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Introduction
The same day that we
returned after two months
in California – having
decided that we would
not be moving back to the
States at the beginning of
our retirement – my wife
Dorothy and I took our
property off the market …
and ordered a puppy. Fritz
the Schnauzer arrived a
few weeks later and by the
end of June, 2003, we had
entered that unique society
of dog owners who people
London’s Paddington
Recreation Ground.
The society in which we were now to take our place remains a
unique one, an ever-changing kaleidoscope of dogs and their
owners. The dogs represent most of the popular breeds and many
of the mutt-like mixtures – and so do their accompanying humans,
who come from diverse nationalities and from many walks of life:
professionals and job seekers, young and old, family members and
loners. They are united in their love of dogs, and on the central
green of the park, on its walkways and at the café where they
gather after exercising their animals, they often let this affection
for dogs carry them into friendships that transcend park life and
involve many of them in additional social activities.
Fritz had been a member of the pack for about a year when I
decided to keep a daily record of his antics and the folkways of
the rest of the crew, human and canine. I have done so ever since.
I reasoned that not only would this furnish us with an insight into
the relationship of man and beast but that it would also provide a
glimpse into London life. Such a life, we know, is full of struggles
and tensions and these were certainly reflected in the chronicles

that followed. I have tried to make this record a candid and
accurate one.
Has any dog ever received as much dedicated attention as my
Fritz? Has any canine society ever received such scrutiny? We
turn to the diaries of Samuel Pepys for insights into London life
as it was experienced in the latter half of the 17th Century. No
wonder some wag has called me The Pepys of Pups – for my
project, with its analysis of London life as it was experienced in
the first two decades of the 21st Century, is now almost fourteen
years old.
I must thank all of those who provided photographs for this
project, the staff and management of the Rec itself, and my sisterin-law, Naomi, who assisted in editing. Special thanks go to
“London Janet,” Daisy-Mae’s mom, for designing the cover of
Volume X – one that features Daisy-Mae herself, and for many of
the aforementioned photos as well.
I published the first four volumes of “Life Among The Dog People
of Paddington Rec” in a traditional print format and these are all
still available either directly from the publisher at Authorhouse.
com or Authorhouse.co.uk or from Amazon.co.uk, from Amazon.
com or from any of the other online booksellers. These include:
Volume I: Strictly Come Barking, published in 2008 and covering
the years 2004-2005.
Volume II: Have I Got Dogs For You!, published in 2010 and
covering the years 2005-2006.
Volume III: DSI: Dog Scene Investigation, published in 2011 and
covering the years 2006-2007.
Volume IV: A Doggy Day in London Town, published in 2012 and
covering the years 2007-2008.
In 2013, with Volume V, however, I was able to switch to a new
publication format, making Invasion of The Biscuit Snatchers
(covering the years 2008-2009) available in e-book format, free
for all who want to follow this story by going to my website:
anthonylinick.com. Click here.

Volume VI, My Dog’s Breakfast, covering the years 2009-2010,
was published in 2014 and is available at anthonylinick.com.
Click here.
Volume VII, covering the years 2010-2011 is called The Great
British Bark Off. It was published in 2015 and you will find it too
on my website, anthonylinick.com. To download click here.
Volume VIII, “And Your Little Dog, Too,” published in 2016,
covers the years 2011-2012. You will find it too on my website,
anthonylinick.com. To download click here.
Volume IX, The Dogshank Redemption, published in 2017, covers
the years 2012-2013. You will find it as well on my website,
anthonylinick.com. To download click here.
The present volume, Volume X, Dog Day Aftermath, covers
the years 2013-2014. You will find it now on my website,
anthonylinick.com.
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(From left): Georgie, Makiko and Davide enjoy summer in the Rec.

“Dog Day Aftermath”

