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The Unleashed Moment
Anjan Goswami

The dusky Kolkata sky was tinged with oranges and purples as I
meandered down a bustling street near Laketown. The narrow, time-
worn alley was framed by ancient buildings on both sides, their history
peering down at every passerby. Deep in thought, I was oblivious to the
world around me until an aggressive bark broke my reverie.

Out of the descending twilight shadows, a formidable German Shep-
herd emerged, its intent to harm unmistakably clear in its eyes. The
dog’s growl, deep and menacing, seemed to rise from a primal place
of pure animosity. It wasn’t just a warning; it was a battle cry. The
dog’s muscles rippled under its fur, each stride bringing it closer with
a terrifying determination.

Now, I’ve always been someone who’s governed more by the logic of
the prefrontal cortex than the reactive impulses of the amygdala. But
in that chilling moment, a cold dread cascaded down my spine. I knew I
needed to think quickly. German Shepherds have a bite force of around
238 pounds per square inch (PSI). To put that in perspective, it only
takes about 130 PSI to break a human bone. With such formidable
power behind its jaws, a single bite could easily crush my hand or leg.

As these calculations raced through my mind, I knew I had to act
swiftly. Every story I’d heard about a dog’s hunting tactics, especially
their capability to knock a human down and aim for vulnerable spots,
flashed before me. I needed a defensive weapon, and my hiking shoe in
my hand was all I had. As I rapidly stepped back, preparing myself, the
dog lunged. Acting purely on instinct, I struck it with all my might, tar-
geting its jaw. To my surprise and relief, the force of my blow knocked
the dog to the ground. The thud of its body hitting the pavement was
accompanied by a pained yelp. It then retreated, tail tucked firmly be-
tween its legs, a stark contrast to the ferocious beast it was moments
ago.

Before I could regain my composure, an imposing figure, presum-
ably the dog’s owner, stormed over to me. The disparity between us was
evident. I was notably slimmer and possibly half his weight, standing
a good six inches shorter. This contrast, I suspected, only bolstered
his confidence, making him even more menacing. His face was a con-
torted mask of rage, each word he spat at me dripping with venom and
aggression. The situation seemed ready to explode into violence when
several rickshaw pullers, having been drawn by the ruckus, stepped in.
One of them, an eyewitness to the dog’s unprovoked aggression, began
advocating on my behalf.

However, the owner appeared relentless. In the heat of the moment,
I became acutely aware of my stance: shoe still held defensively, body
coiled, ready for a potential conflict. Perhaps it was this posture that
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held the irate man at bay. His anger might have matched, if not sur-
passed, the ferocity of his dog, and I surmised that he might not be as
merciful as his pet.

Behind him, more voices rose in a blend of curiosity and concern.
”Kaku, what happened?” someone inquired. As the owner passionately
recounted his skewed version of events, it was evident he was rallying
troops to his cause.

Taking a deep breath, I interjected, ”Sir, may I explain?” The rickshaw
puller reiterated his version, emphasizing my defensive stance against
the aggressive dog. A group of younger onlookers chimed in, advocating
reason and urging both of us to disengage. Yet, a stray voice questioned
my actions, insinuating provocation on my end.

Seeing no end to the mounting tension, I carefully slid my shoe back
on. ”I’m genuinely sorry for the harm to your dog,” I began, addressing
the owner directly, ”But I acted purely in self-defense. Your dog is for-
tunate that I wasn’t carrying my Smith & Wesson or my Karambit with
me in Kolkata. It would have been much worse for him.”

Inside my mind, I couldn’t help but wonder if the owner even knew
what a Smith & Wesson or a Karambit was. Perhaps he did, and realized
that escalating the situation further might not be in his best interest.
Or maybe he was simply taken aback by my unexpected assertiveness.
Regardless, it was clear to me that this confrontation needed to end.

I added, with a finality to my voice, ”Please, for the sake of others,
train your dog. And if you can’t control him, keep him on a leash.”

A whisper of self-dialogue murmured within me, an internal contem-
plation amidst the chaos of the moment. I felt a wave of unease, wishing
to remove myself from this scenario and its sudden, unprovoked human
aggression.

Taking a deep breath, I concluded, ”Let me leave now, and I suggest
you move on as well.” The gathered crowd, particularly the rickshaw
pullers, seemed to resonate with my reasoning.

Though the owner’s fury showed no sign of abating, the collective
disapproval from the crowd left him disoriented. Opting not to waste any
more words on him, I recalled a piece of wisdom from my grandfather,
”Never engage in an argument with the unreasonable; their perspective
rarely shifts.” With that, I moved on.

The evening transformed. The golden hues of dusk gave way to the
muted glow of streetlights. A gentle breeze attempted to soothe my rat-
tled nerves. While regret gnawed at me for having to defend myself
against the dog, I couldn’t help but speculate if the animal’s aggres-
sion was a learned behavior from its master. Shaking off the disturbing
event, I refocused my thoughts, diving deep into the contemplation that
had occupied me before the unforeseen altercation.

The End
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