
 Gopher Mounds and Pissin’ Around
by Patricia Mayana

 Imagine yourself  peering in the doorway of an old time tobacconist’s shop. It’s a warm spring 
day and you’re hanging out because the door’s open and that’s what you like to do on a nice, 
warm spring afternoon. Your visit never lasts long because you’ve got chores to do when you 
get home. From your vantage point at the doorway, hands clasping the doorframe with the left 
curled inside and the right along the flat of the doorframe at your right thigh, your toes are 
inside, your arches straddle the threshold and your bared heels enjoy a warming ray of  sunlight 
cutting through a slit in the awning. 
 Attempting to subdue the glare, you select to squint to see if  that helps. Yes, it does some; 
but then holding your hand up to shade your eyes, helps even more. The store’s interior still 
appears dark with flickerings of matches as they are struck and ignited, the sulfurous smell 
mingling in with the tobacco and herb odors. Sounds of  inhaling and the ash ends of cigars and 
cigarettes light up with strategically blown wisps of smoke ascending into the ceiling recesses 
further enhancing the patina of soot on the ceiling rafters. Rare is the smoke ever blown directly 
at another tobacco traveler’s face except to make a point, to cause stares and hushed words. A 
few patrons see you and nod their heads. You nod back.

Now  that your eyes are focused, a dull-red brick wall draws your attention to the back of the 
shop. The mortar holding it together has been decoratively extruded and resembles gray globs 
of mud oozing out around the red clay bricks. The other walls of the shop are dark cedar, their 
natural woody grains smudged by years of smoke and grime. Even the floor boards match their 
dark woodgrain with the shop’s dim interior.

The sideways coming to the shop still hold silky, silt dust from this spring’s thaw  and it 
collects on the patron’s shoes and is released as they shuffle along the floorboards. It floats 
upward along with the smoke and mixed with the light coming through the cut glass door panels 
create a mystical bluish glow  about the front of  the shop. A rather diffused light settles into the 
rest of  the small cafe area partly from high grimy windows on the street side and the tiffany style 
hanging lamps directly placed above the reading area. 
 Spread around the perimeter of the room are small two and three-person tables strewn with 
opened newspapers and magazines, coffee cups, saucers, cloth napkins and ash trays. A few 
hold pipe stands with the patron’s favorite, well-seated. A few  cushioned seats are occupied by 
locals, no women allowed. As the patrons turn pages and sip their coffee, they exchange 
opinions, pass judgements and dole out news while all about them drifts a cloud of smoke 
wafting its way up into the shadowy heights. Someone surreptitiously passes around a small 
silver flask with nary a glance from anyone in the shop. 
 Though the tobacco proper is stored away in glass humidors to keep it suitably moist, 
aromas fill the room with a sharp tang of mixed blends, flavorful and seductive. The patrons’s 
own smokes add to the odors and along with the freshly baked pastries, ground coffee and tea 
blends, the smell of  newsprint and cologne all adding to the shop’s overall odiferous ambiance 
make standing at the doorway a most pleasant choice in which to pass the time for a smoker.
 Twisting back towards the outside, your hands on the door jam, your front toes now  hanging 
outside in the slit of sunlight, you see the neighborhood mutts traipsing along which you have 
observed from this spot in the past. Today it looks interesting. Like the patrons in the shop 
whom you have studied most days on your way home, you of  all boys can almost imagine 
what’s going on inside doggy brains. Really, you often find no difference between the 
conversations and actions of  the locals in the shop than you do the local hounds hanging 
outside.
 The mutt scenario you’ve chosen for today starts off  with Clyde needing a bone to pick: 
“Come on, I know  I have it here somewhere. Damn, I wish I could remember what I did with it. 
Maybe Charlie found it and dug it up. No, he couldn’t keep a secret so I doubt it was him. He 
would have lorded it over me if he had. If  the bone was here, I could smell it and all I smell now 
is cow  shit. Oh, I so looked forward to gnawing on that bone. Ohhhh, to chew  on that sweet 



flesh and gnarly gristle,and present it to Trina to break open for the marrow, ohhhh. I thought 
that might be a nice way to present myself. ‘Woof!’ I wish I knew where it was. “
  Clyde was so busy looking for the missing talisman that he didn’t hear Dexter who had 
snuck up behind.  
 “Hey, Clyde.  What ya’ lookin’ for?” Dexter was an aging dog. He had been in so many fights 
his face was covered with scars and one eye didn’t focus quite right. He wore his battle scars 
with bravado as an emblem of his doghood.  But he never had occasion to fight with Clyde who 
remained one of  his best friends; in spite of the fact that, Clyde had stolen his lady friend away 
from him several years before and sired a beautiful family of mutts.   
 “Oh, hi, Dexter. I didn’t hear you, guess my hearing isn’t what it used to be either. Drats! I 
had a bone buried here bouts. It was a leg bone from Old Nestle’s farm. He’d butchered a steer 
out in the field and forgot to pick up a big, juicy bone that still had the skin on it and some flesh, 
and oh, it was one of those bones you dream about. It wasn’t like a skinny old deer bone. This 
one was big, Dexter, and now  it’s gone.” Clyde couldn’t help whine a few  moments in loss of the 
bone.
 Dexter let him. “Well, I hope you don’t think I took it!”
 “No, Dexter, you never came to mind. I was thinkin’ Charlie might have but he could never 
have kept it to himself. He would have drug it over to me, dirt, cow  shit and all and gnawed it 
right in front of my face. That dog has no scruples. And now  I don’t have a present for Trina 
either.”
 “Huh.”
 “Well, I planned to clean it up and give it to her after I’d gnawed on it for a while. I mean, I 
couldn’t give her the whole thing. I mean I ‘spose I could have but I wasn’t gonna.”
 “Oh, still smarting that Silver found his way over to her last month and serenaded her 
through the fence. They did make a nice howl together, didn’t they?” chuckled Dexter.
 Clyde pawed the grass and didn’t look at Dexter directly and when he spoke, it was a little 
gruffly. “So, what are you wantin’ Dexter?” and then added more politely, “What brings you out 
here?”
 “Well, I was hopin’ you and me could go over to Nero’s and join him on his rounds through 
the parking lot. I haven’t had a good piss in a long time. Come on, it could be lots of fun.”
 “I don’t know  if I could hold up too long at doin’ that but you’re right, it could be fun.”  So with 
a good, wobbly shake of his body, Clyde padded up to Dexter and they were off.
 The two dogs made quite the pair as they ambled over the grasses and brush of Nestle’s 
field towards the parking lot adjacent to Nero’s back yard. Twice they stopped to dig at a freshly 
dug gopher mound but not so much as to dig out a gopher but for the feeling it gave them to be 
pissin’ and rippin’ up the spring-time earth.   