Saturday, June 1:
I am still wearing my leather jacket as Fritz the Schnauzer
and I begin our morning in the park. It is official: London is
experiencing its coldest spring in fifty years – and today is no
exception to this pattern. Sun is expected later in the day but just
now it is gray and chilly – as usual. I am more than a little weary
(after a day’s ramble on the Capital Ring yesterday and Georgie’s
birthday party last night) and so I don’t mind my dog’s slow pace
as he samples the grass shoots on the left side of our walkway.
The usual Saturday morning activity has yet to blossom in Maida
Vale’s Paddington Recreation Ground but there are already plenty
of joggers about and footie players are limbering up on the pitches
right and left as we make our way forward to the park’s café. Fritz
rushes over the greet Renata’s toy Poodle, Maxi, and then we
continue on down the Randolph roadway, today getting almost as
far as the gate on Randolph Avenue itself. Walking down from the
summit of the park’s only hill (and it is an artificial creation) is
Janet – accompanied by the naughty Shih-Tzu, Daisy-Mae. Fritz
pays no attention to them or to Rebel, the mid-sized black dog
with the grey muzzle, heading toward us on the roadway.
When we return to the café we are greeted by a most unusual
sight; the fenced doggy compound in which we dog people take
our morning refreshment is sealed off in lurid yellow tape bearing
the legends, “Happy Birthday” and “Party in Progress” as Dan,
in shorts, makes the final preparations for the tenth birthday
celebrations of his Pug, the infamous Winnie. The coffees are
on Dan today and he has brought a veritable feast, a hedgehogshaped cake from Marks and Spencer for the owners and a platter
of chopped chicken morsels and a brick of stilton for their pets.
In addition, he has a bottle of Buck’s Fizz for us to drink and I am
made to pretend that I am pouring a sample for the birthday girl
in a staged group photo that we are soon forced to participate in –
crowded around Winnie’s chair, bent over and grinning like idiots.
At least I escape a cardboard birthday crown – which most of the
other participants have donned. Today my fellow diners include
not only Georgie, Renata, Janet and Dan but also Ofra, Peter,
Ellen, Hanna and Karen –with Vlad, as usual, occupying a little
corner table on his own. The dogs do have a fine time with all
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these treats but even so I am besieged by requests for dog biscuits.
Vlad’s Rhodesian Ridgeback, Tara, and Georgie’s Yorkie, Sparkie,
are my repeat customers today – and, of course, the immensely
greedy Bailey, Ofra’s Cavalier King Charles Spaniel – who is
limited to no more than five-a-day from my blue bag.
Many of those present were also participants in Georgie’s birthday
(one of those many social events that have outgrown the once
casual meeting of dog owners exercising their pets in our park).
Ten of us met this time at a Persian Restaurant, on the Harrow
Road, called Pars, and we had a really good time, bringing our
own booze and overeating outrageously – I came home with
a huge doggy bag of lamb and chicken morsels for Fritz. The
highlight of the evening came when a chap, described by Karen
as an aging Californian porn star, fell in love with our German
senior citizen, Renata, and tried to extract her telephone number.
Karen had prepared a birthday cake but we agreed to save it for
the morrow and now we will have to save it for another day as
well since Dan has done such a good job of provisioning our
table. After we have been seated under our green umbrella for
half-an-hour or so two new owners arrive, Makiko with a second
Pug, Emilio, and Michaela with the newly-shorn Cairn, Skye.
Michaela, seeing all the yellow tape, says that the place looks
like a crime scene. These ladies are all made to admire Winnie’s
pearl necklace, a gift from another Pug owner, Cheryl. Ofra says
she wants one just like it but I have to tell our Israeli friend that
the pendant bears the same Maltese Cross shape favored by Nazi
officers. Dan is not offended by this comparison – everyone,
especially the joggers, knows that there is a bit of the Gestapo in
Winnie.
Sunday, June 2:
I can tell that we have a lovely day outside, though the
temperature is unknown – for the window cleaner, after many
unsuccessful attempts, has finally sent the outdoor thermometer
into outer space. I take a chance with sweatshirt only (no jacket)
and this is a gesture soon rewarded by mild temperatures under
sunny skies – a perfect spring day. Daisy-Mae, accompanied by
Janet, comes into the park just behind us but this pair is soon far
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ahead as Fritz, enchanted by the lush grass, has to sample the
succulent shoots. Renata is sitting on a bench at the head of the
track, soaking up the sunshine, and Fritz and Maxi make some
progress together – but we are on our own when we reach the gate
to the environmental area. I try to get to this gate first, since dogs
are enjoined here, but today Fritz manages to get here before me
and I have to plough through the meadow in order to hook him by
the collar and get him moving forward again. On the Randolph
roadway we meet Hanna, here this morning with her frequent
charge, Yoyo, the black Schnauzer, and we follow them around
for a while – entering the dark precincts between tennis courts
and the central green – emerging at the new water feature, one
that has evidently been vandalized a number of times recently.
Fritz continues on toward the Grantully gate and then we cross the
green to reach the café just as it is opening its door for the Sunday
hordes.
Today we have Hanna, Janet, Georgie, Dan, Wendy, Makiko,
Ofra, Peter and Ellen. There are a few defections… Dan’s partner
Davide, our BA steward, is back from Johannesburg but he is
picking up his new Fiat Panda (named Pandora, evidently) and
Karen has taken her Dudley, the lively Coton de Tulear, on the
back of her Vespa to Hyde Park. The dogs manage to behave
themselves tolerably well today and no one rushes the fence to
warn intruding canines not to come in here. Emilio, Makiko’s
Pug, does resume his jeremiad, warning us in the strongest barks
possible, that Daisy-Mae, his bête-noir, is lurking in the shadows.
The Shih-Tzu in question does form part of the biscuit-seeking
queue at my feet; Sparkie and Bailey have been here for some
time and I even manage to find some biscuit shards for Wendy’s
toothless Bichon, T-bone. The owners have a treat as well – this
is the birthday cake that Karen bought for Georgie on Friday. We
were too stuffed to dig into it at the Persian restaurant on the night
in question and the next day, when we were supposed to have it
with our morning coffee, the table was already laden with goodies
in honor of Winnie’s birthday. So we eat it now. Poor Bailey,
seeing this food on the tabletop, jumps into Ofra’s lap and looks
longingly at the prize.
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Dan has added photos taken during the festive ceremonies
yesterday to his Facebook page and has received 33 “likes.” I ask
if there were any “dislikes” but he doesn’t think this is allowed – a
further illustration of the fatuous nature of the enterprise. He does
read some pointed comments, including several that describe the
proud daddy as “bonkers.” Today Dan employs his photographic
skills in taking pictures of an ancient wind-up phonograph (for
kids, I assume) that Makiko has brought with her. Dan is again
wearing shorts and Makiko says, “You look just like a little boy
off on a fishing trip.” Hanna is leafing through a fashion mag
and discovers some sexually ambiguous designer clothes for
walkers – ones she is sure I would like to try out (not!). All of
these people are expected at my annual bring-on-the-summer
party this afternoon and there are many questions about the efforts
of Leonard, the caterer. I have promised to be home by 10:30, in
case he wants to come early, so Fritz and I take off on our own.
“It starts at 2:00?” Janet asks. “No, 3:00,” I reply. “I told Karen
2:00,” she says, “I better text her.”
Monday, June 3:
Fritz and I hit the streets as I carry with me a blue sack of empty
wine bottles – all produced at yesterday afternoon’s party and
ready for today’s recycling lorry. We are both a bit tired after the
aforementioned festivity – an afternoon of great excitement for the
dog. First he had a long walk with Hanna, who had arrived halfan-hour too early, then he was repeatedly torn between rushing to
the front door to greet the next guest and haunting the food trays
that were making the rounds. Dan made the mistake of holding
one hors d’oeuvre too close to the carpet and the dog tasted his
first bacon-wrapped asparagus spear. Fritz did manage to eat most
of his own dinner, which means that my guests must not have fed
him too may treats – he is still dining, in part, on leftovers from
Friday night’s Persian restaurant.
The weather today is as lovely as yesterday’s version and I am
again able to leave the house without a jacket – having at last
discovered and restored the missing outdoor thermometer. We
make slow progress along the back walkways – though Fritz does
interrupt his grass sampling to greet the fuzzy white Blanco. Janet
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now comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae and Karen’s Dudley –
we note that even though she left Heathrow at 10:00 last night
that Karen is probably only half way to Australia at this point.
I am hoping that Fritz will form part of a pack with these dogs
for a little speedy forward progress – but the opposite occurs.
Perhaps spooked by the shrieks of the Paddington Academy kids
in the most distant pitch he turns tail and begins to head back
the way we have come in. At least he isn’t heading for home
and the reversal of directions does permit a rendezvous with the
enthusiastic Millie, whose owner, Natasha, tells me that the new
Leonardo DiCaprio Great Gatsby has a Miniature Schnauzer in it.
As we reach the Morshead roadway we can see Georgie entering
with Sparkie, the Labrador Callie, and Skye. We follow this party
out to the middle of the green and I have high hopes that we can
now head to the café but Fritz eludes capture and we are soon
climbing to the top of Mr. Bannister on the newly paved walkway.
On top we meet Ofra, who says that Fritz has lost weight. People
often say this after he has had a haircut but Ofra sees other signs
of slimness. I tell her that he once weighed over ten kilos and now
he is down to a slim 8.8. We descend and head for the café, where
their dad is maneuvering the triple-wide buggy so that the triplets
can get into the forecourt.
Our group this morning includes Georgie, Ofra and Janet, of
course, but also Davide, Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Renata and Makiko.
The recently bereaved Ellen apologizes for not making it to the
party yesterday afternoon (“I’m not very good company these
days”) but Ofra, wanting no malingerers, insists that she must
come the next time the dog people have a party. Peter says that
he had a surprisingly good diabetes reading after the festivities.
I have to explain who some of the non-dog people at my party
were – mostly former colleagues from the American School,
some of whom stayed on a extra two hours. (No one mentions
that in the middle of the party someone dialed the number of
Renata’s admirer from the Persian restaurant and that she actually
conducted a conversation in halting Italian with the masher.)
Davide now has to answer many questions about his new car. He
says that the Fiat Panda has a lot less power than his old Golf –
“sort of like driving a scooter with a hard roof.”
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Tuesday, June 4:
Well, I don’t have a doctor’s appointment today – a conclusion
reached only after I had spent twenty minutes dialing my surgery
at 8:00 this morning (as I was advised to do yesterday, when
they were able to give me an appointment eight days hence) –
only to be told, after enumerable busy signals and call back later
warnings, that all four empty slots for today were now gone. It
is a nice day to be outside, at any rate, and when, an hour later,
we head for the park I am able to do so without any need for my
leather jacket. Janet is soon coming in behind us with DaisyMae and Dudley. The latter, I learn, is really supposed to be at
Georgie’s but Georgie already has her own Sparkie plus Callie,
Skye and Bella and was even scheduled to have Luna and Luci
again. From Janet I learn the very unpleasant news that Yara has
now moved to a flat where dogs are not permitted and that she is
even trying to find a new owner for her pets.
To my surprise Fritz falls into line with Daisy-Mae and Dudley,
as though he might be missing something, and he trots along
speedily. He even reaches the Carlton roadway first and we
have to call him back in order to join us as we turn left and
begin our walk over the top of Mt. Bannister. A man on a noisy
lawnmower is heading our way along the roadway and after we
have descended on the other side (abandoning Janet and her party)
we turn left on the Randolph roadway – where the way forward is
halted by roadworks, a noisy jackhammer already at work. Fritz
begins to circle the hill he has just surmounted and we are soon in
the parking lot – where a blue car, driving dangerously fast back
here, narrowly misses him. We pass through the doggy compound,
where another gardener is employing a noisy hedge trimmer.
Screaming kids seem almost preferable after this onslaught (there
are plenty on the green) and so we head for the café – where Janet
is now seated with Matthew, Makiko, Hanna, Georgie, Ofra,
Renata, Davide, Peter and Ellen.
Davide is complaining of shoulder pain and so, after he has
finished his ciabatta sandwich, his espresso and his cigarette, he
answers Hanna’s summons, takes her chair and submits to an
on-the-spot Reiki treatment. Hanna is in one of her manic moods
(having affronted Linda yesterday by refusing to define what a
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“head shop” was and objecting vociferously to Renata’s cigarette
smoke today) and we are about to experience another longremembered incident. A mom and dad are accompanying their
daughter through the forecourt but as they near our compound
the little girl bends forward and vomits. Dramatically Hanna now
decides to register this as an affront, demanding to know why this
act was not performed elsewhere and claiming that now, having
witnessed this all too human moment, she feels like throwing
up too. The parents of the little girl are deeply offended by this
interjection, which the little girl must certainly have heard as well,
but they are not the only ones. Led by Janet there is universal
condemnation of Hanna’s comments, as though such moments are
subject to anyone’s control, and soon we have quite a fight – with
an irate Janet and an unrepentant Hanna agreeing never to speak
to one another again. And it had been such a nice spring morning.
Wednesday, June 5:
It is again bright and sunny but not quite as warm as it has been
of late – a fact I discover to my chagrin when I enter the park
without a jacket. I have left something else behind – my supply
of poo poo bags! Fortunately I do have my capacious blue biscuit
sack, the contents of which are soon deposited in a front pocket so
that I can tear the bag itself into useful sections. (Yesterday Hanna
also chided me for having repaired a hole in this bag with a piece
of tape; I should have replaced it altogether.) Behind us the owner
of Callie is coming in with his dog for delivery to Georgie and we
have two Golden Retrievers: Saskia’s Buddy and Sinbad. Buddy
is soon stationed at my feet and rewarded with a biscuit but he
gets the order wrong and starts to bark vociferously after eating
the treat. I have to put Fritz on lead just in order to make some
progress and soon we are at the café, where he goes free again.
As we complete our time in the doggy compound on the Carlton
roadway we encounter a school bus disgorging yet another group
of kids. Long ago we had to accept the presence of neighborhood
children, whose schools had sold off their own playing fields, but
this new lot is from the Portland Place School. I do not know why
it is necessary to bus them to Paddington Rec – but I assume that
this is because the 197 hectares of Regent’s Park, two blocks away
from this school, have somehow proved unsuitable.
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As I return from the café with my coffee cup I can see that out
in the middle of the green the triplets are trying out their sea
legs – their arms in the “I surrender” position for greater balance.
Passing them is Janet, who has an early art class today, and
that means that I won’t be able to talk to her about yesterday’s
contretemps – I have been dreading a renewal of hostilities
this morning. Our somewhat reduced group includes Georgie,
Davide, Peter, Ellen, Makiko, Renata and Ofra – but after ten
peaceful minutes Hanna arrives, loudly proclaiming, “Well, here
comes the leper!” No one responds to this provocation and she
goes into the café to place her order while Yoyo jumps into my
lap – where she remains for the rest of the session. There is no
reference to yesterday’s incident at all: Davide is complaining that
he must wait in tomorrow morning for the plumbers, Georgie is
complaining of the cold, Makiko has to be told what a leper is and
Renata, whose hearing aid is whistling this morning, thinks Hanna
said “leopard.”
I dig all the loose biscuits out of my pocket and distribute these
to Skye and Bailey, with Lucky, Sparkie, Winnie and even Fritz
accepting a treat or two as well. What really interests Fritz is
Ellen’s purse and he soon lays siege to this object – “We don’t
call him The Pursebuster for nothing,” I say. Much earlier than
usual Davide leads a back passage walkround – but on the way he
receives a call on his mobile phone to indicate that the plumbers
are on their way to his house now. Georgie has five dogs on
lead and only Callie manages to complete the park walk without
pausing for a poo – Dudley, Bella, Sparkie and Skye all chip in.
“You’re going to have a sore back,” I tell Georgie – after that lady
has bent over for the fourth time. As we reach the cypress trees we
meet up with the two resident Pomeranians – confusingly named
Buddy and Sparkie.
Thursday, June 6:
I decide to take my leather jacket with me today – it is sunny
outside but yesterday I was actually cold and so I think I will be
more comfortable with an extra layer. Almost as soon as we have
entered Janet comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae. Janet has been
reading the online letters to Labour Party’s Westminster North
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newsletter and is incensed over the suggestion of one constituent
that all dogs in Paddington Rec need to be on lead. She says she
is going to write back suggesting that this is not the solution to
the dog poo problem – and she will call for regular visits from
the animal warden to enforce existing rules. Fritz manages to
keep in touch with the party today but just before we reach the
Carlton roadway we are swamped by kids in yellow shirts and
this complicates our passage. One little girl pauses to pet the dog,
others recoil in disgust because he has lifted his leg to pee, and we
have the obligatory screeching over the presence of any dog – all
this spooks Fritz and he dashes into the café forecourt as Janet and
Daisy-Mae head for the walkway over Mt. Bannister. Our route
takes us along the Randolph roadway but long before we reach the
gate the dog turns around so I put him back on lead and we can
return to the café.
This is not so easy a process since workers are patching parts of
the surface we are using and when we do sit down at our outdoor
table we have to contend with the noise of a jackhammer nearby.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Peter,
Ellen, Renata, Makiko and Hanna. Makiko has a meeting and
will leave early, her place taken by Davide. Then we have a visit
from the owner of Whisky and Soda, the Cavachons (see Volume
IX). Dudley has now taken up residence with Georgie but he
is not allowed to roam freely on the green, which Karen would
permit, and he looks a pathetic sight as he paws at the bars of the
gate. Fritz has his eyes on this spot as well, hoping to sneak out
when Lucky the Corgi and Jack the Jack Russell depart. Lucky,
incidentally, has been poking her nose into Renata’s trousers and
leaving wet marks and there are objections to this. I have a new
biscuit bag today (perforce) but every time I offer any treat to any
dog Skye lunges forward and tries to snatch it away.
Makiko has brought a box of strawberries but these are denounced
as not sweet enough and Hanna has a recipe for dipping them in
icing sugar and balsamic vinegar. Peter has been complaining
about hay fever symptoms and Hanna wants him to coat his
nose with Vaseline every morning. Makiko says that the elderly
caretaker at Elgin Mansions has died, requesting only that
someone bring his dustcart to the funeral. The temperature has
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been rising while we have been chatting and no one seems to want
to make a move so, after almost an hour out here, I decide to do
this on my own. Fritz is always glad to get moving and we do so
by using the Morshead roadway. (For once I have to be on my
guard not to let Dudley escape from our compound as we exit.)
On the way home we meet one little Poodle with a big stick in his
mouth and a bustling all-black French Bulldog, who rushes over
to give Fritz a sniff.
Friday, June 7:
It has been raining a bit and the streets are still damp as Fritz and
I head for the park on a bright but sunless June morning. I am
wearing my jacket again – even though today is supposed to be,
by recent standards, a scorcher. Behind us I can see Tony, Callie’s
owner, moving slowly along with his ancient Lab – but when this
dog does catch up with us she is in the care of Janet – who has
been entrusted to turn Callie over to Georgie at the café. Once
again Fritz seems to accept the stimulus of a canine caravan in
order to join Daisy-Mae and Callie in a steady forward progress.
Out on the green we spot Linda with her Schnauzer, Pepper, and
the neighbor’s Jack Russell, Chica, and – as I have not seen her in
a while – I accompany this party on a circuit of the green as far as
the Grantully gate; then Fritz goes back on lead for a march back
across the grass to the café.
This morning we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Davide, Hanna, Peter,
Ellen and Makiko – who has also brought Matthew (her friend,
not her husband of the same name). Yoyo spends the entire session
in my lap and Hanna says that I am lucky she hasn’t taken several
sips out of my coffee cup. Her presence does have the advantage
of discouraging a lot of the other dogs – who can’t get at me as
easily. Bailey has to content himself, for instance, in eyeing some
marmalade-covered pieces of toast on Hanna’s plate. Georgie will
again have quite a houseful today – for in addition to her own
Sparkie she has Callie, Skye and little Bella – who is delivered by
her owner, the vet Danielle, while we sip our drinks. Every now
and then Peter rises to search the horizon. It turns out that he is
looking for Jackie, who will turn over to him (also for the day)
her Toy Poodle, the feisty Bobby. Emilio’s face has its usual pink
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highlight and I suggest that he is the only dog in the park who
needs factor thirty sun block on his tongue.
Matthew and Makiko keep up a non-stop chatter dealing with
personalities that none of the rest of us know – and I find this
digression to be most annoying. Ofra keeps trying to find a way
into this conversation – she is talking about her army service and
work for El Al. Davide, meanwhile, is complaining that one of
the park’s personal trainers is always posing – and when others
chide him for paying any attention to this he says the chap is
hard to ignore. Hanna is looking at the paper with news of the
latest movie fare (Michael Douglas as Liberace) and this causes
her to declare her love for such films at Cinema Paradiso and Il
Postino. I point out that the latter is a paean to Pablo Neruda and
that, by chance, I got a postcard yesterday from the poet’s home
in Chile – sent weeks ago by Gavan. Peter is collecting horse and
lottery money and this leads to an extended reverie on what each
of would do if we actually won big (Ofra = buy that elusive car).
We get up to start for home but Peter has to be left behind; he is
still on his feet – searching the horizon for the missing Bobby. On
the back passage we have to explain to Makiko exactly what is
conveyed by the word “candelabra.”
Saturday, June 8:
Again I am fooled by the bright skies and again I am
uncomfortably cold without my jacket. There is a chill wind
blowing across the park and this is but one of the factors that
somehow discomfits the dog. (Those screaming children up ahead
is another problem for him.) He spends a lot of time selecting
grass shoots and neither Daisy-Mae nor Maxi can charm him into
getting a move on. Suspecting that he is about to turn tail I put
his lead on and in this fashion we at last reach the green. Peter is
standing on the margins of this space; he is predicting that we will
soon have a cold time of it at coffee since the sun can’t reach us
here – even though the umbrella has been left unfurled. Still on
lead, Fritz now completes a circuit of Mt. Bannister. There are a
couple of balls lying on the walkway outside the tennis courts and,
experimentally, he does carry one in his teeth for a while, but soon
he loses interest. When we get back to the café I hand the lead
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over to Peter but now I am overfaced by the length of the coffee
queue; fortunately Hanna volunteers to fetch my cappuccino for
me and I can take a seat.
In addition to Peter and Hanna we also have Ofra, Janet, Georgie,
Dan, Debbie, Renata and Makiko this morning – though Peter,
discouraged by the length of the coffee queue, the absence of
Ellen, and the chill wind, decides to head for home early on. I tell
Makiko that I have spent my first FaceTime – as Gavan buzzed
in yesterday afternoon so we could discuss August walking plans
and I just happened to be working on my computer at the time.
As I held up my machine Gavan got to see Fritz and my window
boxes as bonuses for this gesture. Hanna now complains that
the Schnauzer bumper sticker photo that Gavan had taken in
Connecticut has gone missing from her new phone and I have to
promise to look for another version. Ofra, of course, is obsessed
with finding the right used car on Dan’s phone. Now she seems to
have her eye on a used convertible Fiat Quattrocento in baby blue
– but Dan can’t find one at the right price. Renata wants to know
if Dan can get her tickets for a forthcoming Rolling Stones concert
(no) but Dan does add that a ticket to the recently concluded
James McAvoy version of Macbeth changed hands for £900.
Fritz, freed from his lead, is haunting the gate on the green side
of our compound and I am certain that he is planning an escape
attempt. He is unsuccessful when Ben, Danielle’s boyfriend,
arrives to claim Bella, but when Walid, out walking with Yara’s
Lhasa Apsos, Luna and Luci, opens the gate, my dog at last sees
his chance and he is off. Georgie, sitting nearest the gate, is up
like a shot and, lead in hand, she begins her deadly pursuit. I can
see that Fritz is leading her a merry chase and at one point I think
he is about to nose onto the running track. At last she comes back
across the green with the miscreant on lead. I tell Hanna that
Georgie will have charge of my dog when I head for Jersey in
two weeks and that this has just been good practice. Hanna places
the shivering dog in her lap for the rest of the session – Fritz
won’t take any biscuits but Bailey, Skye, Daisy-Mae and Sparkie
are here to take up the slack. Ofra joins us for the back passage
walkround today. She complains that Bailey is so hard of hearing
that he never answers her calls but I think this is more a case of
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selective hearing – like all of our dogs, Bailey hears only when
there is something in it for him.
Sunday, June 9:
It is decidedly gray this morning and I can tell from my outdoor
thermometer that no one would call it warm. When Fritz and I
reach our entrance I propose we turn right, instead of our usual left
(remembering yesterday’s epic malingering) and this suggestion
finds favor with my animal. He seems to be in sprightly spirits
(yesterday he threw up his portion of morning grass on the newly
cleaned living room carpet) and he even gets well ahead of me
as we begin a circle of the green. There is some indecision over
which way to go when we reach the Randolph roadway and I
even lose track of him for a few seconds. Eventually he decides
to head down the tennis court alley; here we meet a woman with
a Cavalier. She says that her usual home base is Queen’s Park and
that she knows two really nasty Schnauzers there – adding, “but it
all depends on how you bring them up.”
We have only a small turnout this morning – and, listening to all
the complaints about the weather – we don’t have to spend much
time trying to figure out the reason for this paltry showing. Dan
is here and so are Peter, Ellen, Makiko, Janet, Georgie and Ofra.
The latter is involved in a minute analysis of a recent purchase of
an electronic toothbrush, with Dan and Makiko eagerly disputing
her claims – Makiko in particular is sure that there is something
sinister in the low price paid by her friend – her perpetual feeding
at the Internet trough has even unearthed an electronic toothbrush
price war conspiracy. “Do you suppose,” I interject, “that at some
other café in some other park people are, at this very moment,
discussing the candidates for the next Nobel literature prize or the
latest plans for peace in the Mideast – or are they, too, trying to
figure out which toothbrush has the fastest spin?” This is taken in
good spirit and Janet says that a much more profound matter was
discussed before I sat down – last night’s unscheduled live egg
pelting of Simon Cowell by a disgruntled member of a backing
group. This leads Dan to denounce the outcome of the show, in
which a group from Hungary won Britain’s Got Talent. “How can
Hungarians even compete on a show with such a name?” he wants
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to know. Others tend to agree but Makiko, tongue in cheek, says
that Dan is just a far right racist and that, no doubt, he was part of
the gang who set fire to an Islamic Centre in Muswell Hill earlier
this week.
Fritz seems a little more comfortable this morning – no haunting
of the gates. But he takes no sustenance, leaving that to the usual
suspects – now Dudley is scraping away at my sleeve the way
Bailey does. I never hand a biscuit to either Lucky or Skye (unless
I forget myself) because I want to retain all five fingers. I toss
them their treats – but today this gesture goes awry. A biscuit
intended for Skye is snatched at by Lucky and the two dogs get
into a furious fight. No one wants to stick a hand into this melee
– though Georgie does throw her keys. A minute later the dogs
have forgotten all about it and I don’t discover any fur patches
on the floor. Rather earlier than usual we begin our back passage
walkround but today there is an incident that underlines some of
the cultural tensions under which we live in London today. We
have gotten no further then the kiddies playground when two
big boys on bicycles come riding up behind us in the narrow
defile. Janet pauses to let them pass but one of them, staring at
the assemblage of small canines at his feet, says, “I’m a Moslem
– I’m not allowed to touch dogs.” “No one is asking you to touch
them,” Janet replies equably, “we just want you to ride by.” This
act is accomplished at last and we continue forward without
further problems. No one has remembered to mention that you are
not allowed to ride bicycles in Paddington Rec.
Monday, June 10:
There has been no improvement in the weather as Fritz and
I, pausing briefly to add a black refuse bag to the bin outside
our usual entrance, begin our walk in the park. I keep the dog
moving in an orderly fashion, not wanting any more grazing than
necessary, and we have soon reached the cypress trees. Here
Celine is heading toward us with a hard-charging Ziggy. Fritz
takes exception to this behavior and discourages the porcupine
dog (try thinking of a Whippet with spines) with a dismissive
snort. We continue on to the café and then, dodging the paving
machine, down the Randolph roadway. Here we meet Hanna
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– shivering in spite of the purchase of a pink down-filled coat
yesterday. While Fritz and I are turning around at the Randolph
gate she is busy scouting out another tennis ball – one of which
she finds in a bin. Thereafter there is some ball chasing out on the
green, indeed I leave them out there while I head in to join the
coffee queue.
We have a very small turnout this morning, just Janet, Georgie,
Ofra, Renata, Hanna and, after half-an-hour, Makiko. It seems
very strange to have neither Peter nor Ellen present and there is a
great empty gap on one side of the table. After a while Tim comes
by to deliver Yoyo to Hanna and the black Schnauzer joins the
queue at my knees. Fritz manages to take in a few biscuits himself
this morning – that is when he can be fed without Skye snatching
at every treat. Bailey (when he is not humping Dudley) is another
constant customer. Hanna can’t decide whether to head for High
Street Ken or to Portobello today; evidently she takes Yoyo on the
bus with her – Yoyo prefers a window seat.
Janet has brought in a box of Lancome facial peel today and this is
studied with great thoroughness by Ofra – in spite of the fact that
her glasses (purchased at Primark) are hardly adequate for the fine
print. (She has lost her real glasses, “and about half of my life.”)
She now describes for us the outfit she wore to an Israeli film
festival last night, though Makiko is clearly very dubious when
Ofra tells us she wore shorts over her tights. Still, the outfit must
have its effect since one of the other filmgoers wanted to know if
Ricky were there with his wife or his girlfriend. Ofra is wearing a
khaki jacket today – she is cold too – one that belonged to her son
Guy when he was a little boy. Hanna is still complaining about the
chilly temperatures as she describes an expedition to Oxford Street
and Edgware Road yesterday. She says that Romanians have taken
over the panhandling franchise in the West End and that they have
colonized a grassy area in the shadows of Marble Arch. Edgware
Road was also found wanting – she likes the Lebanese food but
she says that all the shisha smokers make her very uncomfortable
with their x-ray eyes. Our back passage walkround is slowed by
an extended wrestling match on the five-a-side pitch, one featuring
Dudley and Daisy-Mae. At last we reach our exit. Renata says that
she misses her gloves – having lost all feeling in her frigid fingers.
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Tuesday, June 11:
It it is a bit milder this morning, though gray continues to
outweigh blue in the skies above Paddington Rec. Fritz makes a
lively enough start this morning and we have soon reached the
central green and begun our stroll down the patchwork Randolph
roadway – at least the pavers have departed the scene. We now
meet Holly, a delightful, small, almost white Miniature Schnauzer
– who comes bustling up. Also heading our way us is Saskia, with
blonde baby Romy in her pushchair – and this must mean that
Buddy cannot be far behind. Soon the Golden Retriever spots me
and rushes forward to assume a supplicating posture at my feet. At
least this time he gets the order right – barking before the biscuit
treat rather than after. Saskia says that the poor fellow has been
on steroids for some time and that these always make him hungry.
She asks me about my summer walking plans and I describe the
round-Jersey walk I have scheduled for later this month and an
eight-day expedition in Scotland in August. (What I can’t figure
out is how she knows about my walking adventures in the first
place.) I need to make a quick getaway this morning so I put Fritz
on lead for the rest of our walk around the foot of Mt. Bannister.
Back at the café I hand Fritz over to Peter; Ellen asks me if they
are open yet and I can confirm this – becoming the first customer
of the day. When I return others have joined us – Ofra, Janet,
Georgie and Wendy. (The latter has been having throat problems
for so long that she can only talk in a whisper.) Janet has brought
her camera with her today but there is not much going on. She is
contemplating getting a new phone and there is much chatter on
what to get and where to get it – in spite of the fact that neither
of our resident experts (Dan or Makiko) is present this morning.
Janet also discusses her own travel plans – for at the end of July
she will spend almost two weeks in North America, including a
Cape Cod visit with ex-Pad Rec doggy member, Liz.
Ellen says that she has tried to buy more tripe sticks in Kilburn but
that they were out of this item of canine cuisine and she has had
to make do with chicken sticks instead. There are no complaints
coming from our beasts and the package is soon consumed – this
also means that I am the sole source of sustenance now and all
the usual suspects call by – some of them even get biscuits before
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Skye can snatch them away. After about twenty minutes I have
to make my excuses – since I have an appointment at the surgery
on Randolph Avenue. We head down the Morshead roadway,
soon meeting my ex-colleague, the seldom seen Suzanne, and
her Springer, Sunny. By the time I have left the park I have at last
figured out how Saskia knew all about my walking adventures
– these are always mentioned on my holiday greeting cards.
I’m glad I rushed my early morning schedule so that I would be
in time for my 10:20 appointment – especially since I am only
ushered in at 11:05.
Wednesday, June 12:
It will be a fight in the skies today – as the sun does make some
effort to penetrate the ceiling of gray clouds. There is a bit of a
wind to keep temperatures depressed but it is not that unpleasant
as Fritz, urged steadily forward by the gentle nudge of my boot,
makes his way along the back walkways of the Rec. When we
reach the green he spots Ellen, out on the grass with Lucky
and Jack, and he insists on rushing out to greet them all. I am
expecting that he will rejoin me for some additional perambulation
duties but now he is distracted by Janet and Davide, also out on
the green and thereafter he trots toward the Morshead roadway
– where Georgie is just arriving with Skye, Sparkie, Callie, and
Dudley. I suspect that my dog would just as soon head for home
so I slip his lead back on and in this fashion we can cross the
green one last time and, with Fritz resisting all the way, enter our
doggy compound at the café.
Our group this morning includes Hanna, Georgie, Davide, Debbie,
Peter, Ellen and Ofra – whose birthday it is. (Janet leaves almost
immediately for one of her art classes.) The coffees are on Ofra,
of course, and soon there is a mountain of cards and gifts piled up
at her place. I have added to my card a British stamp, an old 22
pence model, featuring a Cavalier King Charles Spaniel – and this
gesture is much appreciated. Georgie’s present is a jar full of £2
coins and I can see that Janet’s card, one that features the likeness
of the missing Daisy-Mae, also had some £2 coins affixed thereon.
Ofra says that she and Ricky are going to Watford today to look at
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a car; it took less time to unravel the mysteries of DNA than it’s
taking this pair to make a simple vehicular purchase.
I pass on the condolences of my sister-in-law, who has just heard
of the loss of Ellen’s husband. To Hanna I have to give a full
report on my visit to the physician yesterday – since she is always
interested in medical details. She says that this morning she had
to give up on her power walk because she had such a bad allergic
coughing fit on the track and there was no one to slap her on the
back. When I cough a few minutes later she tries to give me an
anti-histamine pill from her purse. In other health matters Georgie
says that her husband has been so poorly that she almost took him
to A&E a few days ago – he can hold down some nursery food
now. Our session is not a long one today – with all the green at her
disposal some gym mistress has conveniently stationed a mob of
screaming and chattering girls right in front of our fence and it is
hard to make yourself heard. I note that Ofra, off to Watford, has
handed a fifth dog over to Georgie – Bailey.
Thursday, June 13:
It’s damp and cold out there this morning; I could tell you exactly
how cold it is if I could read the dial on my outdoor thermometer
but this useful object has again slipped from its place on my
sitting room window – it’s never been the same since John the
Window Cleaner began knocking it about during his quarterly
visits. Fritz makes a lively enough progress on his march to the
green – where a lawn mower is making noisy circles. First my
dog has to check out Zorro the Pug and then Renata’s Maxi and
then we can begin our usual circuit of the hill on our left. To my
surprise the girls are undertaking a netball match in one of the
tennis courts – having brought their own portable hoops. I don’t
think this unusual sight has in any way discomfited Fritz but his
progress from this point is halting. He spends a lot of time in the
parking lot and at one point I think he wants to use the steep path
to regain the heights of Mt. Bannister – but he seems confused and
I put him on lead in order to begin our walk to the café. By this
time everyone else is seated around our tables.
Everyone includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Davide, Peter,
Ellen, and Hanna – though after a while Makiko arrives with
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Emilio. I have had to move the chair between Davide and Peter
over to my usual side of the table and this leaves a gap for
Makiko’s chair, that is the one she now plucks from the abandoned
little corner table. But as happens so often our Japanese friend
disdains this obvious opening in order to squeeze her chair
in next to our Israeli friend – it is clear that Ofra has become
Makiko’s role model and confidante and no opportunity must be
lost for additional face time with the magnetic presence. (Others,
abandoned by this gesture, are not amused by this favoritism.)
The girls now pursue a favorite topic, facial beauty, with Hanna
chipping in from our end of the table as well. I nod out but I do
interrupt long enough to ask Ofra if she found the right model
in the car lots of Watford. She did, she replies, but the color was
wrong.
Other lawnmowers are noisily running up and down the roadway
outside our compound – with much protest from Sparkie. Out
on the green itself, though at a greater distance than yesterday,
schoolgirls have revived that old favorite, the three-legged race.
Hanna points out to Ellen that there is also another Corgi out
there. Much of this activity is still going on when I announce
another early departure; this morning I have to prepare for a visit
to the dentist, where I will have my semi-annual cleaning, and
there is much I have to do before I can take off. Almost always,
when Fritz and I are alone, we eschew the back passage in favor
of a more straightforward progress along the Morshead roadway –
and so it is today.
Friday, June 14:
This wedding anniversary day begins twice. At about 8:30, that is
forty or so minutes before our usual departure time, Fritz begins
whining near the front door. I am already dressed so we are soon
in the park on a chilly, gray day. He does do a lot of peeing but
beyond this I can’t detect any special need for this urgency –
indeed he trots forward quite speedily for him and we are soon out
on the green and heading back down the Morshead roadway. Halfan-hour later (a scarf around my neck this time) we are ready to
repeat the entire process – though this time, with the dog on lead,
we make a much more straightforward assault on the green, where
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I can see Davide, Janet and Ofra (and their dogs). Ofra, her own
instrument glued to an ear, is in the process of denouncing Janet –
“I want you and Georgie to take your phones and put them in the
bin!” “Because you never pick up when I want to speak to you,” is
the explanation for this unusual request.
I am in the forefront of the coffee shoppers when the doors of the
café open a few minutes later and soon I take my seat among an
assemblage that includes those already mentioned plus Makiko,
Georgie, Wendy, Ellen, Renata and Peter. Renata is complaining
that Maxi has been eating only chicken and ignoring his dry food
at dinner time and that last night she offered only the latter –
which was therefore completely ignored. I know this tactic well,
though last night Fritz did well in both categories, and I conclude
that our pets, mini-tyrants all, often work on our guilt feelings
to extract their own desires. Now Maxi falls on the contents of
my biscuit bag – which also serves as a beacon for Daisy-Mae,
Winnie and Skye. (Bailey takes his treats and uses his mommy’s
lap as his dinner tray.) Today we also have several wee visitors
– who manage to squeeze through our bars in order to visit our
menagerie. These include Whisky and Soda (whose owner admits
she has trouble telling them apart) and Ninja, the tiny black
Japanese Spitz.
Once again Makiko squeezes a chair in next to her Israeli pal but
today this is a frustrating gesture since Ofra chatters away on her
own phone for the first twenty minutes. (I suggest that she put her
phone in the bin.) Much of this chatter, I gather, is dedicated to the
impending maternity of model Caprice (also on the front page of
the paper this morning) – a matter of special significance for Ofra
since husband Ricky is doing up Caprice’s home. In other news
Renata has brought in a blank canvas since she has commissioned
Janet to work from a photo in order to paint a portrait of Maxi.
Peter has brought his charts and (standing for most of the session)
records our lottery and turf stakes. He has started referring to
the triplets, who are wheeled by for a quick perusal of the doggy
scene, as “Huey, Dewey and Louie.”
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Saturday, June 15:
Every now and then there is a sudden and dazzling ray of sunshine
– breaking through the clouds that hover over Paddington Rec.
It is also quite windy. Fritz, who had the equivalent of five walks
yesterday (since he also enjoyed a complete circuit of the park
when we met up with Linda and Pepper just as we were returning
from our afternoon walk), is clearly a reluctant companion as
we make our slow progress along the back walkway. This often
happens on a Saturday and I can’t explain it – perhaps he just
doesn’t fancy making his way through all those screaming footie
kids ahead of us. I acknowledge his anxiety and we are soon
retreating, making our way over to the Morshead roadway –
where Fritz goes back on lead for our final march to the café.
I hand his lead over to Peter and manage to get into the coffee
queue before the Saturday hordes have appeared. There is a
fulsome turnout at our table this morning – with a good deal
of movement and chair shifting. Next to Peter we have Ellen,
then Hanna, then me, then Renata, then Debbie, then Ofra, then
Georgie, then Janet, then Matthew. The latter, on his way to the
gym, soon finds his own wife in his lap; when he yields his seat
Makiko finds herself on the wrong side of the arrangement, but
she does not move today. Then Dan and Davide arrive, more
chairs are added, and we also have a friend of Debbie join us
– this means that Debbie puts her chair (and one other) at the
little corner table so she can have a chat with her pal. I make one
adjustment to our arrangement as well – I ask Renata to move
her chair back since she is so far forward that I cannot see half
of my friends. She says that she sits so close to the table so she
can feed Maxi (always in her lap) his biscuit shards and that last
night, weakening, she added chicken to her dog’s dry food. I shut
my biscuit bag rather early today, though – truth to tell – I do not
serve as the food magnet I usually do.
Ofra is still complaining about Janet’s failure to acknowledge her
phone calls – it turns out that the ringtone on Janet’s phone has
been accidentally turned off. Yesterday Ofra took Makiko to the
eyebrow artist and Makiko says she was surprised at how much
pain she had to endure as part of this process. I ask her if she
will repeat this experience and she says she will – the sacrifices
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these women make for beauty. Dan and Davide are trying to slot
in a backyard picnic but it isn’t easy to find the right date – with
the weather so uncertain and Davide so frequently in the skies.
Hanna asks the sore-throated Peter if he wants one of her licorice
Ricolas but he declines. These two are discussing Wendy’s health
– I could hear her talk a little more clearly yesterday but she still
seems to be very weak and pale. Her condition, however, seems
to be robust compared to that of Georgie’s husband, James – who
had been bedridden for days. Unfortunately both she and James
are doctor-phobic and so far James has had no medical assistance
whatsoever. As a consequence much of the conversation
is devoted to strategies for intervention. Among the most
imaginative is this: Georgie will invite Matthew and Makiko over
for a visit. While he is there, Matthew will casually question the
invalid about his symptoms and thus a diagnosis can be attempted
without the patient knowing he is in the presence of a physician.
But will this really happen?
Sunday, June 16:
Again sun and cloud duke it out in the skies above Maida Vale.
The temperature is mild enough and the park is still quiet, quiet
enough to convince Fritz that it might still be possible to move
forward without menace or interruption. Coming in behind us,
he soon senses, is Janet – here today with Dudley and well as
Daisy-Mae. These two dart through an open gate onto the artificial
surface of the central pitch while Fritz, growling for some
attention, besieges Janet. While his pals are still wrestling Fritz
rushes forward to the green and here we begin a slow circuit of
Mt. Bannister. Gus, the long-earned Schnauzer, rushes forward
to greet his cousin – a gesture my dog always rebuffs. As we pass
behind the busy tennis courts we encounter for the first time today
the rambunctious form of Marlon, the blonde Lab puppy. Both the
parking lot and the doggy compound are quiet this morning; Fritz
spends a lot of time sniffing and then we continue forward to the
café with the dog on lead.
I hand him over to Ellen and get into a very long coffee queue.
Most of the seats at our table are occupied by the time I return –
in addition to Ellen we have Peter, Davide, Dan, Georgie, Janet,
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Ofra, Renata and Hanna. Dan reports that Winnie is suffering from
a sprained wrist, an injury sustained when she leapt off a sofa in
order to attack Sparkie. (Punch-ups like this often happen as these
two dogs are being prepared for outdoor activity – perhaps Winnie
would just a soon get some more zzzzzs.) Janet now adds that
Daisy-Mae and Dudley have also had a fight – finally agreeing
that a bone that they had been sharing must remain in one mouth
only. As we have seen, these two have made it up but Winnie
and Sparkie, on adjacent laps, eye each other suspiciously. (Dan
has carried Winnie into the park in a bag.) Peter, who has no dog
with him today, now slips me a small brown envelope; for my £2
stake I have won a munificent £3.50 in yesterday’s racing action.
Makiko, slow to arrive, now joins us as well. There are no chairs
remaining and Dan gets up to bring one in from the forecourt.
Mischievously, he puts this into an empty space on his side of the
table – before adding it to a similar gap next to Ofra.
Hanna is still agitated by a scene she witnessed during a 1:00 am
walk with Yoyo last night – one of her neighbors being questioned
on the street by pistol-packing policemen. Dan and Davide have
been to a Spanish restaurant on the Edgware Road and we get to
hear about every mouthful. Makiko has brought some food for
Georgie – evidently this is in recompense for the schnitzel that
Ofra made for Georgie (and that Makiko ate). A natural followon deals with Georgie’s James and his ability these days to keep
anything down (or get anything out; he spent hours at A&E last
night). Makiko asks a lot of questions about diet and medication
and Ofra finally says, “Just because your are married to a doctor
doesn’t make you a doctor too.” This inspires Dan in another
fantasy – “Do you ever dress up as a nurse, Makiko?” We get
up to to begin our back passage walkround. One of the triplets
is actually crying today – the first time we have seen any sign of
distress in these jolly fellows. Marlon is present to greet us as we
exit the park; tail wagging, he has to kiss every one of our pets as
he dances in excited circles.
Monday, June 17:
We have far milder temperatures than yesterday – today I really
needn’t have bothered with my leather jacket – but skies remain
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on the gray side. Janet is soon coming in behind us and she tells
me in some agitation that yesterday Daisy-Mae attacked an
Alsatian – who soon pinned her to the ground. Janet says she
likes a feisty pet but she is certain that one of these days there
will be massive retaliation. This explains why she carries DaisyMae along the cypress corridor – there is another panting Alsatian
heading our way now. I put Fritz on lead as we walk along the
Randolph roadway because this morning we have a mission. I
want to stroll down to the surgery and pick up a referral letter
promised for Friday afternoon. I can just tie the dog up outside
this place but I have soon returned empty-handed; the letter has
been written but not signed and I will have to repeat this process
all over again.
A few minutes later I am returning to our table with my coffee
cup when I am greeted by the sight of Janet sitting in splendid
isolation at the far end. “Is it something you said?” I want to know
– but soon Ofra, having overslept, arrives from the car park and
Georgie phones in to announce her own late arrival. When she
does appear she explains that the school dispatcher, having heard
that one of her charges was not going in this morning, cancelled
the taxi needed to take the other two. Georgie has Sparkie, Dudley
and Skye with her (Callie is already waiting) – but the big news
is that Karen will return from Australia this afternoon and Dudley
will soon be going home. I get out my biscuit bag but there aren’t
too many customers today. Daisy-Mae, still in a cantankerous
mood, has a bust up with Lucky over a piece of well-guarded
croissant from Ellen’s bounty.
Summer travel plans are discussed. Davide says that tomorrow
he will fly to Singapore and that when he returns he won’t even
be able to go home before he is off to Sardinia on holiday. Ofra
brings up the topic of the famous car again; she says Ricky has
found a six-year-old Mini that might suit – but Ofra is dubious.
She says that she never felt safe in her tinny Smart car but at least
it made her a better driver since she was so fearful of getting
crushed. “Better driver!” Georgie interjects, “you once gave me
ride down the Harrow Road and you were filling in a shopping list
as you drove.” There is also some discussion of why people are
dependent on cars in the first place. Davide says that the price of
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a ticket on the Heathrow or the Gatwick express is so outrageous
it just encourages people to use their own cars. Two screaming
rounders matches are taking place out on the green so the morning
is not exactly a peaceful one. I decide that I have much to do,
however, and before anyone else is prepared to make a move I
disappear with Fritz.
Tuesday, June 18:
I am dressed like a creature of the forest today – green sweatshirt
and my famous hiking trousers, whose fit I need to test on the
eve of another walking expedition (yes, they fit well). Obviously
I do not need my jacket this morning – for today we have sun
and predictions of a mini-heatwave (70 degrees). Simba’s walker
kneels to give Fritz a cuddle (the Golden Retriever, taking
advantage, disappears), then we are chased down by a jogging
Celine, accompanied by a trotting Ziggy, and then I spot Karen,
heading our way with Dudley. I tell Fritz about the reappearance
of one of his favorite people and he rushes forward for another
cuddle. I can tell that this will be another busy day on the green,
with many pieces of equipment deployed for a toddlers’ sports
day. Indeed, it is not just the grumbling dog owners who are
displaced but also the girls from Paddington Academy, whom
we find on the hillside on our left. Fritz is intrigued by this
happenstance and rushes into their midst. For a while I think he
is going to steal their tennis ball and he certainly produces his
complement of mock horror among the screamers.
As we continue down the Randolph roadway we encounter a
beaming Hanna. She has just been to her doctor – who has told
her that her blood pressure is normal and that she has lost over
a stone with her new exercise regime. She now accompanies us
down the tennis court alley and, once we have reached the parking
lot, we climb to the top of the hill as well. On the other side we
find a free-range Bailey, at squat, and Hanna borrows one of my
poo poo bags to clean up the mess. Ofra, having no idea where
her pet is, is sitting at our table and asks us if we will fetch her
coffee for her when we go inside the café. In addition to Hanna
and Ofra our group also includes Janet, Georgie, Renata, Davide,
Peter, Ellen and Makiko (who has also brought her mother-in-law,
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Cipa, with her this morning). She has also brought Emilio, but
the Pug outdoes himself in hoarse invocations against the nearby
Daisy-Mae. Renata, we note, never calls Skye by his real name
– preferring “Spike.” When we point this out to her she makes a
small adjustment and ends up calling him “Skype.”
Peter is full of complaint over this morning’s displacement on
the green – and wishes Hanna were there to get in a word about
this being our village green. Renata defends the school sports
day as an institution and I chip in my eternal gratitude that I have
secondary glazing on my park-facing windows. Karen gives us
a report on her recent visit to Australia, while distributing bars
of Furry Friends chocolate; she says that her mother included
one of these in her school lunch box every day. She reports that
she found her investigation into the Australian job market quite
disappointing – one chap told her that her global experience would
count against her. She also seems uncertain about her sister’s new
boyfriend, a very tall Israeli who sells mirrors. Karen goes off
with Dudley first today but the rest of us are not long in following.
As we pass the cypress trees a noisy contingent of teenaged boys
in charging toward us at a jog – some of them recoil in horror
over the presence of dogs as well. Three feet from their elbows
we have an actual running track – on which not a soul is actually
running this morning.
Wednesday, June 19:
It’s rather warm and certainly very humid as Fritz and I head
for the park on an overcast mid-week morning. While I am
stopping to pick up a poo I can hear a series of delighted chortles
coming from my dog; this is because Karen has again stopped
to give him a cuddle. “I just thought I’d let you know that today
is summer,” she says – implying that we may never reach these
balmy conditions again – and then she is gone for the day. Outside
the café I can see Jackie, Bobby in her arms, waiting for Peter
to arrive for the day’s handover. When we reach the green Fritz
turns right in order to accomplish a circuit of this space, soon
encountering two more Schnauzers, Gus and Yoyo, as we pass a
bench on which Carl (Gus’s owner) and Hanna are seated. If my
dog walked at a normal pace there would have been plenty of time
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to complete our circle but he is so intent on his sniffing that by
the time we reach the Grantully gate I have had enough – he goes
back on lead and we march across the grass, heading for our green
umbrella.
Janet is in the coffee queue, waiting for her takeaway cup before
departing for one of her classes. She tells me that the reason we
have not seen Ozzie, the Australian Shepherd Dog, is because his
carer, the nice Brazilian girl who usually accompanies him, had a
baby six weeks ago. (I did see this dog – with his pale, bug-eyes –
this morning, but we didn’t even know his walker was pregnant.)
They have opened the hatch on the opposite side of our coffee
counter and I can wave to Saskia, who is alone over there, just as
Makiko arrives with Cipa. Yesterday these two rode to the top of
the Shard for panoramic views of our city. I tell Makiko that this
