Dirty Deeds Done Soapy & Cheap
       Yeah, it was cold out. I stood there on my deck while my hands went numb from the wind and my hood up to shelter my sensitive cheeks, which weren’t yet acclimatized to Albertan winters, even after a year. You could have probably guessed I was smoking, and you’d guess right, why else would any normal person be standing outside in negative twenty-something weather— to bird watch? 
       But then I’m done my cigarette, and I still have to wait for them, since of course they will revert to playing if I leave; my dogs don’t usually take so long to poop, but when they do, it’s always when it’s freezing outside. 
       I stared at the fence anticipating the possible, and dreaded, visit of one of the damn neighborhood cats. The lady across our complex never gave a rats-ass how many times her haggard cat got knocked up by another complex cat or one of the strays, even if it was one from her own previous litter! If this were a human, what blasphemy! “What an incestuous whore!”— funny part is, we embrace and enjoy such displays in popular television series’ such as Game of Thrones, suppose that’s because of the entertainment quality.

       Everybody knows cats breed like bunny rabbits: ‘wham-bam thank you maam’, and repeat every two months. It’s a vicious cycle, especially for those of us who hate—yes I hate them, get over it—cats. 
       There had to have been at least four or five litters roaming around digging up gardens, shitting and leaving half-eaten rodents everywhere. But the worse is, by far, their pissing on vehicles, and go figure, the condo board would do nothing about it. 
       My stream of thought was interrupted by my dogs suddenly going berserk and running at the fence. I sighed vigorously. My poor neighbor must never get any sleep, I thought to myself. 
I hissed at him, but the big orange bastard just sat contently out of my dogs’ reach, always on the back side of the fence. I yelled at the dogs too, and so it ended up being just an incoherent and cacophonous disturbance. I knew I had to come up with something, a brilliant and coy solution to my pest problem. But despite my hating cats, I still wasn’t about to execute an inhumane plan, it wasn’t necessarily their fault—except for taunting my dogs, that was their fault. 
       Only once had I received a noise-warning letter from the board about my dogs’ barking. “Miss, it’s written clearly in the contract that all pets in the complex must not be a disturbance.” 
       I remember thinking at the time, “it’s also written in the contract that all pets must be on a fuckin’ leash at all times’. But everyone with a cat thinks they’re the exception to the rule—hence the consistent breeding, and the stray problem.” But I said, “I don’t know of many dogs that never bark, especially when there’s neighbors, an infestation of cats, and members of your petty-rules club going door-to-door every other day to hand out newsletters… How much news can go on in a single complex anyway?” 
       Now I realize that last bit should have probably remained a thought as well, since the stuffy woman in magenta just glared at me. I remember her daintily folding one hand over the other, but in such a way to keep her long, bubbly pink nails on display; she reminded me of that one cat-crazed old bat who wore pink and was obsessed with kittens in the Harry Potter movies—uncanny resemblance, I kept thinking to myself. 
       Despite my impulsive words, she kept her cool through a poker face of leathery steel, gently nodding as she waited for me to finish my rant; “patience,” I think, “must be a virtue mastered with age.” I think a lot, since my words get me into more trouble than a pair of nail-clippers in an airport security line. 
       “Sorry,” I continued, “but they don’t normally bark like that. It’s all the cats in the complex, owned and strays.” The ripe old woman in pink raised an eyebrow at this; I must have been exposing her as being an  “exception to the rule” tenant, since the rest of the board members—mostly dog-lovers—subtly glanced in her direction. 

