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BLOG #5

THE 6  
HEART 
VIRTUES
A STORY ABOUT A MAN WITH QUADRIPLEGIA  AND 
HIS DOG, IN THE MIDDLE OF THE APOCALYPSE

THE 6  
HEART 
VIRTUES



The capital building got raided 
at gunpoint and I’m writing 
about six heart virtues. What the 
hell is really going on here man? 
It’s been months since my last 
blog and 2020 is now behind us 
all.         So what gives? 

Just found out my dog Gunner died in an ally in Santa Ana. It just 
keeps coming. What are we all going to do? What’s the answer? 
Where should we point our intentions and what information 
deserves our precious time? 

Ironically, in one of my previous blogs, a real nice Hollywood 
movie about a guy and his dog inspired me to render up some 
words for the moment. Since then, Hollywood got shut down like 
the rest of the world and we got forced into isolation to figure 
things out on our own. 

So in honor of the late Gunny Warrez, the wet nose couch licker 
who I once called my friend, I shall give you my best real world 
story about a man with quadriplegia and his dog, in the middle of 
the apocalypse. 


I will do so while also honoring the six heart virtues, that I 
seemed to fall face first into. Hopefully everyone reading can 
help me make sense of it all. 
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WHAT ARE WE ALL GOING TO DO? 
WHAT’S THE ANSWER? WHERE 
SHOULD WE POINT OUR 
INTENTIONS AND WHAT 
INFORMATION DESERVES OUR 
PRECIOUS TIME?



APPRECIATION 
 

When I met, arguably the cutest 
damn pooch on the face of the earth, 
he was in a 3ft x 3ft plastic cube with 
three other puppy mill mutts. The 
now illegal, infant K9 chop shop, was 
perched between a Starbucks and a 
Diamond Dealer at a high-end mall in 
Southern California. 

I had only been out in the real world a 
few weeks. I just spent months in 
intensive care getting used to my 
quadriplegic spinal rearrangement.


 My long term girlfriend who I planned 
to marry had one foot out the door and she was going to take 
the dog we raised, with her. A stroll through my bougie 
hometown mall was supposed to be an effort to distract my 
worried mind. 

While whoever I was with, paid $18 for two pretzels and a soft 
drink, I blew into the rubber straw that navigated my electric tank 
of a wheelchair into a haggard old pet store. 


As I strolled passed the fowl smelling transparent cubes, stacked 
floor to ceiling with multiple pups in each perforated cell, I came 
across a pug/beagle ensemble custom crafted for the Orange 
County market. We were both in bad shape, man. 
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What were we even doing there? 
It felt like God was pointing and 
laughing at both of us. 


As it so happened on this day 
though, the stacked cubes offered 
the perfect vantage point for me 
to be face-to-face with this somber little dog. 

With heartbroken eyes and ultimate fear in the air, the Indiana 
puppy mill creation gazed deep into my soul. While staring right 
at me, he repeatedly licked the transparent barrier between us. 
He did all he could to offer affection, in the only way he was able. 
I put the rubber straw into my mouth, blew into it and rolled 
away. 

The marriage between my eyes and the ceiling separated that 
evening. Insomnia rendered up some peculiar thoughts that 
offered refuge from my usual damaging loop. I couldn’t stop 
thinking about how much that little pup and I had in common. 


We were both in such radical situations, yet during a seemingly 
random moment of pure chance, there was a connection. What 
did it mean? The interaction stained me with an unforgettable 
feeling. A feeling I wasn’t even sure what I wanted to feel. I spent 
months avoiding the hollow emotional traps that were baited to 
ensnare my suffering. 


The rank-ass doggie prison shook all that up. Somehow, to my 
amazement, there was a spark within me that glistened in the 
darkness. 
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WE WERE BOTH IN SUCH 
RADICAL SITUATIONS, YET 
DURING A SEEMINGLY RANDOM 
MOMENT OF PURE CHANCE, 
THERE WAS A CONNECTION. 