reminds me that, my walking website at last active, I received this
morning my first response – someone who suffers from vertigo
and wants to know if there would be any uncomfortable moments
for him if he walked on Glyndwr’s Way. Outside Ofra, Makiko,
Cipa, Hanna, Georgie, Renata, Peter and Ellen make up the
numbers
Ofra is quite excited by the presentation of an honorary doctorate
to Barbra Streisand at the Hebrew University of Jerusalem
yesterday. Hanna has brought a present for Georgie – a rain
jacket from Sainsbury’s, and Ofra has to try it on as well – going
inside to use the café’s mirrored walls; then she makes an early
departure and so do Makiko and Cipa. The rest of us settle in for
a comfortable morning’s chat – trying to make ourselves heard as
the legion of school kids pour in. (One gym mistress is bellowing
at one of her charges, “You have just disqualified not only yourself
but your entire team!”) Peter announces that he had a big win
at Ascot yesterday but when someone suggests that the coffees
should have been on him today he says we had better see how he
does on the rest of the week’s races. Travel plans are discussed.
Hanna is taking the sleeper to Inverness tonight as she begins a
brief Scottish holiday. Georgie is heading north as well on August
23 – just as well that I am planning to return from Scotland,
following a walk with Gavan, on the 22nd. Georgie has left Winnie
at home but she still has Sparkie and Skye. The latter seems to be
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systematically destroying the contents of a wooden planter behind
us but this is because he knows there is a tennis ball hidden in the
foliage. “You’re not having that,” Georgie insists, “it’s old and
damp and you always want to drop it in my lap!”
Thursday, June 20:
It has been a very humid and uncomfortable night – one in which I
undertook Fritz’s late walk (and indeed an afternoon expedition in
the park with Linda and Pepper) wearing only a t-shirt. Something
tells me that things may have cooled off a bit so I do wear my
green sweatshirt again this morning – and this is comfortable
enough. There has been some sun but all is gray as Fritz and I
make our usual entrance. Coming up behind us is one of those
signature snaps of park life – a professional dog walker with six
charges. This woman, blonde curls atop her head, always has a
fag hanging from her lips; today she has two dog on lead but the
others march along in close formation. I recognize only one of
these chaps, a Frasier-themed Jack Russell named Eddie. As Fritz
takes his shortcut through the café forecourt I have to observe
that major re-paving works are planned for this space. Most of
it is cordoned off and its heavy picnic tables have been shoved
together close to the café door – one is even in our doggy area.
Fritz continues on down the Randolph roadway.
As we reach the tennis courts I am faced with a major puzzle.
There seem to be little bits of food splatter all over my sweatshirt
and, though this is not too uncommon an occurrence in my
kitchen, I am sure I was not wearing this garment there. The
mystery is soon resolved – these are not spots of food but spots
of rain. The shower soon disappears and the sun tries to come out
again as Fritz and I make our way back to the café – where I can
hand my dog’s lead over to Peter. (The latter is here with Bobby,
who is up to his usual feisty behavior, no doubt exacerbated by
Jackie’s decision to dress him in a baby blue jumper today.) The
triplets have taken their high chair seats just outside the café door
today and I note that one has fallen and hurt his nose. Mom is
inside ordering one pain au chocolat, one Portuguese cake and
one lemon cake. She also carries away two cappuccinos whose
foamy alps have been sculpted by Blarina – who has outdone
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herself today. Outside we have Janet, Georgie, Walid (here with
Luna and Luci), Peter, Ellen, Wendy and Ofra. Peter and Ellen are
discussing the death, at 51, of actor James Gandolfini. I tell them
that Dorothy and I spotted him in earnest conversation on a corner
in Santa Monica ten years ago.
Ofra and Walid are discussing the long-delayed car purchase.
Ofra says that the children she sometimes looks after for an ailing
friend have told her to get a Mini. Surprisingly, she has ordered
a plate of toast this morning – though she eats only half a piece.
Bailey would really like to scarf the rest and does succeed in
dragging a slice off the tabletop but his mommy takes it way
from him. Danielle now arrives with the boisterous Bella and,
when the latter jumps suddenly from Janet’s lap onto Georgie’s,
Sparkie, already established here, reacts with snarling teeth. (A
minute later he is trying to kiss Bella but she is now playing hard
to get.) The dog people are pretty good about not discussing their
symptoms when Dr. Matthew is about but the same cannot be said
when vet Danielle is present – and a variety of doggy ailments
need to be discussed. Bailey has a lump on a foot that Danielle
would like to see removed and this means that, while he is under
general anesthetic anyway, some attention can also be paid to his
troublesome teeth. Danielle now examines several other canine
mouths – she actually brushes Bella’s teeth with doggy toothpaste
but she says that unless you keep this practice up from infancy
the dog soon needs more professional attention. One of our toothtroubled pets, Skye, now pre-empts our attention by dropping
a wet tennis ball onto Ofra’s chair; the latter is in the midst of
a mobile phone conversation in Hebrew and screams when the
ball rolls down her back. Skye is only one of Georgie’s charges
today – since she also has Callie and Winnie. When it comes time
for us to make our departure I notice that Georgie has brought
the redundant baby stroller so that the lazy Pug can ride home
in comfort. This rolling vision soon becomes an object of keen
interest and derision from the yellow-shirted athletes who line the
fences on our back passage walkround.
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Friday, June 21:
Once again we have an unusual start to our day. This is because
I can hear Fritz whining near the front door about an hour or so
before our usual departure time and so I dress hurriedly and we
are soon marching into the park under leaden skies. He seems to
want to pee; I did get up an hour earlier than usual this morning,
perhaps throwing his rhythm off, and last night (after scoffing
some contraband in the street) he did drink a lot of water. Anyway,
we walk as far as the café, the dog on lead, and then head for
home via the Morshead roadway – I can see his poo is fine. An
hour or so later we are back, of course, and, still on lead, I lead my
dog across the grass to the café – where the forecourt looks like a
battle zone…walls torn down, bushes uprooted and a jackhammer
at the ready for more mischief.
Our group this morning includes Debbie, Janet, Georgie, Renata,
Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Makiko and Karen. The latter is just in front
of me in the coffee queue and we both laugh when Maxi, shortly
after departing with Renata, rushes back to retrieve his forgotten
ball. He is fed with biscuit chips on Renata’s lap while the
other dogs line up for full-sized versions or for some treat from
Ellen’s purse. Fritz emits a mighty roar when he is snatched from
the ground for a cuddle in his Aunt Karen’s lap. But the chief
noisemakers are the usual suspects. Emilio cannot stop muttering
over the presence of Daisy-Mae and Sparkie has to bark at any
object outside our fence. I get an appreciative laugh when I shout,
“Sparkie, shut up! We can’t hear Emilio.” A tanned Vlad now
arrives with Tara and some Turkish delight. He is astonished
to discover a giant picnic table in his corner; he knows already
that Georgie’s attempts to walk his Rhodesian Ridgeback in his
absence have failed – Tara, unused to anyone else at the other end
of her lead, wouldn’t budge. Outside our compound we also have
Margaret, the Pug-product entrepreneur, with her own versions
of this breed: Mutley and Biddy. (With Emilio, Winnie and Zorro
about we do have to say that Pugs rule today.)
Makiko is very excited over a chance meeting at the Toyota
dealership with Holby City’s Hugh Quarshie and you can tell that
she would really like to add her husband to the long list of medical
professionals who are employed as advisors and even writers on
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this show. Karen has another Furry Friend chocolate bar, this time
for Ellen. It bears a likeness of the Bilby (the rabbit-bandicoot)
but Karen says she has never heard of this native marsupial. The
Turkish delight is passed around but diabetic Peter wisely refrains;
it is very sweet and, of course, quite messy in its powdered sugar
coating – but why is Karen sprinkling Skye with the powder from
her piece? Ofra is saying that Makiko is, of all of us, the best
expert when it comes to computers and I suggest that if this is
so we will have to spell her name Maciko. As we leave there is
a living example of that famous phrase, “Don’t let the door slam
on your ass,” as a departing Makiko lets go of the gate before her
own dog is through this opening and he is soon propelled forward
by the ironwork behind him. Again we have the happy triplets
on our left as we make our way forward. It is interesting to see
the expressions on those nearby in the presence of this trio – they
manage to induce beatific smiles of delight in everyone else. I will
miss them for this is my last day in the park for a week or so –
tomorrow I take off for Jersey.
Saturday, June 29:
I am able to resume my dog duties on a mild Saturday morning –
walking wearily into our park on legs that somehow carried me
through fifty miles of often quite strenuous Jersey coastal terrain.
Fritz, who was returned to me at about 6:00 last night (and who
resumed his former role in our household by throwing up in the
hall this morning) seems to be none the worse for this episode –
his poo is fine and I should know, having to pick up four helpings
during our in-lap. We are joined by Janet and Daisy-Mae as we
make our way round and here I get an update on a week’s worth
of drilling in front of the café – a sound I can soon hear for myself
as we round the destroyed corner. Fritz continues on all the way to
the Randolph gate where a chap stands whistling and calling for
Harry, a willful Golden Retriever who won’t comply until he has
secured a spent specimen from the tennis courts.
In spite of the racket behind us we have a fairly useful turnout
this morning: Matthew, Makiko, Ofra, Peter, Hanna, Debbie,
Vlad (still in the corner), Georgie, Janet, Walid (with Luna and
Luci) and, eventually, Karen. Emilio, alarmed by an innocent
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Daisy-Mae, is told to shut up on several occasions – his fretful
grumbling outdoing the jackhammer in its annoyance value.
Bailey quickly resumes his role as biscuit hound but Sparkie
is not far behind. Bailey feels that the five-a-day rule is fine as
long as I remember I owe him for seven missing days. I honor
Sparkie’s requests because I feel a little guilty – Georgie has told
me that Fritz insisted on snuggling into the Yorkie’s pink cushion
and whenever its original tenant vacated the premises he jumped
into it in triumph. Two teenage girls with a mid-sized dog named
Pebbles sit briefly at one end of our table, finishing up a snack.
Makiko has brought with her a lovely box of chocolate-stuffed
wafer biscuits from Tokyo, a gift from a client, and these are
consumed in toto – with some quarreling over who now gets
the nice metallic pink box. Ofra claims this prize and then
she teases Makiko – who yesterday bought some cheesecake
at Waitrose rather than asking her friend to make this dessert
herself. Of course she is kidding about this but Ofra pretends to
be quite offended by this gesture and she bridles further when
she is described by some of the others as “scary.” Soon this is
softened to “not afraid to speak her mind.” Ofra, shivering in a
wind that rips through our sunny open spaces, sits with her hood
over her head and seems to like this description better. I sell her
a £2 coin for two singles, reminding her that this is not a friendly
gesture on my part; I need a £1 coin in order to secure a shopping
trolley at Sainsbury’s. I have to answer many questions about
my recent trip. I am wearing brown cords and a green sweatshirt
and a tanned face and as I get up in order to welcome Naomi and
Adrian, here for a six-day visit, Makiko says I look just like a tree.
Sunday, June 30:
And so we come to the end of another month. Fritz, who has
disloyally spent the entire night in our guests’ bedroom, is happy
to have three companions as we enter the park on another sunny
and warm Sunday morning. Janet soon comes in with DaisyMae and we move forward as a group as far as the café – where
I continue on with the dog. We pass Binky the Spaniel and Rebel
as we turn left at the tennis courts. There is always a revival of
interest in tennis when the Wimbledon fortnight rolls around and
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this week is no exception. Fortunately Fritz spends little time in
the Carlton roadway doggy compound since I would just as soon
sit down – I am still very tired from our walk. I am the first to do
so but soon a number of familiar faces drift in as well: Naomi and
Adrian are joined by Janet, Ofra, Peter, Karen, Renata, Georgie
and, back from her jog, Makiko. Coffees today are on our guests
from Philadelphia – who annually celebrate the birthday of their
non-existent dog, Phantom. Naomi has also brought with her a
special treat for our pets – meatballs in Philly Cheese Steak flavor,
a treat also described as “human grade.” None of our humans
has a go but our dogs seem to like this treat and they are quick
to remember I carry biscuits as well. Some of these are broken
up for Maxi, who sits in Renata’s lap. This morning I received
an account, supposedly written by Maxi, of his recent trip to
Lugano – “Yes, I love it here. The climate, the cleanness and non
discriminations towards us four legged people makes me happy.
Well honestly there really is no poo poo from badly behaved
others any where to be found. They got manners here.”
Karen seems much the worse for wear – having spent an
uncomfortable night on the lounge divan after discovering freerange mice in her bedroom. At great expense the exterminators
have been called in – too bad Dudley couldn’t complete this job
for her. Makiko is sitting in the slipstream of smoker’s corner –
with Renata on her right and Ofra and Georgie on her left – and
she makes a point of pulling her chair back from the table. Renata
wants to know the names of my relatives but after I tell her
“Naomi and Adrian” she tells Makiko that they are called “Oonie
and Andrew.” Peter presents the punters with a little envelope
with £3.40 in winnings from yesterday’s racing, though I notice
that only about four of us are still interested in this form of wager.
Janet has a new camera and this inspires others to pass around
dog photos on their telephones. I point out the chap who always
exercises in a U.C.L.A. sweatshirt – he passes our area three times
today and I must flag him down to find out if he knows that our
alma mater (mine, Naomi and Adrian’s) has just won the NCAA
college baseball championship.
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Monday, July 1:
Once again Fritz has the pleasure of three companions as we
head for the park at the start of another month. When Adrian
creeps into the cypress trees Fritz disapproves of this surprise
maneuver with a fulsome bark – but he also carries on with our
walk without breaching the environmental area. Over on the main
pitch another school sports day is getting underway (with horn
and loudspeakers) but we persevere as far as the café and begin a
stroll down the Randolph roadway. Millie, certain I have treats in
my pocket, rushes forward to greet me, jumping wildly into the air
as Natasha talks to Naomi and Adrian. These two now follow me
down the tennis court alleyway and into the Carlton Road doggy
compound. Then they duck into the café with our drink orders
while I sit down in our adjacent space.
The lineup this morning includes we three plus Ofra, Makiko,
Peter, Debbie, Janet and Georgie. Georgie has her usual
menagerie: Sparkie, Bella, Skye and Callie – but after a while
Danielle, back from a successful holiday in Barcelona, comes to
reclaim Bella. Fritz manages to escape when Adrian arrives with
a tray of drinks but Georgie, taking a Philly Cheesesteak meatball
with her, soon lures him back inside. I administer other specimens
of this treat to the assembled canines and then they are stuck with
ordinary biscuits as well. Emilio keeps up a nonstop muttering
– warning us that that arch-villainess, Daisy-Mae, is about
somewhere. For once no one bothers to silence the Pug since it is
already so noisy because of the jackhammering workman in the
forecourt. If a decent number of workers had been assigned to
this job in the first place poor Metty would not be losing so many
customers and we could hear ourselves think.
Naomi has brought her iPad with her and in this fashion she can
share some downloaded recipes with our resident foodies, Ofra
and Makiko. Ofra falls in love with two cake recipes and Naomi
will email them to our Israeli friend – who departs for a home
visit this weekend on a trip that will include a stay in Greece
with her mom. Makiko tells me that Matthew has been converted
to the wonders of the Macintosh computer and that he is much
better organized now and certainly much cooler. She says she
and Matthew are staying with friends in Paris this weekend and
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that she plans to visit the antiques market at Clignancourt – as
Naomi, Adrian and I did last summer. I am actually the first to
rise from our table this morning – since I have to pay a visit to my
accountant in Acton but Naomi and Adrian accompany me as well
– before taking off for a day of sightseeing.
Tuesday, July 2:
Skies are gray and they are talking about the possibility of rain
and so I actually put my leather jacket back on for this morning’s
session in the park. This turns out to be the right decision. We are
a little later than yesterday – which means that Janet and DaisyMae are ahead of us this time. Fritz manages to keep up a decent
speed as we make our way out to the green; here we shed the
accompaniment of Naomi and Adrian – as the dog and I continue
on to the Randolph gate. There are lots of other dogs about and
quite a few toddlers trying out new legs – including one little boy
who is fluent in Italian – it always seems so unfair that a little kid
can speak a language I can’t. Simba is just exiting the park as we
turn around – Naomi has followed us after all in order to find out
if it’s time to order my cappuccino. It is.
Our group this morning includes the aforementioned plus Georgie,
Ofra, Peter (here today with Bobby) and Makiko. The latter tells
us that she has had to give up jogging because she was losing too
much weight! (That’s a first, for sure.) Ofra, after an exchange of
emails with my sister-in-law (featuring favorite recipes) produces
a delicious lemon cake – based on one of these. Ofra says she will
try another recipe soon, one that begins “with a cup of floor.” She
is full of complaint over the noise from the jackhammer – which
has replaced the sound of the neighbor’s lawnmower at home –
from which she has just escaped. She and Makiko visited a beauty
emporium in Marylebone yesterday – one in which various Botox
and collagen treatments were on offer. The rest of us do our best to
discourage any adventures with “trout pout.” Makiko says that she
is fascinated by the fate of the latest international whistleblower,
Edward Snowden, whose search for asylum has gotten no further
than the transit area of the Moscow airport.
The dogs get additional helpings of Philly Cheesesteak meatballs
– after the jar containing these treats, left behind by Naomi
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yesterday, is recovered from a dour Lurch. The usual bad behavior
is on display among the canines: Sparkie barking, Emilio
muttering and Skye snatching. But there is an overall winner this
morning, without a doubt. This is Bailey, who, not content with
the usual fare, makes several attempts to purloin treats from the
tabletops. When the other animals rush the fence to argue with
a Golden Retriever, for instance, Bailey uses this moment of
inattention to go for Makiko’s bacon sandwich. (Ofra claims that
this is just a further illustration of her dog’s brilliance.) Eventually
the Cavalier goes too far – actually climbing onto the tabletop
in search of goodies. When we get up to begin our back passage
walkround it turns out that Ofra has again forgotten something.
We are already on the Randolph roadway when I turn back to
notice that this time it is Bailey himself, who has been left behind
and who is, indeed, on the tabletop scrabbling for leftovers.
Brilliant.
Wednesday, July 3:
There has been a little overnight rain and skies are still very gray
as, jacketed still, we head for the park. Near the cypress trees we
are overtaken by the gigantic twin Mastiffs, Barney and Dubs,
who are still pups, really, but very docile and unthreatening.
The Randolph roadway is choked with moms, here to watch the
kiddies perform in a series of sports day extravaganzas. Fritz turns
down the tennis court alley, ignoring a number of lost balls, and
soon we have reached the Carlton roadway doggy compound.
Here I note that both of the doors have been replaced and, indeed,
much of the troubled front fence as well – though hardware has
yet to be attached. We are preceded by a man with a noisy leaf
blower – who makes his way into the forecourt of the café, where
he can add his noise to the last of this morning’s drilling. Renata
and a friend, disdaining our company this morning, are sitting out
in front of the café.
Our group includes Naomi, Adrian, Ofra, Makiko, Peter, Debbie,
Georgie, Janet (who soon leaves for a class) and Karen, – who
has baked some scones. We manage to keep these out of Bailey’s
grasp – even though he does look smart in his new haircut. The
dogs are hopeless in the noisemaking competition this morning.
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On the grass in front of us a gym teacher is instructing his
charges in the use of an aluminum baseball bat. He is moved on
by park officials, but only to make way for a mob of screaming
youngsters. Another, slightly older contingent, marches past us in
huge numbers (I don’t recognize their livery at all). We can’t help
playing the game called “Spot the Anglo-Saxon child.” Are we
being racist or merely realistic? I win when I record three versions
of this type.
Makiko also has a taste treat for us. She has brought a school
bus-shaped box of biscuits bearing the twin logos of Hello Kitty
and One Direction and this is opened up – even the cookies have
a 1976 copyright embossed thereon. Makiko (forgetting a similar
incident a short while ago) announces that she has had her first
fender bender. She shows us pictures of the damage and also
photos of the redheaded founder of Hello Kitty. Ofra complains
that she has trouble seeing this morning – but then her stylish blue
glasses were plucked from a bin in Bristol. We get to the end of
the Philly Cheesesteak meatballs and as we get up I give Winnie
a Shapes biscuit instead. Georgie is astonished to see that, five
minutes later, the slowly trotting madam is still carrying this in
her mouth. She pauses to eat it as we near the head of the track –
where yet another school group is engaged in a series of unusual
athletic endeavors. One group is participating in a relay race in
which each contestant is trying not to spill a cup of water and a
second one is wearing sombreros during their run. This activity is
accompanied by chanting on the sidelines and the sounds of the
loudspeaker and even a police siren. The poor neighbors!
Thursday, July 4:
The sun is making a feeble attempt to penetrate the gray as we
enter the park on a mild Thursday morning. Fritz disdained a poo
during our long walk last night and so I am expecting a generous
contribution today – but I never see it since the activity in question
takes place in the deep woods of the cypress trees. Bits of furry
fluff are flying everywhere at this time of year and two long pieces
are soon seen cascading down from my dog’s mouth – “You look
like Fu Man Fritz,” Adrian says. There is already a lot of activity
out on the green and again moms and their kids are heading our
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way along the Randolph roadway. One sculptured blonde in a
Pineapple wetsuit (well, it just seems that tight) is addressing
her little charge in Swedish; later the image is somewhat spoiled
when she stops to ask Georgie for a light. A chap asks me for one
as well as we make our escape from the doggy compound on the
Carlton roadway and head back to the café. He is disappointed.
I have seen Makiko out on the green but she takes no part in our
group this morning; we do have Naomi, Adrian, Janet, Georgie,
Karen, Ofra, Wendy, Peter and Jan, the owner of the almost four
year old blonde Lab, Pippa. Dudley decides that it would be great
sport to jump on this large and docile dog and she does put up
with his antics with great patience. (Fritz, mistaking this sparring
for menace, rushes in to defend Dudley at one point.) Naomi has
brought a second edible treat from Philadelphia, large circles of
rabbit dinner – and, after these are subdivided, they seem to be
well-regarded by our animals. I distribute a few biscuits as well,
breaking one into tiny shards for the benefit of Wendy’s T-bone,
who has almost no teeth.
Ofra says she wants us to save £2 coins for her while she is
away on holiday – and Peter accepts £10 from her as stakes in
the gambling activity that will transpire during her long absence.
Karen says that she watched for the first (and last) time an edition
of The Only Way is Essex last night – and that she can feel her
brain cells dying even now. There is much agreement that the
young adults featured in this reality show have the mental and
emotional life of children – which makes it hard for an adult to
sympathize. It isn’t easy making our way through the crowded
tables in front of the café doors as we make our exit. A mother
with a toddler on a swing pulls him off so he can come over and
stroke Fritz’s head – my dog is always very well-behaved during
such encounters. Kids in great number again crowd the running
track as we make our way toward the gates. Georgie drops her
keys here – “I don’t want to lose these,” she says – to which I add,
“Right, you’d have nothing to throw at Sparkie.”
Friday, July 5:
The trauma for my dog actually began with a Fourth of July
fireworks volley at about 10:00 last night. Fritz went into an
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immediate sulk and went into Naomi and Adrian’s bedroom to
hide. Here he must have noticed the open suitcases – and this
caused further upset. There was a lot of carpet pawing in the wee
hours and then the living room carpets were showered with four
salvos of puppy vomit. I mopped these up with paper towels
shortly before Naomi and Adrian began the melancholy task of
moving their cases down the stairs and into the cab that would
take them on the first leg of their homeward journey. I have to
keep reassuring Fritz that I am not abandoning him and we leave
the house at our usual time – entering the park on a warm and
sunny Friday morning. Behind us comes an animal with a familiar
physique; this is Gaby, a be-tailed black Giant Schnauzer. Fritz
and Gaby exchange familial sniffs and we continue on to the noisy
green – where screaming kids, a leaf blower and a concrete saw
are vying for supremacy.
Our group this morning includes Peter, Ellen, Hanna, Makiko,
Georgie, Janet, Renata, Karen, and Wendy – with Vlad drawing
in an extra chair next to the empty picnic table shoved in the
corner – I don’t blame him, these lumbering giants provide
really uncomfortable seating. Ellen is experiencing something
of a reunion with Jack and Lucky – she has been away, visiting
relatives for a week or so, but a foot injury has slowed her down
and she is wearing her sister-in-law’s garden sandals over a large
bandage. I resume my role as the biscuit boy with Daisy-Mae
hopping into my lap for her treat and then rushing the fence
to object to the presence of Red, the Frisbee-chasing Alsatian.
Janet says that Daisy-Mae seems to have a special antipathy for
Alsatians (and Chows) and, sure enough, the feisty madam is soon
squeezing through the bars to attack her enemy – with Janet on
her feet immediately, hoping to avoid any retaliatory injury. At
the other extreme is Fritz, who accepts a convalescent perch on
Karen’s chest, chilling out for the entire session. “In another two
inches that dog will be breastfeeding,” Hanna says.
This is the first I have seen of Hanna in some time and I get a
report on her holiday in Scotland – where a Reiki session was
followed immediately by a rare visit to the nearby bay from a pod
of dolphins. Her twelve-year-old nephew has been visiting and
she has been very active in squiring him around town. Renata
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announces that if all these noisy workmen are here tomorrow we
should all ask for our coffees in takeaway cups and go sit in a
quieter corner of the park – which doesn’t solve the problem for
those who also order food. Makiko says that she will be hopping
the Eurostar to Paris this afternoon and Wendy tells me that she
has hired Leonard, my caterer, to officiate at a birthday party
for her husband. At least I think that is what she says – she has
all but lost her voice. We get up to undertake our back passage
walkround and I have two tasks to complete immediately. There is
still a suitcase that needs to be put away; and then there is that can
of carpet cleaning foam waiting for me.
Saturday, July 6:
Fritz throws up only once during the night (just food, no stomach
acid) but his poo is okay so I’ll just have to keep a watching brief.
Temperatures have risen considerably this morning and I am
wearing only a t-shirt up top. I let my dog chomp his way through
the grass shoots – which can always be seen as medicinal – as we
make very slow progress toward the green. Here, to my surprise,
Fritz turns right and we thus begin a complete circuit of this
grassy area – where some of our dog owners have gone to enjoy
the sunshine. Fritz then enters the water feature, hoping for an
early drink I think, and this gives me a chance to put him back on
lead and head for the café. I hand him over to Peter and, indeed,
Fritz soon finds the water bowl in our compound.
Our group this morning includes Georgie, Janet, Karen, Wendy,
Peter, Ellen, and Ofra – with Hanna and Renata, who find our
own table under-chaired, joining Vlad at the picnic table in
the corner. Workers are active in the forecourt but they are not
making any noise today. Ellen has a bag of treats but most of
these are snatched by a greedy Tara. Most of the rest of the
dogs have to make do with my biscuit bag (not Fritz, who twice
settles into Karen’s lap) but Daisy-Mae uses my treat to start a
fight under the table with a number of her rivals. Bailey exhausts
his five-a-day quite rapidly but his distress over this outcome is
nothing compared to his growing sense of abandonment – Ofra
is preparing to leave her dog in Auntie Georgie’s care for many
weeks and now she gets up to make her farewells to the rest of us
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and then she is gone. Bailey, sounding like a chimpanzee, yelps in
protest as she departs.
Karen announces that she saw Robbie Williams and Olly Murs
perform at Wembley last night and Renata says she will see the
Rolling Stones tonight – so they can perform, I add, for at least
one of their own contemporaries. Peter says that he has lost his
horse racing matrix somewhere within the bowels of his computer
and there any many suggestions on where he might look for it.
The big news of the day, however, belongs to Ellen – who now
announces that she has bought a bungalow in a village near
Honiton, Devon, and that she will soon be leaving our company.
In fact the council is planning to tear down the building in
which she now lives – so she would have to move anyway. One
brother lives near her new home, another is nearby and she has
many nieces and nephews down there. The other dog people
congratulate her on this decision – which seems to make sense on
so many levels – even though we know that we will miss her quiet
good humor and common sense and the dogs will miss her treat
bag. The news will come as a special shock to Lucky and Jack,
whose care she has so often undertaken. She says that the first
thing she is going to do when she gets settled is get her own little
dog.
Sunday, July 7:
Long before we reach the café’s doggy compound we have a
series of canine encounters as Fritz and I visit a park sweltering
under hot sunny skies. Coming in behind us, for instance, is Dex
with his little Yorkie, Ozzy. Then heading toward us opposite the
cypress trees we have Lizzie with Yoyo. Out on the Randolph
roadway we are overtaken by red-headed Juliette with red-headed
Boris, the Irish Terrier. Tanya is charging down the hill with her
Weimaraners, Chicca and Pasha, and inside the little round garden
at the green’s northeast corner we can hear Ellen shouting, “Jack,
behave yourself.” This is like a siren call for Fritz – since Ellen’s
presence may mean an early treat from her goody bag. Lucky and
Jack are just being serviced so my dog is in luck – next he would
really like to pinch Pucci’s squeaky ball but Debbie, sitting on an
adjacent bench, manages to hide the tiny Yorkie’s prize away.
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At breakfast this morning we have these two ladies plus Georgie,
Janet, Peter, Wendy, Karen, Dan and Davide. The latter have not
been seen in some time – since I was away when they started
their vacation and Davide was still undertaking flying missions
for BA. He says that the smog was so bad in Singapore, the result
of field burning in Indonesia, that no one could go out. The lads
have now returned with tans from the Sardinian sun and they have
brought some nice local pastries with them. Karen takes a bite
of the one filled with ricotta cheese, denounces this choice, and
contents herself with eating two of the almond macaroons. She
has unfolded the Mail on Sunday – it appears that Charles Saatchi
and Nigella are splitsville; she’s well rid of him. Peter announces
that we have each won £11.20 in the lottery, then corrects himself
– the win (for a £14 total investment) was £11.20.
Even though Daisy-Mae is present Emilio fails to keep up his
usual intemperate barrage – evidently he only does this when
Makiko is present. The Shih-Tzu jumps into my lap several
times and Bailey, over his separation anxiety, is another good
customer. Fritz, who has managed to make it through twenty-four
hours without throwing up, takes a few biscuits. Dudley is let out
onto the green so he can have a wrestling match his his pal, the
Cockapoo Hugo, who is actually a better opponent than the petite
Daisy-Mae – though how Whisky (of Whisky and Soda fame) gets
entangled in this melee is not clear. Once again Winnie carries a
biscuit in her teeth during the back passage walkround.
Monday, July 8:
There is a light breeze to freshen things after a very warm and
muggy Sunday – but the sun remains ascendant as Fritz and
I begin a new week in the park. Almost immediately my dog
picks up a groupie. This is Hannibal, described as a Tibetan
Spaniel. His owner says that her dog is reluctant to use the back
walkways while games are underway and, since these have yet to
materialize, she thinks it would be nice if her dog followed mine
into no-dog’s land. This is exactly what happens and Hannibal, his
magnificent tail twitching, actually reaches the Carlton roadway
before we do. On our left the workmen are still fitting paving
stones in the café forecourt, ahead of us a large group of school
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kids is being marshaled, and somehow we have to make our way
through this mass and onto the green. No sooner have we done so
than I notice that Fritz has found a nice black and white miniature
soccer ball and he is carrying his prize proudly. We continue on
down the Randolph roadway and turn right into the bushes. Every
now and then he forgets his new toy, then has to go back to fetch
it. It is still in his teeth when I pass his lead over to Peter and head
into the café.
Well, the dog people are not alone in their pushy habits – for I
notice that one of the tennis coach ladies, in imitation, cuts the
queue in order to stand next to her Polish pal. We have only a
small turnout on such a lovely morning – just Janet, Georgie,
Karen, Peter and Ellen initially – then Debbie and Wendy make
late appearances. Karen has been raising money for a cancerstricken friend and gives us an update. She denounces the men’s
final at Wimbledon yesterday as boring – but others found it
enthralling and, after seventy-seven years, Britain can celebrate
a men’s final victory on home soil as Andy Murray has at last
emerged triumphantly. (I have to admit that my Sky cable failed
on both of my sets and I was without any TV whatsoever for three
or four hours yesterday.) Ellen shows pictures of the bungalow
she hopes to buy in Devon and there is universal delight. I notice
that a warm weather Peter is drinking Diet Coke, not coffee, this
morning.
Karen holds Dudley up in order to show her own embarrassing
efforts at puppy grooming – professionals will now have to
intervene after the hatchet job. Skye spots the ball that Fritz has
claimed and alternates between pining over it and snatching every
treat going. Jack accepts one of my biscuits and then returns to his
raison d’etre, humping Lucky. Sparkie accepts one too and then
resumes his raison d’etre, barking at all and sundry. Little Pucci
is allowed a corner of a biscuit from Ellen’s copious purse. I am
waiting for some sign of movement from my pals but they seem
mesmerized by the good weather and I decide to make a move
on my own – securing Fritz’s new ball in my pocket. I choose the
Morshead roadway for our exit, on the grounds that this is faster
than the back passage, but I am thwarted by the delaying tactics of
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my pet. As we finally reach our gate we are greeted by the Vizsla
pair of Bronny and Suki.
Tuesday, July 9:
I am almost underdressed – for there is a lovely breeze serving to
cool things down on another bright morning in Maida Vale – and I
am beginning to regret that I am again wearing only a t-shirt. Fritz
skips along in a lively fashion as we pass Simon the Cocker and
reach a café – where workers are pounding, sawing and drilling in
force. I am happy to follow my dog out onto the sunny green as
he heads off to visit Janet and Daisy-Mae. Thereafter he corrects
this line of migration in order to pass behind the tennis courts,
through the parking lot and into the doggy compound. A group
of chattering schoolgirls is just ahead of us as we return to the
café – they are here for some sort of athletic endeavor but few are
dressed for sport – and in the middle pitch their male counterparts
are playing football in coat and tie.
I notice that the triplets are back – they are sharing a banana
while sitting in their triple-wide stroller. A woman I have never
seen before is tying her dog to “my” chair in the dog quarters but
this turns out to be Ellie’s mother – here with Ellie’s Cockapoo,
Teddy. I bring in another chair and join a group that also includes
Janet, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Wendy and Makiko. We have to tell
the latter that in her absence Emilio suspended his barracking of
Daisy-Mae altogether – though he keeps it up today. Sparkie’s
objections are to the noisy workmen next door and when he barks
at them I give him a reward biscuit. Georgie says he associates
men in orange vests with noise and that is why he is barking at
them, even when no machine is in use. I remind her that he hates
lime green too. A chap comes in and delivers Callie to her Auntie
Georgie.
Someone notes that Andy Murray’s girlfriend, Kim Sears, is a
painter who specializes in animal portraits and this leads to some
good-natured teasing of Janet, who also has this gift. (Janet has
been snapping away at the dogs – one can guess that the photos
will serve as models for further painting projects.) Makiko has
brought some lovely thin crispy biscuits (with pistachio inserts)
from Paris and these are passed around – as well as some photos
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she has taken on her phone. She tells us that her car has been more
seriously injured in its most recent street corner confrontation
than originally thought and it may have to be scrapped – is there
such a word as Toyotalled? Anyway she has a long bus ride to
the dealership today (Janet offers to drive her) but I suggest that
perhaps she will meet Hugh Quarshie again. We begin our back
passage walkround but it is not easy walking round the back
of the running track – for here the moms of another sports day
contingent are lined up along the walkway, cheering on their
kiddies. At least no one seems to have a loudhailer today.
Wednesday, July 10:
The sunny warm weather persists and now it is possible to see
the park grass losing all its green in some spots. Lurking near our
entrance we have the young Mastiffs (the Mastiff Massive) in
Barney and Dubs – but these teenagers prove to be exceptionally
timid. One of them is afraid of the Shih-Tzu/Lhasa Apso quartet
(the ones with names related to the clothing industry: George,
Coco, Dior) and tiptoes around them gingerly. They seem
reluctant to follow their master into the walkway flanking the
cypress trees and prefer to complete this stretch behind the trees.
When we reach the green I can see Ellen joining Peter on a sunny
bench – while behind her Lucky is barking hysterically at a
sunbather on the flanks of Mt. Bannister. As Fritz and I are making
our way behind the tennis courts my dog decides to abandon this
walkway in favor of a climb through the shadows of the bushes up
to the top of our only summit. I have to follow and arrive just in
time to see him make friends with a chap lying on a blanket.
When I return with my Blarina-inspired cappuccino (the one
with the high foam summit) I join a small group that includes
Georgie, Karen, Hanna, Peter and Ellen, though Renata and
Wendy come much later and Janet and Makiko play through
without sitting down. Karen says that a would-be client has asked,
as a preliminary hurdle, for the completion of an exhaustive
questionnaire and the composition of four essays – “Marketing
in the Twenty-First Century” is one of these. Hanna says that she
put her nephew on the plane back to Finland yesterday afternoon
and that she is pooped. On their last day of sightseeing they
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rode the London Eye – but Hanna made the mistake of looking
down once her car had reached the top – and had to spend the
downward journey sitting on a bench with her head buried in her
hands. Georgie notes how quiet it seems in the park today and this
remark is immediately followed by a resumption of drilling and
pounding from the workers in the café forecourt. Fritz is swept up
into Hanna’s lap for a cuddle; Skye pisses in the communal water
bowl.
Georgie and I are on our own as we begin our back passage
walkround – greeted at the outset by the triplets, who rush to see
what’s going on from their refuge in the picnic grounds. Georgie
has Callie, Sparkie, Bailey and Skye in tow today and, since she
will inherit Fritz again when I begin my next walk in August,
we discuss my plans. I tell her that the Rob Roy Way begins in
Drymen, fifteen miles or so north of her native Glasgow. Gavan
and I were here in 1991 when we were walking the West Highland
Way and I tell Georgie that I may eat at the Clachan, which claims
to be Scotland’s oldest bar. The last time I was there Gavan was
astonished to see me grinning unashamedly at the pretty lady at
the next table – I had to explain that I recognized her as an actress
from the Scottish soap, Take the High Road – which was filmed in
the Loch Lomond area. Georgie says that this program was also
a favorite of her sister, Jean, who is evidently heading our way
soon.
Thursday, July 11:
Temperatures have dropped a bit and I am back in a sweatshirt
as Fritz and I (accompanied by a bag of “household rubbish”)
head for the bins outside our usual park entrance. There is a cool
breeze this morning but it is sunny and pleasant enough. Heading
toward us at speed is the white Shar-Pei, Cracker; he used to
spend a lot of time trying to dominate my pet but these days their
encounters are far more pacific and brief. As we near the green
I note that workmen have now dug up much of the pavement
outside the café windows and they have blocked off entry from the
Carlton roadway side of things altogether. Fritz has no intention
of entering at this time anyway and we are soon undertaking our
usual Mt. Bannister circuit. We have instruction right and left –
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tennis on the right and personal training on the left. “You realize,”
I hear a voice from on high, “as you become more pregnant these
can become yoga sessions.” As we near the parking lot I can see
that the dozy Mastiffs need help jumping into the back of their
master’s vehicle.
Again we have a rather small turnout – just Janet, Georgie, Peter,
Davide and Renata. Renata is fascinated by a pack of Marlboros
in black. There is universal agreement that it is only a matter of
time before smoking is banned even in outdoor spaces like our
own. Renata thinks this would be a good idea – since it would
help her quit – but Georgie is not so sure. Ellen is having an
appointment with the bank manager this morning – part of the
process of selling up and moving to Devon – but we also hear
news of another potential defection as well. This is Danielle, who
has taken Bella on a flight to Los Angeles with the possibility that
she will not return to London at all. Communications from this
journey, which Bella made on her owner’s lap, indicate that the
little dog peed in the plane’s toilet and did a poo in the middle of
O’Hare Airport.
Bailey abandons us today in favor of a lap belonging to Vlad’s
visiting friend from Vancouver – she says that the same thing
happened the last time she visited us. Sparkie has learned a good
trick; he rushes to the fence when the workmen make too much
noise, barks three times, and then appears at my knee for a reward
biscuit. Skye has not learned how to catch a biscuit without
bouncing it off his nose – which often leads to a trajectory that
takes this treat through the fence and onto an exterior walkway.
Makiko now arrives in order to turn Emilio over to Davide (while
she has a meeting). Our Japanese friend is evidently heading for
Ibiza this weekend. Our back passage walkround has to begin
on the wrong side of our route – since we can’t pass the café’s
doorway. As we reach the central pitch I note a class of yellowclad pupils getting instructions in a version of rounders that
employs the use of a thick wooden paddle. The gym mistress
serves up an easy pitch for the batter to belt – and gets a line drive
off her own shoulder as a reward. “Teacher abuse!” one of the
youngsters concludes.
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Friday, July 12:
It is gray and still somewhat cool as Fritz and I head for the park
on what must be considered a melancholy July morning – Dorothy
died six years ago today. When we reach the green Fritz decides
to check out all the other canine activity here and visits one
group that includes Binky the Cocker. Binky’s mom notes the
characteristic outdoor shivering that reveals my dog’s excitement
– he doesn’t tremble at all indoors. We next head for the doggy
compound next to the Grantully gate and after a short visit here
it is time to head back to the café. I note that there are a dozen
dogs and their beleaguered owners in the center of the green
now – I say beleaguered because they are surrounded by yellowshirts jogging in single file and pinning the canine contingent
into an ever decreasing circle. (The running track is empty at this
moment.)
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Peter, Karen,
Davide, Makiko, Debbie and Jo Lynn. The latter’s Border Terrier,
Tilly, is a faithful customer when I open my biscuit bag. She is
joined by Bailey, Emilio, Sparkie and Tara (here with Vlad). I note
that Emilio, like Bailey, enjoys dining in someone’s lap and he has
soon covered Makiko’s knee in crumbs. Jo has a bag of fish skin
cubes and these also prove to be very exciting. Jo says that Tilly
can unzip any of her handbags and that she often comes home to
find the contents spilled out on the floor – minus any treats, of
course. Fritz spends most of the session in his Auntie Karen’s lap
– her Dudley (showing off his remedial haircut) spends a lot of
time out on the green. Karen says that she had a Reiki session with
Hanna yesterday and that later she had a very good business day –
as Hanna would say, you can draw the appropriate conclusions.
The precise color of Jo’s hair-dye dominates the early stages of
our conversation (zzzzzzzzzz……..) and then we move on to the
love life of Prince Charles. Karen says that he must have found
the young Diana quite dull. Then the women move on to the love
life of the ancient Liz Taylor. For a change of pace I ask Janet to
give me an update on the cause of the recent flood in Ian Beale’s
new EastEnders restaurant – since I missed this precise detail
while I was walking on Jersey. Peter reminds us that we need
to top up our EuroMillions lottery contributions next week. The
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Ibiza-bound Makiko says she will not be here next week and
confounds our resident bookie by trying to refresh her stakes
with a twenty Euro note. There seems something illogical about
refusing to accept Euros in the EuroMillions lottery but Peter is
not having anything to do with this blue note.
Saturday, July 13:
It is already very warm as Fritz and I head for the park on a
scorching Saturday – with temperatures apparently heading for
90 degrees. It isn’t too bad at this hour, even in the sun, but I am
glad to have an excuse to curtail our morning activity. This comes
when Ellen heads for the ladies room with the dog’s empty water
bowl – Fritz wants a drink and follows her as she deposits this
container within our doggy compound. Here the green umbrella is
raised to shield us from the sun and here (in spite of the defections
of Ofra (Israel), Makiko (Ibiza) and Georgie (Hereford) we soon
have a respectable number at coffee: Janet, Dan, Davide, Renata,
Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Karen and Matthew (the friend not the
husband) – here babysitting Emilio.
There are lots of little toddlers about and one is dying to pet the
dogs. Tara is an uncertain quantity so Karen picks up Dudley
and offers him to the little chap – who is delighted to stroke the
pristine white fur. Dudley is very patient. No so Lucky – who
charges the fence several times in an attempt to discourage
visitors. In spite of this performance (which no one will miss)
Ellen says that when owner Aisne (aged 97) is no longer with us
Lucky and Jack could make their own move to Devon. Sparkie
and Winnie are also on the move – since Dan and Davide are
paying their first visit to Dan’s new niece and Winnie will thus
join Sparkie in a sleepover at Daisy-Mae’s house. That does leave
us with a question concerning the disposition of Bailey, who has
also been Georgie’s guest. Today he is so besotted with Vlad’s
friend from Vancouver that he spends the entire session on her lap
and takes no part in the feeding frenzy.
Renata begins the conversation by denouncing the paucity of
pools and shady terraces in London – in Germany and Switzerland
they do things much better. Ellen says, after a successful visit to
the bank manager, that she has paid for her new house in Devon
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(subject only to a title search) and may be able to move in three
weeks or so. As she describes the property I interrupt, “I hope
you have a pool for Renata.” Dan says he may join our German
friend in an outdoor viewing of Tosca – but he wants Renata to
sing him some songs from this “show” first. Karen is intently
studying pictures in the Mail of aficionados bearing the full fury
of stampeding bulls in Pamplona. Peter announces that we have
had not one but two wins in last night’s EuroMillions – meaning
that we got back almost half of the money we invested. (Karen
had a £9.20 win on her own.) Wendy, whom we can barely hear,
says that she will have the results of a recent scan next week. We
decide to head straight down the Morshead roadway when it is
time to leave – shorter and shadier. Dan notices that Janet and I
are wearing almost the same red t-shirt (he has one too) – meaning
than only Davide is out of uniform. As we near our gate Janet
announces that she is not taking any of the dogs in her charge
outside until nightfall.
Sunday, July 14:
It doesn’t take long to discover that today will be another scorcher.
There is a little gentle breeze sweeping across the park but any
sustained period in the sun is melt-worthy. Fritz is very slow to get
off the mark today (a sign of things to come) and when he at last
seems willing to make any progress at all it is to the right, rather
than our usual left. Pausing only to offer a gratuitous growl in the
direction of a passing Binky, Fritz now heads for the green. Again
he is distracted from any normal progress by the unusual sight of
a Jack Russell so well-behaved that it remains behind on a blanket
while his mistress jogs around the green. I encourage my dog to
see if he can get a drink out of the water feature at the other end
but he only succeeds in heading into some darkened bushes above
the tennis courts – whereupon he is lost to sight altogether! I circle
this foliage several times but it is about five minutes before my
dog answers my call. Now he goes back on lead and we head for
the café.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Karen, Peter, Wendy,
Hanna, Dan and David the Dogsitter. The latter is here with
Buddy, who sets up a racket at our gate – only to be answered
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by the delighted chortles of my dog, who adores his old pal.
In fact Fritz spends much of the session swaddled in Karen’s
lap – the words “wuss” and “big baby” are soon heard. For his
part, Bailey again takes up residence on the lap of Vlad’s friend
from Vancouver. He is so besotted with this woman that he fails
to come by for a single treat – just as well because Dan tells us
that Bailey has been vomiting and pooing in his house for the
last several hours. This means that Sparkie is my chief customer,
though Daisy-Mae does come by, fetches a biscuit, and uses it as
bait in a fight with Buddy. Dudley has another fan – a little girl
in a long dress and matching bonnet who puts a hand through the
bars in order to stroke the furry white presence. While she is doing
this she is swept up by a woman whom we have seen making her
way delightedly across the green – this is the actress Maureen
Lipman.
Hanna reports on a successful expedition last night to the Truscott
Arms on Shirland Road – where canapés were served in the cool
of the back garden. Karen says she had no social engagement last
night, even though an Iranian several years her junior tried to pick
her up in the park. David has another bit of distressing news for us
– Buddy’s owner, Saskia and her family, are thinking of relocating
and have been looking at houses in Tunbridge Wells. Today
Dan, Janet and I have all switched to blue tops but Peter is very
summery in his white duck trousers. “Still,” I add, “we haven’t yet
seen him in his most famous summer outfit – shorts and gloves.”
The blue-shirt contingent begin a walk across the grass, heading
for the Morshead gate (though Janet has forgotten her keys and
has to go back for them). Daisy-Mae has been making halting
progress, tugging on Sparkie’s lead with her teeth, but she now
dashes forward to attack a large black dog. Dan suggests that
perhaps Janet needs to check things out with some behavioral
modification therapist but (thinking of the ankles of all those
joggers) I add, “Only if she can get a group rate – so Winnie can
go as well.”
Monday, July 15:
It is going to be another scorcher of a day – already it is very
warm in the sun and each day the grass grows paler in the absence
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of any rain. Both Tim and Lizzie are out walking our way with
their Yoyo as Fritz and I head for the cypress trees. Here also
are the Maltesers, Will and Grace. When we reach the green
I can see that a number of the dog people are already heading
for the shade of our café compound – though why our green
umbrella has not been lofted is a mystery since no one would
want more sun to reach us today. I would just as soon take refuge
in this zone myself, foregoing further adventures in the sun and
remembering my dog’s wayward ways, but getting him to join us
now seems unlikely. The issue is resolved fortuitously, however,
since Debbie, in an attempt to compel Pucci’s migration into our
sacred area, squeezes his squeaky ball just the once – and my dog,
entranced, follows her into the designated space.
In addition to Debbie our troops today include Peter, Ellen, Janet,
Georgie, Renata, Wendy and the Emilio-sitting Matthew. Emilio
never growls at Daisy-Mae when Makiko is absent but he does
manage to charge the fences to protest over the passing of other
dogs, even at people just heading for the gym. (His bustling
charge is easier for him to accomplish after someone adjusts the
position of his harness – whose correct placement has baffled
Matthew.) Bailey rejoins the biscuit queue since Vlad and his
friend from Vancouver are sitting in front of the café – and there
is no way the Cavalier can reach the comforting lap he so desires.
Peter, drinking Diet Cokes this week instead of his usual coffee,
says that Bobby may soon be back from his holiday.
Debbie thinks that Emilio’s sitter is Dr. Matthew’s brother – but
I have to point out that since this chap is also called Matthew
this is unlikely. That problem resolved these two spend the next
ten minutes reviewing their employment histories (zzzzz…….).
Renata has brought with her some photos from her youthful
modeling career in Hong Kong and these are greatly admired.
She has actually brought them in for Blarina to see but our head
barista is absent today – having complained of the 35-degree
temperatures behind the counter. Health matters now dominate
the conversation. Renata says she has lost the hearing in one ear
(the aftereffects of a bad cough, or so she says). Wendy says she
has to return to the consultant to see if anything can be done about
her lost voice. Georgie says that her husband is losing weight, that
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he is down to eight and half stones, and that he has both a hernia
and an ulcer – he too has to see the specialist. At this point a late
arriving Hanna pokes her head over the fence to ask me how my
appointment with the dermatologist went. I have to tell her that I
am heading for Harley Street at 11:30 this morning – though it is
unlikely that I am going to discuss my medical details over coffee
at any time.
Tuesday, July 16:
It seems to me that some time has passed since I last appeared
in the park wearing my shorts – but after another sticky night
and with the promise of another 90-degree day today I decide to
make this substantial alteration in my daily costume. A number of
unknown dogs are following us and Fritz lingers to check them
out; then he manages to spend some time in the environmental
area as well. I pass Peter, sitting on a bench and facing the green,
and (remembering my earlier teasing) he wants to know where
my gloves are. Truth to tell, it is actually a few degrees cooler
than yesterday at this time and I have no objection to a complete
circuit of Mt. Bannister. Above us on the heights I can hear his
carer plaintively requesting the presence of Simba. After we have
shared the Carlton roadway doggy compound with Baba, the foxfighting Jack Russell, we head back for the café and, on the way, I
can still hear calls for the vagabond Golden Retriever.
This morning our group includes Janet, Georgie, Renata, Peter,
Ellen, Wendy, Karen and Jo Lynn. Renata begins proceedings
with a comment on the sexy legs of a German mountain climber
– by which she means me. Karen, meanwhile, is much bemused
by the embarrassment of an American TV newsman who read
aloud a hoax bulletin on the subject of the recent plane crash in
San Francisco – blaming the crash on pilot error and naming as
one of the pilots “We-Too-Low.” Jo Lynn is not amused by the
pre-wedding festivities of a 59 year old friend – who has enrolled
all of her pals in a session at the Hippodrome during which they
will be taught how to perform in burlesque. “For that money,”
the offended Jo adds, “we could have had lunch in Paris.” Janet
now passes around her camera (which she has been using to snap

