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I know this is a sore subject. 

You've held this against me 

for like a coon's age, which I think 

is three to five years, unless the rac-

coon is trying to take a shortcut through our yard. Then it's less.

I'm not stupid. I knew it was a bad thing from the moment you 

walked into the house and said the word “bad” over and over 

again. By the way, why did you automatically think it was me? Not 

once did you turn and look at each other and ask, “Honey, did you 

eat the sofa?” No, you just assumed it was Axelrod.

Okay, it was Axelrod. But there's an explanation.

I didn't do it because I was angry that you were gone so long 

that day. I'm not the kind of dog who thinks about anger and 

revenge. Honestly. Revenge would require long- term thinking. 

I'm not good at that.

And it's not because I was bored. I actually started eating it just 

a few seconds after you walked out the door. Besides, I'm bored 

a lot. Sometimes I wish I had fleas or ticks because at least that 

would give me something to occupy my mind during those long, 

lonely stretches.

The Reason I 
Ate the Sofa

I think if you have to blame someone for the sofa, blame your-

self. After all, you're the guys who brought home the really huge 

chew bone with the rawhide. Remember? That chew was almost 

as big as me at the time. And when I started eating it, you both 

laughed and took pictures.

It took me awhile to finish that bone. Then the sofa came into 

the house and how was I to know? That chew is made out of 

rawhide. And rawhide is like leather. And the sofa was made 

out of leather— or something kind of like leather. I thought you 

wanted me to go for it.

Honest mistake. Won't do it again. I guess the rule is, if you 

guys sit on it, it's not a chew.
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