        I continued anyway, “they come into my yard and fuck shit up, or they taunt my dogs from the fence causing that ruckus… the reason why I’m here today, right? And I’m sure you’re all aware of the nuisance cats can be without a litter box…” 
       Eventually they didn’t have much to say, since the head lady in pink had, in fact, a cat of her own. A bright orange bastard that was often seen outside without being on a leash… 
       “Shut up! Get inside!” I bellowed at my dogs, my breath seething from my cracked lips. But then I felt bad for making them squirm through the sliding door with their tails in between their legs in fear; apparently my angry voice was enough, just not for the cat. 
       It came to me in an instant, the perfect way to keep those suckers off my fence; I wasn’t worried so much about their coming into my yard, which would be quite the stupid mistake with a German Shepherd-Husky running around. 
       The idea reminded me of the day I went to Walmart to purchase a new iPod. As I admired the futuristic display of alien technology in the fancy glass box, I finally noticed the price of the, otherwise ancient, pink iPod Nano. The last one. “One-hundred and eighty dollars? Are you shitting me?” I thought to myself, although my baffled facial expression gave away my feebleness as a customer, since a staff member hurried over to mend the situation. 
       Obviously I knew before I came that Apple technology is quite the expensive investment, but for one of their oldest pieces, I could not justify paying that pretty penny. As the young gentleman with multiple piercings floundered with the key to the fancy glass box, I hastily—and shamefully, although I didn’t recognize it in the moment—devised a plan. Knowing it probably wouldn’t fly, I didn’t hesitate to address the pricey situation at hand. 

       “Hm…” I made my reluctance visually noticeable by biting my lower lip as I refused the Nano box from him. 

       “Is there something wrong, Miss?” I could hear the desperation in his shaky voice. 

       “Well, I’ve been keeping an eye out for these to come on sale, at a few different places. I am certain I saw in your flyer that the Nanos were on for one-hundred and fifty, it’s the only reason I came to you guys today.”

       He glanced up at me and I stared right back. In that moment of silence I thought, “better be more vague,” but I said to him, “or maybe it was an email, I can’t remember. Well, at that price, I don’t know then…” My hesitant silence following this did the job better than words.

       “Oh, that’s weird,” he replied blandly. I pulled away further and he was now determined to get the sale. “Well, no worries, I can price over-ride it at the till for One-fifty. How does that sound?”

       “Great, I will take it!” As I left the store with my brand new—and pink, so good thing it was cheap—iPod, I felt guilt weigh lightly on my conscience. But at the same time, that was a little too pricey for a Nano, and if he had done his due diligence as an employee, he would have figured out I was “mistaken.” But, “oh well,” I thought, “what’s done is done.” But I’d probably never do that again; I realize now that my justifying my conceit with his poor employee qualities did not make it right. 
       I was so excited about my idea that I didn’t bother to remove my boots as I sprinted past my dogs and into the kitchen to grab a bottle of dish soap. After a home-run like slide from the wet floor, I picked up the bottle, gathered myself, and continued to execute my plan. 
       Since it had been fairly wet over the last few days, creating a soapy ice rink for the nosy cats would be a humorous solution; after all, cats always land on their feet right? My nearly numb fingers were the least of my concerns as I balanced on a chair, dousing the top of the fence in copious amounts of dish soap. I eventually used up the entire thirty-four ounce bottle, a small sacrifice to make for a bigger cause. 
       As I smiled at my genius work, I couldn’t help but notice that I had forgotten a spot, and I’m not one to do a half-ass job. I leaned over farther than the chair would allow, and toppled over into the thorny bush behind me. Cold, soapy, and now stuck, I simply lay there, sprawled out in my garden staring up at the gray sky. Victory was mine.

        Twigs poked my exposed lower back, and from the bitter cold wind I could feel my arm hair rising from their bumpy follicles. I squirmed to get out, finally thinking about the minuscule possibility that there could still be spiders lodging in the weeds. 

       After ripping my shirt and pulling my entangled hair from the grasps of the bush, I wiped away the frozen snot and regained my balance only to meet the eyes of that big orange bastard who sat contently on the corner of the fence—the spot I had missed. Cat-10 Me-0
Epilogue

       My soapy escapades may not have outsmarted that ripe old lady’s orange bastard, but I did eventually have the satisfaction of watching one of the neighbor’s cats go for a rip across my fence and into the dumpster behind it. 
(No cats or people were harmed in this story).