54

“Dog Day Aftermath”

all the dogs) so that we can see her latest painting, a portrait of a
friend’s cat.
Jo has brought some carrots and these and my biscuits serve as
the principal food items in the diet of our dogs. Fritz would rather
have anything from anybody other than me but even he makes
several appearances at my knee today. At first he refuses all treats,
no doubt put off by the lowering jaws of the greedy Lucky, but
after Lucky and Jack have left us, he does agree to accept two
biscuits. A beautifully groomed Daisy-Mae hops into the next
chair – the better to advance her own claim on these goodies.
My problem is Tilly. I am pursued by Jo’s Border Terrier with
great intensity – which means that there is constant clawing at
my legs which, lest we forget, are bare today. By contrast Bailey
and Sparkie are models of decorum. Once again, incidentally,
we decide to head for home down the Morshead roadway – it is
shorter and shadier. Ahead of us I can see the recaptured Simba –
on lead.
Wednesday, July 17:
Again we have predictions of temperatures in the low 90’s and
it is already very warm in the sun. Fritz, who searches out any
spot in the house affected by a rare breeze, manages to keep up a
fairly rapid pace as we head for the café. Outside its embargoed
gates we get caught up in another large contingent of school
kids – they arrive like squads of army ants these days. I can see
that some members of our collective are already sheltering in our
doggy compound – where, again, staff have neglected to raise the
umbrella. Fritz is bemused by this gathering and when I propose
that he might find a drink inside he again enters voluntarily. I am
delighted that I need undertake no further exercise in the sun and
Fritz is soon dribbling onto any available knee with his watersoaked whiskers.
We have only a small group this morning – just Davide, Peter,
Ellen, and Georgie (with Janet departing right away for a class).
Georgie has brought Sparkie, Skye and Bailey this morning,
leaving Emilio at home. (He has a Winnie-wart on one foot and
she will stand him up in saltwater when she returns.) After a
few minutes the owner of Callie comes by to pass his pet on to
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Georgie as well – but Georgie says this kind of assignment is
coming to an end soon as Callie’s family will be moving to a
new house and garden. I suppose that what is unusual about this
transition is that the house is still in London – for we have had
a plethora of defections of late and all the others have involved
more distant locales: Danielle back to the States, Ronnie and Susie
to Bedfordshire, Claire to Dorset, and Shefali to Bolton – with
Ellen heading for Devon and, if David is to be believed, Saskia
and family to Kent. Even Mark, whose black Staffie, Rizzi, pulls
his owner’s wheelchair at great speed through our park spaces,
says he is thinking of moving to Cornwall.
Davide is in a foul mood. He doesn’t like his doctor and is trying
to change his surgery, Moscow flights are so tight he can’t even
leave the airport there, and, at home, workmen have installed the
wrong-sized refrigerator. Georgie also has complaints about the
medical profession. Hospitals have been severely criticized of late
for poor standards in health-care provision but she has her own
tale to tell. Her husband, referred to a specialist after reporting
to A&E a few weeks ago, has had all sorts of tests and, now
having lost close to three stone, has a referral letter to a take to a
consultant yesterday. This chap knew nothing of James’ condition,
didn’t seem to care, and merely gave the patient a scrip for some
antacid tablets. (Both Janet and I suggest that James has to start
over again, this time with his own GP.) We are not inclined to
linger for long on this hot and noisy day and Davide, Georgie and
I head across the green for the shade of the trees on the Morshead
roadway. We have to pass a crowded trackside scene with
chanting kids, pistols used to start each race and loudhailers in the
hands of the gym teachers – who feel it is their duty to describe
each race as though their pupils were blind. (This on a day when
every park neighbor has to have windows wide open.)
Thursday, July 18:
It’s official – meteorologists say we cannot count it as a
“heat wave” until we have had at least five straight days with
temperatures above ninety degrees; we have done so now, and we
can expect another day in this category today. Neither man nor
dog has had a useful rest during the sticky night just past but we
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start off for our morning in the park at our usual hour. Truth to
tell, there is a nice breeze to welcome us to the Rec; if only things
would stay this way one couldn’t ask for a better morning – but
a few minutes in the raw sun dissipates all such hopes. It doesn’t
help that Fritz undertakes a “go-slow” during our entry lap (during
which we are overtaken by the Poms, Buddy and Sparkie) – as he
samples grass shoots, disappears behind the bushes and in other
ways shows no willingness to get on with it. I have to put him on
his lead for a short while and then we are at last ready to make
some headway.
When we reach the café, however, it is obvious that further
progress will be very difficult. To the usual obstructions offered
by the forecourt pavers we now have an army of tree trimmers
overhead and they have blocked off the roadway we have been
using to detour around the café. I put Fritz back on lead and we
attempt to reach the green by going behind the café. This works
but when we rejoin some of our friends here there are rumors that
the café itself will not be opened for another hour. These prove to
be erroneous. We can slip around the door of this establishment
and we are invited to sit at wooden picnic tables out in front –
while tree limbs come whistling down just over a makeshift fence
behind us. I have to tie Fritz’s lead to a corner of one of these
tables and thereafter I have to hold the handle while I sip my
cappuccino. I hate these tables anyway; they are uncomfortable
to sit on, you never know where to put your feet; there is no back
rest and they are too small to accommodate our numbers – today
we have Janet, Georgie, Renata and Davide joining me at one
table, Karen, Peter, Ellen and Debbie at another. There isn’t much
biscuit business – and both Pucci and Dudley wander into the
danger zone and have to be rescued. Skye discovers that some
park workers are sharing an order of chips and he stations himself
at their table.
Karen is upset because there are no newspapers this morning –
“You’ll just have to talk to the rest of us,” I add. Davide is upset
with the workmen who have re-installed his refrigerator; the area
will have to be repainted and they will never be able to match the
shade of the rest of the kitchen. Renata is upset because there is
no shade in Sainsbury’s parking lot – and she needs to buy a new
57

