To Disappear


David was driving home after a long day at work.  So many things were on his mind as he made the twenty minute commute, flashing past much like the storefronts and people on either side of his car.  There was that job over at corporate, that new opening he'd applied for last week and still hadn't heard anything about.  That was something that would make his career, if it worked out.  No more stupid, dull marketing job.  Maybe the job would still be dull, but he'd get to meet more people.  And the pay was much better.  Perhaps he could retire at a reasonable age.


He sighed.  There was absolutely nothing he could do about it right now, save for dreaming.  Delusions of grandeur, that's all they were, especially with the competition.  All there was was to stick with his boring job and pretend he loved it.  It and the entire company, one that supposedly he'd happily devote his life to.


He sighed again as he pulled onto the expressway, only another fifteen minutes till he got home.  


Home.


It was that house, that small, but kind of nice house.  He was proud, he owned it, thinking a while back that maybe he'd start a family.  That hadn't happened.  Actually it kind of did, but not the way he'd originally envisioned as he never got married.  He'd thought about adopting, but decided against it when he realized that he had to work and raising a kid would be hard without a partner.  Instead, he'd gotten animals.


He smiled.  It was a family as he considered it.  Really, it was just the dog and him.  And the cat at one point.  But they were a family.  Arthur was always there to see him when he came home.  He always listened to David complain about work, money, people...  It was perfect.


His thoughts shifted once again to the job opening.  It would mean more responsibility, but better job security and more money.  He could probably afford a new house, but that wouldn't be necessary.  Maybe he'd fix his place up a little bit though.  Altogether it wasn't about the money or the power, but about progression and stagnation.  He had been working as a lowly supervisor for years, and now the secret desire for adventure the job had suppressed told him to at least make things a little more interesting.  Ultimately it was needed for his own mental health, as much as he thought it a little disturbing that a management position should have this effect on him.  And the money would make supporting Arthur a little bit easier too.


Arthur.  It just seemed like a great name those five years ago, and it still seemed appropriate now.  This dog was special, that was for sure.  Arthur had come into his life back when he'd been at his job for a few years.  One day he began flipping through the newspaper out of curiosity until he found an add for puppies up for adoption.  On a lark he went to look at them only to find one that really stood out.  In fact, it was as if this puppy picked him.  It came right over and sat at his feet, just staring up at him with the most loving expression.


David was half expecting to walk away with a puppy that day.  And though he had prepared for the ordeal, he was certainly not prepared for this puppy.  And so he took Arthur home that day.  The man had cautioned him that this puppy, some kind of mixed breed, would get big, probably close to David's own weight.  But David didn't care.


He remembered this now as he turned onto his street, heading down toward his house near the edge of the block.  He just couldn't help but think back and laugh at the man's comment, knowing his pet now.  If only that guy could have known just how wrong he was, David thought as he pulled into his driveway, got out, and proceeded to enter his home.  And as he opened his front door he was also reminded of how that sentence was probably the biggest understatement he'd heard in his life.


There was a thumping as he finally opened the door.  Staring back at him was that same pair of eyes, and a big shaggy head to go with them.  Arthur was now looking David straight in the eye.  The man was six feet tall and his dog, standing on all fours, was at eye level with him.


Lots of people had big dogs.  That was one of the things about this species, it was varied.  They were as small as Chihuahuas, or as big as Great Danes, Saint Bernards, whatever.  Well, except for this one.  David was pretty sure he had the biggest dog in the world, many times over: it wasn't as if Arthur weighed as much as his crazy body building neighbor who was eighty pounds heavier than David and did ti chi on his front lawn.  Rather, this dog was quite literally the size of a horse.


He had been a very well kept secret on David's street.  Not even the entire street by this point.  Most of the people who'd known Arthur when he was smaller had moved out before he'd reached his present size, the few who knew generally kept quiet about it.  When he got home, he'd let Arthur out into his fenced-in back yard, with enough room to trot around just a little bit and get some fresh air.  The dog would usually end up sleeping in the living room, which had a special double door leading to the garage.  David kept an old van in there, which Arthur could barely fit in, in case they wanted to go somewhere.  Every few days they would pile in and drive outside the suburbs, to a field or wooded area far away from any people.  This way Arthur could run around as he liked.  


Unfortunately David was too small to throw anything worthwhile for his pet to fetch, but they had other games.  Sometimes they'd play hide-and-seek, with David hiding somewhere out in the woods only to have Arthur inevitably sniff him out.  Sometimes he would drive along the road, gradually bringing the old van up to full speed to give him something to chase.  