In just moments, an adorable mall dwelling fleabag, chaperoned 
in a perspective of appreciation that reminded me of who I was. 


Humility 
 
I didn’t really want to go 
back to the mall. 


MOST MORNINGS, I 
WASN’T EVEN SURE I 
WANTED TO GET OUT OF 
BED. THE MORNING AFTER 
THE PUPPY MILL PRISON 
EXPERIMENT, I RANG THE 
BELL EARLY TO CALL FOR 
HELP UP. 

The previous daze of 
random happenings had 
me filled with curiosity. As 
the nurse executed a 

coordinated carnival waltz that IS every quadriplegic’s morning, 
my mind was somewhere else. 

“How is this possible,” I wondered uncomfortably? The same 
nightmare I woke up to each morning was waiting to arrest my 
slumber, but somehow on this morning I felt different. 
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“I can’t raise a puppy. I can’t even raise myself up out of bed,” I 
said forcefully to myself as though an auditorium of people were 
listening. Who was I trying to convince of my misery though and 
why? I felt like a fool. I decided to go back to the mall so I could 
prove to myself how ridiculous it was to catch the feels in a 
puppy chop shop. 


I brought 2 voices of reason with me to make sure I didn’t do 
anything stupid. I was vulnerable and I didn’t need some used 
car salesman of a puppy 
peddler trying to fuzzy 
up my intentions. 


I WAS OBVIOUSLY 
THERE TO RULE OUT 
ANY AND ALL 
POSSIBILITIES THAT I…
WAIT…WHY WAS I 
THERE?

All of a sudden, I found 
myself in a human sized 
perforated cell 
sectioned off for 
isolated visitation. The 
room was designed to 
foster a few humans while they tried on potential K9 family 
members. 
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When they brought in the silly wingnut that stole my heart, a 
relationship began that was unlike anything I had ever 
experienced. 

We were now both stuck in the same place. The brushfire of 
emotions was out of control and the little animal didn’t know 
what to do. There was freedom in the confined space, but the 
potential made it suffocating. The moment offered an abundance 
that was completely overwhelming. 


There was so much energy, it was hard to make sense of it all. 
Since all of it was brand new, neither one of us knew how to act. 

When the puppy pimp fashioned the dopey little hound in my 
lap, chaos ensued. 


HAPPINESS ILLUMINATED THE ROOM WHEN THE EXCITEMENT OF 
A NEW LIFE RADIATED 
THROUGH THE AIR. 

The young soul bounced up 
and down, flailing and licking 
and loving. Then he sprung 
off my lap instinctively as if 
he needed to get in a few 
laps before having to go 
back into quarantine. 


It all happened so fast, it was 
hard to take in what I was 
feeling. It didn’t take long for 
the dust to settle though.
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The excitement was quickly converted to anxiety. 


Neither myself, or the dog, had the chops to know what to do 
next. He immediately began licking everything in sight, pillaging 
desperately for anything edible. 


I couldn’t seem to operate my straw powered motor cart fast 
enough to see what he was up to and I nearly ran him over trying 
to figure things out. Reality was upon us and we were both ill 
equipped. I really wanted it to be something it was not. 


IT DIDN’T FIT THE COMFORTABLE UNDERSTANDING OF WHAT I 
WANTED OUT OF A “DOGS MY BEST FRIEND” RELATIONSHIP, DUE 
TO THE CONFINES OF WHAT MY SITUATION WAS, I HAD A 
DECISION TO MAKE. 


Did I want to 
humble myself 
and let go of 
what I thought I 
knew? Or did I 
want to turn my 
back on an idea 
that challenged 
the nastiness 
slowly 
suffocating 
me? 
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Compassion 
This was my second chance. I already had an opportunity to turn 
my back on what was in front of me, but I chose to come back. 
Now there I was.


What was I supposed to do? Turn and run because I was afraid? 
The little soul chose me. It seemed like it was my personal duty 
to challenge what I didn’t know. So the great work began. And 
my goodness, great work it was.