“Dog Day Aftermath”

printer. It is not surprising, given the reigning atmosphere, that
people are out of sorts…you have the whine of the cement saw,
the chainsaw on high, and, after we have been seated for fifteen
minutes, they start up the wood chipper as well. It is time to make
an early move home.
Friday, July 19:
There is a lovely breeze rippling through the park as Fritz and I
begin our morning in the park. I am almost eager to step into the
sunlight (a very rare moment for me) but I soon grow weary of
my dog’s dilatory pace. When we at last reach the café the noise
is so intense that Fritz has no hesitation is following me to the
left – as we begin to climb Mt. Bannister. From the summit of this
august peak I can see lots of dog owners down on the Randolph
walkway and I begin to bounce down the grass – a puzzled Fritz
in tow. He does eventually agree that this is a good idea – rushing
downhill and disappearing immediately into the ladies loo! The
attraction here is Ellen, who is just emerging with a large bowl of
fresh water for the dogs. I am hoping that my dog will follow her
into the reopened doggy compound but he has other intentions. A
woman is throwing a squeaky ball to her pet and Fritz has to chase
this down too. He doesn’t get it and we salve this disappointment
by continuing our walk (on lead now) toward the Randolph gate.
There is a very large contingent crowded around our tables
this morning: Janet and friends Janet and Jenny (a visitor from
Australia), Georgie, Karen, Wendy, Debbie, Renata, Davide, Peter,
Ellen and a woman named Christine – who is here with her mostly
Jack Russell, Tinker. The latter joins the biscuit queue – though I
have to break some in half for her and for Renata’s Maxi. My bare
legs manage to survive the attentions of hungry canines pretty
well – though Renata complains that Lucky is gouging hers. Fritz
must be hungry – since he wouldn’t eat his dinner last night –
but he shows interest only in Ellen’s treats and, after a while, he
accepts a contented place in Karen’s lap. Her own Dudley, who
is out playing on the green, has started to scratch the door in her
absence from home; this wouldn’t be too bad but she has already
replaced this door once.
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Georgie reports that she has received a call from Ofra in Israel –
reporting a successful side trip to Greece – but that Bailey was so
drained by the heat that he did not respond to the mention of his
mommy’s name. Georgie (though obviously worrying about the
health of her husband) is celebrating the end of the school year
and the beginning of a holiday period. Other schools are still at
it – as the chanting files of toddlers in a rainbow of uniforms head
for the track. Eventually this sports day lark will come to an end
– not a moment too soon from the perspective of park neighbors.
Peter is collecting money for horses and lottery and marking off
boxes on his complicated charts. Christine says that she is waiting
for a phone call from British Gas – who need to do a safety check
before she can rent out her flat (she actually lives in Ealing now)
and I tell her that I am waiting for British Gas as well – since they
have promised to deliver materials involved in the installation of
a new boiler between 11:00 and 1:00 today. We start for home
(encountering the black Flat-Coated Retriever, Diesel, and being
shouldered aside twice by intemperate joggers) and, half an hour
early, workmen are already piling stuff up on the front porch.
Fritz is spooked by this visit (or by something) and he still won’t
eat any welcome home biscuits – instead he spends the next few
hours scratching away at unsuitable areas of carpet and furniture.
Saturday, July 20:
We have spent an unpleasant night – and the muggy weather was
only one of the factors. Fritz had spent much of the day panting
and pawing, clearly discomfited by the penetrating blast of the
horn – used every minute or so – to start off some event in the
ubiquitous sports day in the nearby park. The problem with such
scratching was that Fritz seemed to prefer sites that offered the
menace of instant electrocution – corners in which wires were
situated – or an assault on some of the precious and expensive
paraphernalia piled up by the gas people in the hall. He did eat
his dinner (into which I mixed some of his favorite pasta) and we
had a normal late night walk but when the pawing began in the
hall following our return I decided there would be no rest at all if I
didn’t get up, carry him into the bedroom and shut the door behind
us.
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Although I am still dressed in t-shirt and shorts I realize, as
soon as we step outside, that I am somewhat underdressed this
morning. Temperatures have yet to begin their usual climb, there
is a cooling wind and the sun is hidden behind thick clouds. Fritz
agrees that we might as well head right instead of our usual left
and we have soon reached the green. There is not much going
on here and he spends a lot of time studying the scene before
trotting out to the center, where Debbie is sitting on the grass,
Pucci hidden under her knees. A little later my dog finally begins
to put on some speed and we have soon begun our usual line of
migration, behind the tennis courts, through the parking lot (where
we encounter my old ASL colleague, the jogging Keith Millman)
and into the doggy compound. Then it’s a squeeze round the front
of the café and into our safe haven.
As usual there is a long Saturday queue at the café – where Karen
is sitting indoors chatting with a friend. Renata asks about the
usual paper fix and Karen can only offer the Times. “I don’t like
the Times,” Renata claims, “I prefer the schmucky Daily Mail.”
Renata takes a seat outside, were we also have Janet, Jenny, Dan,
Peter, Ellen, Georgie and, eventually, the sun-tanned Makiko.
Emilio immediately resumes his defensive role, warning his
mommy that Daisy-Mae is on the loose. Skye makes a pest of
himself at the picnic table in the corner – where the Asian family
who goes with Alaska, the white Alsatian, is having the full
English. Fritz accepts a few tidbits from Ellen and for this gesture
he is attacked by a jealous Jack. Renata complains every time
Lucky approaches her – since the Corgi likes to scratch her bare
legs.
I remind Peter that on last night’s Coronation Street one punter
won a four-horse accumulator and bankrupted the bookie – hoping
that this will inspire our own horse racing maven in his choices
today. Janet and Jenny have been to Camden Market and there is
a great deal of chatter on who went where and ate what yesterday.
Dan describes in great detail his meal at Ibuki last night.
Evidently he had asked for help in ordering from his waitress,
who replied, “I don’t know anything about Japanese food either;
I’m Chinese.” Makiko announces that, on the Castellain Parade,
Plan 9’s successor, Café Mangiare, has served it last beef-based
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“bacon” sandwich; the place is closed and will open under new
management. Dan is trying to interest us in a group order for a
new device that allows you to monitor the position of your dog
with a phone app that connects with a chip worn on the pet’s
person. It sounds like something that I need but it turns out that
it is only effective for distances up to 100 meters and, as we all
know, that’s not good enough for my wandering Fritz.
Sunday, July 21:
I have to put on a sweatshirt as we enter the park (I’m already
in trousers again) since it is decidedly cooler than we have
experienced recently and this morning, like yesterday, is gray
– with lots of cloud about. The decline in temperature (which,
we are assured, is only temporary) does nothing to speed my
dog along and I grow weary of waiting. On lead, therefore, we
at last make our way along the cypress trees – though I do let
Fritz off again as we reach the entrance to the central pitch –
where the usual Sunday contingent of Thai football players is
filing in. Snowdon, the original white Alsatian, is just passing
the construction site that is the café forecourt – which we swing
around in order to approach a greenside bench on which we meet
a number of the dog people waiting for the café to open. There
is time for a circuit of the hill but we do not enter the doggy
compound behind it – I am discouraged by the raucous barking
on an unknown animal – who turns out to be not an intemperate
Staffie but a playful Dachshund.
Our passage in front of the café brings us outside the open hatch
that faces the Carlton roadway and so an observant Blarina and
her assistant can begin work on my cappuccino even before I have
delivered my dog to our table. Our numbers are almost the same
as yesterday: Dan and Davide, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Debbie,
Renata, Makiko and Matthew – and Karen. The latter again offers
Fritz a comforting lap – he seems in better spirits after a day
with no park noises. Unfortunately he has arrived too late for any
of Ellen’s treats but he does take some biscuits from me. Other
dogs do this as well but their attention is again riveted by the full
English breakfasts being enjoyed by Alaska’s family at the picnic
table in the corner. I happen to notice that out on the green the
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chaps who own Koji, the Shiba Inu whom Fritz and I often meet
on our late night walks, have a second version of this breed – one
we soon meet when Kyle (an American) and Dan sit down at our
table as well. The newcomer is Kiki, who is eight months old.
We ask how Koji is tolerating a new sibling but the news is good
here. Less happy is the news that Koji was bitten badly by Alexa
the Akita a few days ago. I’m sorry but not surprised since, after
a bitter experience with Harry the Akita several years ago, I have
a great deal of apprehension about the temperament of this breed.
Alexa was in the Morshead doggy compound earlier this week
and I asked her dog walker if she was okay – receiving a bland
assurance that she was just fine. I won’t go in there again with
Fritz if she is present. Someone now discovers another doggy
crime – Dudley has been pissed on by someone – and the finger of
blame is pointed at you, Skye.
Makiko has brought her iPad and we get to see all the photos
that she and Matthew took on their recent week in Ibiza. Makiko
never lets a plate of food go by without taking a snap and food
dominates these photos; it all looks very appetizing and she has
brought a box of Spanish biscuits to help us get down our coffee
today. Dan, inspired, is trying to organize an outing to Don Pepe,
a Spanish restaurant off the Edgware Road. Kyle has an app that
offers info on dog-friendly hotels and pubs in the UK and this
reference is of great interest to Davide, who had Chancellor of
the Exchequer George Osborne as one of the passengers on his
return from Moscow. Travel is the topic for much of the rest of
our session since Kyle and his Dan are planning a three-week
European car holiday (as far as Venice) with Dan’s parents and
Koji and Kiki.
Wednesday, July 24:
I have missed two days of park duty – the consequence of the
long-delayed installation of my new boiler by British Gas.
On both Monday and Tuesday I was fortunate to have the
participation of Linda, who arrived with the gasmen and took
Fritz off for a long walk with Pepper and Chica in Regent’s Park
– returning him only after the workmen had gone. Unfortunately
Monday proved to be the hottest day in the last six years (a great
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day to choose if it means that you will be to be without any heat
in the house) and the misery of the day was followed by a night of
volatile thunderstorms – that did the poor dog in. He spent much
of the hours of darkness scraping away at the carpet and looking
for hiding places; every time I got up I found him standing in a
zombie-like pose, trembling. Last night was far calmer and we
both got some sleep and this morning is also fresher. The day will
have its hot moments but now it is quite comfortable.
Fritz makes a lively enough start to the walk and we have soon
reached the bombsite that is the café forecourt. Unfortunately they
have left a gate open, the one my dog likes to pass through as part
of his shortcut to the green. Soon he is wandering around on the
work in progress – though the lone workman is more bemused
than annoyed by this incursion – which has to be followed by my
own, since that is the only way I can get Fritz out of the maze.
There is a group of dog people clustered around a bench facing the
green but Fritz and I now continue forward in order to complete
one of our favorite circuits. When we return to the café I discover
that the front door of this establishment is closed and a new
temporary entryway has been opened in the glass wall facing our
tables – which means that everyone wanting a cuppa has to pass
through our compound. We do have a good turnout this morning:
Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Peter, Ellen, Davide, Renata and two
former denizens of these parts, here on return visits, Georgie’s
sister Jean from Glasgow and Albert’s daughter Denise from
Amsterdam.
Jean, hearing about my boiler, says that the Scottish government is
attempting to get its citizens to adopt greener boiler regimes and I
want to know if a greener diet is next, “You know, no more deepfried coating on the Mars bar.” Georgie accepts a phone call from
Linda the dog-walker – who is looking for someone who will
take care of a Jack Russell. Then the ladies move on to clothing.
Renata says that Nicole Farhi is going into liquidation and that she
picked up some good bargains in Hampstead as a consequence.
Makiko is wearing a navy skirt with an orange top (a color
combination that Renata was evidently wearing yesterday). I
challenge Makiko to name the college football team that also
sports this combination (Illinois, though if we are thinking of the
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pros I could have named the Chicago Bears). Denise says that
she spent yesterday at Primark but that this firm is to be found in
Amsterdam too. Makiko pulls out her camera to show us a shot
she took yesterday of the crowds waiting for news of the new
royal arrival at the Lindo wing of St. Mary’s Paddington – where
Matthew was hoping that no one would see him, a dedicated
republican. I point out that on three occasions I passed through
these famous doors for minor procedures and not once did the
paparazzi show any interest. Fritz, after feasting on some hot
sausages offered by Ellen, is reluctant to leave the table but I have
errands to run (laundry and Sainsbury’s) and I want to get started.
I have to remind others that I may miss tomorrow’s session as well
– the scaffolders are supposed to undo the work that was needed
to install flue and pipework for the new boiler.
Thursday, July 25:
It has again been an uncomfortable night. Temperatures were
modest enough but the air was full of moisture and that little furry
barometer, my dog, began to whine in anticipation of thunder
to come. At 4:00 a.m. I woke to hear him whimpering and since
he was near the front door I couldn’t rule out an urgent need to
descend to the street. It was raining and we both stumbled around
for a few minutes in raingear. It soon became clear to me that
Fritz didn’t need to be out here at all – but our return brought no
comfort. I put him on the bed with me and he continued to groan,
standing at attention for much of the time – only gradually lying
down for some fitful sleep as dawn broke. Skies have brightened
considerably as we set off for the park now – I have decided just
to leave a mobile phone number on the front door in case the
scaffolders show up while I am on my morning rounds.
Janet comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae and I need to ask her
about an incident on Coronation Street that I somehow missed
while I was on Jersey. She wants to know if I have received the
latest installment of the North Westminster Labour Party email
newsletter – where replies to an earlier suggestion that the dogs of
Paddington Rec need to be on lead have now appeared.
There are three such letters:
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“I’m a dog owner with 2 beloved old dogs who enjoy using
Paddington Rec. I use the park every day and when they were
younger used to go there twice a day. There are very few areas
where you can take your dogs and let them off the lead, so I do
take exception to complainers who don’t like dogs being allowed
to exercise and enjoy life. She {the complainant} feels there are
fewer picnickers as a result of dogs in the park - I’m sorry she
feels this is an issue that needs addressing. I’d consider the mess
left behind by the many picnickers that I see in the park appalling
and {it} is much more of an issue. I would say to any fair-weather
park-goer that they should “live and let live”. We need to co-exist
together without taking away from other’s enjoyments.”
“I was in Paddington Rec last night at 5 p.m. on a lovely early
summer night and the main area in the centre (where dogs
are allowed) was full of children of all ages, from toddlers to
teenagers, playing while parents and other visitors {sat} on
the grass. There were several dogs with owners who were very
responsible and no one was bothered by them. Some of the owners
were children who were having a lovely time playing with their
dogs. I think the complainant may have had a bad experience or
simply does not like/is afraid of dogs and is generalizing.”
“I walk my dog (off the lead) every day and along with the
majority of responsible dog owners would offer the following
comments and suggestions: I would welcome the regular presence
of a dog warden or equivalent to take firm action against
irresponsible owners who do not have their dogs under control
or DO NOT “pick up” after their dogs. It isn’t true to say that
families are not often seen picnicking in Paddington Rec; there
are three large areas where dogs aren’t allowed (the Rose Garden,
the picnic area and the children’s playgrounds). Dogs are often
part of a family and it is a common sight to see families with their
dogs picnicking on the “green” (when there isn’t a cricket match
going on). So please in these sometimes unsettled times – can we
not live and let live?”
The author of the last entry is, of course, Janet herself and we
now reach the café – where a large tree is being maneuvered
into a new home. The other dog owners are about to enter our
compound and we join them: Davide, Georgie, Janet, Karen,
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Makiko, Ellen, Peter, Renata, Denise and Jean. (Hanna, again in
charge of an ailing Yoyo, takes a seat at the corner picnic table.)
Again Ellen has both sausage and toast for the lucky dogs. She is
trying to arrange her farewell dinner but it will not be easy with
everyone moving about because of the holidays. Renata says that
she has returned to Nicole Farhi and has learned that a buyer has
been found for the troubled firm – she was hoping there would
be savings on their winter line as well. Georgie announces that
her husband has put on five pounds and this is certainly good
news. Karen announces that the new door she has had to install
– because Dudley (in her absence) has scratched the old one to
pieces in his anxiety – has now received the same desperate claw
marks. This is not good news. Well, I manage to get through my
cappuccino without hearing from the scaffolders and we can now
begin our return journey. On the way we meet up with Bobby,
the Shih-Tzu. When last we saw him in the spring he was still a
puppy; he is larger than Daisy-Mae now and has changed color as
well. They are still wrestling with the new tree.
Friday, June 26:
We have spent a much more comfortable night – though the dog
preferred to lie down in the hall – and temperatures are still on
the humane side as we head for the park. There is a lot of activity
as we enter: Buddy is just leaving with Patrick; Hanna is turning
around so that she and Yoyo can accompany us; and Simba
is coming up behind us. Yoyo has not been well of late (heart
problems) but she seems fine this morning; she is soon left behind
as Fritz continues forward on the Randolph roadway. He turns left
at the tennis courts and this time we have the company of Lucky
and Jack – and when Ellen leaves the parking lot by climbing
steeply up to the summit of Mt. Bannister Fritz follows here too.
Then we drop steeply down the greenside slope, with Fritz rushing
out to see Renata and Debbie. The problem with a route like this
is that I have not had a moment (as in our session in the doggy
compound on the Carlton roadway) to hook my dog for our final
march back to the café. Now I have a Schnauzer on the loose and
my job is to get him back on lead. I adopt an unusual expedient,
commanding him to “Sit!” – which he does immediately. It’s just
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as well I have him under control again because at the next moment
Millie rushes up with a squeaky tennis ball in her mouth.
Chairs are in short supply at the café these days; the only exterior
seating is within our doggy enclave and there are not enough
chairs here – as we soon discover. Our group begins with Debbie,
Georgie, Jean, Janet, Peter, Ellen, Hanna, Davide and Renata –
but the latter insists on two chairs (having fetched a second one
from the café’s interior), the second for her grandson, Jackson.
The latter is in the kiddies’ playground and when Makiko arrives
she is refused the empty chair by the possessive granny. Davide
gets up to fetch in a chair for our Japanese friend and Renata
complains that he never does this for her. At last we are all seated
(even the sandwich-munching Jackson and Vlad at the corner
picnic table). The dogs have plenty of treats – since Ellen has
again indulged them in sausage and toast. They are up to their
usual tricks: Sparkie is barking at the workmen, Emilio is barking
at Daisy-Mae and Tara is drooling at the sight of all these toasted
sandwiches.
Makiko is fascinated by the Pepe Le Pew tattoo on Jean’s shoulder
(she also has the same skunk on her shirt today). Then she wants
to know all about Ellen’s new bungalow in Devon and Ellen
promises to bring in the pictures again. Peter collects a few £2
wagers for tomorrow’s racing from punters whose motto must
be – “the triumph of hope over experience.” Hanna says she is
going to hear a blues band perform at the Red Squirrel tonight.
Near the end of our session tiny Pucci begins to fuss over a rear
leg (the others can’t agree whether this is the right or the left)
but some believe he was bitten by something. He seems to be
okay for our back passage walkround, which is soon underway.
Daisy-Mae throws herself headlong onto the artificial turf of the
five-a-side pitch and then begins to root among all the abandoned
plastic bottles here. Outside this space the rest of us are greeting
an adorable brown Cocker puppy named Henry.
Saturday, July 27:
Temperatures remain on the pleasant side as Fritz and I begin our
Saturday morning in the park. When Janet comes in behind us
with Daisy-Mae she says that a tropical storm is heading our way
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– I begin to wonder if the moaning produced by my dog at 4:00
this morning had anything to do with his sense that things were
about to change for the worse. His progress is fairly lively now
and we have soon reached the green. The triplets, displaced by
all the building works in front of the café, are in their triple-wide
baby carriage as their dad administers banana and biscuit while
seated on a park bench. Fritz wanders on, reaching the Randolph
gate, where we begin a return journey. By this time the dog people
are taking seats in our compound; they have an additional task
today since it is necessary to remind half a dozen café users that
they need to circle our area if they are to gain entrance through a
side door.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Dan, Renata,
Debbie, Hanna, Peter, Karen, Makiko and Matthew – though the
latter goes off to the gym and his place is taken by a late-arriving
Davide. Makiko gets up to move an empty chair over to Davide’s
side and Dan, having been brought up to speed on yesterday’s
chair contretemps, says mischievously that the incident only
proves that Davide likes Makiko better than he does Renata.
Hanna is studying pictures of food in a newspaper supplement and
describing how she makes her own version of Eton Mess. Renata
is doubly discomfited by our Finnish friend this morning – first
because Renata’s attempts to extract money for a leaving present
for Ellen are rebuffed (“I am buying my own gift.”) and, second,
because Hanna complains over the intrusive smoke from Renata’s
Power cigarette – though, sitting between these ladies, I am the
chief victim here. Janet and I discuss our travel dates – it seems
that we may never be in town at the same time, which makes it
difficult to choose a date for Ellen’s leaving party.
Georgie has brought a new client, a delightful young Cavapoo
(Cavalier and Poodle) named Mitzi. Everyone seems to like this
sweet-faced dog and she spends a lot of time in Karen’s lap. This
is just fine with Dudley, who is in love with the newcomer. He
too jumps into Karen’s lap and begins to kiss Mitzi. Later some
abortive humping is attempted under the table. Here Daisy-Mae,
sensing a rival, rounds on the visitor with fury; Janet has to get up
and expel her pet from our precincts. (At least there is now room
for Fritz on Karen’s lap.) Ellen has brought a number of treats
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for the dogs and there are many takers. Unfortunately, Yoyo is
not permitted to participate in this feast – Hanna has carried her
across the green, well-dosed with all of her medicines, and she sits
quietly with her auntie throughout our session. Hanna says that
she has purchased a special large scarf on the QVC channel – one
bearing the Schnauzer logo.
Sunday, July 28:
Fritz makes a spirited entrance to the park this morning – and this
is all the more surprising since we have had another miserable
night. He did manage to eat his evening meal – just before the
thunder began in earnest – but thereafter he began his patented
pawing as the rain showered down. When there was a break in this
pattern we attempted a late night walk but this was a failure from
the outset – the dog crisscrossing the street in panic and crossing
his legs; he wouldn’t even pee in this darkened world where the
heavens threatened to open again at any minute. I sat with him on
the sofa in the TV room but I had to put a duvet over this object
since it remains one of the few pieces of furniture not to suffer yet
from the attentions of the dog’s sharp claws. When we went to
bed he chose a spot immediately below my bedside for his manic
pawing and throughout the night I had to place a hand on his head
to get him to relax. A dose of Rescue Remedy was slow to have
any effect; I believe it was 3:45 before he at last went to sleep.
I could use a lot more of this precious balm myself but at least
it is fairly fresh outside, quite a breeze blowing and no way of
knowing whether sun or clouds will dominate today. Out on the
green the dog rolls in delight at Dan’s feet and then he greets
both Jean and Renata as though nothing untoward had happened
in his life recently. He speeds around Mt. Bannister and, as soon
as I have opened the door to the doggy compound behind this
eminence, he rushes through the dog tunnel. (A year ago the
nervous animal would not go near any of these objects; now,
paradoxically, he seems to enjoy them.) When we return to the
café there is a large Sunday group forming: Dan, Davide, Makiko,
Peter, Ellen, Debbie, Wendy, Renata, Jean, Georgie and Janet –
with Matthew and Vlad at a little table behind us. Georgie has
Skye, Sparkie, Bailey and Mitzi in tow this morning. The latter,
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though a newcomer, is not slow in coming forward, as they say –
enjoying any treats going. Outside our gate we have the presence
of that veteran pair, Oscar the Schnauzer and Scamp the Westie;
they are here with a tall young man – who must be Sabina’s son.
Ellen presents Peter with a new pair of gloves, never worn by her
late husband, and after a struggle to get them on, Peter accepts
this gift. (“I feel I’m witnessing a scene from the O.J. Simpson
trial,” I add.) Peter reminds us that one of our turf choices was a
non-runner yesterday and that our stakes will be carried over to
next week. Jean finally remembers the name of the cat whom Pepe
Le Pew was always pursuing (Penelope) and Davide is using his
phone to discover if these cartoon characters have Italian names
as well. Dan is attempting to excite our sympathy by claiming
that he once received a bloody cut from a blade of grass. (“That’s
nothing,” I add, “my late wife could cause such an injury with a
passing remark.” “Which was why we loved her,” Dan replies.)
On several occasions Matthew reminds Makiko that they need
to leave by 10:00 since they have an expedition to Woodford in
Essex to look at a replacement vehicle for the one recently totaled.
Makiko is annoyed by these reminders and denounces Matthew
as a “Victorian husband.” I forbear adding that if he were a real
Victorian husband he wouldn’t ever let her get behind the wheel
of the new purchase.
Monday, July 29:
Janet, coming up behind us with Daisy-Mae, and Karen, heading
toward us with Dudley, are the first to hear the latest chapter in the
nightly adventures of my dog, Fritz. Most of our evening, indeed,
passed without the need for comment: play period, chickeninfused puppy supper, successful late night walk. But almost as
soon as we went to bed the signs of distress began all over again.
It was raining a bit now but I never heard any thunder – Fritz did,
or thought he might hear some in the near future and once again
he began his manic pawing on the carpet beneath my side of the
bed. Again I tried to modify this behavior in a number of ways.
I blocked the entrance to this side of the bed with a chair – but
he jumped up onto the bed, crossed its width and jumped down
into his favorite scratching alley. I repeatedly tried to interrupt the
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process with a hand holding onto his collar or stroking his head.
Finally, about an hour or so into the process it occurred to me to
try out the “thunder coat” that Michigan Janet had brought with
her on one of her recent visits. I wrapped him tightly in this snug
felt garment and, sure enough, his heavy breathing did ease a bit
and soon he was asleep on the floor. There was only one other
brief episode a few hours later and, on the whole, we spent a much
easier night.
He now rushes ahead and we have soon reached the green. Our
route takes us along the Randolph roadway but a right turn at
the tennis courts brings us back to this wide-open space – which
shows a few signs of a returning green shade after all the recent
rain. There is a lively group out in the center and we head here
next. Simba’s dog walker has a new charge with her as well;
this is a bustling, energetic black French Bulldog named (after a
character in The Wire) Stringer Bell. Stringer would really like
to play with Fritz but my dog is having none of this and soon
takes off for the Grantully gate. Here he goes back on lead as we
swing around toward the bandstand, then cross the grass again
to reach the café. Mitzi, suffering separation anxiety, rushes into
this establishment behind Georgie (Daisy-Mae is still the jealous
diva, attacking the newcomer on several occasions). All of our
dogs make an appearance on a special farewell card that Janet
has made for the departing Ellen. The latter is not here today
and so Renata has us sign it (while badgering her tablemates for
their contributions to a farewell gift with an intensity that would
do Peter proud). The card bears an image of Yoyo (even though
Hanna is on her own in the farewell department) and the ailing
Schnauzer now makes an appearance – sitting up brightly in the
baby’s pushchair that usually stays at Georgie’s house. Hanna says
that the dog became so distressed on Saturday night (with fluid on
the lungs) that she had to make a visit to the emergency room at
Village Vets on Belsize Terrace – where a large dose of diuretic
was administered.
Makiko tells us that after putting down a deposit on a car in Essex
she and Matthew have decided to buy one in Chelmsford instead.
Renata asks who wants to come with her to buy Ellen’s gift – but
there are no takers. The gift card makes its way around our table –
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with many of us signing it. (Fritz wants to know if there will still
be tripe sticks.) Georgie says she can’t sign the card today because
she has forgotten her glasses. This deficiency is soon relevant in
the next crisis – Karen has lost her keys and while she searches in
one direction others cover the green looking for the lost object. In
fact Karen finds the keys on the slopes of Mt. Bannister and this
is our signal to begin a back passage walkround. In the cypress
trees a squirrel is scolding us – just as Fritz and Callie manage
to get their leads hopelessly entangled. I am searching the skies
anxiously – wanting to know if it will rain again. My anxiety is
heightened by the fact that I have a luncheon appointment today
and the dog will have to be left on his own as the heavens darken.
Tuesday, July 30:
Rain threatened at a number of moments yesterday and I did feel
drops in the mid-afternoon and also during our late night walk but
most of the time is was dry enough – Fritz spent a normal night
at last. This morning it seems very gray outside and, sure enough,
I note (just before departure time) that it is raining outside. That
answers all the questions about costume… both Fritz and I will be
wearing our raingear today. In fact there is a steady downpour as
we cross the street; I am not amused that my dog seems to spend
a good deal of time sampling grass shoots while I am standing
there like a dummy. When we get moving at last forward progress
is speedy enough. Karen is sitting all by herself under our green
umbrella at the café but I can see that Renata is heading our way
as we continue forward and undertake our usual circuit of Mt.
Bannister. Fritz does a deep woods poo behind the tennis courts
(no hope of retrieving it) and ambles through the parking lot. For
a dog who spends so many anxious hours fearing the onset of
wet weather it is always a surprise that he is not, in fact, much
bothered by rain itself.
In addition to Karen and Renata we have only Ellen and Janet
initially; everyone is wondering where Georgie is, especially Janet
– who has just accepted delivery of the large black Lab, Callie.
Soon we see Georgie and Jean crossing the green under their
umbrellas and Makiko is not far behind them with Emilio. The
dogs manage to behave themselves today – I don’t have any wet
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paws scraping away at my trousers and there is no mass protest
movement when other dogs pass by. Sparkie does register the
occasional objection to the workmen in the forecourt. The park
would be so quiet without them since there are no school groups
these days – just the occasional youngster arriving with cricket bat
or tennis racket, both useless today. The workmen have had the
good sense to work on that portion of their task that sits beneath
the café’s front overhang; that brings their noise even closer to us
and to the poor staff behind the counter.
Jean will be departing for Glasgow tomorrow and Janet takes off
for the States then as well. This leads to a discussion of dates for
Ellen’s farewell party but it is hard to know just how long that
lady will be still among us. The hold-up is Brent Council, which
needs to set a price on the flat they are buying as a compulsory
purchase. A surveyor showed up a month ago but has yet to
report. This leads to an interesting question. In a building whose
flats have the exact same dimensions and whose fate is utter
destruction why was a visit needed in the first place? Georgie now
reports that in Israel Ofra has cut her hand in a kitchen accident
and that this has required stitches at the hospital – it was a head
injury during her last visit. Karen and Renata are cooking up
an expedition to Ikea. Karen has been given the responsibility
of watering the garden while Janet is away. This task suddenly
reminds our Australian friend of the time she was asked to look
after her dad’s farm– on her first day on the tractor she discovered
a dead cow, bloated on its back in the sunlight. (She called the
next door farm for assistance and here the farmer said, “Well if
it’s dead I guess I don’t have to hurry.”) Janet, who offers her
friend a ride home now, also has a complaint. She has to add to
her luggage all those Paddington Rec dog books I delivered to Liz
during the latter’s last visit – and which Liz forgot to put into her
own suitcase. At least it has stopped raining.
Wednesday, July 31:
And so we come to the end of another month in the park. It is a
deeply gray morning and, after some moisture overnight, I am
wearing my rain jacket again – with the dog’s version of this
garment tucked into my pocket. As usual, it takes a while before
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I can get any speed out of Fritz but once launched we make
rapid progress in the direction of the café – where the forecourt
pavement is hidden from view under a cloud of dust and several
machines are roaring at the same time. A number of the dog
owners are standing in front of the loos – with Renata again
agitating for a shift to a quieter venue. Karen suggests Plan 9 but
I have to tell her that not only has this institution closed its doors
long ago but that its successor, Café Mangiare, has done so too. I
leave the others to debate other options while Fritz and I complete
our usual circuit of Mt. Bannister.
When we return to the café it is obvious that the others have
decided to brave out the noise in our usual space – I tell Renata
that I would have supposed that today would be a good day for
someone who is hard of hearing. In addition to Renata and Karen
we also have Janet, Jean, Georgie, Wendy, Peter, and Ellen.
Renata has brought for us a tray of lemon cake slices that she
baked last night and a bottle of wine for Makiko – who eventually
arrives as well. The wine is actually a thank you for the use of
Makiko’s Royal Academy card, which was utilized by two friends
of Renata, visiting from Germany. They left a bottle of Sancerre
for Makiko, Renata drank it, replaced it with a bottle of Chablis,
forgot to bring this in on several occasions and only now does it
find its proper destination. Georgie announces that she is giving up
dog walking and will take up brain surgery instead. Jean says she
will be Queen of a newly independent Scotland and Janet says that
her next course will be in necromancy. Well, they might as well
have said these things – for all we can hear of the conversation
at that end of the table. These days we can’t hear Wendy at the
best of times (she carries out much of her conversation using
hand gestures) and even Ellen, who again distributes a plate
of sausages, thinks she is coming down with a chest infection.
I suggest that when they finally turn off the machines in the
forecourt we should offer them a round warm of applause. This
we do but I think the gesture falls on deaf ears – the workmen all
have protective earmuffs.
Karen shows us a picture from today’s Mail – one that features
a giant thirteen-pound baby. This is more than some of our dogs
weigh – “that baby would never be able to squeeze through the
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bars – like Daisy-Mae,” Georgie says. As we get up to begin our
back passage walkround Karen suggests that instead of getting
a vase as a farewell gift for Ellen that we should get our friend a
garden bench – with a plaque from the dog people of Paddington
Rec – to be delivered to the garden of the new home in Devon.
This is debated as we make a halting progress along the back
walkway – but I don’t know what the final decision is going to be.
Fritz and I get well ahead of the others and when I turn around I
note that, swollen by the menagerie in Georgie’s charge, eleven
dogs are part of today’s procession. I do linger near the exit
gate so that I can say farewell to today’s travellers, Jean, off to
Glasgow, and Janet, off to Boston.
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Tilly the Border Terrier joins the biscuit queue.
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Thursday, August 1:
I understand that we are expecting another scorcher – as Fritz and
I enter the park on a bright and very warm Thursday morning; no
need for me to be wearing my blue sweatshirt today. The dog does
not dawdle on the back walkways and we have reached the café in
short order. Unfortunately they have left one side of the building
site unprotected and my dog seems to want to join the work crew
this morning. I travel around the perimeter and by the time I have
reached our side of things Blanco’s owner has already opened the
gate so that my dog can escape. Peter is sitting on a bench in the
sun – fretting about the high temperatures expected today – but
we continue forward to begin our usual morning circuit. For some
reason my dog does not want to exit the doggy compound on the
Carlton roadway side and so we have to leave via the parking lot.
I have just rounded the corner of the forecourt for a second time
when a tall man with curly black hair reaches forward to shake my
hand. This is Nicholas, who has made a brief return visit from his
base in Queen’s Park – with his American Cocker, Monty. These
two were once fixtures in our doggy scene and it is nice to see
them again.
Nicholas has no cash so I buy him his morning coffee and he
joins us at a table that also includes Georgie, Karen, Davide (back
from Sao Paulo), Debbie, Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Renata, and Ellie’s
mom – who again has the Cockapoo Teddy in her lap. They are
on my right side and Renata’s Maxi is on my left and these two
dogs do resemble one another. Another lapdog is Bobby – but
Peter says he may not have Bobby responsibilities for long since
Jackie will be going on holiday soon. Jackie has been on holiday
before this and I suggest she is just trying to become the Makiko
of her generation. After a while Hanna comes in with Yoyo in
a pushchair and takes a seat behind us. Vlad is here as well but
his Tara is patrolling our table legs. The Rhodesian Ridgeback
has a bare patch on her flank – where some benign growths were
removed recently by the vet. I don’t believe Georgie has brought
all of the dogs in her charge this morning – but she does have
Sparkie, Skye, Callie and Mitzi.
It doesn’t take Nicholas long to discover that Debbie works for
one of the richest families in Britain and he is soon cadging for
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furnishings business. He is interrupted however by Hanna, who is
in a scolding mood and evidently still smarting over an incident
that took place in Nicholas’ shop in Kilburn – when the furniture
magnate failed to recognize her when she dropped by for a visit
several years after he had left our circle. She says she was deeply
offended by this behavior and on three occasions she begins the
umbrage all over again. This does not eclipse more horrendous
matters – as Karen is pouring over the news reports of the trial of
Daniel Pelka’s mother and her boyfriend – who were convicted
yesterday of the murder of the youngster after the court had to
listen to the catalogue of sadistic treatment that this four-yearold had to endure. There is universal agreement at our table that
we have nothing in our arsenal of punishments that would be
adequate for this pair. Nicholas now has a three-and-a-half-yearold and he is asked how Monty greeted the new arrival. The
Cocker accepted the baby, we hear, but he turned on his faithless
owner instead – “so I had him castrated.”
Friday, August 2:
A muggy night has given way to a gray and humid morning;
temperatures have dropped a bit but it is still very stormy in
London Town and thunder and lightning begin an hour or so
before our usual departure time. Fritz begins his manic pawing
and I wonder if I will make it to the park at all this morning –
but when 9:10 rolls around he shows no hesitation in rushing
downstairs and, even though a roll of thunder can be heard in
the distance, he does all his pees and poos within the first five
minutes. I keep him on lead because I don’t want him to bolt
should there be a bolt – but he keeps up a steady pace as we
approach the green. Here I find Karen sitting on a park bench
and I ask her if she wouldn’t mind hanging on to my dog for
five minutes or so – as I have to head for Vineyard Chemists,
where some prescriptions are waiting for me. When I return a
few minutes later Fritz is inside our compound, still on lead, but
I unhook him – neither thunder nor rain is heard from during the
rest of our time in the park.
Our group this morning includes Georgie, Debbie, Karen, Peter,
Ellen, Davide and Matthew (babysitting Emilio while Makiko
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visits Milan and Turin). As I return with my coffee I find Linda at
our gate with Chica and Pepper. The former does not get along too
well with other dogs so Linda keeps her outside our compound
– but Pepper is soon clawing away at my trouser legs in hopes
of a handout. I am able to tell Linda that the final details of a
wintertime visit to India have been worked out with Naomi and
Adrian (and an Indian travel agent) and that Davide is helping me
secure the right plane tickets to Bangalore and from Chennai with
his BA discount.
Peter is not collecting horse money today – since we had a nonrunner last time. The others, perhaps inspired by South Park’s
foray into Mormonism, are discussing religion this morning.
When they get to the issue of whether to believe in the burning
bush (literally or symbolically) I tell them that in 1977, when
Sinai was still occupied by the Israelis, a soldier on our climb
to the top of the famous peak used his cigarette lighter to set an
appropriately dry bit of sagebrush on fire. This was the same
fellow who was later hired by an elderly American tourist to carry
back to the bus two nearly identical stone slabs – which this chap
was going to have engraved with the Ten Commandments and
displayed in his synagogue in Mississippi! Sparkie, Winnie and
Dudley are my chief customers this morning; Dudley scratches
away at my legs as though I were the refrigerator door. We get up
to begin our back passage walkround but now Fritz plays up and
I know why. He associates home with the place where there is all
that disturbing thunder; indeed on several occasions recently he
has shown great reluctance to mount the stairs and re-enter his
own home. Then Georgie says that Sparkie suffers from this same
phobia.
Saturday, August 3:
The thunder season continues. The latest installment came shortly
after midnight and, though it did not last for long, the dog was
pretty unhappy for an hour or so and, reaching down to comfort
him from a spot on my sleepless bed, it took quite a while for
him to settle down. He seems unaffected by this episode as we
head for the park this morning and the weather has certainly
improved – this morning we have lovely temperatures and
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sunny skies. Heading toward us from the cypress trees we have
the two Matthews with Emilio. Dr. Matthew says that this is a
busy time of year for him since he always changes hospitals on
August 1 – this year he will be at the Charing Cross Hospital in
Hammersmith. With no organized activity anywhere in the park
quiet reigns (except for some squabbling magpies) until we reach
the workers at the café. Fritz continues forward to complete his
usual circuit. A worried sheepdog, a tennis ball in his mouth, is
running up and down outside the court in which his master is at
play.
There is only a small turnout this morning and many defections:
Ofra is in Israel, Janet on Cape Cod, Makiko in Italy and Dan
and Davide in Norfolk. We do have Peter, Ellen, Renata, Vlad,
Georgie, Debbie and Karen. Karen is cuddling the orphaned
Daisy-Mae – who will soon become her Dudley’s tackling
dummy. Until this happens the Shih-Tzu wanders along the
margins of the building site – one wonders if the workmen have
uncovered any of the biscuits that she has buried out there over the
years. Georgie says that Daisy-Mae, now that Janet is gone, shows
only good will toward the newcomer – Mitzi. This is like Emilio
protesting over the presence of Daisy-Mae only when Makiko is
present. Bailey takes a seat between me and Ellen and this gives
him first claim on my biscuit bag. The problem is that when he
drops the treat on this seat, an opportunistic Lucky snatches it
from this surface before Bailey can get his teeth round it. After
a while Skye rushes across the green and begs entry. This is
puzzling activity to Michaela’s daughter, Olivia, who can’t figure
out where her pet has gone. It is no mystery to us.
Ellen is trying to get rid of a bottle of brandy – which she doesn’t
want to take to Devon – but none of us seem interested in this
liquid today. Karen says she was at the Spaniards pub at the top
of Hampstead Heath last night and noticed for the first time that
they have a facility for washing your dogs there. Renata says she
goes to this place often but she has never put Maxi through this
process. Vlad has the swing shift at his post on the underground
today; he says that the same people who head for work in their
respectable best can appear as drunken pigs on a weekend night
like this. Karen has discovered a gold bikini in her newspaper
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that sells for £600 and there is much speculation over what could
possibly justify such a price. “Maybe it’s made of gold,” is the
best theory.
Sunday, August 4:
I can’t blame the dog for sleeplessness – though perhaps all that
shouting down the hallways by the lads below had something to
do with it – Fritz slept calmly all night long on the carpet strip
between my bed and the wall. I get up far later than usual because
of this and when I go in to light up my computer the dog protests.
Perhaps he thinks it will be another two hours or so before we
can go out, and he is whining next to the front door, but he has
whined wolf so many times of late that I decide not to give in to
this blackmail. I do head for the showers ten minutes earlier than
usual and we are thus early when we finally reach the park. The
dog shows no especial urgency, now that we are here, and we can
begin a leisurely stroll through familiar territory. This seems to
be a great day in Thai football history (they are carrying silver
cups for the eventual champion) and there is a whole team waiting
for someone to open a gate into the central pitch. A security
guard is discussing this issue on his walkie-talkie and I can hear
headquarters say, “If they want access this early they have to
pay for it.” Fritz makes slow work of his progress through all the
Thai legs, perhaps because one chap is eating Quavers from a
cellophane sack. One is gingerly dropped onto the tarmac for my
dog’s delectation.
We cross the yet-to-be privatized green, where the two Matthews
are strolling with Emilio and head for the Grantully doggy
compound. Fritz often asks to be admitted here but while I am
waiting at its gate he manages to disappear. Redirected at last
he spends very little time in this enclosure, soon yielding this
space to Pucci. I put him on lead as we stroll around the green
as Carl, on a bench near the Randolph roadway, is yelling
“Gus!” repeatedly while the latchkey Schnauzer continues his
independent wanderings above the tennis courts. There is a
strange sight at the foot of Mt. Bannister – a troop of over-thehill Thai cheerleaders practicing their routines with blue plastic
tambourines.
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I hand Fritz over to Peter while I am fetching my coffee, releasing
him on my return – but Debbie, just arriving with Pucci, manages
to let him escape back to the green and, in an effort to recapture
the willful beast, I have to sneak past him – so that when he turns
around to see where I am I have him by the collar.
Again we have only a small turnout this morning – just Peter,
Debbie, Georgie, Ellen and Hanna – though the picnic table and a
small table behind us are also occupied (we have the only outdoor
seating at this stage of forecourt refurbishment). The folks at the
picnic table have two dogs, a Staffie and a Lab – named Popcorn
and Summer if I have heard correctly. Our dogs soon ignore these
strangers but Sparkie distinguishes himself by barking at a curious
little girl – who bursts into inconsolable tears. I tell Hanna that I
thought about her during a recent baseball broadcast when it was
stated that Angel’s first baseman Albert Pujols had been sent home
because of his plantar fasciitis. This has been one of Hanna’s
many debilities and Peter now gets an extensive lecture on its
cause and effects. That gentleman is experiencing the euphoria
of an actual win by demoted Queen’s Park Rangers in the season
opener yesterday. Debbie says that she has been going to the
restaurant at Clifton Nurseries but that yesterday’s meal was not
up to much. Peter and Ellen are also discussing food, in this case
food shopping, and the eternal problem that all three of us face
repeatedly… buying food in quantities suitable for one diner only.
Monday, August 5:
We have endured another bad night – bad for me but undoubtedly
worse for the dog. I am unable to explain my animal’s distress – I
heard no thunder though it was very humid and there was some
rain. His body could sense the potential for oncoming doom,
however, and as soon as we retired he began his ritual scraping –
this went on for much of the night, though I was always able to
get him to give it a rest by touching him or holding his collar. I
couldn’t have gotten much sleep and shortly after 5:00 I decided
to get up. By this time Fritz was also issuing widely-spaced
moaning sounds. I put him on the bed and he just stood there;
as the light became more predominant he settled down in the
hallway.
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To add to my perplexity I have to report that, once we are
launched on our normal park routine, his behavior is unaffected by
any recent trauma – pees and poos just fine, speed not a problem,
choice of route unvarying. By the time I have turned him over to
Peter a lively group is taking places around our table – Peter, of
course, but also Davide, Georgie Debbie, Karen, Hanna, dogsitter
Matthew, Renata and Nicholas, who returns the earlier favor by
buying me my coffee this morning. Hanna has brought with her
some puffed jerky for the dogs and this treat proves irresistible;
Fritz has his piece snatched away at the last minute by a greedy
Lucky and nasty words are exchanged by these two animals.
Poor Fritz is having a lousy morning after a lousy night – Karen
accidentally puts the foot of her chair down on his front paw
and there are screams of protest. My dog has to be comforted in
Karen’s lap while Hanna, fretting over the snatcher antics of Tara,
closes the treat bag.
Davide reports on his weekend on the Norfolk coast. He says that
secretive seals, bobbing up and down in the waves, eyed all the
little dogs hungrily. Winnie was fattening herself up in earnest on
this holiday; she slept on the return drive, opening her eyes only
when the car pulled into a Little Chef. I thank Davide for helping
me to get discounted BA tickets for my India trip this winter
– now I suppose I shall even have to pay him back. Hanna has
discovered a new Russian vodka (Beluga) that evidently leaves
no hangover and she wants Davide to find out more. Beluga is a
name we associate with caviar and I discover that Hanna is also a
fan of Kalles Kaviar, the Swedish fish roe in a tube that they keep
in all the refrigerators in Stockholm – they also sell it at Ikea;
she says she has a spare tube and will bring it in for me. Karen
and Debbie are planning on attending a viewing of the new Ryan
Gosling film, Only God Forgives, and they are discussing details
of their rendezvous as we reach the end of the running track. Here
we can see tree trimmers hovering over our path – fortunately they
let us pass by without having to retrace our steps.
Tuesday, August 6:
We have had a much more restful night of it; Fritz did try it on
as soon as the lights were out – but the dispatch of a sharp word
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and a soft pillow were enough to dissuade any further adventures
in carpet scraping. This morning we have beautiful, clear skies,
bright sun and mild temperatures as we head for the park. There
is a lot of canine activity. First we meet Tim and Lizzie walking
Yoyo, then we are overtaken by Simba, whose carer always
enjoys my dog’s rapturous reaction to a kneeling cuddle. Then
Cracker charges toward us and plants a chin on Fritz’s back and
then Millie, hoping for an early deployment of the biscuit bag,
dances around us in ecstatic circles. It is far quieter on our circuit
of Mt. Bannister, though we do have the menace of a leaf-blowing
gardener in the tennis court alley. Well someone has to attend
to that leaf; otherwise they might make you finally empty the
overstuffed red poo poo bins in some of the doggy enclaves.
Our group this morning includes the Emilio-sitter, Matthew,
Georgie, Debbie, Renata, Peter, Ellen, Wendy and Hanna. The
latter shows up with Princess Yoyo – who has given up on four
feet and accepted a rightful place on her mobile throne. Hanna
is full of Schnauzer lore this morning. She says the Gaby, the
local Giant Schnauzer, has canine epilepsy and is permanently on
medication. She says that Tim has a vast collection of Schnauzer
logos and photos and she wants to have a “Schnauzers Rule” logo
emblazoned on the back of a t-shirt. She says that Yoyo’s harness
doesn’t match the colors of the baby carriage and needs to be
changed. Yoyo, in fact, does jump out of her buggy once – when
Ellen begins to distribute goodies. Georgie has left some of my
best customers at home and I distribute only two biscuits today –
one to Lucky and one to Winnie.
Yesterday the news carried the story of the first lab-grown beef
burger – was Bush right to oppose the use of stem cells? Most of
those at our table turn their noses up at this idea and Hanna says
that yesterday Lizzie gave her a beetroot burger, whose recipe
is soon shared in great detail. Hanna has remembered to bring
with her a tube of Kalles Kaviar for my refrigerator. (Tomorrow
she promises to bring some scissors in an attempt to straighten
out my dog’s beard.) She says that she now does six laps (at a
fast walk) and that she is developing muscles from her use of the
outdoor weight machines. Debbie also joins us after a gym session
– she says that Only God Forgives was so violent she walked
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out. Georgie, Renata and Matthew are deep into a discussion
on the subject of nicotine addiction. Georgie says she was a
dutiful teen and didn’t start smoking until she was in her thirties.
Matthew says that he has halved his consumption because of all
the restrictions on places where you are allowed to smoke. And
Renata, her white plastic substitute abandoned on the tabletop,
asks if any one has a cigarette.
Wednesday, August 7:
Again we have had a pretty quiet night, though don’t ask me
why the dog now spends some time on the sitting room floor
this morning – uttering the occasional plaintive moan for no
observable reason. He seems just fine when we at last reach the
Rec – it is a park that is enjoying a mysterious moment of utter
calm. There is no one on the walkways, man or beast, no one on
the pitches, no one in the toddler’s playground – except for a chap
with a lawnmower, who soon breaks the spell. The Randolph
roadway is a much more lively place and we soon pass some
of our doggy people. Bekki is sitting on a park bench with the
Boxers Chica and Bounce and we are soon following an exiting
group that includes the Maltese coupling of Will and Grace and
the Bulldog Toby. I put Fritz on lead as we reach the Randolph
gate and we have soon returned to the cafe – where some of our
people have already fetched their coffee cups.
This morning we have Karen, Georgie, Peter, Wendy, Debbie,
Ellen and Renata, though after a minute or two Hanna pulls in
with Yoyo’s baby carriage. No Yoyo, of course, just the carriage
– Yoyo herself somehow manages to make progress on four feet
when she is with Tim and Lizzie and, indeed, they now arrive
at our gate and let their pampered pet inside. They are in for a
surprise since the mischievous Schnauzer casts an eye over the
assembled diners and makes a rush for my lap. Here she sits,
eyeing my biscuit bag while Tim and Lizzy, seeing how the doting
Auntie Hanna has been bypassed, try to contain their mirth. The
racket of the workmen soon sounds in the café forecourt and
Karen has to rescue Daisy-Mae. Sparkie continues a barrage of
protest against these noisemakers but I suggest it is not the noise
he objects to, it is one of the workmen’s “Sex on the Beach” t-shirt
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that he finds inappropriate at a family establishment like Metty’s
café. Renata says that the workmen have suggested that today will
be their last noisy day and I hope this is true. Fritz sits out all this
unpleasantness cuddled into Karen’s lap.
Karen, bless her heart, has spent some time over at Peter’s –
troubleshooting his computer problems – and Renata says she now
has email problems. “Do you have g-mail?” Peter asks. “Yes,” she
replies, “but this is an email problem not a g-mail problem.” Peter
is about to state the obvious but I tell him not to bother. Karen
now says that she, too, ducked out early at the showing of Only
God Forgives – also finding it too violent to watch. Georgie, who
has left Bailey and Callie at home (having been out twice with
dogs already this morning), now announces an early departure
and most of us follow. Dudley is waiting expectantly in the fivea-side pitch for his favorite wrestling partner, Daisy-Mae, and that
madam is now admitted for another mauling. The tree trimmers
have moved well away from our exit area – to my great relief.
Thursday, August 8:
I begin the morning with the sad news, conveyed in one of the
morning’s emails, that in Houston Cheryl has lost one of her
American Pugs, Leila, who seems to have ingested something
toxic on one of her walks – she was only five years old. I meet my
upstairs neighbor, Rick (I have a downstairs neighbor named Rick
as well) and he tells me that he has scheduled a day of walking
on the south coast. I am able to tell him that my walking website,
anthonylinick.com, is up and running and he says he will look
at some of the London-based entries here. At the entrance to the
park we meet up with Dudley and Karen and I am able to tell the
latter that I have brought with me the telephone number of Julie
the osteopath, whom Karen wants to consult. As we near the café
it is easy to tell that Renata has been misinformed – there is still
a racket in the forecourt and dust is flying everywhere. They have
left a gate open and Fritz, assuming that his shortcut is again
available, darts into the building site. This brings all activity to a
halt and I tell one of the workmen that he can just let my dog out
on the other side; this isn’t quite possible and when I reach the
gate in question my dog is handed to me over the fence.
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We continue on down the Randolph roadway – where a little
toddler pursues Fritz, not content until he can pet the pooch. A
chap is just descending Mt. Bannister wearing a t-shirt with the
legend “UCLA 1919” on it. Since this is my alma mater (and,
indeed that of both of my parents) it is with unusual forbearance
that I refrain from telling him that in 1919 the school that would
be known as UCLA was still called The University of California,
Southern Branch. After our usual circuit is complete I hand Fritz
over to Peter and go to fetch my coffee; I return to a table that also
makes room for Matthew (on the last day of his Emilio-sitting
assignment), Ellen, Debbie, Hanna, Georgie, Renata, and Wendy
– as well as the aforementioned Karen and Peter. The dogs seem
only interested in Karen’s scrambled eggs this morning and again
I issue almost no biscuits.
The headlines on Karen’s newspaper carry warnings about the
alcohol consumption of pensioners and this article is read with
considerable fascination (and disdain) by Renata and yours truly. I
share Cheryl’s news with the others but I then suggest that I have
just as frightening a tale to pass on from Michigan Janet, who
called last night. She says that two weeks ago fireworks erupted
outside her house in Lansing and she went to investigate. It seems
that cars carrying some visiting miscreants were engaged in a
gun battle on her corner. In the event they missed one another but
Janet’s house took ten bullets (her car was also hit), windows were
broken and the police had to comb the interior of her domicile in
search of embedded bullets. (One policeman asked to borrow a
pair of chopsticks to retrieve a .44 slug.) Michigan has been in the
news of late, even in England, after Detroit declared bankruptcy
recently. Even the taxi dispatcher at Sainsbury’s was talking about
this yesterday. Georgie is able to offer a softer image of life in
American, however, as we head for home. She has just received
a text from London Janet who was about to have tea and cream
cakes on Cape Cod – and then head out for some whale watching.
Friday, August 9:
Nighttime problems have returned as Fritz, no doubt sensing the
approach of another front, began his ritual scraping several hours
after we had gone to bed. We had already endured a period of
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extreme unhappiness as fireworks exploded locally at about 10:00
last night. Still, an hour or so later, we were able to complete a
normal late night walk – but at 2:30, when the carpet scraping
began anew, I had to do something. My pillow – whistling over
the dog’s head – had only limited effect and I was just about to
expel him from the bedroom when I sensed he might want to be
up on the bed now – and this proved to be true. Unfortunately he
wanted to occupy a spot here that also included my sleeping place
and I had to spend much of the night wrapped around him like an
encompassing banana.
This morning it is gray and there has been some rain overnight.
I am wearing my rain jacket, the dog’s version in a pocket. It is
mild enough outside and the stormy skies are currently quiet. The
same cannot be said for the workmen at the café. Moreover they
have left a side gate open again and Fritz is just about to penetrate
the forecourt when I distract him with promises of a climb up
the hill. Up top a personal trainer is putting her fellow females
through some leg stretching exercises on the walkway – though
why she is entitled to commandeer a public space like this is not
clear. Below us the tree trimmers, having circled the green, are
grinding limbs on the Randolph roadway – they will provide stiff
competition in the noise-making stakes with the café workers;
these chaps are still sawing, pounding and using a blower to
disperse all the sand. More bushes have been added to the large
terracotta planters and new outdoor furniture is promised.
We have an eerily small turnout this morning – just Georgie and
Ellen – though Debbie is on the treadmill in the gym, joining us
after a few minutes during which Pucci spends all of his time
staring at the door of this establishment. We have no idea where
Makiko, Karen or Hanna might be this morning; Davide is on a
flight to New York and Peter calls in to report that he has been
feeling poorly, with pins and needles in his arms, and that he will
be seeing a doctor this morning. (No horses this week.) Ellen is
complaining about Brent Council, which continues to delay the
purchase of her flat – she has threatened to leave a sitting tenant in
it when she goes. Georgie, who has only Sparkie and Daisy-Mae
with her today, says that Bailey and Callie are at home. (On her
way to Tesco yesterday she was stopped by a window cleaner who
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said he had never seen her before this without at least one dog in
tow.) Perhaps because she has left animals at home or because
it looks like rain she decides on a early departure. As we get up
to leave Fritz manages to pinch Pucci’s little blue squeaky ball.
I make no effort to recover this object – he has had such a rough
time of it lately he might as well have a pleasant hour of chewing.
This will be very painful for me and I know it will not be too long
before I am plotting how to get it off him.
Saturday, August 10:
We have enjoyed a peaceable night again – even though my Fritz
did have to get over his loss of the purloined squeaky ball after
an hour of punishment by jaw when, as he headed for the kitchen
for a drink, I plucked it from a spot under the sofa and hid it in
my desk drawer. I put it my pocket now, hoping to restore it to
Pucci this morning, and, under gray skies, we head for the park.
Temperatures are mild enough and there are no inordinate delays
as we soon reach the green. The building site is well cordoned
off today so there is no fear of incursion and we round a corner
to uncover a knot of dog owners out in the middle. Karen is here
with the all-white Dudley and we also have the black Scottie,
Harold. I tell the others that seeing these two dogs makes me
eager for a glass of scotch. Harold has a tennis ball and he and
Fritz chase it around a bit. Dudley is excluded from these games
since he is on lead – after an early morning romantic encounter
with Lucy, one of the dogs in the care of the Asian lady who is
sitting on a bench, giggling over the fact that her dog is in heat
and watching as another of her charges, a surly Lhasa named
Marley, is attacking a Spaniel.
Karen hands me Dudley’s lead and heads in to get our coffees
as we begin to take our seats under the green umbrella. Others
represented this morning are Dan, Renata, Georgie and Makiko.
Georgie tries to figure out how Peter might be this morning but
she gets cut off after receiving the news that she will be contacted
with news by Peter’s son, David; Dan also leaves a message on
Peter’s phone. In Ellen’s absence I am the only food supplier
this morning and I am kept busy by Sparkie, Bailey, Winnie and
Daisy-Mae. Winnie is in disgrace, after chasing joggers again,
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and Daisy-Mae, after leading Dudley a merry chase around our
table, slips through the bars, rolls in the builders’ sand, squeezes
back, accepts a biscuit from me and gets into a fight over its
possession almost immediately. Since ours is the only outdoor
seating available these days others do penetrate our compound and
I swallow hard as two women in headscarves come in and take a
little table just behind me. Of course I am dreading the inevitable
conflict of cultures, especially since I can see that Fritz, having
spotted that one of these ladies has a croissant, is inching toward
their table. To my surprise, however, these women love the dogs
and they are soon leaning down to pet our animals. One of them
even asks me if Winnie and Emilio are twins? Then our City of
Westminster councilor, Jan Prendergast, leans over the fence to
apologize, yet again, for not making it to my party in June.
So, if conflict has to be supplied, those of us at our table will have
to do it – and we do. Conversation begins equably enough as
Dan mentions that a new production of The Pride at the Trafalgar
Studio is being mounted amid the growing storm over anti-gay
rulings in Moscow. It takes a while for us to explain to Renata
what a gay pride march is – but this gives me time to read, on
Dan’s phone, a wonderful letter from Stephen Fry – calling for a
boycott of the winter Olympics, which are to be held in Russia.
Renata has placed herself in charge of the card and present for
the missing Ellen and she is ready to do battle with Karen, who
believes that most of us have rejected Renata’s crystal vase and
dog bed ideas in favor of a garden bench. The bench in question
does not meet the aesthetic requirements of our German friend
and she feels that the rest of us have not seen it and that our votes
are therefore invalid. Dan offers a brief defense of majority rule
but Renata objects to being lectured by him and there are one or
two moments of unrelieved tension. (Renata always sits so far
forward that I often have my view of the rest of the table impeded
but today I enjoy the opportunity of a delighted chuckle from
this position.) Renata says she will now turn over the money she
has collected to Karen – but you can tell that this is done with
hard feelings and that the topic may be resurrected at some future
date. Debbie never shows up on this day and I head for home
with Pucci’s ball still in my pocket. As we begin our march Karen
announces that she has just found out that at the end of her street
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(and Janet’s, for that matter) the famous director Ang Lee makes
his home. “Fantastic,” I add, “now we know at last who gets to
undertake the film version of “The Dog People of Paddington
Rec.”
Sunday, August 11:
Our night has not been without incident – for Fritz decided on a
bout of rug scraping at 3:30. This time I put him on the bed and he
did settle down fairly quickly and so, a load of laundry spinning
in the kitchen, we are in reasonable shape for our morning’s
expedition in the park. The Thai footie players are just arriving,
their hands clasped in prayer beneath their chins as they greet one
another. Remembering yesterday’s unpleasantness I am hoping
that neither Karen nor Renata makes an appearance today but as
we round the corner at the café I can see that Renata is certainly
present. So is Jo Lynn, here today with her own Tilly and also
with Inca, one of those many Tibetan Terriers who were a part
of Fritz’s youthful circle almost a decade ago. Jo thinks that Inca
recognizes Fritz but I have no idea; we continue on down the
Randolph roadway but behind us Renata has lost track of her
Maxi and we hear his name called with increasing urgency. In fact
I find him, ball in mouth, in the tennis court alley. I want to put
him on lead but he shies away every time I bend down so I decide
to put Fritz on lead, hoping the little Poodle will follow us back
to Mommy. I don’t get to test this theory for no sooner have we
returned to our original roadway then Renata shows up to reclaim
her pet.
I turn Fritz over to Hanna as I go in to get my coffee and I am
followed into the interior of this fleshpot by Karen; together we
join a table that also includes Renata, Jo Lynn, Dan, Davide,
Georgie, Debbie (to whom I can at last return Pucci’s ball) and
Makiko. As I feared, the moment Karen is seated Renata begins
fretting over the unsettled business of Ellen’s departing gift.
Renata says that this was her project and that most of us have
not seen the nasty bench nominated by Karen. Karen has actually
brought pictures today but it is obvious that nothing will convince
Renata and Karen throws her hands up with a definitive, “I’m
through with this!” Dan, who tell us that Peter is in Charing Cross
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Hospital after a minor stoke, suggests that Karen’s declaration
now ends the discussion but I add, mischievously, that those who
don’t agree with Renata’s choices could just ask for their money
back. Dan has brought with him a speaker that, via Bluetooth,
is getting a signal from his phone and muzaking us with piano
music – which I find quite troubling. Davide says that he has had
the misfortune of serving an annoying mother in the club section
of his most recent flight (the nanny was in economy), one who
departed the plane after leaving lots of stuff behind – including
a discarded nappy, which she deposited next to his breakfast
tray. He says he gathered all of this up, with the nappy hidden
by other items, and presented it to the forgetful woman – who
may remember this journey for a long time hereafter. Davide has
a carrier bag to take home himself today; I have brought him a
bottle of wine and all those cheeses that my forgetful in-laws
have left in my refrigerator – as a thank you for his assistance in
obtaining my India tickets.
Georgie has three dogs with her this morning: Sparkie is as noisy
as usual, Daisy-Mae is soon covered in sand and Bailey has taken
a seat opposite the full English being consumed by the family
who are here with Alaska. Hanna has brought with her a pair of
Finnish sewing scissors and, with Fritz on my lap, she has a go at
straightening out his food-soaked whiskers and a knot of fur on
his foot. The brave lady even removes a lump of turd adhering
to his backside. My dog is actually pretty good about sitting still
during this ordeal and he certainly looks better – I do plan to give
him a bath tomorrow before turning him over to his Aunt Georgie
on Tuesday. We now begin our back passage walkround – with
Georgie soon discovering that Daisy-Mae has disappeared into
the central pitch and that the naughty Shih-Tzu is not coming
back. Here a little boy intervenes, engaging the little madam
in an extended cuddle until Georgie can arrive and re-hook the
scapegrace. For the last half hour skies have been darkening and
predictions of rain to come have surfaced with some regularity –
but we are obviously going to make it home without any moisture.
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Monday, August 12:
The sun is shining, though without any uncomfortable warmth to
it, as Fritz and I make our way into the park at the beginning of
another week in August. I need to encourage my pet in his forward
movement – grass shoots often complicating his poos these days –
but we make speedy enough progress until we reach the café. Here
the workmen (absent this morning) have again left the gate wide
open and Fritz, attempting his patented short cut, is soon crossing
the sand-strewn surface of the new pavement. I walk around to
the green side in order to let him out, though here the gate is
barricaded and I have to move it a bit in order to release my dog.
Dog owners are sitting on a bench nearby and Fritz never wanders
far from their feet so, as 9:30, rolls around, I put him back on lead
and hand him over to Davide when I enter the café.
Numbers are again reduced. Peter has evidently been removed to
the rehabilitation unit at Charing Cross Hospital and there will be
an MRI today and physiotherapy tomorrow. Debbie is also away
with some girlfriends on a spa break and Georgie (who has left
three dogs at home) has charge of Pucci. We do have, in addition
to those already mentioned, Ellen, Wendy, Hanna, Renata and
Makiko – though the latter, feeling energetic, leaves us for a few
laps around the track. After Ellen departs Renata passes around,
much to my surprise, a ballot – with all sorts of choices for the gift
givers to tick off. I had thought this matter was settled yesterday
and, just to be mischievous, I check “garden bench.” Ellen has
been doing the gift giving of late, passing on to interested parties
bottles of booze that she doesn’t want to take to Devon. Renata
says she will take a bottle of Vodka and Georgie’s bounty is so
great that she has a wheeled carrier that she can use to get her
portion home today.
Georgie has brought only Sparkie and Pucci to the park – having
already walked some of the other dogs. She says that this is her
last week with the dozy Lab, Callie, who will soon be moving
to a new home. She adds that she has been contacted by Jackie,
Bobby’s owner, about looking after the feisty white Toy Poodle,
since Peter is hors de combat. Looking after Bobby is evidently
a chore since he sets up such a racket when she goes out that she
has to take him everywhere with her. Hanna has another go at
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Fritz’s beard with her Finish scissors; evidently – after his bath
this afternoon – there is more scissors-work to come tomorrow.
We begin our back passage walkround and twice our tiny party
of dogs (Fritz, Winnie and Pucci) is mistaken for a gang of
desperados. First a black woman comes jogging up behind us but
her kids (including one teenager) are so frightened that we have
to hold on to our animals before they will pass – the mother has
no patience for this silliness. Next a woman approaching with a
Cavalier wants to know if, since our dogs are on lead, they are
okay to be around other animals. I assure her that they are on lead
so we can keep track of them and she passes by peaceably. It is
a somewhat melancholy moment for me as I make my exit – for
tomorrow morning I begin a ten-day Scottish expedition and it
will be some time before I return to these familiar walkways.
Friday, August 23:
Having returned from my outing on the Rob Roy Way I am in
now in position to resume my normal routines in the park. Fritz,
whom Georgie returned to me at 5:00 yesterday afternoon, is not.
He must be used to going out a bit earlier and I am informed of
this fact by all that whining at the front door at about 7:30. I agree
– and we have the first of our forays soon thereafter. It is close to
an hour-and-a-half earlier than our usual time in the Rec. but there
are already some familiar signs. Hanna is on the track, completing
her power walk, and the triplets are arriving for an early visit
to the playground. I can see that work has been completed on
the restoration of the forecourt – where a few six-seater circular
wooden tables are outnumbered by a plethora of four-seaters. It all
looks very uncomfortable – the old benches having been replaced
by overgrown stools: no one has thought about the large number
of elderly people who use the café and who need some support
for their backs. (Hanna believes that perhaps they don’t want old
people to undermine the sporty image of the enterprise.) On the
gate out to the green Better (“the feel good place”) – which must
be the latest in a long line of sports farmers (having been awarded
the franchise to harvest sweat by Westminster Council) has posted
the following note – which I repeat verbatim, even down to the
substandard punctuation: “Please note Dogs, except Guide Dogs
are not allowed in the café garden area. We thank you for your
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cooperation with this”) Fortunately our doggy annex is unaltered,
though presumably we are not part of the café’s garden area and
our planters must be at risk.
When Fritz and I emerge for a second go at park life we meet
Linda in front of our house – walking with Pepper and Chica. I
am able to turn over to her the memory card from my camera,
which died due to wetness after only a third of our 81 miles – Rob
might be able to rescue the shots I had taken; Gavan will send me
his too – he must have taken hundreds shots. At the café we have
the delightful presence of Bailey, a four-mouth-old Miniature
Schnauzer puppy belonging to Aisne’s carer’s daughter and
bought to the park today (along with Lucky and Jack) by Ellen.
She soon goes inside to fetch Peter’s coffee and here I also meet
up with Georgie and Renata – the latter’s Maxi is dancing at her
feet; well it’s not the garden, is it? Outside we also have Danielle
(here with her Bella), Wendy, Hanna and Ofra. I have been saving
£2 coins dutifully for Ofra and she is delighted when I turn ten of
these over to her. After a while Tim and Lizzie, off to China for
two weeks, bring Yoyo to her Auntie Hanna and there is a long
palaver on the subject of her heart medications. Tim seems quite
miserable at this parting from his pet and Yoyo (whom Hanna
describes as a daddy’s girl) looks suitably crestfallen.
Hanna says that she is on her way to Snappy Snaps in Kilburn
– where they are making a t-shirt for her with an appropriate
emblem and the legend “Obey The Schnauzer: It is futile to
resist.” Peter tells me he was in hospital for six days, that he is still
having trouble with his writing hand and his legs and that lottery
and horse racing wagers are suspended until he is better able to
make it to the bookies. Many people ask me for an account of
my time in Scotland and there is particular interest in the weather
since Georgie heads there today with Sparkie and Bella, and Janet
(with Daisy-Mae) and her sister (with Bess) – both currently in
the Lake District – are also heading for Glasgow, where a grand
reunion (Rec North) with take place at Jean’s house. Renata
complains repeatedly that with all the chatter she can’t hear
anything today. She is reading a newspaper with accounts of the
dreadful use of chemical weapons in Syria and others don’t know
how to encompass the idea of such cruelty.
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Saturday, August 24:
Rain has come during the night and I can’t quite tell if it is still
falling when I look out the front window on a gray and murky
Saturday morning. In fact, there is a little moisture coming down
– but not enough for me to fish Fritz’s raincoat from the jacket
pocket in which I have stored this essential garment. Pippa the
Papillion is heading our way as we near the cypress trees – Fritz
manages to keep up a lively pace and we are soon nearing the
café. The gates are open on both sides of the forecourt and so
Fritz trots through this embargoed area without anyone making
a citizen’s arrest. I find Ellen on the hillside (again with Lucky,
Jack and the puppy Bailey). She is talking to my former work
colleague, Suzanne, and the latter walks with me and her own
Sunny as I fill her in on my Scottish walk. The rain is coming
down a little harder as Fritz and I turn around and head for the
comforts of our green umbrella.
Today is Lucky’s fourth birthday and the coffees are on the Corgi
today. Other members of the canine fraternity (not mentioned
so far) are Winnie (with Dan), the original Bailey (with Ofra),
Emilio (with Makiko and the Matthews), Dudley (with Karen) and
Yoyo (with Hanna). Ellen, who says she will leave for Devon in
two weeks, has ordered some treats for the dogs as well; Ofra’s
Bailey seems to have forgotten that he is supposed to sit before
receiving his biscuits – but then he has a forgetful mistress: Ofra
reveals that the day after she cut her hand carving a watermelon in
Israel she also burned herself and that she has just misplaced her
wallet. (Not to worry, it has just been the victim of an epic tidying
job performed by a fastidious mom on daughter Lee’s bedroom.)
Hanna now stands to reveal, on the back of her new t-shirt the
splendid “Obey The Schnauzer” emblem she picked up yesterday
in Kilburn. Twice Karen has to stand up to let her whining pet
rejoin some of his rollicking pals out on the green.
There is a good deal of conversation about weather prospects.
A strike by postal workers is also discussed but no one can tell
Hanna whether her walk over to the post office on Malvern will
be fruitless this morning – she says that she wheels Yoyo into
this place in her little buggy and no one seems to object to a
canine presence here. There is some talk of a shooting on the
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Kilburn High Road at 4:00 this morning; Karen is worried about
the disruption to neighborhood life presented by the Notting Hill
Carnival – which is about to get started in the other direction. I
don’t need to wait for the epic backbeat that floats our way during
this festival; behind us we are getting the same intrusive noise
from the gym. I have been urged to remain in place until the rain
stops but I’ve had enough – on goes Fritz’s raincoat and we are on
our way home.
Sunday, August 25:
The dog’s raincoat had plenty of use yesterday – for it rained all
day and well into the night as well. It is still in my pocket as we
make our way into the park this morning, but, in fact, the rain has
stopped and skies are brightening. One of the personal trainers is
putting his charge through leg stretching exercises in the center of
our walkway (although a proper sports surface lies only ten feet
away) but we are able to edge our way around this impediment
and, after Fritz has sampled his morning ration of grass shoots,
we make our way out to the green. Behind us the first wave
of musical mischief is wending our way from the Notting Hill
Carnival. Renata is also heading our way on the Randolph
roadway, delighted that she and I are both wearing red tops. We
complete a circuit of Mt. Bannister and by the time we have
returned to the café the doors of this establishment are open and I
am able to join a very short coffee queue.
Out in front the triplets are rollicking in their green high chairs
and, as their mom is also at the counter, I can finally learn
their names in toto. I have heard two members of this blonde
trio addressed as “Novak” and “Oliver” but mom says the
third youngster is called Marco. She says they will be two on
November 1st, that they have unique personalities and that when
one of them tries something new the other two have to have a
go as well. A few minutes later they are wheeled by our doggy
compound and here Debbie’s Zorro takes exception to their
presence, barking madly while they stare calmly at the Pug. “You
were in Men in Black, weren’t you?” their dad says. This Debbie,
incidentally, never sits down with us but today we could use her to
make up the numbers since the turnout is pathetic – just the golden
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oldies (Peter, Ellen, Renata, myself) and Vlad. So where are Ofra,
Dan or Karen – all of whom were here yesterday?
Vlad is talking about the second marriage of a childhood friend
from Serbia; he is close to the first wife as well as his pal and
when he returns to Belgrade things are very awkward. Renata says
that when she and her husband separated in Hong Kong that her
girlfriends began to worry that their husbands would leave them
for our German friend. (Renata has brought me a wooden box, the
former home of some Polish vodka, since I mentioned once that
I collect such objects.) Peter says that a 24 year-old woman, the
victim of the Kilburn High Road shooting, has died. He is giving
advice to Ellen on how to get her mail forwarded when she moves
in two weeks time. “You don’t have anyone to walk with,” he tells
me when departure time rolls around and it is true – none of the
usual back passage gang is present today. Fine, that means that we
can head down the Morshead roadway. As we do so we spot the
triplets again – freed from their triple-wide buggy they are trying
out their young legs in the rose garden.
Monday, August 26:
The sun has returned to the skies as Fritz and I head for the park
on a bank holiday Monday. I urge my dog to abandon his grazing
so that we can get up a head of steam but, as we reach the Carlton
roadway, I am careful to close the forecourt gate so that we will
have no unwelcome canine explorations this morning. Dan is
just crossing the green with Winnie and I wait to greet him (Fritz
receiving an obligatory cuddle). Vlad comes out here as well – he
is evidently on Dan’s Facebook list and while they are discussing
the latest posting I follow my dog as he begins his usual circuit.
Just as we are heading back to the café Fritz pauses in order to
disgorge two soupy pools of grass – I told him to stop nibbling
these shoots. We indeed pass through the forecourt, dog on lead,
and I hand my fellow over to Peter. There is a long queue at the
coffee counter – where Blarina has posted a lovely plant she has
received from a family from Bahrain, whose annual visits are
always enlivened by her attentions.
In addition to Dan and Peter we also have Ellen, Makiko,
Matthew and Ofra this morning. (The latter’s Bailey makes a
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thorough pest of himself; after he has exhausted his five-a-day he
insists on lunging for an uneaten piece of toast on the tabletop.)
There is a good deal of discussion on the topic of Peter’s mobility
problems; some urge him to take up a stick and Dan proposes a
buggy. Peter seems to thinks that either of these choices would
doom him to a half-life and Matthew agrees that he should first
try to recover his usual faculties before adopting any new strategy.
Dan describes a trip he and Winnie made to Norfolk yesterday; he
says that on the way back he ran over a slow-moving pheasant and
his description of the death throes of this bird soon has Makiko
and Ofra screaming. Peter asks Dan what color his car is – “It
used to be white,” is the response. The sounds of the carnival are
already pulsating in the background.
As we get up to begin our back passage walkround there is an
incident. A security guard, a chap who is always kind to our
animals, intervenes to say that Council policy now means that we
can’t even walk through the forecourt with our dogs. I point out
that the sign on our doggy compound door is addressed to those
who have entered via the forecourt and Dan, outraged, says he will
not go round on the outside. There are murmured explanations
from this chap in the “only obeying orders” category as Makiko,
Ofra and I begin our circumnavigation of the forecourt. A few
minutes later, on the crowded walkway at the head of the track, a
chap on a Boris Bike heads our way imperiously, weaving in an
out of a number of elderly park visitors – who object mightily.
“They never tell the cyclists that this is against park policy, do
they?” one of them says.
Tuesday, August 27:
Gray skies are giving way to brighter weather as Fritz and I head
for the park today; how nice it is not hear the hovering chatter of
helicopters – the Notting Hill Carnival must be over at last. I am
more than a little impatient when Fritz begins to gnaw on grass
shoots again and, remembering yesterday’s little problem with
this diet, I urge him on ever so gently with the toe of my boot. The
doors to the café forecourt are wide open – if only they would put
weighted gates here there would be far fewer casual incursions by
canines – but we somehow manage to reach the green where I can
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just see Davide and Karen strolling sedately. Fritz is very slow in
making any progress beyond the loos and when he does he goes
into a bushes-smelling trance so I decide to hook him for an early
return journey to the café – where the others are already joining
the coffee queue.
Ofra has baked a cake and, as usual, it is presented with apologies:
perhaps the flour had passed its sell-by-date. In the event, it is
delicious and everyone tucks in. Ofra cannot remember what
the cake is called but when I am having my second slice, I
do remember – it is poppy seed. The only problem with this
confection is that, even after we have cut pieces with a knife
borrowed from the café’s kitchen, it is very sticky and first Peter
and then I have to head for the gents to wash our hands. I am
worried that at any moment our repast will be spoiled by the
sounds of the announced fire drill, due at 9:45, one which – if
one is to believe the sign – would require all of us to evacuate to
the bandstand. Nothing happens at all while we are in the park.
Peter hands me a sheet with information about our last lottery
venture – just so that there will be evidence that the numbers have
been checked. “Why are you giving this to me?” I want to know.
“Because you are the most sensible one here,” he says, “though
that’s not saying much.” Ellen sniffs good-naturedly at this snub.
Renata, Davide and Karen were not here yesterday so I bring
them up to date on the little contretemps experienced at the end of
our session. Ofra thinks they will forget about the new forecourt
rule in a few days; Renata says she will ignore it until instructed
otherwise – after all, her Maxi uses the forbidden forecourt in
order to enter the embargoed café itself. (He did so this morning,
but the other customers just kicked his ball for him to chase.)
Fritz can’t believe that Ellen has no treats in her purse today and
Bailey can’t believe that he has exhausted his five-a-day. To make
up for this deficiency he uses empty chairs to climb onto the table
in pursuit of goodies and in doing so he manages to lower an ear
into Peter’s coffee. When it is time to leave he is the last to forsake
our doggy quarters, climbing up on to the table one last time.
Incidentally, old habits die hard – for when our migration gets
under way it is through the forecourt after all; we are such rebels.
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Wednesday, August 28:
We have a lovely late summer’s day for our walk in the park this
morning – mild temperatures, sunny with only the slightest hint
of any breeze. Sitting on a bench at the head of the track is Peter
– not breakfast Peter but Peter the owner of Gypsy, the Romanian
rescue dog. Gypsy died a few months ago and I see that Peter has
a new pet, a mid-sized brindled chap named Ted. Peter has always
been very fond of Fritz – who now gets a nice cuddle. A few
minutes later it is the Brazilian carer team who greet him as well –
as Ozzie the Australian Shepherd Dog and Simba, the irrepressible
Golden Retriever, look on. Fritz notices that Davide has just taken
a sunny seat on one of the greenside benches, Winnie in his lap,
and he jumps onto this bench as well. Winnie, from this elevated
position, regards the wide scene before her and begins barking
out commands – as though she were the queen of the park. Renata
takes a seat next to Davide and I do too. At a nearby bench Peter,
Bobby in tow, is chatting about the fortunes of QPR with John the
Commentator.
In addition to those already mentioned our group includes Ofra,
Makiko, Wendy and Ellen – with Vlad back at his little table
in the corner. Davide has sent Makiko an obscene video and
this is played for the amusement of all on two of the telephones
belonging to the participants. Telephone technology is an
omnipresent topic and phone features and tariffs are always being
compared by this lot. Karen and I have a long conversation about
PCs and Macs, getting into the technological spirit, with Ofra and
Makiko moving on to a discussion of the iPad. Ofra is excited
about a trip in January to Aruba, via New York, and she is already
seeking the assistance of Davide in securing her tickets. I answer
questions about my winter trip to India but the first to leave, of
course, will be Ellen – who has only about ten days to go before
her departure for a new life in Devon. I ask if a date has been
chosen for a farewell get-together but the answer is no.
A new waitress delivers a plate of toast and then freezes on her
way out – wanting to know if Emilio will bite her. In fact all of
our dogs (with the exception of Bailey) are pretty well behaved
this morning. Karen has to get up to cross the green in pursuit of
Dudley but he soon settles down. Bailey forgets not only how to
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sit but also that he is allowed only five biscuits a day. When we
get up to begin our back passage walkround Ofra’s dog follows us
– even though his mommy has headed for the car park. We don’t
know what to do but Makiko has the solution – she will call Ofra
up on the ubiquitous telephone. Bailey soon scurries back but we
can hear Ofra calling him for another minute or so. As we pass the
benches at the head of the track Fritz tries to jump up on one of
these (I have to pull him back) but fortunately this is not the bench
on which a black woman sits, intently reading her Bible.
Thursday, August 29:
I am happy to see that yesterday’s weather pattern has recurred
and Fritz and I are soon walking in the sun on a mild and bright
Thursday morning in the park. Rapid progress is made and we
have soon reached the café – where workmen are still fussing with
the forecourt and the gates, fortunately, are fastened. A number of
the dog owners are strolling across the green and I am wondering
if Fritz will linger here for long. Instead, he heads for the water
bowl outside the loo and, not finding a potable offering here,
actually enters the ladies – not once but twice. As the others are
already heading for the café and as Fritz has shown no interest in
further exercise I decide to hook my dog and head for the green
umbrella myself.
Georgie and Debbie have returned to our table this morning and
we also have Renata, Peter, Ellen, Makiko, Davide and Ofra. (For
the latter I have an additional £2 coin.) Both Renata and Debbie
have coughs – and this is not always a pleasant addition to our
breakfast-time conversation. “I should really stop talking,” Renata
sputters. “I know,” Debbie responds, “but it’s hard to stop.” “And
to break the habit of a lifetime,” I add waspishly. Technology
dominates conversation again as Ellen wants a lecture from
Makiko on the various devices that she is thinking of buying.
Davide is changing the network provider on his phone and is
temporarily distanced from the rest of the world electronically. I
give him a bank deposit I want him to mail for me when he gets to
San Francisco – if they still have snail mail in California. Makiko
shows off a new pair of two-toned brogues – much admired by the
other ladies.
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Georgie gives us a report on her recent visit to Glasgow. She
says that sister Jean had often proposed a walk along the canal
to a stables in the countryside and on this trip it was decided to
undertake this journey with all the dogs – Jean’s own dog plus
Sparkie, Bella (whom Georgie had taken with her while Danielle
is in Turkey), Daisy-Mae and Bess (since Janet and her sister were
also visiting). Jean had suggested a distance of five miles but in
the event this was wildly underestimated. When they got to the
stables they realized that no bus would take five dogs and they
would now have to walk back – a total of 21 miles for the day! I
suggest that I have never walked this far in any of my 463 days
on British or Irish footpaths. Georgie says that the next day the
exhausted group got up, got dressed – and decided to spend the
entire day doing nothing.
Friday, August 30:
It is again a lovely morning but this follows a rather unlovely
night – during which an overstuffed dog parted with much of
his evening meal on the carpet of the TV room at 1:15. His poo
is fine, when at last it emerges. By this time we have completed
the back passage, passed the playground (where the triplets are
waiting for snack time) and headed down the Randolph roadway,
passing Maxi and Pucci and their owners, before turning left
at the tennis courts. Fritz seems to be moving in slow motion
this morning and when we reach the Carlton roadway doggy
compound (where crows and magpies are having a chattering
contretemps in the trees overhead) it takes me quite a while to get
him moving again. In this fashion we can at last return to the café
– where I hand him over to a seated Peter.
In addition to the latter we also have Renata, Debbie, Georgie,
Ofra, Davide and Makiko this morning. Lipgloss, air tickets,
restaurants and recipes dominate conversation in the early
stages of our colloquy. Ofra describes in intricate detail how she
cooked the potatoes last night; we learn that she is afraid of her
microwave oven – which makes her kin to Peter, who is afraid of
the Hadron Collider. Makiko says that she will be visiting friends
and relations in Manchester this weekend. Debbie announces that
this is her last weekday visit in some time – as she returns to work
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on Monday; this moment can’t be far away for Georgie as well,
though the latter can usually make it in to morning coffee after
discharging her kid-ferrying duties.
I make an attempt to broaden the scope of our discourse by
introducing the topic of last night’s Parliamentary vote, one in
which the government was seeking approval for air strikes in
Syria in the wake of the probable use of chemical weapons by
the Assad regime – a vote that went against the government.
Most of those at our table seem to agree with this “no” vote,
citing the impossibility of predicting what the consequences of
such air strikes might be, fearing involvement in another Middle
Eastern war, remembering how governments supplied misleading
intelligence on the eve of the Iraq war. People want to know if
America will now go it alone and, indeed, what the reactions
of the American people might be to these momentous events. It
happens that last night I received a long call from my childhood
friend Richard and I put this question to him. He said that most
Americans don’t have any opinion – since such matters are not
covered by the insular media in the States.
Saturday, August 31:
It is a lovely sunny morning in the park – though there is a bit of
a crisp wind whistling through as well. Fritz demonstrated some
additional signs of tummy trouble yesterday and I therefore let
him indulge in his grass snaffling a bit longer than usual today.
Eventually we get a move on, with only the briefest incursion
into the environmental area, but, after closing the gate into the
forecourt, I have to retreat a bit to recover a tardy poo. Fritz is
very slow to move away from the loos on the Randolph roadway
and again makes a visit to the ladies’. When he does start forward
he disdains a turnoff at the tennis courts and soon thereafter I turn
him around and we head back to the café.
Here I pass him on to Peter and head for the coffee counter –
though, once again, there are new arrangements for reaching this
spot since workmen have barricaded our doggy compound gate.
Our group this morning also includes Dan, Janet, Georgie, Ofra,
Debbie, Renata and Ellen. Some progress is made in pinning
down a date for Ellen’s leaving do – with next Saturday night at
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the Queen’s Arms at the foot of the Kilburn High Road at last
nominated. Debbie says she will contact Janet, due back today,
Makiko (in Manchester) and Karen (in Copenhagen) about these
plans. Georgie, indeed, has the care of Dudley and Bella (as
well as a lap-bound Sparkie) this morning. Bella barks with such
protest over the presence of a little boy outside our fence that he
shies away in fear.
Renata wants to know if Dan has read Maxi’s “letter” from
Switzerland yet but Dan admits that with over two hundred unread
emails to get through he hasn’t had the time. She tells us that
tonight she will attend a lesbian wedding in Stoke Newington –
with two brides on the cake and the happy couple in dresses for
the first time in many a moon. Renata remains vociferous in her
objections to any military action in Syria – the headlines telling us
that in the face of Britain’s refusal to join in any airstrikes the U.S.
is getting cosy with France. (That’ll show the Brits!) There really
is a chill wind clawing in at us now and first Renata and then Dan,
in shorts, are full of complaint about this sign of early autumn.
They are therefore among those petitioning for an early move
this morning and so, about ten minutes before our usual departure
time, we get up. I return home with £2.50 more than I would have
expected today. Ofra has remembered to give me two £1 coins in
return for the £2 coin I slipped her Thursday – and I have found a
fifty pence piece on the walkway.
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Transatlantic Bella finds a convenient lap.