And then of course there was David's favorite.  He would climb up on the animal's back and ride him like a horse all over the field and sometimes into the woods.  They both loved it though the man actually had little if any control over where his dog took him.  Though they would sometimes go quite a long distance Arthur was always good about returning to the van when instructed.  It always gave him a kick to hear one of his coworkers talk about horseback riding, and just how amazing it was.  Well, he figured, his coworker had nothing on this.  


Sometimes, though it did get a little out of hand.  Particularly when Arthur would catch sight or smell of a deer.  This was when he ran fastest chasing his prey at a speed no other animal in the area could hope to match.  He would run straight up and take the animal down, putting it out with a few quick chomps of his maw.  And then it was the truly awe inspiring part, where he would down the entire carcass in a few gulps.  Generally this all happened while David was still on Arthur's back.  It was scary, but at the same time it was an experience of nature he figured no one else in the world would probably ever have.


Indeed, keeping this didn't happen often and keeping the beast fed was quite the challenge, though David was managing.  In this respect the extra money from the management position would be great.  He had fed Arthur normal dog food at first, but later on at the advice of Chuck his veterinarian friend he did his pet food shopping at the butcher.  They would go through nearly forty pounds of food every few days, assuring that David and his local butcher became good friends.


Of course, those who knew of Arthur often joked about how it was only a matter of time before somebody's pet, or even child, mysteriously disappeared.  David always maintained that his dog would do no such thing, despite probably being big enough.  But with a creature so unusual such notions were hard to avoid.  On the other hand, there were a few incidents only David was aware of.  While Arthur was his only pet now, David couldn't help but remember his cat.  The cat, Boris, actually gotten along beautifully with Arthur.  Unfortunately being old he was old and had died about a year ago.  The event hit David hard.  At one point he picked up the cat's body, and held it out for Arthur to sniff thinking perhaps it would help the animal cope with the loss of a friend.  The dog seemed whimpered a little, but ultimately ended up gulping the corpse down after a lick of his tongue.  While this did not help David emotionally at first, he later concluded that maybe this wasn't any worse than burying the cat.


Other strange events included the decline of pests in the neighborhood since Arthur had started growing like a weed.  This included rats, raccoons, and even deer, the latter of which did not surprise David, though it did mean that Arthur had some means of escaping at least into the yard while he was gone.  And then there were the really strange incidents which David didn't like to think about very much.  These were mainly times in which he had come home not to find his friend waiting for him at the door, but laying down in the living room in what appeared to be a massive digestive sleep, days after being fed by his owner.  One such time particularly stood out to David: while Arthur was semi-conscious one day, he could see something moving within the dog's bloated midsection.  Whatever it was it was struggling, maybe even making some very muffled noise – David thought it might have been a scream, but figured it was probably his imagination.  All he could do was watch as the motion subsided eventually.  It took Arthur at least a day to sleep it off.


Despite the issues he faced, David couldn't have been happier.  It was tough, but having a friend like Arthur made things bearable.  Each night they'd sit in the living room and watch TV, usually with David sitting on or against the dog in absence of a couch.  It was fun watching a movie, or checking the news to see if someone had reported finding abnormally huge paw prints in some field.  (One night, David was amused to see someone talk about the prints being the result of some sort of alien-werewolf-bigfoot creature.)  


Tonight they did just that.  David was a little too tired to take Arthur out for a run, as he'd done the night before, so they just stayed home.  The dog took his usual place in the living room, right beneath the back window.  Spread out he was easily fifteen feet long, almost the length of the room.  David patted him on his table-like head and went to reheat some pasta from the night before.  While it was in the microwave he went to the refrigerator and removed some food for Arthur.  To his surprise, the dog turned his nose up at it.  “Not hungry tonight, eh boy?  Suit yourself.”  It didn't happen often, but occasionally the dog just didn't have an appetite.  Oh well, he thought.


After going back to retrieve his own food from the microwave, David returned to the living room and sat on the floor next to his pet to watch the news.  Their town had a decent news team, and the six o'clock news was generally very interesting.  At least David, and presumably Arthur thought so.


The two sat and watched the news, taking in the various stories.  Finally the weather came on, after which David reached for the remote.  But then something interesting caught his eye.


“In business news, a shocking scandal hit the Rand Corporation today...”  The anchor trailed on.  That was his employer, why hadn't he heard about this earlier?  “Several executives were suspected of embezzling funds, prompting half the board of directors to resign.”