THE LITTLE GUY WAS A TRUE NINE BALL. A LEGIT FRUITCAKE. 
PUPPIES BY NATURE ARE 
A HANDFUL, BUT THIS 
DUDE REQUIRED ALL 
HANDS ON DECK. THE 
PROBLEM WAS BOTH 
HANDS WERE LAME 
during this leg of my 
spinal injury master’s 
course. 

The 2 voices of reason 
present at the pet 
penitentiary both 
confirmed the feeling I 
had burning inside 
me.They both insisted 
that some how it was possible, and they’d help if they could, but 
one way or another I couldn’t leave without him. 
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I had no idea how I was going to do it, but I couldn’t leave the 
dopey lil’ guy stranded. I saw him, and he saw me. There was no 
turning back. 

So instead of turning back, we turned right into a train wreck. Or 
into the eye of the storm. Or whatever cliche term fits for the 
most intense situation imaginable. 


I was in emotional pieces and the dog’s fragmented reality only 
understood chaos. We were a hell of a pair. Perfect situation to 
pursue oneness between a man and his dog, right? Well, sort of. 

ONCE I SPRUNG HIM FREE FROM THE DOGGIE DETENTION 
CENTER, THE WET NOSE, COUCH LICKER AND I WERE BOUND TO 
ONE ANOTHER. 

Taking in the young pup became a commitment to something 
more. This something 
was a reflection of 
me, but more than 
me alone. It wasn’t 
always great. Most of 
the time it seemed 
like more work then it 
was worth, but it was 
always good 
because it was true. 


It was true because 
we made it that way. 
Together. 
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Valor 
In an existence littered with 
open ended questions, it 
makes sense to isolate a few 
absolutes. Since everything is 
relative to the perspective 
trying to understand it, 
simplicity offers great value in 
times of uncertainty. Simplicity 
though, is an elusive skillset 
that can take a lifetime to 
master. 


For example, everyone had 
passionate ideas about what 
to name the new addition to 
the family. Something as simple as trying to figure out the dog’s 
name, suggested a unique complexity of unfamiliar growth.


I could tell from the moment I brought the little Tasmanian devil 
home, that the lessons on the horizon would extend far beyond 
my current understandings. I felt like I was navigating a sail boat 
in an ocean of want, need, fear and expectation. I was the 
captain of this fragmented little soul’s vessel and it was up to me 
to find us a way. 

So plain and simple, I looked at my first mate the same way he 
looked at me the day we met, and I made him a promise. 
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I said, “Holmes, this 
ain’t gonna be easy and 
most won’t understand 
what we’re up to, but 
I’ve got you. 


We’re gonna pull the 
trigger on Life and let 
God sort the rest out. 


SO GUNNER WARREZ IS 
YOUR NAME, PLAYA 
AND TOGETHER WE’RE 
GONNA MAKE IT DO, 
WHAT IT DO. 

As broken as things were, I promised Gunner that I would give 
him all I had to give. Even if it wasn’t much.


Even if I didn’t understand how to do it or what was needed. I 
surrendered myself to the idea of A Better Way. This Way 
involved the intentional unfolding of something greater, 
something Better.


It was an opportunity to define who I was in a way that reflected 
grace out into the world. All I had to do was give my very best 
effort at being the best captain I could be. 


It’s obvious that in times of uncertainty, some guidance is 
needed. But when sailing through the Bermuda Triangle, all 
navigation becomes subject to the individual steering the boat. 
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Once all the 
previous 
framework fails, 
and there is 
nothing but 
darkness and 
rough water 
ahead, some 
important 
decisions need 
to be made. 


As Captain, I 
decided we were going make it no matter what. I was willing to 
go the distance with my very best effort. I had a little soul 
counting on me and I wasn’t going to let him down. 


I HAD TO FIND A BETTER WAY BECAUSE ALL I COULD SEE WAS 
ENDLESS SUFFERING. WHEN I SAW GUNNER’S DESIRE TO 
CONNECT WITH SOMETHING WARMER THAN THE FILTH HE 
EXISTED IN, IT GAVE ME HOPE. 