“Dog Day Aftermath”

Sunday, September 1:
The sun has yet to make a breakthrough as Fritz and I head for
the park at the start of a new month. Almost immediately I note
that Janet and Daisy-Mae are coming in behind us and, as the
Shih-Tzu rushes forward to greet me, Fritz rushes back to greet
Janet – it has been over a month since I last saw her. We walk
along together (Fritz managing to stay in formation, for once)
and I learn something about Janet’s travels in the U.S., Scotland
and the Lake District. I ask her if she has noticed that in the latest
edition of Labour’s Westminster North online newsletter there is a
response to the letters that Janet, among others, wrote in defense
of the freedom of Paddington Rec’s dogs. Indeed the tone of this
missive is more conciliatory:
“It is good to see this very reasonable response to my provocative
complaint about dogs in Paddington Rec. I appreciate that we
might have been unlucky with our experiences with irresponsible
dog owners and that this is surely not representative of the vast
majority of responsible owners. On one occasion our children
were chased by a dog until they started crying to the amusement
of the owner, who thought that this is just normal dog behaviour.
On another occasion my son’s toy was gnawed to pieces while
the owner was unable to get it back from her dog. On yet another
occasion we had to witness how an aggressive dog owner, when
asked to tone down his language, intimidated the park staff with
his dog… I see a responsibility for the community of dog owners
to remind other less responsible owners of the right behaviour…
Let’s try to keep Paddington Rec safe together.”
We circle the café forecourt and I remind Janet that, in her
absence, a ban on any doggy presence in this space has been
instituted. She doesn’t seem greatly bothered and quotes café
proprietor Metty as saying, with a wink, “I’m a football referee.
I know how to look the other way.” In our compound we have
four Bulldogs (including Rebecca and Thor) but these dogs have
left the premises by the time Fritz has completed a slow circle
of Mt. Bannister and we have returned to share coffee time with
Janet, Peter, Ellen, Hanna, Ofra, Dan and Georgie. The latter has
both Bella and Dudley with her (as well as Sparkie) – though
Dudley is suffering stomach problems (for which he receives a
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pill hidden in some toast) and cannot take part in the usual foodie
handouts. Ellen orders some sausages and toast for the dogs (boy,
will they miss her) but when some of the toast is left undistributed
Bailey has a frustrated time of it in his attempts to climb onto the
tabletop.
Ellen is still collecting names for her farewell do next Saturday –
just about everybody says they can come. Today Peter’s son David
will take away some of her last surplus possessions before the
movers take the rest in a week or so. Dan now takes out his phone
in order to see pictures of Ellen’s new village in Devon and Janet
thinks she may be able to visit within the month. Ofra spends a
lot of time trying to find someone with a light for her cigarette –
finally Hanna, who no longer smokes, fishes a lighter from her
purse. Hanna says she is trying to extend the summer by wearing
summer garb this morning. She says that the famous Good
Neighbours Day – which should have been held here yesterday –
has been rescheduled for the 28th. I am surprised when the others,
having risen from our table, head towards the Randolph gate – but
this is because Georgie is about to return Bella to Danielle, who
(after a holiday in Turkey) is meeting her there. This means that
Fritz and I are on our own for a return via the Morshead roadway.
A rare early morning cricket match is underway (a pink-clad team
versus one in blue) but they are having a break and the “watch out
for flying balls” sign on the periphery can be ignored.
Monday, September 2:
The weather has not changed – for we still have sunny skies and
a nice breeze. Fritz does well enough on his in-lap and we have
plenty of time for further adventures when we reach the green but,
again, he begins to dawdle. He has a long drink from a water bowl
in front of the loos (having disdained fresh water in his bowl at
home), then he follows Janet into the ladies’ loo when she goes in
there to fetch water for our doggy compound. By this time most of
our lot have headed for the café and I decide that we might as well
join them. Georgie is holding on to Bobby for Peter so I have to
wait for the latter to return from the counter so that I can pass my
dog on to him. Our group also includes Ellen, Suzanne, Renata
and Ofra.
108

“Dog Day Aftermath”