David watched in stunned silence as the names of the executives were displayed on the screen.  Sure enough, he recognized one of them, his branch's regional manager's boss.  The one who had proposed the job David himself was pumped for, the job that would actually let him progress beyond the position of a mere supervisor.  And now that dream was dead.  Hell, maybe even his shitty job, because they'd certainly want to start laying people off now.  All because some greedy bastards on the board decided they wanted to siphon funds from the company treasury for their beach homes down in Florida.  David got up.  Well that's just fucking great, he thought as he turned off the TV and went to his bedroom.


Arthur got up and followed only to find David sprawled on the bed, exhausted.  As the man looked up at his faithful pet he sighed.  He had a friend, someone to help him maintain his sanity.  But then again, Arthur might not be enough at this point.  


“You don't have to worry about any of this business bullshit,” he said as he reached up to stroke the large head hovering above him.  “But unfortunately I do.  More than I want to.”


He called in sick the next morning, choosing instead to sleep in.  Depression began to set in, which snowballed due to his utter lack of motivation to do anything but watch TV and eat corn flakes.  Sometimes he would talk to his pet, mumbling more and more incoherently about how he would die a lowly supervisor in some call center.



Dinner time came again, and by this point he was at his worst.  He dropped a cheap steak he'd had wrapped at a restaurant a few days ago in the microwave and ended up chewing on it sporadically.  As he sat down his attention was again turned to Arthur, who gave a quiet, gentle whimper toward him, a strange sound coming from an animal of that size. 


“I don't know what I'd do without you, man,” he mumbled.  “I mean really, I don't..”


Just then a different sound hit his ears, a tone lower than the animal's sympathetic whimpering.


“Ah, you must be starved,” David said noting the dull roar from the dog's belly.  And then something occurred to him.  “What's say we go for a drive?  Maybe you could get a deer!” he said in an unexpected burst of glee.


Arthur shot to his feet, tail wagging.  They were going out!


It was a fifteen minute drive in the old van to one of their favorite fields outside of town.  It was about an hour away from dusk, so there was still some light.  Luckily they were just far enough away from civilization that no one would notice them, at least right away.  


Upon arrival David parked and proceeded to let Arthur out of the back of the van, in which he was wedged in what must have been quite an uncomfortable position.  Now able to stretch the dog happily trotted around, blissfully bounding about.  Just watching this David felt his depression melt away.  


The dog returned, running up and skidding to a stop a few feet away from his master, leaving a paw-shaped trench in the moist earth.  Taking the cue David climbed on the animal's back and held on for dear life.  For at that moment Arthur took off again, running around the field and even into the forest.  Trees, rocks, leaves, branches all whizzed past.  This was it, David thought.  He was alive again.  


And then they slowed down.  Looking up David could see that Arthur had sighted something in the distance, something moving.  After a moment he could see that it was a deer, a buck.  He knew what was coming up next: carefully his mount crept closer, accelerating as fast as he could without making much noise.  Finally he broke out running, at which point the buck began to flee.  Unfortunately for the deer, however, Arthur was fast.  In the next instant the dog had pounced on his prey.


Prepared, David rolled off as Arthur snapped the buck's neck in his huge jaws.  For a split second the carcass hung limp a few feet off the ground.  Then, in a single fluid motion the giant canine swallowed it, tossing it back in his jaws and taking it in in a few gulps.  The body caused his neck to bulge as it went down, drawn in by the muscular throat and through the chest.   In a matter of seconds Arthur's belly swelled a little, now hanging a few more inches to the ground.


David had witnessed this ritual before, but it seemed all to significant at this point in time.  Right before him a buck had lost its life to another creature's hunger.  It had been taken advantage of, attacked, swindled...  In away it was not too much unlike his own situation.  Someone, a financial predator one might say, took advantage of him via the company.  Then again, it wasn't as if the guilty executives needed the money to survive...  Surely the grim passion play David had seen acted out before him was much nobler, for lack of a better term.  But the basic idea was the same.  Life would go on...


He got up, having spent most of the experience on the ground about five feet away.  Motioning for Arthur to follow he led him back to the field, back toward the van.  It was remarkable to him, how it all worked out.  It was inspiring beyond any motivational poster he'd ever seen..


David called in sick to work the rest of the week. His mental health was improving, or so he thought.  He read through his mail, even the junk mail, and took Arthur out to sit and walk around a little in their fenced-in yard (though it wasn't enough space for the animal to seriously exercise).  He was happier now, but he still felt something was missing.  His career still conflicted him, but now he could take his mind off of it.  Unfortunately his mind turned to other things which he would probably have considered insane just a week before.