Together it felt like we could create conditions similar to the lotus 
flowers’ relationship with mud. Growth was needed in the 
recesses of the unknown, but it seemed impossible to gauge if 
our boat was headed in the right direction. Faith guided our 
efforts and we leaned on each other for strength, much like the 
roots of the lotus under the mud. 
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We couldn’t see where we were going, but if we wanted to make 
it, it was going to take an extraordinary effort working our 
hardest in the dark.We had to be willing to go the distance if we 
wanted to push through the mud to see the Light and if we put in 
the time, and we were patient with the process, something 
special was bound to happen.


Forgiveness 
 
PATIENCE IN THE PROCESS INVOLVED CHEWED UP 
CARPETS, MASSIVE LICK STAINS, ENDLESS SURPRISES OF 
THE FECAL VARIETY AND MANIC SPIN SESSIONS THAT 
CREATED 
TORNADO-LIKE 
DEVASTATION 
EACH TIME HE 
TRIED CATCHING 
HIS TAIL. 


His feverish clawing 
rendered a puppy-
chic style to every 
door in the house 
and it all eventually 
led to a three month 
stint in Puppy Boot 
Camp. 
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Patience with the process also 
involved insomnia, depression, 
erratic emotional behavior, an 
endless revolving door of 
caregivers, lots of isolation and 
plenty of pity parties.


Throw in a substance abusing uncle dwelling in the garage of the 
retirement home I occupied, and any discipline my floppy eared 
friend might’ve been working on went right out the window. 


A rigorous schedule of things I thought I should be doing 
clouded my better judgment. I was so focused on what I thought 
I knew, it left little room for much else. 


An athletic upbringing had me leaning on the American scheme 
to try harder and freedom would be mine. I applied this strategy 
over and over, because it worked so well in the past. Try harder, 
work harder, go harder! It brought me great success in the world 
of things. 

My suffering wasn’t coming from the world of things, though. It 
was coming from somewhere else and I couldn’t figure it out. 
Since I wasn’t getting my desired result, it must of meant I was 
doing something wrong. 


How was I supposed to accomplish a life worth living, while 
trying to chase an idea that would make everything better? 
Maybe all my effort was in vain. Was I just chasing my tail like 
Gunner? If so, how much collateral damage was I creating? 
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WAS I JUST CHASING MY TAIL 
LIKE GUNNER? IF SO, HOW 
MUCH COLLATERAL DAMAGE 
WAS I CREATING? 



Once I was able to stop spinning, everything began to fall into 
focus. 


There’s an old adage that goes something like; if you’ve dug 
yourself a hole too deep, the first thing you need to do is stop 
digging. So great. I stopped digging, or spinning, or whatever. 
Now what?!?! I was completely disoriented and I made a crazy 
mess trying to figure things out with all my broken pieces. 


Remember how the 
forgiveness portion of 
this work started with 
patience? 


Well, I often forgot to 
add patience to my 
repertoire. Or better 

stated, I had trouble slowing down enough to entertain the idea 
of patience. Once I started applying “specific intent” toward 
holding space for myself, True Healing began. I did this by 
becoming mindful of my thoughts. 

Holding space. What did it mean to hold space? 


My mind was always overflowing with thoughts and there was 
rarely room for anything else. Most of the time, the chaotic mess 
of the past and future occupied my thoughts ALL DAY, and it 
wasn’t even on purpose. Wait, what was going on here? 

My mental space was an all out prison riot. There was no order 
and my happy thoughts were being held hostage. 
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I STARTED BY POURING MY HEART 
INTO A CRAIGSLIST CLASSIFIED 
AD. BECAUSE WHEN ALL ELSE 
FAILS, THATS WHAT ALL 
REASONABLE PEOPLE DO, RIGHT?



But, by who? Me? It felt like I 
was letting the world of things 
happen to me instead of 
deciding what I wanted my life 
to be. Sure stuff happened that 
was out of my control, but it 


didn’t mean I was destined to be miserable forever. 

