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TO MY HUSBAND, STEN, AND MY FAMILY.


WE MAKE A GREAT TEAM!
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INTRODUCTION



BY SOPHIE GAMAND


There is no experience more humiliating for a dog than taking a bath. Soaking wet, they wiggle themselves out of our soapy grasp in a desperate attempt to escape their fate. Yet at that exact moment when they turn their miserable, sad eyes up at us, wet dogs are the sweetest, most heartwarming creatures in the world. They are angry yet trusting. They want to run away, but they hold on to us tightly in an intense embrace. Indeed, as Ambrose Bierce once wrote, “Wet dogs are the most aff ectionate creatures in the world.”


A long time ago, my dream was to become a veterinarian. I owned all sorts of pets, from my beloved bunny to my collection of snails, which I would study with scientific seriousness. I grew up with dogs: a pair of German shorthaired pointer sisters named Arpège and Ardoise, who lived freely on my parents’ property in a charming French village built more than a thousand years ago. The dogs would play in the garden and lounge in the sun all day, chasing lizards and mice. They were not allowed on the sofa or to go upstairs, but I remember, with joy, coming home after school and hearing them jump off the forbidden couch, or the sound of frantic claws on the hardwood floor as they rushed downstairs from our bedrooms. They knew the rules, but they decided to do exactly what they wanted to do as soon as we turned our backs. They were naughty and beautiful. A bath for them was a once-a-year experience. My father would give them a quick hose-down, holding them firmly by their collars as they stood stoically under the powerful stream of cold water.


In 2010, my husband-to-be, Sten, and I moved from Europe to New York City. Uprooted, I had to decide what new direction to take my career. It was an overwhelming time, but I realized that it also provided me with an opportunity to reinvent myself. Photography became a way for me to try to connect with people and take possession of my new surroundings and my new life. I brought my camera outside, and for the first time I aimed it at strangers. But I soon realized I was photographing the strangers’ dogs more often than the strangers themselves…
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