Ellen passes out a piece of paper with her full address and phone
number in Devon. I tell her that I have known her for ten years
and that this is the first time I have known her last name – this
happens a lot among the dog people, who, of course, are on a
first name basis from the outset. Ellen has some treats for the
dogs but neither Daisy-Mae nor Sparkie can be bothered to head
for our end of the table. Bailey is not behind in this category but
a possessive Jack lashes out at the skittish Cavalier, who slinks
away with his tail between his legs. There is much speculation
on the fate of Lucky and Jack – Ellen says she would take them
to Devon now but this would rob their owner, Aisne, of their
companionship. When Aisne passes on (she is 98) Ellen wants
to claim this pair – though she also intends to get her own pet in
Devon.
Georgie, who has a little pipe with flavored vapor as a cigarette
substitute, falls into conversation with Ofra – as they discuss the
household disorder that young women can produce. Georgie says
that her Lynne is now fastidious and obsessive about such matters
– so there is still hope for Ofra’s Lee. Ellen asks Peter how he is
getting on and the latter replies that he still feels lightheaded on
occasion and only hopes that his next fall will occur in a familiar
environment. Someone asks Suzanne when her next trip to the
States will take place. The answer is a melancholy one. Suzanne
says that she is searching for someone to look after Sunny for
an extended period. What she doesn’t say is that her long-time
partner, Richie, used to do this for her – but he died this last year.
At 10:00 or so, rather early for us, there is a move for the exits.
Renata, who would rather sit and chat, protests that it is too early.
She does join our procession and we next find her at the head of
the track – enjoying the sun from the comforts of a park bench.
Tuesday, September 3:
Gray skies are dominant as Fritz and I head for the park on a
mild Tuesday morning. Janet and Daisy-Mae are soon coming
in behind us and I try to keep Fritz moving so I can walk with
Janet, who always seems to be able to answer my questions about
Coronation Street – having missed a number of episodes recently
I need a catch-up. Fritz cuts through the café forecourt (if people
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hated dogs so much they would shut the gates – instead they have
added two more unnecessary metal barriers guarding the gym
entrance). We continue on down the Randolph roadway and Fritz
turns right at the tennis courts. This variation in our usual pattern
does carry with it a certain hazard – one soon demonstrated when
my dog cuts through the foliage to an adjacent walkway, using
a path that only a dog can negotiate. I quickly round a corner on
grass and reach the top of the walkway in question – much to my
dog’s surprise. Around the corner we reach the Sir Simon Milton
memorial water feature – where Fritz likes to have a memorial
drink. Unfortunately, he has been anticipated by a lively Cocker
Spaniel, who is having a memorial paddle in the cooling waters.
We have a lively turnout this morning: Janet, Renata, Georgie,
Makiko, Matthew (not the husband, the other one), Peter,
Ellen, Karen, Ofra and Hanna. Unfortunately, the chief topic
of conversation is my face – for yesterday I made a visit to the
dermatologist on Harley Street – where I yielded three skin
samples and lost a mole under my right eye. Covering all my
stitches I now have four bandages and it doesn’t take long for my
breakfast companions to begin an intrusive interrogation. Hanna
says I look like I have just taken a face full of buckshot. Makiko
wants to know if my face hurts. I point to the bandage closest
to my mouth and say, “This one hurts when I yawn.” “Well,”
Matthew interrupts, “I remember the joke about the man who tells
his doctor that his arm hurts when he lifts it above his shoulder
and the doctor says, ‘Then don’t lift it.’” Far from being instructed
by this tale my response is, “In that case stop boring me.” “You
see,” I add waspishly, “we hear endless chatter at this table from
ladies who are planning some sort of strategy for improving facial
appearance; it takes a man to actually do something.”
In other matters Karen says that she enjoyed Copenhagen and that
she thinks she has sold her vehicle to an antique car dealer – even
though she could accept that offer from Nigeria, if she would
just provide her bank details. Matthew says that he is surprised
by the number of neighborhood foxes and that his mother is
a great supporter of every wildlife campaign – including that
on behalf of the threatened badger population. (“The badger,
Hanna adds, “is just the poor man’s panda.”) Georgie reports that
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tomorrow she returns to her duties in ferrying disabled kids to
their schools for the council. I quiz her on this as we undertake
our back passage walkround. She is just describing how one of
her pupils has left but that two of last year’s group are returning
when Daisy-Mae penetrates the central pitch and follows us on
the wrong side of the fence. Janet cannot get her pet to retreat
to the gate and eventually she has to walk back to rescue the
willful Shih-Tzu. While she does this Natasha approaches with
her Millie – appearing today with her little snout muzzled after
street scavenging has brought on a bout of gastroenteritis. I am
reminded that Fritz used to suffer from this ailment as well –
though the frequency of this problem was much reduced when
they closed the college on Elgin Avenue – and the chicken bones
that these local scholars used to decorate the pavements with
suddenly disappeared.
Wednesday, September 4:
Fritz, not to be outdone by Millie, has twice snagged forbidden
street food during out late night walk and this morning he rushes
downstairs as soon as Cathy arrives for her weekly battle against
the dust of centuries. Bad boy! When we do get to the park I can
see that we are well behind Janet and Karen and that Daisy-Mae
and Dudley have launched a pitch invasion in order to have a
wrestling match. Again not much progress is made once we reach
the loos and, instead, we join some of the other dog owners out in
the middle of the green. Sparkie is still attached to his lead and a
bored Daisy-Mae has the other end in her mouth. I decide to hook
my dog too since now there is no time for further adventures, and
we make our way over to the café – where I am one of the first in
the coffee queue. Behind the counter today is Anna-Maria from
Romania.
This morning we have Janet, Karen, Georgie, Davide and Peter,
initially, but then Matthew II and Wendy make late appearances.
Matthew says that he is on the fourth day of a no-smoking
regimen and that he could really use a cigarette. Georgie reports
that she was needlessly sent to the address of one of last year’s
pupils this morning (even though the child is now enrolled in
secondary school) because that is the rule. We discuss recent TV
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fare, particularly Coronation Street (where two veteran actors
went on trial for real-life sex offenses this week) and EastEnders,
where Phil Mitchell went through a windscreen in last night’s
episode. The actor who portrays Phil used to be seen in these
parts and, of course, Ofra claims acquaintance with the actress
Samantha Womack, who is set to resume her role as Ronnie next
week. Finally both Peter and Janet think that they spotted Wendy’s
husband, Vass, in an episode of New Tricks broadcast last night;
Wendy confirms this sighting.
Peter returns to all the lottery participants a little brown envelope
containing £7.75, a minor return after weeks of investment,
since he wants to start with a clean slate after cashing Ellen out –
though this will have to wait for several weeks, when he hopes he
feels a bit more like walking to the bookie. He has been given the
assignment of making a reservation for fifteen for this Saturday
night – Ellen’s farewell party. Karen, who has twice picked up a
struggling Fritz, says she has to get home early because someone
else is coming to look at her car. We are not far behind, though, as
so often happens, we are slow off the mark. Daisy-Mae has joined
Winnie in just sitting on the pavement when we stride off – and
both of these animals have to be encouraged to get a move on.
Georgie has a better motivation for little Pucci – she tosses his
pink squeaky ball and off he goes. Fritz would like to get his teeth
on this prize as well but somehow we manage to make it home (as
temperatures climb) without any burglary.
Thursday, September 5:
It is another lovely, warm summery morning in the park as Fritz
and I greet Janet and Daisy-Mae, coming in behind us. I give Janet
an update on yesterday’s expedition to Brent Cross where, with
Linda’s advice and assistance, I bought a new printer, a camera
and – for the first time in many a year, a new suit. Fritz manages
to keep up tolerably well and soon we are marching down the
Randolph roadway – where there is a lot of activity in anticipation
of a special park event for the over-50’s, in association with Open
Age. In fact there is time for us to do a complete circuit of Mt.
Bannister – just in time for me to witness an exemplary instance
of bad manners. An impatient driver, on his way to the parking
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lot, honks his horn at a slow moving pedestrian and her dog – who
happen to be in his way. Unfortunately the dog is Pippa, the dog
trained to assist her owner in negotiating life in near-deafness. The
dog owner hasn’t even heard a car coming up behind her!
The coffee queue is very slow-moving this morning – perhaps
because of all the extra people in the park today and I wait a long
time in the company of Karen and Ofra – whose Bailey has to be
ejected several times. Later we are joined outside by Peter, Ellen,
Georgie, Janet, Renata, Makiko, Davide and Hanna. Ofra shows
me shots on her phone of foods she and others have served in
honor of the Jewish New Year. Makiko, very taken with Berlin,
passes around some biscuits she has purchased there but Renata
denounces them as not German. It is pointed out that they were
manufactured in Frankfurt but this is not satisfactory since they
are not to a German recipe. “Well,” I add (thinking of the popular
pizza purveyor), “neither are most of the offerings of Dr. Oetker.”
Food remains a dominant topic when menus for the Queen’s Arms
are passed around so that people can be thinking about what they
might want to order on Saturday might at Ellen’s leaving do.
Hanna won’t say whether she can attend but it is clear that she
won’t come if someone else (unnamed) is invited as well.
Ofra’s jaw drops when she turns around to see Ellie, whom we
have not seen in some time, here with her Teddy and on her way
to get two take-out coffees at the café. This is because Ellie, back
from a holiday somewhere in the sunbelt, is brown as a berry –
several shades darker than when we last saw her. In fact you could
get a good tan in the Rec this morning and as we pass the benches
at the top of the running track during our walkround I see several
sun-starved souls with their shirts over their heads, letting the rays
reach their pale, hairy chests.
Friday, September 6:
A light rain is falling as Fritz and I, both appropriately attired
in our rain jackets, enter the park on a gray Friday morning.
Fortunately Fritz does not dawdle (I hate standing around in the
rain) and we have soon reached the café – whose open forecourt
gates invite Fritz to make a scurrying dash to the green. As we
walk along the Randolph roadway we encounter Saskia – with
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Buddy and baby Romy hidden behind the plastic cover of her
pushchair. Buddy sets up a tremendous barking racket at my feet,
hoping for a biscuit handout, and, while I am fishing my orange
bag out of my pocket, Saskia tells me how much she enjoyed
the photo I have recently sent her. This is a shot I took a the end
of our second day on the Rob Roy Way – taken as we walked to
our b&b in Callander – and featuring a house plaque that also
included the unmistakable profile of a Golden Retriever and the
name “Buddy.” Our conversation cannot last for long because I
can just see my dog heading into the circular garden on the right
and I have to pursue – I find him at the top of the embowered
walkway that leads back to the green.
Soon we are back at the café where a somewhat reduced turnout
includes Karen, Renata, Davide, Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko and
Ellen. (Wendy is just leaving with T-bone, who is poorly.) Today
is obviously a wet paws day and most of us are making an effort
to discourage lap visits – though an exception is Janet, who has
brought a towel with her. Sparkie, rejected by his own mommy,
therefore jumps into Janet’s lap and so does Daisy-Mae. Ellen has
ordered some toast and some sausages (almost for the last time)
and soon she has a queue at her feet. Winnie is a good customer
though she does rouse herself when Davide gets up to leave
– but he is heading for an appointment with his dermatologist
and Winnie will go home with Georgie. It is a Puggish day for,
in addition to Winnie and Emilio, we also have the presence of
Mutley and Biddy, who arrive with Margaret. She says she has
spent most of the summer with her parents on the Isle of Wight.
Renata, who is eating scrambled eggs on toast, asks me what time
we are meeting for Ellen’s farewell party tomorrow and this is just
as well – since she thinks this is a luncheon gathering when, in
fact, we meet at 7:30. Makiko has brought some jars of sauerkraut
back from Germany and one of these is offered to Renata – who
is delighted. She is not so charmed when conversation turns to
the latest incident involving comedian Russell Brand. This time
Russell is in trouble for reminding his audience (at a GQ event
sponsored by Hugo Boss) that the German fashion firm once made
uniforms for the Nazis. Renata says this can’t be true, that Hugo
isn’t old enough – indeed the founder of the firm died in 1948 –
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but Makiko confirms that the shabby connection is in fact true. On
our back passage walkround, as the rain lets up for a bit, I notice
that Makiko is limping. She says that she dropped her heavy
door key on a toe while in Berlin. I remind her that Emilio often
limps in the same way – “Perhaps someone should now carry you
home,” I suggest.
Saturday, September 7:
Temperatures have dropped considerably as Fritz and I head for
the park – moisture from an early morning rain glistening on
a number of surfaces. Janet, wishing she were wearing a coat,
comes up behind us with Daisy-Mae. She says she needs to
keep moving, usually the prelude to a disappearing act, but, for
some reason, Fritz keeps up a lively pace right behind her for
some distance. When he stops to graze, however, I am quick to
discourage this gesture – yesterday he disgorged a quantity of
munched grass and I don’t want him to repeat the process today.
We slowly undertake a complete circuit of Mt. Bannister – but I
never see my dog do a poo.
When we return to the café I can see that there is a large group
foregathering in the doggy compound – huge signs have been
attached to the forecourt gates bearing the legend, “Guide Dogs
Only” – which may explain why the forecourt is empty…we
don’t have that many guide dogs in the park at the best of times.
The bumper crop of dog owners in our area includes Georgie,
Janet, Debbie, Dan, Davide, Matthew, Makiko, Peter, Ellen,
Ofra, Renata, Wendy and Margaret – with Vlad sitting behind us.
Matthew is asked to comment on the likely treatment of a friend
of Peter’s – who is suffering from a subarachnoid hemorrhage.
Then he is asked to examine the aftermath of Ofra’s recent hand
injury in Israel. He says that he could have done a better sewing
job – and Georgie says she could have done so too. Peter is
still fretting because he hasn’t encountered three members of
the lottery syndicate – for whom he has little brown envelopes.
He predicts that we will be ready to start a new round of such
investments in two or three weeks – with Karen scheduled to join
in as well. Debbie, fearing that one day she will arrive to discover
she is all alone – the rest of us having headed for the Caribbean
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with our huge payout – says she wants to join as well. (I did say
we would send her a postcard.)
I remind Davide that BBC 4 will soon be offering a series
entitled The Young Montalbano – since he is a great fan of the
Sicilian detective. (I have already announced that one of my great
favorites, Strictly Come Dancing, begins with a preview show
tomorrow night.) Ellen has ordered one of her last doggy feasts
(sausages and toast) but some of the toast is tossed to a young
magpie, who is sitting on the fence behind us. Matthew knows he
will see Ellen no more so he says goodbye; when she gets up to
leave Fritz makes a brief escape – but she soon collars him. Final
details are offered to those who need a route to tonight’s pub and
then there is a mass exodus. Today I follow Georgie (with Sparkie
and Skye) all the way to the Hamish II store – where she looks
after Fritz while I dart inside for some needed purchases.
Sunday, September 8:
As often happens I have had a second chance to see all my dog
chums since yesterday’s session – for last night a group of sixteen
met at the Queen’s Arms in order to express our respect for Ellen,
who leaves us forever on Monday morning. The evening was a
great success, as far as I could tell, with lots of wine consumed by
the diners and the presentation of cards and gifts – Janet had made
a wonderful collage with photos of all of our dogs (including
Jack humping Lucky) pictured on the green, and Ellen herself
in the background. To my surprise a five-piece rock band began
to perform around 9:00 and we sat out the first set – which I
did enjoy, even though the only song I recognized was “Knock,
Knock, Knocking on Heaven’s Door.” I told Ellen that everything
about this move to Devon made good sense but that such a change
at her time of life also required an exemplary courage. Makiko, in
her new car, gave Ofra, Dan, Davide and me a ride home.
This morning is bright and beautiful again and Fritz keeps up a
steady pace until we have reached the environmental area – where
there is a naughty incursion. Worse, when I go in there after him I
manage to step in some dog poo in the tall grass and this adhesion
is still with me when I get home. A party post-mortem is taking
place out on the green, where I manage to corral my dog for an
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early return to the doggy compound. The turnout this morning
is again substantial – with Ellen, Peter, Makiko, Ofra, Hanna,
Renata, Dan, Davide, Wendy, Debbie, Janet, Georgie and Vlad.
Ellen had to be restrained when she attempted to pay for all the
food and drink last night so she has put money behind the counter
for everyone’s coffee this morning – the dogs also get their last
Ellen-inspired order of sausages and toast. Since I have been
recycling many of the objects in my house – with builders due
there tomorrow – I have unearthed a number of Dorothy’s books
that need new homes and I have brought some for Makiko and
some for Ofra today.
Hanna is seething because when she arrived at the gathering last
night Renata expressed a disapproving surprise – since Hanna had
not participated in the group gift-giving (preferring to bring her
own gift) and somehow, in Renata’s eyes, this disqualified Hanna
from attending Ellen’s farewell. Now, when Dan wants to organize
a group photo out on the green, Hanna refuses to participate –
but then so does Ofra (who doesn’t want to be preserved in any
image in which she cannot be seen at her best). And so we reach
the moment when we really must say good-bye to Ellen. We shall
miss her solid sense of values, her imperturbable good humor and
her great love for other people’s dogs.
Monday, September 9:
The morning is an unusual one since, at 8:30, Michaela arrives
with her work force at the start of a major period of disruption
in our flat – a brand new bathroom, many minor repairs and
a complete repainting. How Fritz will contend with all this
disruption and the presence of strangers in his home is still
unclear as we head downstairs at the start of a new week in the
park. We walk with Janet and Daisy-Mae for a while and then
begin a circuit of Mt. Bannister. It is a damp, gray morning – with
flecks of moisture descending. Near the tennis courts we meet
Margaret with Biddy and Mutley and in the parking lot Ofra is just
unloading Bailey. There is only a short stay in the Carlton Road
doggy compound and then we return to the café – where our group
is already sheltered under the green umbrella.
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The day is unusual for Ellen’s complete and total absence –
perhaps that is why I now use a chair she often favored. It gives
me a better view of the other end of our seating arrangement – at
my usual posting I was often blocked by the forward leaning head
of the hearing-impaired Renata. Today we are joined as well by
Peter, Ofra, Janet, Hanna, Georgie, Wendy and Karen. The latter’s
Dudley, even more disappointed in the restraints of our compound
than Fritz, is soon allowed to rush on his own out to the center
of the green – where he has seen another little white dog. Our
remaining canine in this category is T-bone, who seems to be on
the mend after a bout of illness. Yoyo takes an empty seat next
to me and tries out her various appealing poses in an attempt to
extract some treat from my biscuit bag. Bailey is at my knees as
well. The principal attention in the animal category belongs to
none of these, however, but to the young magpie (whom Hanna
says is starving) who hops atop our fence in search of some
handout. This comes in the form of some walnut cake that Karen
has brought today; Hanna collects all the crumbs and tosses them
to the little fellow, who hops down onto a tabletop and enjoys a
feast.
Karen is reading an article about the first showing of Strictly
Come Dancing, which I have only recorded. (She finds the
doddery Bruce Forsyth hard to watch – the fact that he is 85 is
not accepted as an ameliorating factor.) Hanna has brought with
her a brochure for the new Jewish Centre on the Finchley Road.
Renata says she used to do counseling at a Golders Green version
of this enterprise and jaws drop as we try to imagine what our
German friend would have to say to a troubled Jewish clientele.
She adds that she can’t do counseling now since she can’t hear
the clients properly. (If the clients are similarly afflicted then one
has to be reminded of that famous cartoon in Though History With
J. Wesley Smith – “Herr Beethoven thanks you for bringing him
your compositions and for reminding him that his affliction is not
always a curse.” Wendy now circulates invitations to a garden
party she will host this Sunday (dogs invited) in honor of husband
Vass’s eightieth birthday. We make an early start for home but
when we get there I realize that my plan to watch last Saturday’s
recording of Strictly Come Dancing will have to be shelved for
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quite a while – workmen have disconnected my TV from its cable
outlet and parked it in the sitting room.
Tuesday, September 10:
It is a relief to escape a house destroyed by builders and to breathe
the fresh air of a chilly September morning in the park. Gray skies
are breaking up as we spot Janet and Daisy-Mae, entering our
gate at the same moment that we arrive here as well. They soon
outpace us – especially after Fritz makes another illegal entry into
the meadow at the beginning of the environmental area. I decide
not to wade in after him but he doesn’t linger long and we are
soon darting through the café forecourt, an area in which neither
dog nor human is evident throughout our session today. Now we
are undertaking a circuit of Mt. Bannister, also completed in an
expeditious fashion. When we return to the café I am reminded
that, in honor of his ninth birthday, the coffees are on Sparkie
today.
We have a rather small turnout this morning – just Georgie,
Makiko, Ofra, Janet and Peter, though Vlad is also here enjoying
his rollup behind us. The dogs do not comprehend that handouts
from Ellen are a thing of the past; Peter has some treats for them
and I have my biscuit bag. Daisy-Mae is a frequent customer and I
can see that she has taken a biscuit and dropped it under Makiko’s
chair – where she guards it to the great consternation of Emilio,
who, barking hysterically, stares down at the brash madam from
the safety of Makiko’s lap. After a while we have several visitors.
First Bubbles, a four-month-old brown Cockapoo, squeezes
through the bars and dashes about kissing all the other dogs. Then
Tracy comes by with her own Sweep and the black Chow pair of
Chinny and Bliss. It is the first time that Tracy has seen the new
forecourt. She likes the herringbone brick paving but thinks that
the borders look under-planted and weedy.
Ofra is planning the rest of her day but there are many problems.
She has errands in St. John’s Wood and Golders Green and she
is not sure that son Guy will be willing to drive her to these
locations. Furthermore she has forgotten her wallet and neither
the offer of a loan from me nor a ride from Makiko suits. To make
matters worse she is recovering from another telephone trauma,
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one in a long series of loss and displacement. In this case Ofra
has managed to drop her phone into the toilet! It still seems to be
working – if not, according to Makiko, the remedy is to bury the
instrument in some absorbent rice. I wish I had known about this
when my camera suffered its rainy-day meltdown in Scotland.
Instead I bought another camera. In fact more rain is predicted for
London today but the skies are a lovely blue now and the sun is
shining brightly.
Wednesday, September 11:
I can’t tell if the tummy trouble my dog is experiencing is due
to too much foliage in the park, something he snaffled off the
pavements, or the presence of the workmen in our house – another
place of rest for the dog disappears every hour they are around.
He threw up again late yesterday afternoon as well, and I did
not give him any food at suppertime. He seems quite anxious to
resume his normal routine in the park this morning, when, after
welcoming workmen and Cathy, we at last hit the streets.
A chap who always walks two elderly dogs has brought another
baby buggy into the park for one of his pets – who has protective
booties on her hind feet. I discourage any Fritz-like attention to
leaves of grass this morning and guard jealously the door to the
environmental area – another space my dog likes to penetrate in
search of provender. We continue on to the green, passing Peter,
who is leaning on a fence near the loos, Bobby on lead, and
muttering over England’s scoreless draw with the Ukrainians last
night. Next Renata says a loud “Morning,” receiving an identical
reply from me – only to repeat her greeting with some force since
she hasn’t heard my reply. We walk up to the Randolph gate and
return to the café, where our group includes Peter, Renata, Janet,
Makiko, Ofra and Karen. In fact Makiko is off jogging most of
the time and Janet soon leaves with Daisy-Mae in order to attend
one of her art classes. Sparkie and Bailey are my chief customers
today – a spiffy alabaster Dudley, when he can be convinced to
join us, is also soon pawing away at my sleeve.
I tell Janet that I have downloaded the BBC I-Player so that I
could watch the first episode of Strictly – and now the bloody
thing makes an appearance on my computer screen every time I
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turn the machine on. Karen is reading the headlines in the Daily
Mail – to hell with Syria, Corrie’s Kevin Webster has been cleared
of all sex charges by a jury yesterday. Makiko tells us that there
is a new Pug in the park, Ripley, and that she loves the book on
glamour, one of the treasures from Dorothy’s collection that I have
unearthed in preparing my house for the workmen. Ofra, to whom
I have given several books on Jewish and Middle Eastern cookery,
says she has had to check to see if she agrees with the experts’
version of chicken soup. As we get up to leave both Makiko and
Georgie (concerned over the advance of a lively Staffie) retreat
to the café – which means that Karen and I complete the back
passage walkround alone.
Thursday, September 12:
There are obvious signs of moisture outside as I begin my
preparations for Thursday morning in the park. Now, where have
the workmen put my rain jacket? Once located I stuff Fritz’s coat
into a pocket but as soon as we have crossed the street I can tell
that there is still a light rain and that I had better put this garment
on my dog’s back. Our advance on the green is fairly rapid and
here we immediately see Linda with Pepper and the neighbor’s
Chica. The Jack Russell is actually off-lead today, the first time
this has happened, and I ask Linda about this. She says that the
little madam is often rather aggressive with other dogs but that she
may now be a little more tractable. We never stray far from the
Randolph roadway, as I keep an eye on Fritz – hoping he will not
eat too much grass. Linda follows us back to the café where she
and Ofra compare start-up dates for their college-bound children
and where Chica begins to hump Dudley. Before Linda goes off
I get a dinner invitation for tonight; it is very difficult to prepare
meals in my house these days so this will be a most welcome
lasagna.
Our group this morning includes Janet (soon off to the groomer
with Daisy-Mae), Makiko (soon off for a brief jog), Ofra, Georgie,
Vlad, Davide, Karen and Peter. Both Vlad and Davide have
versions of Georgie’s E-cigarette – the little bubble pipe that
percolates with nicotine-free flavors – but it turns out that they are
both inserting the liquid incorrectly (no wonder they were about
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to abandon the device). Georgie shows them how to insert the
liquid but I don’t know if there is any evidence that this smoking
cessation program is working in her case – because while this
lecture is taking place she is smoking a real cigarette.
Two other technical matters intrude. Karen, who is eating a
mashed banana on toast, is on her way to Peter’s house to set up
the right kind of computer spread sheets for him to record our
lottery and turf stakes. (Later I tell her that if she oversimplifies
these matters she will be doing Peter no service – he likes to
fuss over his charts and records.) The other technical matter has
something to do with eyebrows – as we learn when Ofra and
Makiko repair to the ladies’ loo. Ofra says, as we get up to begin
our back passage walkround (celebrating the return of sunshine),
that she may be absent for several days for tomorrow Bailey is
facing a complex visit to the vets; while he is under anesthetic
they will be looking at the cyst on his paw, his ears, his anal
glands and cleaning his teeth. Georgie manages to keep up with
Karen and me as we make our way along the walkways but
Davide has to go all the way back to the café – where Winnie has
staged another one of her sit-down strikes.
Friday, September 13:
We have all received e-mails from Peter this morning –
announcing a new structure for our EuroMillions participation and
so, with extra cash for my buy-in, I start off on the day’s session
in the park. It is, again, very gray and rather wet – though it is not
until we reach the green that his raincoat goes on my dog’s back.
Out here, incidentally, there are ten dogs at play – though, truth to
tell, I don’t know any of them well; still, it is nice to see that the
morning play period, in which we were so active almost a decade
ago, still survives. Fritz returns to the Randolph roadway and we
begin a slow circuit of the green itself, passing, near the Grantully
gate, a pregnant Lizzie (no Yoyo) in conversation about the
forthcoming birth with the woman who owns Cosmo, the Tibetan
Terrier.
I hand my dog’s lead over to Peter when we return to the green
just as our lot are beginning to hunker down under the green
umbrella – though in rather reduced numbers – just Georgie,
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Janet, Makiko, Davide, Renata, Peter and Jo Lynn, though after
a while a woman named Angela sits down at Vlad’s little table
with her black Cocker Spaniel, Stanley. Georgie is here this
morning with little Bella, who joins the biscuit queue – sadly
shorter because Bailey is at the vet’s today. Emilio is rushing up
and down the fence line, barking at any one who wants to move
by and this means that Sparkie is out of a job. (And out of a lap
– since no one wants to offer him sanctuary on such a wet day.)
Daisy-Mae does settle down in Janet’s lap; she is so far a picture
of puppy loveliness – after a grooming yesterday.
Peter now produces his new spreadsheet (which Karen helped him
prepare yesterday) and begins to take in our contributions. (Racing
will have to wait a week.) Everyone present adds to the kitty –
including Makiko, who, lacking the stimulus of Ofra’s presence,
spends most of the session tapping away at her phone; perhaps
this will give her some relief from her latest malady: iPad elbow.
She tells me that she has just discovered a new “Japanese tapas”
restaurant in Soho – delicious last night but today she feels hungry
and orders a bacon sandwich. The rain has been steady now for
almost an hour but we decide to make a move. I am searching
for Fritz’s lead when I now discover that it is still attached to his
collar – Peter has just hooked the handle to his chair and the dog
has been under house arrest for our entire session.
Saturday, September 14:
The weather remains depressingly hostile to man and dog. Last
night Fritz and I really got soaked on our last walk and I note that
neither his raincoat nor my trousers are properly dried even now.
There is a light mist as we exit the house this morning but it isn’t
quite necessary to cover my dog’s back. The park seems very busy
– in spite of the cold and damp weather – with lots of dog owners
and their animals, joggers, flabby citizens under instruction, and
dozens of footie kids and their parents. Janet and Daisy-Mae are
soon behind us and we walk with them as far as the café. Janet
asks me how the building and decorating projects are going in my
flat – “I’m glad you asked. Don’t ask!” I am able to tell London
Janet that last night I learned that Michigan Janet is coming for
her annual fall visit on October 10. Daisy-Mae always turns
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left on the Carlton roadway and Fritz (penetrating the forbidden
forecourt) turns right – so we don’t see this party again until we
have completed our circuit of Mt. Bannister.
There is a very long queue at the coffee counter (as we often
have on Saturdays when the regulars are shouldered aside by
the footie parents) and it takes a while before I can return to our
table – where the green umbrella is really needed as the mist turns
to light rain. Not surprisingly we have only a small turnout this
morning – just Janet, Georgie, Peter, Hanna, Karen and Vlad.
The latter’s Tara is a very talented nudger – sometimes it is a
shoulder pressing against my arm, sometime it is a tongue licking
my hand – it all comes down to a timely reminder that the lady
wants a biscuit. Sparkie is also an eager consumer – there is some
speculation that he feels he owes this greed an an act of homage
to his absent pal, Bailey, who evidently came through his long
day at the vet’s satisfactorily. Fritz, to my surprise, actually takes
two of these treats as well – but the most pressing problem arising
from the animal kingdom concerns none of these chaps but an
infestation of slugs that is bedeviling Hanna at home. Wendy,
that veteran gardener, now arrives with T-bone and there is a
consultation.
Peter is vying for Wendy’s attention as well – since he wants to
secure her stakes in the new lottery enterprise. Karen is trying
to convince Janet that she needs a second puppy – Janet isn’t
convinced, even though she has picked out a name, Maisie-Day.
These two ladies, incidentally live in that part of Maida Hill
(formerly West Kilburn) that is subject to flooding and they report
that some intersections are under water now. Karen also adds
that she has sold both her car and her Vespa and that she awaits
delivery of a new motorbike – there is some delay while Dudley’s
passenger seat is bracketed to the bike. Jokingly, I ask Karen if
Dudley has to wear a helmet and she admits that she did price
such an item on doggy supply websites. Still under a light rain
we begin our back passage walkround – but today, again, I follow
Georgie all the way to the Hamish II store – where, with Sparkie
and Bella on lead, she hides under an awning while I dart inside
on a resupply mission. Of course I didn’t make it to Sainsbury’s
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this last week and, under any circumstances, the dust sheetshrouded kitchen presents many problems in the catering category.
Sunday, September 15:
Bad weather has been predicted for this day for some time and
therefore I am a bit surprised to see sunny skies hovering over
the Rec on a bright Sunday morning. There is a chilly wind
and I am glad I have my leather jacket, therefore – but in the
bombsite that is my flat these days I have lost contact completely
with my sunglasses. Fritz makes a speedy progress at the outset
but my heart sinks when he sneaks into the environmental area.
Fortunately Janet now comes up behind us with Daisy-Mae and
Fritz has to emerge from his grazing grounds to check them out.
The triplets are side by side on the swings – though even they are
outnumbered by a quartet of Bulldogs on the green. A little girl
with a scooter and a helmet is charmed by Fritz and follows him
everywhere as he disappears into the shaded arcade that rises from
the circular garden at the corner of the green.
At breakfast this morning we have Matthew, Makiko, Georgie,
Janet, Hanna and Peter. (Dan and Davide are in Southwold with
Winnie – celebrating Dan’s father’s 70th birthday.) Much of our
attention this morning is focused on Bailey, who has returned
from a long session at the vet’s with six fewer teeth and a purple
sock on a rear foot – where a cyst was removed two days ago. I
notice that Georgie slips him some scrambled eggs but in other
senses he is nil by mouth today – it is not easy staring into those
pathetic eyes and telling him that the biscuit bag is closed. Emilio,
sitting on Matthew’s lap, is keeping a close eye on his nemesis,
Daisy-Mae, and when I give her a biscuit he becomes apoplectic
with rage. This leaves only the ragamuffin magpie to account for
– he soon appears on the fence behind us and Hanna throws him
some crumbs.
In the physician-heal-thyself category Matthew tells us that he
went to bed with a stomachache and that he had a bad dream.
I don’t notice whether he joins in the consumption of a moist
orange cake – one that Ofra has baked and brought with her this
morning. Peter tells us that we have begun our new lottery era
with a win – our £16 investment yielding a magnificent £2.40.
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Hanna reports on a successful mission to the Asda in Park Royal,
a long journey on the 187 bus – but worth it because of the lower
prices there. She says that she quite embarrassed the manager by
suggesting that his shop would be a failure in America (Asda is
owned by Walmart) – because the aisles would be too narrow for
all the fat-assed women there. When we get up to begin our back
passage walkround we begin a difficult journey through all the
footie parents outside the five-a-side pitch – where we also meet
Alaska, the white Alsatian. As we head for our gates I can tell
the others that I will see them all this afternoon – at Vass’s 80th
birthday party.
Monday, September 16:
And so I did – see my doggy friends at Vass’s birthday party.
Wendy had employed my famous caterer, Leonard, and the party
also featured the surprise appearance of Vass’s three siblings from
Ireland. Only Maxi and Daisy-Mae were there to represent our
canine contingent – Wendy has a nice garden and all our dogs
were invited but the weather was really nasty yesterday afternoon
and neither the dogs nor their owners would have been happy
outside. It was bucketing down when we left for home – but
fortunately the skies had cleared by the time I had to take Fritz out
for his late night walk.
This morning the sun is again dominant in our Maida Vale skies
but it is quite breezy and chilly at the same time. (I have found
my sunglasses.) There are a lot of dogs walking along the back
passage and the yappers among them incite my own dog’s
resentment. Fortunately he bypasses the environmental area this
morning and we have soon begun a circuit of Mt. Bannister.
Behind the tennis courts we meet Janet, walking this morning
with Daisy-Mae and Sparkie. The latter is on lead because, Janet
explains, he is so unpredictable (often teasing strange dogs) that
he can’t be trusted. When we foregather a few minutes later
(Janet, Georgie, Peter, Karen, Ofra and Makiko) it is Daisy-Mae
who can’t be trusted. For some reason she has a great antipathy
for the black Chows, Chinny and Bliss, and she now rushes out
onto the green to attack one of these fellows – to Janet’s great
consternation. A few minutes later she is charm itself as she comes
126

“Dog Day Aftermath”

by for a biscuit; Bailey is still not allowed any biscuits but his
appetite at home seems to be good – Ofra, thinking back to his
anaesthetized Thursday, says that he ate even while stoned.
In the café I am waiting for my coffee when the triplets come
dancing in – having learned just how their screams echo in this
largely empty space. I wouldn’t say that Peter is screaming but he
is full of complaint since, as he climbed the stairs from Wendy’s
garden flat in the rain yesterday afternoon, he received a shove in
the back from an impatient Renata. I tell him that I had a dream
last night in which we were all sitting in a restaurant during one of
our doggy people luncheons and someone threw a plate of pasta at
Renata after one of her particularly nasty remarks. Peter chuckles
in delight over this idea and then I remember that I also dreamed
that Tony, whom I met walking with Hercules last Wednesday,
invited me to a party and that Hanna and I won £5000 in the
lottery. I would share this information with the Finnish lady in
question, as she has just arrived with Yoyo in her pushchair, but
while she is inside at the coffee counter the others get up to begin
a back passage walkround and I need to depart as well.
Tuesday, September 17:
My dog’s day begins shortly after 8:00 when the horn on Linda’s
call sounds its siren call. Fritz is beside himself with anticipation.
I can see that Pepper and Chica are already in the back seat and
that Linda will soon have this trio patrolling the spacious precincts
of Regent’s Park. In the case of Fritz, however, there is one more
port of call before his return – at 9:00 he has a long overdue
grooming appointment with Karen at St. John’s Pets; Linda will
bring him back early in the afternoon. I decide that I might as well
escape the bustle of the builders and so, dogless, I nevertheless
head for the Rec at about 9:15. It is a gray and chilly morning.
As soon as I have penetrated the park I can see that our usual
route, along the back passage on our left, is not available today.
Orange fence netting is stretched across the path and all the
way down to the running track. So I turn right and head for
the Morshead roadway – following Janet and Daisy-Mae and
encountering the two puppies who accompany Jasmine Guinness’s
Fly. Winnie, arriving with Davide, is incensed by these lively
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specimens, but she is soon released as Davide and I walk across
the green. Janet is now sitting with Karen on a bench as Simba
rushes up for a fulsome cuddle. It is almost 9:30 and so I decide
to head in for coffee. No need to hand Fritz over to Peter today –
instead I enter the café – where Ofra, dancing to the sound of the
radio, is in a curious position in the counter passageway. “Don’t
let her behind the counter – whatever you do,” I tell Blarina, “that
way lies madness.”
Outside I take my usual chair and it doesn’t take too long for the
usual suspects, today including Sparkie, Tilly, Daisy-Mae and
Tara, to stake their claims on my biscuit bag. (Poor Bailey, now
wearing an argyle sock on his left rear leg, is still excluded.)
Tilly’s mom, Jo Lynn, now reports that yesterday two nattering
women tripped over her pet, one apologizing and the other
blaming Jo for not keeping her dog under proper control – the
inaugural salvo in an intense shouting match. Karen is reading
the newspaper, with news of a devastating shooting at the Naval
Yard in Washington, D.C. She says that she has at last taken
delivery on her new Vespa and that, once again, she has resisted
the temptation of adding to Dudley’s costume his own pair of
airman’s goggles – Doggles. Vlad, sitting behind us, says that with
the aid of Georgie’s blowpipe he reduced his cigarette count from
twenty to eight yesterday. “Today make that seven,” I suggest,
as we get up to begin a back passage walkround. Or no, the back
passage, I suddenly remember, is not open to us today – indeed
as we use an alternate route to reach our gate I can see a digger at
work on the walkway itself.
Wednesday, September 18:
In fact, the digger mentioned at the end of the previous entry,
had moved on by the early afternoon. I know this because as I
looked out of my window at about 3:00 I spotted Linda with my
dog – walking in the park. They had just returned from St. John’s
Pets – where Fritz had been transformed by Karen into something
actually resembling a Schnauzer. I joined Linda, Pepper and
Fritz for an afternoon ramble – it was great to see my dog truly
enjoying himself for there is such displacement (from the builders)
at home. On the whole Fritz seems to tolerate the intrusion fairly
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well – the sitting room, stuffed with boxes, has become a kind
of fort for him – with lots of little hidey-holes. Still, he is clearly
perturbed by all the restrictions on his movement and we have an
early morning throw-up in a corner under one of the windows as
evidence.
His poo seems solid enough as I bend to retrieve the first of two
offerings – just as five women pass us by with their mid-sized
animals. Later we reach the green and, to my surprise, Fritz
decides on an early entry to our café compound. Peter is already
seated here with Bobby and Karen has brought the freedom-loving
Dudley with her – he is soon released to join other dogs on the
green; there are quite a few larger dogs out here – including the
lively Great Dane, Scooby. Our group this morning also includes
Georgie, Janet (who soon leaves for art class), Davide, Renata,
Hanna, Ofra and Wendy. There is still some concern over T-bone’s
health and Bailey is still off the biscuit list. Tara, sensing the
opportunity, joins Sparkie in non-stop begging but no matter how
many treats are offered to Winnie they are not enough to satisfy
the greedy madam. Fritz, incidentally, takes no biscuits though he
does share in Davide’s toasted cheese sandwich before accepting a
place on Karen’s lap – wrapped in her jacket against the cold.
Karen reports that last night she had a half-dead mouse in her
bedroom – Dudley did not intervene. Ofra, who says she is dying
to join the audience at the televising of a session of Strictly
Come Dancing, has to answer lots of questions about Bailey’s
convalescence – the Cavalier is wearing a blue sock on his left
rear paw today. Davide says that he is earth-bound these days –
since he has to take a course in the latest cabin crew protocols. I
have to explain my early departure with the much-praised Fritz
(who seems tinier, thinner and younger than his former self). This
is because I need to spend an hour or so with Cathy as we clear
the hallway shelves of books – in anticipation of the paintjob to
come. Then, after putting off the awful day for three weeks, I
must make it to Sainsbury’s – even though it is a puzzle where my
grocery purchases are supposed to go in a house under siege.
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Thursday, September 19:
We seem to have made the transition from summer to autumn
overnight this year – for I never go out these days without jacket
and scarf and it seems quite early in the year for this gesture. It
is also gray and unwelcoming as Fritz and I reach the park this
morning, though our progress is lively enough and it takes Janet
and Karen quite a while to catch up with us. While Daisy-Mae
and Dudley are having an early wrestling match on the five-aside pitch, Fritz dashes ahead – I’m sure he has made such runs
before this but in his slim-line version he seems to be gamboling.
After reaching the café we begin a circuit of Mt. Bannister, also
accomplished at a rapid pace – but I decide not to enter the doggy
compound on the Carlton roadway since it is occupied by a midsize brown dog I don’t recognize.
Our ranks this morning include Karen and Janet, of course, and
also Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Peter and Makiko. Dudley stands at
the gate on the green side of our unit – pawing away at the bars
and looking over his shoulder in order to see if anyone is going
to let him out. When the door is opened he is spooked by a white
Boxer and Karen has to rescue him; thereafter she again offers
sanctuary to a shivering Fritz – though she also has to pick up a
wonderful little Yorkie youngster, a tiny chap named Bill, who
has squeezed through the bars in order to make a visit. Emilio and
Sparkie are told to “Shut up!” on a number of occasions – Emilio
because he starts on his anti-Daisy-Mae tirade, Sparkie because
some worker has started up a machine in the distance and this
requires some retaliatory barking. Janet brings us the sad news
that Wendy’s T-bone has cancer and that he has been sent home
with lot of painkillers and a woeful diagnosis.
Peter is having troubles with his computer programs, and with
racing about to resume, he is hoping for another home visit from
Karen – who finally has an appointment this morning with Julie
the osteopath. I turn over to Ofra a £2 coin and she says that it
has been a long time since anyone has thought to do this. Peter
wants to know how many she wants, since he has a cache of such
coins at home, but he is missing the point. Ofra can’t just buy the
coins, they have to make an appearance that, according to Karen,
is “organic.” To illustrate this idea for Peter I tell the story of my
130