When I stopped creating what I wanted, the only thing left was 
everything else. I accepted this reality and let it happen. When I 
stopped digging and the disorientation wore off, I was way 
behind where I thought I should be. But, I was where I was at. 
Since I was so far behind the rest of the world, there was no 
point in even trying to catch up. By being mindful of my thoughts 
it helped me become aware of what was really going on around 
me. Seeing things as they really are, was evidence that the 
illusion of what I thought I knew had begun to melt away. I NOW 
had the opportunity through “specific intent” to accept my plot in 
life and do something about it. 


None of this happened until I found the patience to forgive 
myself, for wasting so much time chasing my tail. 


Understanding 
Things are Good. Seriously though, I feel like everyone takes life 
a little too serious. With that said, the understanding section of 
this blog took weeks to write. The reason it took so long is 
because I knew how it was going to end and there was 
unavoidable discomfort. Some of it is my fault, and the rest is... 
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I was sick of hearing my 
own excuses. They were 
all valid and nobody 
could possibly 
understand…



well... I’m not sure. When I 
began to demand more, it 
came in the form of a mental 
breakdown surrender. 


The kind that involved gut 
wrenching tears and 
hysterical laughter 
simultaneously. I had just, 
had it. I mean, I was totally 
over feeling terrible all the 
time. I was sick of hearing 
my own excuses. They were 
all valid and nobody could 
possibly understand, but did 
it really matter? 


What mattered was my relentless commitment to finding A 
Better Way. I started by pouring my heart into a Craigslist 
classified ad. Because when all else fails, that’s what all 
reasonable people do, right? The ad was real, but not too 
dramatic. 


The raw emotion that got transmuted to words, was forged from 
the fires of my own suffering. It was not suffering itself, but what 
happens shortly after. I did not have the answer I was seeking 
and with all the experiences, thoughts, feelings and emotions I 
had to date, I needed to expand if I wanted to grow into a life of 
Purpose. 
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It was a PennySaver add that got the two girls off the couch at 
8pm on a Tuesday night. A drive to California’s meth capitol, 
boasted delusions of grandeur for a single mother and her 
teenage daughter. Their curiosity brought them to a Riverside 
trailer park where a litter of dachshund puppies had just been 
put on the PennySaver auction block. 


Once the girls found the courage to exit the comfort of their 
vehicle, they found themselves on a dirty mobile home floor with 
8 little wiener dogs. It was at this moment Douglas Arthur Dunn, 
the runt nobody wanted, used his stumpy little legs to waddle 
into my future wife’s lap. 

Yup, you read correctly. 
Craigslist and the 
PennySaver are where this 
stories hero’s come from.  

By the time I met Douglas 
Arthur, it was obvious he 
hadn’t missed too many 
meals. He was hands-down 
the fattest wiener dog I’d 
ever seen in my life. He had 
been loved into a robust, 
rotisserie style snuggle 
addict. 


The oversized, summer sausage of a hound, had Gunny Warrez 
and I rather curious. The ANSWER, was revealed to me through 
a bag of chocolate chip cookies. 
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Growth came when 
expansion blazed 
through my comfort 
zone with an 
ultimatum. When I met 
the woman that loved 
the poor undersized 
trailer wiener, so much 
he became a 
legitimate sumo 
contender, I became 
aware of a potential far 
Greater than the confines of what I knew. The ultimatum was 
hold on, or let go. Just like when I met Gunner. It was that 
simple. They say when you know, you know. I scored a bag of 
chocolate chip cookies and the most amazing person I’d ever 
met the day help arrived, custom prayed for off Craigslist.

Poor Douglas Arthur got an Indiana puppy mill mall dog, raised 
by an emotionally unstable quadriplegic and his carousel of 
caregivers. It seemed so unfair. What were we to do? There was 
no M.A.P. guiding our efforts through the storm. We did our best. 
So hold on or let go of what? 


