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' Joseph Kress, Ma.

Licensed Clinic;il Mental Health Counselor
~ Licensed Alcohol and Drug Counselor

- Inc and Couples Counseling

0:90:90:0:0:-0-0

BOB GREEN, LCMHC

LICENSED CLINICAL MENTAL HEALTH COUNSELOR

SOUTH BURLINGTON, VERMONT
(802) 658-2390
(800) 830-5025

INDIVIDUALS & COUPLES
MAGELLAN, VHAP, MEDICAID & MANY OTHER INSURANCE
PROGRAMS ACCEPTED
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3 George Brewer,
REALTOR®, Broker

Financial Planning is important
for anyone.

For gay and lesbian partners
it can be crucial.

For same sex partnerships, proper financial planning can
help ensure that you and your loved ones are properly
protected. As a Financial Consultant, my goal is to meet
your needs in a relationship based on trust and
professionalism, working closely with your attorney or
CPA to develop a strategy based on your unique
situation and objectives.

Call me for a free consultation.

Mitchell Rosengarten
Financial Consultant

(802) 775-4371 or (800) 628-2132

90 Merchants Row
Rutland, VT 05701
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Ophelia Emboldened

IT WAS LIKE | WAS LIVING A CHARLIE
Brown Christmas, only I wasn't choos-
ing the scraggliest, littlest Christ-
mas tree — I was adding to our family.

With the move to a house with an enclosed

yard, I thought it was time to add a dog to our
mix. Besides, the two cats had been asking
for a pet for the past several Christmases, and
I thought it was time that they got their wish.
I'had to sell this to my partner first, but I planned
the negotiation well. Ilooked at dog shelters and
rescue societies on the internet. Did you know
that some of them actually post animals’ pho-
tos beside captions like, “Endangered! Snow-
ball's Last Day Alive is Friday”? I printed a
couple of those and showed them to Derek over
dinner. It was so horrific he actually teared
up. The negotiation was over before it started.
So we set out one Saturday to visit rescue societ-
ies holding adoptions at pet stores. At the first
one, we didn’t bond with any animals, and that
is the most important part of choosing a-new
family member — they choose you, and not vice
versa. At the second one, we saw a beautiful Pa-
pillon mix, a bold Labrador mix, and then, in the
last cage, a mal-nourished, skin-and-bones little
black and white Jack Russell Terrier and Chihua-
hua mix. Half her neck and chest fur was gone,
and her broken front leg was in a cast. :

She saw us coming. The rescue volunteers had
taken pity on her and painted her cast a bright
yellow, and her nails on the other three paws to
match. Shewaggedhertail and tried tohop around
as cutely as she could with her cast, never barking
atall, andIwashooked. The volunteers explained
she had been abused and abandoned. When
they found her she had been hit by a car. And
she was wearing a puppy collar too tight for a
grown dog, which had rubbed off her neck fur.
We looked at the other dogs again, as I looked
over my shoulder at the yellow cast. Then I in-
sisted that we take her out of her cage,
despite Derek’s protests that we couldn’g
take care of a special needs animal — we
Jjust didn’t have the time. The volunteers
took her out, and Derek held her for the
first time. She put her head on his shoul-
der, and she let out a long sigh.

That was that. I filled out the adoption
papers while Derek sat with her. The vol-
unteers were thrilled that she was being ad-
opted by two daddies who would probably
treat her like a princess. And we proved
them right, as we went around the store
picking out the absolute necessities
— like sensitive skin food, toys,
treats, the faux-fur lined doggie
bed, and the black leather rhine-
stone collar (for when her neck
healed, of course). When we chose the

rhinestone collar, I looked at Derek and said,
“You do realize how stereotypical this is, don’t
you?” He held it up to her scrawny neck and re-
plied, “But look how good it will look on her! And
she deserves it!” I tossed the collar into the cart.
I wondered, as we left with our new family mem-
ber, if I was drawn to her because of her needs, or
if it was more because she was making the most of
atough situation and being the best-est, cutest dog
she could be. Maybe as a gay person, I was more
sensitive to that. We've got odds to overcome, too.
OrmaybeIsawpotentialinher, and Ijustwasn’tgo-
ingto overlookthescraggliestlittle Christmastree.
In any case, she’s found her new home now, the
cast is off, and her leg is fine, though she will al-
ways favor it a little. Her fur is slowly covering
her bright pink skin again, and the cats are getting
used to this strange waggy thing in their midst.
She’s even recovered her voice, and when some-
one rings the doorbell, she takes her duty to pro-
tect her new home seriously. She barks for a few
seconds, and she stands by, keeping her front leg
raisedslightly, lestsheneedtojumpintoprotectus.
Then Ophelia — she had to have a royal name, .
and we figured that this Ophelia would have a
much happier end than that of Hamlet's — re-
turns to her faux-fur bed, curls up, and sighs. ¥

“She put her head on
his shoulder, and she
let out-a long sigh.
That was that.”

a Columnist Kevin Isom is the author of It Only Hurts When | Polka and Tongue in Cheek and Other Places,
available at bookstores and online. He may be reached at isomonline@aol.com or Kevinlsom.com.