It had been two nights since they had gone to the field, and two nights that Arthur had not eaten.  Again he could hear the low, ominous thunder coming from the dog's belly, now anxious for another big meal.  Between then and now he had been fascinated with his pet more so than usual.  That this animal's body had really just converted an entire buck into mostly nutrients had captivated him.  He couldn't stop thinking about it.  As he thought about it, he realized that that deer wasn't much smaller than he himself was.  If Arthur really wanted to, he could have made a meal of his master a long time ago.


David thought about it for a moment.  It sure spoke of the animal's loyalty that all this time he had considered a small, edible human his superior.  But surely it had crossed his mind?  Or, if not the thought of eating David then maybe of another human?


He stared at the animal.  Just a couple days before the thing's belly had been huge, and the animal had been lethargic.  Over time the size went down, and Arthur showed more signs of activity as the deer digested.  And now David wondered what it had been like, not just for Arthur but for his prey too.  Being a human he was so removed from this basic cycle of nature.  Sure, he ate meat, but it was the product of an industry, of a wholly non-natural process.  .He looked at his pet's mouth, the jaws, teeth, tongue, and realized that chances were he would never be eaten by anything other than millions of single-cell organisms after he was dead.  


But, he thought, there was now a chance to break the mundane tradition of the human race.  He could enter the food chain, and he could do it right here.  So long, of course, that Arthur was willing to devour him, something he wasn't sure off.  Well, there was a lot to be unsure of.  Would it hurt?  Would it be uncomfortable?  He didn't know, that was part of the reason he would be doing this.  And then, of course, was the simple, glaring problem that it would be suicide.  He would be depriving himself of his life and potential as a human being.


But, he figured, why couldn't this be his potential?  After all, he worked a job that society could do without.  He had little family left.  And, he reasoned, he had little skill with which to seriously change the world.  Now he wanted this, for his own piece of mind.  He needed it.  He was about to take an opportunity few humans had and almost none would consider sane.


Standing up he called the dog over.  Happily, Arthur obliged, now standing right before his master.


“Come on, boy, eat me!  Swallow me whole!”  He stepped closer, holding his head toward the dog's mouth.


Arthur licked him lovingly, drenching his hair in saliva.


“Alright then...”  David reached out and tried to pry the jaws apart.  Arthur gave in reluctantly, giving him access to his mouth.  But, as David tried to pull himself in the dog gagged.  He was ejected from the mouth and tumbled to the ground.  


David stood up again.  He slipped into the kitchen and, taking a steak knife from a drawer reluctantly sliced his hand to leave a bleeding gash a few inches long.  Returning to Arthur he thrust his hand into the dog's now panting mouth.  Confused, Arthur began to gently lick the wound as if to groom it.


After a few minutes the pain had gone away, and David removed his hand to go wash it.  Apparently he just wasn't dog food.  Then again, what was he thinking anyway?  It was crazy, the whole thought of it.  It was crazy even letting his pet go after deer which every human hunter considered out of season.  Taking a deep breath, he headed over to the refrigerator to get some of the normal food for his pet.


And then Arthur started whimpering again.  Not out of hunger, that was a different sound he made.  No, this sound meant he wanted to see his human.  Closing the refrigerator door David left the kitchen, only to see Arthur standing on all fours near the entrance to the living room, again staring at him longingly.  He was looking David right in the eye, something he only did on certain occasions.  


And David noticed something else, too.  The dog was drooling.  Well, that made sense as he'd probably heard the  refrigerator.  But Arthur would not avert his gaze.


Now David was scared.  Just before this confrontation he'd decided to regard it as nothing more than a deranged fantasy his mind had cooked up to cope with the stress he'd been under.  But, apparently now his dog was interested.  Something had changed the animal's mind, at least that was how it seemed.  Being a dog Arthur obviously drooled a lot, especially when happy like when David would come home from work.  But something was odd.  David could read this animal quite well, he felt.  Right now, it was staring at him hungrily.  But there was also that gaze, that expression that could only be described as unconditional love.  Talk about mixed emotions, he thought.


And now all sorts of thoughts began to fly through the man's mind.  Did he still want to do this?  Could he escape?  This animal of his could run nearly as fast as the old van and was decently agile for his size; there was no way he was going to be able to run.  And if the animal really wanted him the flimsy walls of the house might as well be made of soft butter.  He thought of grabbing a knife...  But wait, was this necessary?  Maybe he was just crazy.  Arthur was hungry.  That was all...