Call it prayers. Energy. The Universe, whatever floats your boat. 
It was Faith that Gunner and I would find A Better Way that kept 
our boat afloat. When it was too dark to see, we had to 
surrender to something Greater than us or we weren’t going to 
make it. We were both rewarded abundantly, but not until 
we let go of all the heavy baggage.  
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That meant we had to release 
our fear, anxiety, hate, 
expectation, jealously, envy, 
pride and doubt. 


All of it had to die, before we 
were able to see the Light. 
Suffering ended when our Faith 
blessed us beyond our wildest 
dreams. It didn’t mean the 
uncomfortable stuff was over. It 
meant by being mindful of our 
thoughts and actions, 
undesirable experiences could 
actually serve a purpose. Like 
the lotus though, all we knew was the darkness and support of 
the mud. Once the Light was upon us, it was a whole new world 
to learn and adapt to.


I knew I needed to be proactive. Flow NOW, or let the most 
incredible thing I’d ever seen slip between my fingertips. Being a 
dog and all, Gunny Warrez only knew how to react. Come on, 
man? How was I supposed to not let something slip between my 
fingers, when my fingers were paralyzed? 


I didn’t know how to flow, I was a fighter. But like I mentioned 
before, there was an ultimatum and good reason for it. Douglas 
Arthur had a smokin’ Hot Momma that sparked my desire to ride 
the wind again. When life exploded in my face, it became easier 
to just roll with the punches instead of dish them out. 
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Not cool for a fighter. 
I had bigger 
problems than a 
broken neck. I had a 
broken spirit. This 
incredible woman lit 
my pilot light, but 
Dougie Fresh’s Mom 
had two kids from a 
previous marriage. 


If Gunnzy and I 
wanted shelter from  
the storm, we needed 

to pull it together. Being ill equipped was no longer an option. It 
was time to sink, or sail. 

So long story still going, I married the Hot Momma after we 
became best friends and created a family with her two 
amazing kids. It’s never easy, but nothing worth a damn in 
life is.  

When things become easy, distractions can make the best of us 
become complacent. Pressure is a sensitive ordeal. Too much, 
things crack and break. With the right amount, rockets can be 
launched into space. 

I found strength to throw cation to the wind when the spark of 
desire lit my pilot light. 
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When I matched it with the 
willingness to let go, the wind 
kindled the flames of my 
desire to create a Better Self. 
It ignited a passion within me 
to Be a Better Man. 


I began to learn how to use 
the energy within me to grow, 
share and expand. Pressure 
became an edge that I could 
sharpen my mindfulness tool 
against. 


When I chose to accept things as they were, I could use the 
awareness to offer gratitude in times of uncertainty. By having 
Faith in A Better Way, it gave me the opportunity to create 
beyond what I knew. And that, my friends, is Purpose. Well, my 
Purpose at least. You know what they say, to each their own. 


As for Gunner and Douglas, 
they became best friends. It 
was a relationship that took 
time and distillation to 
mature. 


Douglas was a patient forceful 
cuddler, Gunner was a 
hyperactive jerk. For years they 
got on like oil and vinegar. With 
the right bread, it worked. 
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But conditions weren’t always 
optimal, and things rarely went as 
planned. After the Hot Momma and 
I got married, another incredible 
opportunity fell out of the sky. An 
old friend called and offered us a 3 
month stay in Indonesia to shoot a 
healing documentary. 


Our lives changed forever when we decided to hop on a plane 
and ride the wind into the great unknown. 


After a few months with a Shaolin healer in the deep jungles of 
Java (the largest island in Indonesia) we returned home different 
people and had a huge decision to make. 

The potential to start a business that would offer extraordinary 
benefit to the wellness efforts of the future, was dangled in front 
of us. If we were willing uproot our lives and move to the island 
of Bali, Indonesia permanently, the sky was the limit. 


Signs were everywhere and the euphoria of such a dramatic shift 
in our consciousness had us in such a flow state, it was hard to 
know what to hold onto. We cashed in reason for dreams of a 
better tomorrow, and we never even bothered to read the fine 
print. 

