, possesses or controls a dog, cat or other animal shall not permit the animal to 
commit a nuisance on a sidewalk of any public place, on a floor, wall, stairway or roof of any public 
or private premises used in common by the public, or on a fence, wall or stairway of a building 
abutting on a public place.

Translation in practice: You must pick up your dog’s dung, and your dog can’t just defecate 
anywhere. The penalty is a $25 fine, ten days in jail or both.

Beyond the city code, there exist fraternally-understood guidelines regarding how not to be a pet-
schmuck. If you are snail’s pace meandering near the buildings whilst your leashed dog sniffs a 
tuna sandwich at the curb, you are a pet-schmuck. Given that no one can burst through a leash, 
fellow pedestrians will assuredly send wrathful “fuck yous” right over.

The four-year-old in my care never once said, “I’m afraid of dogs.” But he is. Unquestionably. Those 
of us with the fear have a radar for fellow sufferers. (“Dogdar,” if you will.) The child and I always 
reacted identically to the ubiquity of parentally-delighted masters smiling as their dogs attack 
each other on the sidewalk. Without speaking, we always squeezed each other’s hand a little 
tighter when forced to pass this by.

Already aboard the elevator into which we stepped was a bubbly woman with an enormous dog. I 
should have waited for the next car, but I desperately needed to urinate. The child was visibly 
frightened at being utterly dwarfed by this dog, and he held fast to my inner thigh for support. The 
massive canine, however, was so well trained that I was uncharacteristically unfazed. With the 
best of tension-defusing intentions, I foolishly commented to my charge, “That dog’s bigger than 
you!”
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★ A NEW BLADE FOR A TIME OF AUSTERITY
★ MORE CUTS THAN A COALITION CHANCELLOR
★ A SHAVE AS CLOSE TO HEAVEN AS A MAN SHOULD GET
★ THE NEW MACHIAVELLI 5:1.8
★ YOU’LL NEVER WANT TO LEAVE THE BATHROOM
★ TECHNOLOGY SO GOOD, IT’S EMBARRASSING
★ WITH A PERFUMED, SMOOTH STRIP
★ THAT REMOVES THE SIGNS OF WISDOM
★ HAVE THE CHIN AND NECK OF A SCHOOLBOY*
★
★ *WE CANNOT BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR UNREALISTIC DELUSIONAL 

EXPECTATIONS
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Even passionate canine lovers tend to agree with me (albeit, reluctantly) that the unwitting 
rudeness of Manhattan dog owners is rampant. This widespread inconsideration and the 
acrimony it so often engenders is actually quite sad. It derives exclusively from a place of true 
love, only to beget bad feeling. Dog owners don’t mean to be nudniks.

Most of them are good people far too busy loving their dogs to notice how annoying they are. The 
principle applies universally, but why is nuisance exacerbated to downright insolence on 
Manhattan Island, specifically? Two words: close proximity. We live on top of each other here, and 
we certainly have no escape from nuisance in elevators.

The bubbly woman leapt at the chance to flaunt the talents of her beloved pet. Not a second had 
passed since my ill-conceived acknowledgment of the dog when she exclaimed, “Look what he can 
do! Raffles, say hello!” My instantaneous curiosity as to whether the dog had been named for 
Ronald Coleman was swiftly interrupted by a bark that shook the elevator. I flinched, and the 
child began to cry.

There were still seven floors to go. The terrified child continued to cry as the woman apologized 
repeatedly and effusively. I mustered all the strength within me in order to be polite. It had been 
blatant when we walked into the elevator that the child clinging to my thigh was terrified. I was 
enraged at the woman’s inability to see that. But I’m also well accustomed to the axiom that 
lashing out at New Yorkers means potentially unleashing the true Beast. So, being a considerate 
Manhattanite, I swallowed and told her not to worry about it. Two wrongs don’t right a rudeness.
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THE CONTRITE APHID
Imagine my dilemma: here I am with a purely 
destructive nature, yet, I want to be other 
than this. This embarrassing appetite of mine 
serves little purpose, I can never get enough, 
am never satisfied, so what’s it for? 
The legacy of reproducing without any 
hugging or kissing is somewhat depressing. 
There’s no family planning with me and my 
kind and there are no family reunion or 
birthday parties. I don’t even acknowledge 

offspring as such with me being blindly 
avaricious.
I hope to reincarnate as a human. Perhaps 
this snatch of consciousness is a leaked memo 
of where I’m going to go next?
I’m actually excited: all that joy, happiness, 
physicality. I can’t wait to be satisfied and 
away from a slavish nature, be blase about 
food, totally free. It won’t be long now...I’ll just 
destroy this last crop and I’ll be gone into the 
human realm and be happy.