He walked up to the dog, looking him straight in the eye.  Gusts of hot breath hit his chest and face along with drops of saliva as the animal panted.  As he stared Arthur began to sniff him affectionately, even beginning to lick his face.  David couldn't help but smiling; it did feel good.  He felt his face covered with dog slobber, warm and slippery.  And at that moment his mind was made up.  Again he gazed into Arthur's eyes.  “Alright,” he said.  “Let's do this.”  


He stroked the huge head once again.  He took a moment to look around, at the house, his residence for so long.  The place that had been both a comfort and a nuisance.  He thought of his job, and how he could escape, and not have to endure the pressures of the glass ceiling.  And then he took a final look at his dog, this fantastically huge creature within whom he would remain.


And then he felt Arthur take hold of him.  The dog took him gently, closing his jaws around the human's head and shoulders and lifted him off the ground.  This was it.  For a second he worried that he would suffer the same fate as the deer and have his spine crushed.  But the grip was gentle, albeit tight.  Twisting his head he caught a glimpse of the throat, the vast living cave so ready to welcome him.  Arthur shifted his grip a little, pulling his meal in with his tongue and tilting his head back a little.  Sensing this David decided spur of the moment that he did not want his arms pined at his sides.  S his head drew closer to the cavern before him he thrust his arms in ahead.  Arthur seemed to gag a little, but continued.  


By the time David's head was in Arthur's throat most of the upper half of his body was in the dog's mouth.  As the process continued he felt his legs and feet move farther and farther from the ground.  Apparently he was getting eaten alive.  Perhaps the faithful creature simply didn't want to harm his master?  Not as if swallowing him alive would be any better than the alternative, but it was one thought of many David now experienced as he struggled to breath in the increasingly tight, stuffy confines.  He wondered how many other pets had eaten their owners.


He felt his knees at the edge of the canine maw.  His hands and upper torso were being pushed farther and farther into the esophagus, which curled tightly around his body.  It had been about a minute, and now as he felt the powerful tongue wrestle his feet further down he knew this was the end.  He'd considered struggling, but right now the layers of muscle surrounding him were a bit too powerful to rebel against.  The pressure around him was increasing as the esophagus began to rhythmically contract to force him on.


And then he felt the teeth close around his feet.  Most of his body, clothing and all was now within Arthur.  With his hands he could begin to feel the ribbed, muscular chamber in which he would have his last moments.  Any second, he thought, and he'd be there.  Arthur was apparently trying to catch his breath, which must have been hard considering his meal was still partly blocking his windpipe.  


For a split second David was left in suspense.  And then it happened: with another little tilt of the head Arthur swallowed.  That was it, whatever happened to the man was out of his conscious control.  A strong peristaltic wave beginning in the throat pushed the powerless human on.  It surrounded his entire body, mercilessly squeezing him closer to his fate.  As more of his arms and hands entered the stomach he could feel the folded, slimy space in greater detail.  It wasn't very big, that was for sure.  As he was wrestled in the organ began to expand, the swallowing muscles working against the weight of the rest of Arthur's organs which kept the stomach as compacted as possible.  As his legs and feet were forced through the hole he was pushed further inside, until finally his feet passed through and the hole sealed shut.


For a moment he tried to struggle, a panic setting in.  But it was of no use.  All around him were walls of pure muscle, clenching him.  Not to mention the weight of the other organs that were now resting on the stomach.  No amount of kicking or punching, he quickly found, would do him any good.  There was some air, albeit warm and putrid.  Unfortunately most of it was in a pocket near his feet, at the front of the chamber.  And then, in a powerful contraction he felt it squeezed out as Arthur let out a loud belch.  The sound resonated throughout the animal's chest, causing David to gasp with what little air he had left.


So this was it, the belly of the beast.  In a way he kind of envied the deer for being dead by this point.  Out of ideas he closed his eyes and waited for the inevitable to happen.  It was actually kind of relaxing once he accepted his fate.  It was warm, and most of the outside noises were muffled.  All he could hear were the faint sounds of Arthur's organs, systems bent on dissolving him and carrying his body away to stoke the engine that was this giant animal.  Occasionally the walls would contract around David, forcing him into a tighter and tighter fetal position.  As his supply of oxygen drifted off and he began to black out he felt a wetness all around him soaking into his clothing and covering his skin.  It began to fill the spaces around him, eventually displacing the air.  After a minute or two he felt a stinging sensation over much of his body, though by this point he was too comatose to care.