Gunner and Doug were looked after by relatives, until somebody 
else’s pets became an understandable burden to life’s grueling 
hustle. They backyard surfed to multiple residencies, being 
evicted from each for various emotional outbursts.
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WHEN I FOUND OUT 
THAT GUNNER 
WANDERED OFF, BLIND 
AND DEF TO DIE IN AN 
ALLEY ALONE, MY EGO 
WANTED ME TO 
SUFFER



These such happenings included forceful bark fits and 
hyperactive couch licking, tornado tail spins. Finally, a sweet set 
of Hispanic grandparents took them in. Their home was visited 
often by family and they were surrounded by love. With the 
exception of being fed far too many hotdogs, things worked out 
well for the odd set of coincidental homies. 


I started this blog by saying I fell face first into these heart 
virtues. That’s passive nonsense. I take full responsibility for 
what I jumped into. 


When I found out Gunner wandered off blind and def to die in an 
ally alone, my ego wanted me to suffer because an old thought 
told me I failed him. 


I said I would do everything I could and it was Douglas that went 
looking for him when he didn’t come home. Not me. I also said I 
knew how this blog would end and there was unavoidable 
discomfort. 


Well, I was kind of right. The only reason there was discomfort is 
because I knew I had to 
put in work and it 
wasn’t gonna be easy. 
All that mattered in the 
end was the relentless 
commitment I made to 
Gunnzy that we would 
find A Better Way. We 
did it buddy, and it only 
hurts as much as I let it.
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When it comes to understanding, it’s simple. You’ll know, 
when you know. 

In an attempt to emotionally coagulate some final thoughts for 
this blog, I found myself adrift. The better way Gunner and I 
established together seemed aloof and my heart ached when 
reflecting back on our friendship. 


Then, the room filled with electricity. 
The phone rang and I heard 
mutterings of a distant conversation 
in the other room. As I was 
desperately wrestling my thoughts, 
trying to pin down the perfect 
ending, in walks my Hot Mamma 
with Divine inspiration. Let’s get in 
the car, it’s time to ride. 


The elderly couple that looked after Douglas Arthur and Gunny 
Warrez, were moving to an assisted living home that didn’t 
accept pets. The Hot Momma’s two kids grew up to live on a 
farm in Washington and miss their childhood dog. 


Douglas Arthur, my hero, 
is sitting by my feet while 
I write this. Next week 
we will take him home to 
the promise land, to live 
out his days on a farm 
with his people. 
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REST IN PEACE MY 
FRIEND. IM SO MUCH 
BETTER BECAUSE OF 
YOU. I HOPE 
WHEREVER YOU ARE, 
YOU’VE GOT AN EPIC 
COUCH TO LICK



Gunner Warrez Minna, I did my best to take care of you. I found 
us family and I found you a best friend. We kicked it with many 
strange people, had some radical adventures and you were 
sincerely a pain in my ass. 


Thank you for taking care of me when I needed you. You helped 
me get back to who I always was. Rest In Peace my friend, I’m 
so much better because of you. I hope where ever you are, 
you’ve got an epic couch to lick. 


So there it is. A story about a Man with quadriplegia and his dog, 
in the middle of the apocalypse. What are we going to do? I 
don’t know, follow your heart. Then let go. Seems to work for 
me, but I’m just another face in the crowd trying to make it do 
what it do. So what’s the answer? I’d give you mine, but it would 
do you no good. Only you know the true greatness that’s inside 
of you. 

Maybe try pointing your intentions at something that moves you 
toward Pure Joy. Now that I have a MAP, I’m on my road to a 
Better Way. I AM a Better Way Believer. WE ARE all better off 
Together. 


Most of the time it might seem like more work than it’s worth, but 
it can always Be Good, if we focus on it Being True. 


It will Be True when WE decide for it to Be that Way. Together.  
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Gunner, Gunz, Gunnzy, Gunner 
The Gray, Wet Nose, Minna