“Goodbye, Arthur.  Thanks for all those years...”  He trailed off as he fell asleep.


Arthur just stood there looking satisfied.  He had felt his master throughout the entire ordeal, squirming here and there and eventually hitting bottom.  The movements within continued for a minute, but he didn't care.  This was one of the most filling meals he'd ever had, and he was happy.  An overly-full stomach might make a human feel sick, but to this animal it was one of the best feelings possible.  Now he could sleep, now he wouldn't have to worry about hunting for a few days.  


His belly now sunk lower to the ground by about a foot.  Lazily he made his way toward his favorite spot in the living room and lay down, sprawled on his side like usual. It was too hard not for him to fall asleep, his body needing most of its energy for the task at hand.  But it was harder for him, he was anxious.  Usually David would be home and in bed, or maybe even out here next to him.  But now that could never happen again.  As Arthur dozed off he was, for the first time in years, lonely.


Dear Mr. Sherwin,


Despite what information you may have heard regarding the state of our company I can assure you that the situation is under control.  The guilty parties have been held responsible, and all conflicts reconciled.  In light of this we are pleased to offer you the position of Sales Manager for your branch...


The letter went on, but it made no difference now as it lay in a pile on the floor just after the mailman had arrived that afternoon.  Arthur had woken up a half hour ago, just in time to see the letters fall to the floor.  At hearing the noise he took up his post near the front door, staring at the pile.  Usually it wouldn't have been long until David came home.  But unfortunately David would not be returning, not ever again.  Somehow Arthur understood this, or at least accepted it.


The phone rang several times that day as coworkers and friends called to see how David was doing.  His executives called in hopes of learning why on earth he had not accepted his promotion.  At some point the police were even involved, though it would take them a week to get the necessary paperwork to search the house, not that they would find anything of interest.


For the moment what remained of David was still in Arthur.  During the dog's fifteen-hour nap most of his body had been reduced to a thick, soupy liquid by the powerful digestive juices.  All that remained consisted of a few scraps of the clothing David had had on along with some heavier bones, which could be heard hitting each other sometimes as the animal walked r as the stomach churned.  It would be another few hours or so for the stomach to finish its work.  


Meanwhile the former pet grew wrestles, his owner now mostly dematerialized and no longer able to provide structure to his life.  He took to pacing around the house, his belly swinging as he went.  He examined all the doors and windows on the first floor, staring our into the world.  As he grew more anxious he began to bang on them slightly, concentrating on the ones with the most give.  This was his house, and in the past he had considered it his duty to guard it.  But now this instinct grew less influential.  There was a whole other world out there, one which he had only caught glimpses of due to his human tether, of which Arthur had just broken free.  


He finally settled upon the back door, after a few hours of head butting seemed to yank out the hinges.  With a running start he attacked it head on, using his full weight to wrench it out.  Before him was the familiar back yard, with the high fences to keep the whole neighborhood from learning of him.  David had taught him not to lean on the fence, which would easily break under the dog's bulk.  But Arthur did not care anymore.  With another running start he rushed the fence at the back of the lot, this time leaping over it with a few feet of clearance.  Landing in the vacant lot behind his house he headed toward the edge of the suburb, letting his nose guide him to the woods.  Though he passed several homes along the way, at that point it was late enough that he managed to travel unseen.  


In a half hour he'd come to the edge of the forest, not to far from one of the fields David used to take him to.  After pausing to look back in the direction of his home, he turned back to the woods and bounded in.


Not many saw Arthur after that.  Some caught glimpses of him here and there, a couple people tried to befriend him, and one or two were privy to the same fate as David.  A lot of people reported finding inexplicably huge canine paw prints, and some even reported seeing some sort of “dog-man” in different parts of the country.  But ultimately Arthur remained free.


 The police had eventually investigated, searching through David's house.  They found the smashed in door and paw prints, but figured only that some sort of prank was being played, even when one of the two neighbors who knew of Arthur suggested to them that the man they were looking for had probably been thoroughly digested by that point.  A service was held, and the management position was given to one of David's coworkers.


Whatever had happened, many who knew him thought, David had definitely lost it.  Several of his coworkers agreed: here was someone creative, someone cooped up in a mundane job and looking for an escape.  And while no one ever seriously entertained the possibility that the man was eaten by his own pet, they all found it plausible that he would want to disappear.
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