“Dog Day Aftermath”

step-father’s mother – who rewarded herself with a little present
when she had seen, by chance, a specific number of horses on the
streets of Stockholm: “Mammi didn’t just head for the nearest
stables, did she?” Ofra has heard a report that dog owners are apt
to live longer than their petless fellows. This reminds Janet that a
three-part series on dogs will begin on BBC 2 tonight. (Karen says
that Downton Abbey begins again on Sunday.) Makiko says that
iPad users are being offered some new software but I have to tell
her that I haven’t looked at mine in weeks; Renata says the same.
We begin our back passage walkround but as we pass the cypress
trees I am spotted by Buddy and, amid deafening barks of joy, I
have to open the biscuit bag one last time.
Friday, September 20:
Workers arrive, as usual, at about 8:00 – a third member of the
crew has joined the Lithuanian brothers so that much of the
wreckage of my former bathroom can be carried off today. In
fact, just to get dressed, I have to squeeze by the new bathtub –
inconveniently dumped on the bedroom floor – but Fritz and I
manage to make our exit in a timely fashion. It is another gray
day, though some Indian summer days are promised, as we meet
up with Janet and Daisy-Mae at the entrance gate. Around the
corner Jasmine Guinness is coming with Fly and the two puppies.
I ask if they are Fly’s offspring and Jasmine says they are. I ask
for their names and she says, “We just call them Pup.” This is
because their real names will be chosen by new owners – the
little black-and-white one will be adopted today but the all-black
one is still homeless. “I want to keep him,” Jasmine says, “but
my husband won’t let me.” Janet now assumes that my dog will
begin to dawdle but as soon as she says something to this effect
Fritz breaks into a trot and actually anticipates our own march on
the environmental area. Here we lose him for a while but again
he catches up as we near the café. After a quick circuit of Mt.
Bannister I leave him with Hanna and head over to the Vineyard
Chemists – where a prescription is waiting.
There is only one person in front of me at the coffee counter
when I return – but she is totally unfamiliar with UK coinage
and it takes a while for her to complete her transaction. At our
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table we have Karen, Georgie, Janet, Ofra, Hanna, Makiko and
Peter. The latter is now in position to register contributions to
our racing enterprise – Karen has whispered that her emergency
house call yesterday was needed because Peter wanted to employ
a light aqua color in one of his boxes rather than a deep aqua
one. Makiko is also on a technological bent – advising us how
we can download many more apps on our iPads. She has spotted
a Japanese actor in a shop on Marylebone High Street and his
picture is passed around on her phone. I tell her that last night
Linda and I had an evening meal at Ibuki on Lauderdale Parade;
the food was excellent and the place was busy even on a Thursday
night.
Makiko leaves us for a while to do some running on the track –
but not before Coach Hanna has told her how it is done. Janet says
she watched some of Kate Humble’s new series on dogs on BBC
2 and learned a number of new things – I recorded this program
while I was out. A man now stops by to claim that he breeds
Schnauzers and to pet Fritz and Yoyo. When I mention that Fritz
is my third Schnauzer he assumes I have two others at home and
says that his ex-wife has four, plus three or four other dogs as well
– “which is why she’s my ex-wife.” Our departure is protracted.
First Georgie has to put leads on Winnie, Pucci and Sparkie, then
Janet has to return from the loo, then Ofra leaves us to do some
running on the Carlton roadway; this is not a form of exercise – it
turns out she has forgotten some meatballs she has left in her car
for Georgie and has to dash off to retrieve them. By this time the
weather has been totally transformed and we leave under bright,
warm and sunny conditions.
Saturday, September 21:
Under gray skies Fritz and I head for the park on a chilly Saturday
morning (well, we do have to say goodbye to summer officially
now). The Rec is full of weekend footie boys (and their parents)
as we fight our way out to the green – where Fritz begins a very
slow amble along the Randolph roadway. At the gate we reverse
directions and I am soon able to hand my dog’s lead off to Peter
and join a long and tedious queue at the coffee counter. (Why do
these johnny-come-lately footie parents hug the counter – even
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after they have been served?) Outside we have a rather small
turnout – Dan, Matthew, Makiko, Janet, Georgie, Hanna and Peter.
The latter announces that, in spite of Karen’s intervention
yesterday, he is still not ready to go ahead with racing this
morning – something about the email format that he uses to let
us know our choices not being quite right yet. I want Matthew
to write the first article for the medical journals on a malady
that his own wife is complaining of – iPad elbow. A second
medical matter is then introduced by Hanna – she says that the
café has been serving a beetroot soup and that some customers
have returned to complain that their pee has turned red. (Nothing
to worry about – Matthew). Makiko has been to a trendy new
hotel north of Oxford Street and other exotic watering holes now
become the next hot topic. Janet wants to know what we think
about the idea, floated on the news last night, of not only throwing
drunks into jail but charging them an overnight fee. This reminds
Dan of a number of close calls in the annals of his own late night
revels. But when he says that he was once ordered out of the
back seat of a cab, the driver fearing the worst from this sizzled
passenger, Peter defends the cabbie – remembering the problems
that his own son has had with drunks in his cab. Suzanne now
arrives with Sunny and we hold a post-mortem on last night’s
trustees’ reception at the Gibson Hall on Bishopsgate – when
present and former staff of the American School gathered en
masse.
I notice that Fritz is beginning to take on more biscuits – now that
Lucky is not here to contest every offering. Bailey is also absent
this morning – it is time for his checkup at the vets. Emilio is
again apoplectic over the threatening presence of Daisy-Mae and
Sparkie is again agitated by the passage of a gardener outside our
fence. I tell Georgie that even the staff are now saying “Shut up,
Sparkie!” to her pet, and she says, “Actually they think that is
his name –Shutupsparkie.” Winnie is reluctant to begin our back
passage walkround since she has arrived in the basket attached to
Dan’s bike and she would just as soon return there now. We are
joined in our journey by Linda, with Chica and the shaggy Pepper.
Hanna is certain that Pepper is getting fat but then they all say
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that about my dog – until he has his haircut and emerges in his
underlying svelte shape.
Sunday, September 22:
Temperatures are mild enough as Fritz and I begin our Sunday
in the park – though it is also very gray. We are soon overtaken
by Janet with Daisy-Mae – is it really necessary for Fritz to rush
back just to have a sniff at the spot where the Shih-Tzu has just
had a pee? After passing the café Fritz spots this pair a second
time and follows them into the circular garden at the northern
end of the green. There is plenty of time for a compete circuit of
this wide-open space but Fritz has other ideas. He would really
like a visit to the Grantully Road doggy compound but when I
demur he actually leaves the Rec for a quiet sniff on the Grantully
pavement! Somewhat vexed by this naughtiness I now attach a
lead to my wayward dog and this is how we complete the rest
of the circle. Our lot are already taking places under the green
umbrella and I pass Fritz over to Peter while I go inside the café.
When I return with my coffee I arrange for three chairs at my
end of the table – since I have left both Karen (with the Sunday
newspaper) and Hanna at the counter. I know that there is no way
Hanna will sit down next to Renata so I assume this seat myself
– but this gesture is not sufficient to head off trouble. Renata has
taken a seat next to Hanna’s Louis Vuitton purse and Hanna asks
for the return of this object. Unfortunately Renata (who, it will
be remembered, challenged Hanna’s presence at Ellen’s farewell
party) now makes a remark – something to the effect that this is
not a real purse, only a Louis Vuitton wash bag. An explosion
follows as Hanna has much to say about the nasty tone of remarks
addressed to her by our German club member. The latter, who
has a sore throat, chuckles during this dressing down but many of
those seated at the other end of the table (Janet, Georgie, Makiko
and Dan) are astonished at the heat of this exchange. I am offered
sympathy from these bystanders, since I am seated between the
sniping ladies, but my comment is simply, “I’m used to it.” (Later
I explain to the others that I would just file the incident under the
heading “When Dinosaurs Collide.”)
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Peter reports that he is at last satisfied with his horse racing
graphics and that betting will resume next weekend. Of course
he is chided just a bit for his obsessive preoccupation with such
matters but I defend him, “After all, it keeps him off the street.”
Janet has baked some scones and these are passed around with
butter and jam – Hanna (who is eating scrambled eggs and fried
tomatoes) won’t take one; Renata has two. Karen takes only
some jam, which she adds to her banana on toast. The Sunday
paper now comes into play– with its tale of an Al-Qaeda inspired
terrorist attack on a mall in Nairobi. Karen reads that people
were asked if they could name the prophet’s mother before being
gunned down and this sends Dan onto the Internet in search of the
answer. “It’s Aminah,” he tells us, “we’d better all memorize this.”
“Memorize it,” Karen says, “I’m naming my first child Aminah.”
Monday, September 23:
Mild and gray – the weather pattern persists as we make our
entrance into the Rec – a site dominated by half a dozen school
groups this morning. Fritz keeps up such a lively progress that
Janet and Daisy-Mae never catch up with us – and that is certainly
not our early morning pattern. I have brought with me two pairs
of shoes, more treasure unearthed during the great displacement
necessitated by the redecoration of my flat, Dorothy’s size fours
that may now fit Georgie – who has been the beneficiary of such
finds in the past. These I place on my chair as we pass the café and
then we continue with our traditional Mt. Bannister circuit. In the
parking lot Ofra is just parking her car. Bailey, I note, is on lead
but Ofra says that this is because – with the bandages removed –
she needs to be certain that he doesn’t get his foot wet.
At the coffee counter Karen is having a post mortem with Renata
– as yesterday’s tiff with Hanna continues to echo. Renata is
defending her characterization of Hanna’s purse (“just a wash
bag”) as the truth and Karen is saying that, even so, perhaps it was
not necessary to remind the rest of us of this fact. These two ladies
and Ofra are joined this morning by Janet, Georgie, Makiko and
Peter. Georgie has Winnie, Bella and Skye with her – as well as
Sparkie – and the presence of the Cairn means that I have almost
no chance of feeding my dog any biscuits – since Skye snatches
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at anything on offer and Fritz (who is also discouraged by Tara)
doesn’t like to take a treat when there are other flashing jaws
about. Emilio is having his usual anti-Daisy-Mae tirade and Janet
says she’s bringing in her water pistol next time. Dudley, as usual,
is having a Prisoner in Cell-Bloc Rec moment, staring out through
the bars. Earlier I have passed Karen on the back walkway – her
blue lead in her hand and no dog anywhere in evidence; this is
because the willful Coton has refused to accompany her while fun
is still to be had out on the green.
Renata has brought with her a new iPad mini, a gift bought for
her in Hong Kong by relatives, and she wants advice on how to
get started. Karen and I agree that, unlike other Apple products,
use of this device is not the intuitive experience it should be and,
after Renata has refused to accept some of my advice, I pass her
over to Makiko – who tells her some of the same things I have just
said. Karen and I agree that last night’s first episode in Downton
Abbey’s new series was disappointing but I am able to report that
one of my former students at ASL, Michael Benz (fresh from his
triumph as Hamlet at the Globe Theatre), has been signed to do
eight episodes for this series in the future. Karen is again studying
the newspaper for accounts of the ongoing terrorist tragedy in
Kenya. She says that gunmen, not to be described as heartless any
more, shot a mother – but then gave her kids chocolate.
Tuesday, September 24:
A light fog lies over the Rec this morning – restricting visibility
considerably. We are not slowed by this condition at all and Fritz
is already at the cypress trees when an approaching Karen calls
to him in greeting. Today he is wildly enthusiastic over such an
encounter and dashes forward, talking as he does so – and soon
receiving a cuddle and a treat. Around the corner we meet Celine,
walking with Ziggy. I tell her that this is odd, since I have been
thinking about using a picture of Ziggy in Volume V of the “Dog
People of Paddington Rec” and that I had just decided on my
caption: “Ziggy: part Bedlington, part Lurcher, part Porcupine.”
Celine, seeing Fritz skipping ahead at great speed, notes that my
dog seems thinner than usual. When I suggest that his appearance
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is due less to dieting than to his recent grooming she adds, “Ah
the haircut – better than a diet any day.”
After a slow amble down the Randolph roadway we return to the
café – where I pass the lead of my dog over to Peter. They are
just opening the doors of the café and, having spotted another
customer standing outside, the staff hand him his coffee as soon
as he approaches the counter. This causes a plaint of protest from
Ofra, “I thought I was you favorite.” This causes additional protest
from me – “No, I thought I was their favorite.” Outside we are
also joined by Georgie, Janet, Karen, Renata and Makiko. Karen
has still more treats – with Tara getting the lion’s share. I am still
not feeding that gummer, Bailey, but Skye and Sparkie are eager
customers. Georgie is trying to figure out if Dan has said he did or
did not give Winnie her breakfast this morning. (Winnie: “In fact,
I haven’t eaten anything in days.”) Jackie now comes in and hands
Bobby over to Uncle Peter for the day. Out on the green a squad
of large dogs get into a scrap and we can hear raised voices as
owners try to calm their pets.
Renata is still full of questions about her iPad – and also wants
us to answer questions about the victory of Angela Merkel in
the recent German elections. Ofra is reminded of her daughter’s
visit this weekend to Berlin – this was supposed to be focused on
museums but then how do we explain that Lee also won 40 shots
in a bar by sinking a coin in a bucket? (Ofra announces that we
are all going to The Red Squirrel for quiz night on Sunday and I
say that I’m coming but only if we can again call our team The
Friends of Fritz.) Karen is making a thorough study of today’s
paper (still no end to the siege in Nairobi). When we get up to
begin our back passage walkround Daisy-Mae sits down patiently
– awaiting Janet’s return from the loos. Around the corner it is
hard not to notice the triplets in the playground – for today they
are each dressed in bright orange puffer vests with hoods and each
is pushing a pink toy pushchair. Girls from Francis Holland are
much amused by the antics of Dudley and Daisy–Mae, who are
wrestling in the fenced chasm. As happens so often Fritz trails far
behind this action but by the time we have reached our gate he is
first. I pause here to point out an architectural gem, a huge spider
web in a bush next to our walkway.
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Wednesday, September 25:
Chaos reigns over our morning departure. First, three workmen
arrive at 8:00 – each heading for another part of the house. At 9:00
Cathy arrives – her chances of completing her usual Wednesday
morning assignments undermined by mountains of displaced
material from all the rooms, cupboards and closets that are being
painted. At 9:05 Michaela arrives with Skye, who gets tied up to
the bannister (as he is not to be trusted in another dog’s territory)
and she accompanies me and two of the workmen down to the
basement – where the old kitchen door and a lot of bathroom tiles
are stored. At 9:10 Georgie arrives to take charge of Skye for the
day and, Fritz on lead, I accompany her toward the Morshead
gate. Heading our way is Davide, with Sparkie, Winnie and Bella
and soon all five dogs are heading up the Morshead roadway.
There isn’t time for Fritz to undertake any further expeditions and
we have soon crossed the green and entered our compound at the
café.
The doors of this establishment have just opened and I am the first
customer today. Outside our group includes Georgie and Davide,
of course, but also Janet, Renata, Makiko, Peter, Ofra, Karen and
Daisy-Mae (well Janet’s dog has helped herself to an empty seat).
Bailey has been nibbling at his sore foot and Ofra has brought a
pink Elizabethan collar today – pink is definitely Bailey’s color.
He is still excluded from the biscuit queue but Skye, Tara and
Sparkie more than make up for this deficiency. Janet has not
brought her water pistol so she still has to tell Emilio to shut up
every thirty seconds. She has brought her camera and she takes
pictures of a number of the dogs – including conehead Bailey and
the intemperate Emilio.
Davide is joining us after several days of instruction and an
exam – as BA staff are being trained up in the niceties of cabin
crew etiquette in the airline’s new double decker planes. Georgie,
after searching day and night for the object, gives Vlad a little
case for his miniature sheesha pipe – it was at the bottom of his
purse. The ladies are discussing Botox and their own experiences
with this beauty aid – at least three of them have undergone such
treatment and they now want to compare procedures and expenses
incurred. Again an early morning fog has lifted and we have
138

“Dog Day Aftermath”

nice sunny weather for our departure. I am trying to slow things
down as much as possible – since I know that as soon as I return
I will have to join Cathy in refilling thirteen shelves in the hall
bookcase.
Thursday, September 26:
Gray skies are giving way to much brighter moments – though
there is a bit of a chill wind – as Fritz and I escape the confusion
of our days (for which read builders and painters in the house)
and enter the sanctuary of the Rec. Fritz makes a speedy progress
in our assault on the green and, when Matthew stops me for
instructions on bus routes to Notting Hill, I can see that my dog
hovers loyally nearby as well. Cracker, the white Shar-Pei, is
joined by a browner cousin, Lola, as they make a close inspection
of my pet and then we are free to head for the Randolph gate. Fritz
is now making a slow, thorough examination of every leaf – a
morning ritual that can only be compared to Karen’s dissection of
the Daily Mail. That lady is not present today (Dudley is here with
Janet), but we do have Davide, Georgie, Renata, Hanna, Peter,
Makiko and Ellie.
At the coffee counter Hanna tells me she is prepared for another
barney if there are any remarks on the subject of her Louis Vuitton
toiletries bag, – but Renata is quite circumspect today. Ellie,
who has not taken a seat at our table in some time, dominates
the conversation this morning. She has been shopping on Clifton
Road and plucks from her bag some marmalade that goes
very well with her café toast. She and Ofra know a number of
families in common and we have to hear whom her daughters
are chummy with today. Both of these young ladies go to Francis
Holland – but Ellie can’t answer my question on why maroon
has given way to red in the school’s livery. She says that her
eldest daughter is already planning a gap year between secondary
school and university – in order to take some holidays and work
at Abercrombie – only to be told by mom. “You take a gap year to
work in an African orphanage; otherwise, it’s straight to uni.”
Daisy-Mae and Yoyo are sharing a chair next to my biscuit bag
– Hanna says that they used to be mortal enemies. That lady is
now objecting to the intrusive chin of Tara – since the Rhodesian
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Ridgeback is drooling today. Bella is barking at every dog who
passes our fence but our incumbent barker, Sparkie, has already
distinguished himself on the drive to the park this morning.
Because they are repaving parts of Elgin Avenue, Davide had
to use a new route as he neared the park and this so spooked the
noisy Yorkie that he had a meltdown in the car. Fritz is spooked
when I leave without him at back passage time – but this is only a
short absence since I had better take advantage of the proximity of
a loo since, at home, one of my bathrooms is under construction
and a second is being painted. Our walkround is a bit of an
ordeal for poor Emilio this morning; he has another sore paw and
after hopping around on three legs for a while he just sits down
disconsolately and Makiko has to carry him forward for some
distance.
Friday, September 27:
Fritz and I head for the park about five minutes earlier than
usual – the workmen are making a really nasty noise in my old/
new bathroom so it makes sense to bail. It is a sunny morning but
there is a cool breeze as well. Behind us we have Jasmine and Fly,
with the lively Pup – just being freed from his lead as we near the
cypress trees. For some reason Fitz is charmed by this company
today and trots along for some distance. Jasmine tells me that Fly
has done a good job as mother – though at seven this was almost
a geriatric pregnancy, the Lurcher’s first litter. At the Carlton
roadway we meet Celine with Ziggy, who was, at one time,
nominated as a potential swain for Fly. This would not be an easy
assignment for him today – since he is suffering from the kick of a
horse hoof to his privates. Ziggy now joins our party and we turn
left to climb to the top of Mt. Bannister. Every time the puppy gets
too rambunctious Fly administers some severe discipline. Fritz
turns left when we reach the Randolph roadway so we lose contact
with the others, completing a circuit of the peak we have just
surmounted.
There are a lot of people about this morning and the queue is so
long that I decide to wait a while before seeking my coffee. At our
table this morning we have Karen, Peter, Renata, Makiko, Ofra,
and Georgie – Davide is waiting at home for the installation of
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a new water meter and Winnie is here with Georgie. The Vizsla
pair of Suki and Bronny are also here – with their mommy at the
corner table – and an unknown mid-sized brown dog is here as
well. Karen is sitting next to me, shivering in only a t-shirt, and
I loan her my leather jacket. In return she shares with me some
surprising news: only a minute after we parted ways this morning
Fly killed a squirrel! I have to tell Daisy-Mae, who is squirrelobsessed, that she has lost her chance to get this one – when they
were both very young dogs Fly used to drag Daisy-Mae all over
the green like a rag doll.
Peter is still fussing with his lottery and turf charts – the syndicate
is back in action at Newmarket tomorrow. He is biting his nails
and this is diagnosed by Dr. Renata as a neurosis. Makiko has
brought in some risotto balls that she has cooked – but only for
followers of Young Montalbano, that is for me and Davide. (She
often gets up for a jog during our coffee drinking session.) Peter
now wants to know if he is invited to quiz night at The Red
Squirrel on Sunday – he is – and there is some discussion of some
of us dining there first. As preparations are made for our departure
I get up to use the loo again. “I have only one usable bathroom in
my house at the moment,” I tell Karen, “and there’s a red-headed
Lithuanian painter in it now.” Ofra heads off with Bailey, still in
his pink cone, since the Cavalier will have his stitches out this
morning. I have brightened Ofra’s day with the news that Strictly
Come Dancing returns to our screens tonight.
Saturday, September 28:
Skies remain on the gray side but there is plenty of brightness as
well as Fritz and I reach our entrance gate. Here we encounter a
lively Westie – who seems to know me, rushing forward to climb
my leg soon after our arrival. This is Seamus, a dog Georgie looks
after on occasion, and he must remember that I am the guy with
the biscuits. Janet now enters with Daisy-Mae and we manage
to keep up with this pair until we have reached the green. Janet
says that she leaves today for a brief trip to Devon and Cornwall
and that she is planning to visit Ellen as part of this expedition.
On the green we soon encounter Buddy, barking delightedly over
his discovery of the biscuit man. He is accompanied today by
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David, the erstwhile dogsitter – which means that while Buddy is
chowing down Fritz is getting a nice cuddle and behind this scene
the green is filling with vehicles as the park prepares for Good
Neighbours Day. We have time to complete our Mt. Bannister
circuit before returning to the café – though by this time all of the
other dog owners are already sitting behind their coffee cups.
To my surprise, since this is a busy Saturday morning in the
park, there is no queue at the café so I can soon join a group that
includes Janet, Georgie, Davide, Makiko, Hanna, Ofra, Renata,
Peter, Debbie and Karen – though Vlad occupies one little table
behind us and David is having breakfast with his visiting sister
at another. Among other topics we have to discuss the first night
of competition on Strictly Come Dancing – where, predictably,
the female competitors were far in advance of their male rivals.
I’m sure that other matters were discussed at the far end of the
table but, truth to tell, it is impossible to hear much this morning
because we have a more than acute attack of apoplexy from
Emilio and when the Pug can’t be heard the vacuum is filled by
the deep punctuation marks of barking Buddy. David tries his
best to quiet the Golden Retriever but this doesn’t seem to work.
(David is looking after Buddy since Saskia has taken little Harvey
to Paris for a visit with another pal.)
Makiko now bows to popular opinion and takes Emilio home
– but this doesn’t stop the canine mischief. My biscuits are
very popular – with Hanna and Renata both helping themselves
from my Sainsbury sack. Hanna likes to break the biscuit with
her teeth (they taste like Carr’s water biscuits, she says) for the
benefit of the smaller dogs – but I go on record as refusing to pay
for any subsequent dental work. Daisy-Mae is a frequent visitor
and this leads to tragedy as, in defense of the last of these treats,
she has a go at little Bella. Soon thereafter we get up to move
our animals toward the exit gate. This is a very difficult project
because there are so many people in the park – with portable
rides and refreshment stands still arriving – and all the Saturday
morning footie lads heading our way at the end of their matches.
One consequence of this mob is that Karen loses track of Dudley
and has to go back to the café to fetch him. Now she can rejoin a
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procession that includes nine dog owners and their dogs – slowly
heading for home as the sun at last breaks through.
Sunday, September 29:
Skies are bright enough but there is a crisp wind slicing through
the Rec as we begin our Sunday in the park. Fritz is moving
very slowly, much to my annoyance – my left leg is giving me
problems and I would like to stretch it out but hanging around
while one senior Schnauzer slows things down to a halt doesn’t
help. When we at last reach the green we head down the Randolph
roadway, passing Debbie, who is sitting on a bench with John
the Commentator. Three teens in headscarves are breaking off
branches in the foliage opposite the left-hand tennis courts – don’t
ask me why – as we continue almost to the gate before beginning
our retreat. Even now, on lead, my dog is at his willful best and
I almost have to drag him into our compound at the end of this
process.
We have a small turnout this morning – Debbie, of course, but
also Ofra, Georgie, Makiko and Peter. Pucci seems to want a
biscuit but he is overfaced by such a large mouthful and efforts
are made to break it up for the little fellow. (We miss Ellen, whose
thumbs could snap any of the Shapes flavors in two.) Bailey is
allowed offerings from my treat bag as well but you can tell that
his toothless jaws are still a bit tender. Emilio takes no part in
this feeding frenzy but, on Makiko’s lap, he is certainly quieter
than yesterday – it helps that Daisy-Mae is in Cornwall. With his
lizard-like tongue the Pug has trouble getting this appendage back
into his mouth after a yawn and often a subsection sticks out. Tara
also shows up for some treats but there is a small tragedy here.
Hanna has just arrived and the Ridgeback slobbers on her new
trousers – one of three purchased at bargain prices from Marks
and Spencer yesterday.
Hanna says that her shopping spree took her to Knightsbridge
as well, that is far away from Good Neighbours Day in the
park. I ask if anyone participated in the dog show in the Carlton
Road doggy area but no one has done this – though Debbie says
that Pippa the Papillion was a winner. (I avoid GND, though it
assaulted me with its own broadcast backbeat, like a Notting Hill
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Carnival on my doorstep.) We have other activities to schedule
now – since some of us are going to eat at the Red Squirrel an
hour or so before quiz night gets underway and, it turns out, there
is a second quiz night that Makiko wants us to go to, this time at
the Warrington pub tomorrow night. Ofra, who has organized the
first of these activities, has to get the car back to husband Ricky
and this leads to an early episode in back passage progress. We
leave Hanna to her scrambled eggs and to her complaints about
the paltry size of the fried tomato portion; at least they have used
plenty of garlic on this concoction.
Monday, September 30:
As we head for the park and a rendezvous with our Rec friends
on the last day of the month I am once again able to report that
twenty-four hours have not passed since the last time we were all
together. This is because last night we met for quiz night at The
Squirrel (which has lost its resident adjective, “Red,” in the latest
makeover). When I arrived at 6:30 Peter and Karen were already
seated and we three (and Renata) ordered food. (Renata had a
very difficult evening – she found her Cajun chicken burger far
too spicy for her tastes and, of course, she couldn’t hear any of
the questions at quiz time.) Ofra, Georgie, Debbie and a friend of
Karen’s named Howard occupied a second table and – since no
one else showed up – we just separated the tables and battled one
another… the Friends of Fritz versus Team Debbie. It was quite
generous of the Squirrel to proceed with the contest, since only
£14 pounds in entrance fees were collected and first prize was a
£30 voucher and the second prize a bottle of wine. The Friends of
Fritz were again triumphant – we used the voucher to pay for our
food. None of the contestants brought dogs on this occasion but
there was a nice Springer Spaniel sitting in his own armchair near
the front door.
It is a sunny morning in the park, though gray skies soon become
dominant as Fritz and I make our way out to the green. Hanna is
heading our way and she walks with us for a while, abandoning
us as soon as she spots Renata heading up the tennis court alley.
In the parking lot a woman is berating her Jack Russell for eating
dreck off the pavement – and when they use the steep path to head
144

“Dog Day Aftermath”

up to the top of Mt. Bannister Fritz thinks he’d just as soon go this
way himself this morning. As we descend to the Carlton roadway
we meet the Bulldog Quartet and soon we have rounded a corner
and reported to the doggy compound at the café. I hand Fritz over
to Hanna and circumnavigate the triplets, parked out front in their
triple-wide buggy. Renata says, “Which one of you is Oliver?”
The one on the right raises his hand and taps the one in the middle
on the head; the latter then begins to cry but, confusingly, neither
of these two is Oliver, who is the one on the left.
Our breakfast group this morning includes Renata and Hanna, of
course, but also Peter, Karen, Ofra, Makiko and Georgie. (Dan
has been away on a caravanning weekend with pals; Janet is in
Cornwall.) The ladies discuss a number of recent triumphs at the
clothes counters of Oxford Street and Knightsbridge. Makiko
departs for a few laps on the track, reporting back with the
unsurprising news that the fifteen-year-old lads, here for their
hour of PE, can’t run at all. Karen reports that she will be heading
for New York for a course on Thursday and that she may have a
two-week assignment in Beijing later this year. Her Dudley begs
to rejoin pals out on the green; many of the other dogs report for
biscuits and it is a pleasure to report that Bailey seems to be able
to down his five-a-day without difficulty again. As we begin our
back passage walkround Makiko is trying to get me to attend
tonight’s quiz night at The Warrington – but I have to tell her I am
quizzed out.
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Tuesday, October 1:
Four workmen and Michaela are busy at their tasks as Fritz and
I make our preparations for another morning (and month) in the
park. Michaela demonstrates the ring tone on her mobile phone –
which barks when there is an incoming call (texts merely quack).
It is, in fact, difficult for my dog to judge the precise moment
of departure these days. Triggers, like my morning shower, are
unreliable – since I often like to complete this process before
the workers arrive at 8:00 or so. This morning he is patience
personified but we do leave a bit early – always a pleasure to
escape the bustle and noise of the workmen. Outside it is sunny
but there is a cool breeze. As we near the cypress trees Mary
McCartney greets us as she jogs by, Paddy the Beagle in tow.
Because we have plenty of time I do not object when my dog
begins a leisurely circle of the green but I put him on lead as we
reach the Grantully gate and we begin to head across the grass
to the café. There is a lot of doggy activity out here – with large
animals at play (Alaska, Simba, Alexa) – and Linda heading
toward us with Pepper and Chica. We agree on an afternoon
expedition to Regent’s Park and, the bustling Pug Ripley at our
feet, we head for the green umbrella. Here I learn, from Peter, the
unhappy news that Wendy’s T-bone has at last passed away.
Matthew seems to have the assignment of ordering coffee for all
the usual suspects at our table so it is with wry pleasure that –
long before his order is ready – my cappuccino is handed to me by
a prescient Blarina. Matthew tells me that Team Makiko did not
emerge victorious at last night’s quiz at the Warrington. (Makiko
was late to the event and contributed little, she tells me later.)
Ofra, also present this morning, was a participant in the activity;
outside we are joined as well by Jo Lynn, Hanna, Peter, Renata
and Georgie. After a while a breathless Karen also arrives; she has
been on the business phone since 6:00 this morning. In Australia
she has a cousin who is attempting to rescue a fourteen-year-old
girl, the abandoned daughter of his first wife and half sister to
his own nineteen-year-old, and Karen is collecting clothes for
the troubled youngster. This explains the shopping bags full of
clothing brought in this morning by Ofra. Karen is delighted by
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this gesture but I tell her, “Look, this was just Ofra’s excuse to do
some needed clearance in Lee’s bedroom.”
Fritz actually takes on a few biscuits this morning – with Tara,
Yoyo, Sparkie and Tilly also in the queue. Jo Lynn, Tilly’s
mommy, tells us that she has been soaking cherries in brandy for
several months – an early start on various Christmas goodies. She
and Renata exchange recipes but there is a problem since Renata
not only hates spices but most of the foods favored by Western
man. Hanna, still following the culinary theme, presents me with a
jar of Waitrose reduced-sugar marmalade – which I am to sample
and rate at my leisure. We get up to begin our back passage
walkround but Matthew, who has been fielding a number of
medical questions, has one more to answer before he can enjoy his
day off – after several late night shifts. The question comes from
Jo Lynn, “Which is the best London hospital to go to if you’re
having a heart attack?” (Matthew’s answer: Hammersmith.)
Wednesday, October 2:
Life has been eventful for Fritz the Dog. Shortly after 3:00
yesterday afternoon Linda pulled up with Chica and Pepper and
Fritz and I joined her for an hour in Regent’s Park. My dog just
loves the wide-open spaces of this park and he charged about,
often at great speed, in pursuit of his freedom. It was a gray
afternoon and not that warm but we kept up a steady pace – when
we were not dissuading Fritz from further adventures. He likes,
for instance, to check out the al fresco diners atop the little hill at
the northern end (The Hub) and he always hopes that our route
will take in The Healthy Sausage Café at the southern end of the
gigantic meadow – in fact he is always happy to show us the way.
He was in luck yesterday – since Linda was a bit peckish and so,
dogs on lead, we were soon sharing a piece of carrot cake and
Linda ordered a plate of sausages for the dog. Fritz was also the
beneficiary of some of my evening pasta but, perhaps because of
all this excess, the night didn’t end well. First I could hear him
whining at the front door at 3:30 in the morning – and not only
was there a light rain but the workmen had buried his raincoat
under plastic sheeting in the sitting room and I knew not where.
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In the event he didn’t even squat for a poo as we walked on the
lonely darkened streets of Maida Vale.
This morning there is again no sign of urgency in this category as
we follow our usual routines – we have passed the café, walked
along the tennis court alley and entered the Carlton roadway
doggy compound before he squats at last (verdict – could do
better). Under the green umbrella we have Renata, Georgie,
Makiko, Peter, Ofra and Hanna – a pretty paltry turnout though, in
fact, it is still dry, though again very gray. Hanna wants to know if
I liked the marmalade she gave me but I have to tell her there isn’t
any bread at home and I will have to try it later. Ofra has baked
some delicious banana bread and this is passed around the table.
Peter is still fretting over his spreadsheets but he knows that Karen
will be away for several days – and he has just learned that the
basic ticket price in some lottery categories will go up next week.
(I have to point out that this is the week when the government
plans to get tough with payday lenders – ironic, therefore, that it
endorses a lottery system in which the average punter will now
lose even more.) I have taken Ellen’s old seat at the end of the
table but Renata thinks this is because of her cigarette. I tell her
that from my new position I am better able to see what is going
on at the opposite end – since she leans so far forward that this
blocks my view. As before, she explains that she needs to be close
to the table so that Maxi can eat off her plate. (No mention of her
hearing problems.)
In the café forecourt the triplets are on the loose – not discouraged
by the hysteria of Sparkie and Emilio over their presence on the
opposite side of our bars. “Is that Marco?” Renata asks as one
curly-headed blonde cherub stares in at us beatifically. “No,” dad
answers, “that’s Novak.” The latter has learned what fun it is to
trot through the open gate and head back in the direction of the
playground but dad just picks the little fellow up and drops him
back over the fence. Minutes later a second escape attempt is
made but this time Novak’s brothers are keen to follow. Curiously,
Marco and Oliver go splat on the pavement at the same time –
with dad picking up one crying bairn and mom the other. So it
is that our back passage walkround begins with the sounds of
snuffling and wailing behind us.
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Thursday, October 3:
Fritz and I are about ten minutes earlier than usual in leaving our
flat – anything to escape the workmen who are now dismantling
my study – Fritz has already thrown up twice in the sitting room,
though here the carpet is still covered in plastic film. I am still
suffering from a sore hip and it hurts when I have to retrieve
a poo – but Fritz makes no efforts in this direction at all as we
begin a slow circuit of the green. To my surprise the dog turns
right to begin this process and our progress is predictably slow;
I don’t care since we have plenty of time this morning. Just past
the Morshead roadway I hear an unfamiliar screech above and as
I scan the treetops I can see the unmistakable plumage of a green
parakeet. These refugees from the tropics have been colonizing a
number of London parks in the last few years but this is the first
time I have seen one here.
Peter is standing guard in front of our compound when we
complete our circle and even before we go in he is handed
Bobby’s lead by Jackie. Others are arriving as well: Karen,
Davide, Makiko, Ofra, Georgie, and, back from her trip to
Cornwall and Devon, Janet. The latter says that she spent a
night with Ellen and she is able to report that the transition is
going well. Just as she is saying this we obtain what is for us a
rare sighting these days – someone walking with Ellen’s former
charges, Lucky and Jack, near the clubhouse. In Lucky’s absence
there are still plenty of hungry mouths to feed: Sparkie, Winnie,
Tara and Skye among them. This also means that Fritz will have
to wait for biscuit eating until we are home – since he hates to
take food when there are other gnashing jaws about. After several
days of relative peace Emilio starts up again – since Daisy-Mae is
on the next lap. Noisiest of all is little Bella, who is enraged by the
sight of any other dog on the walkway outside our area.
As if one unusual sighting (green parakeets) was not enough
Ofra soon becomes agitated over a second – for walking by us
in a black track suit is the famous Topol – whom we will never
forget as Tevye in Fiddler on the Roof. You might think that Ofra
would actually greet the chap, since Ricky worked on his house,
but, of course, Ofra could present only her park face at this hour
and this, no doubt, would seem insufficiently glamorous. Peter
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now says he needs to book some more fix-it computer time with
Karen since there are untold complications in his betting habits
now that he does much of this online. I happen to think that Peter
will love these complications but Karen, who flies to New York
this afternoon, can’t follow the convolutions of his complaints just
now. Makiko, returned from her run, presents Ofra with a giant
cookie and we get up to begin a back passage walkround – a poo
at last from Fritz. As we near our gate we are greeted by Saskia
with Buddy, who sits at my feet waiting for his biscuit. Saskia
says she has forgotten her poo poo bags and I am able to offer
her one now. This will be a great improvement on the makeshift
substitute in her hand – two large leaves.
Friday, October 4:
I can’t quite tell whether it’s raining or not – the pavements are
wet – so (after sifting through a mountain of clothes, one of so
many piles necessitated by the ongoing painting process) I find
my rain jacket and the dog’s version is still in a pocket. In fact it is
not raining, though it is damp and gray, and we can now begin our
most common version of the morning walk… slow progress while
grass shoots are sampled, a gentle boot to a canine backside as a
little more speed is urged, a trot through the café forecourt and a
circle of Mt. Bannister. I can tell that Renata is in the park, since
she always parks her Nissan at the same spot; sometimes I can tell
that Ofra is here as well – though Ricky seems to go from one VW
to the next and I lose track of which one his wife is driving today.
After our usual visit to the Carlton roadway doggy compound it is
time to return to the café, where the morning ritual is not complete
until I have handed Fritz’s lead over to Peter. The latter has been
sitting under the green umbrella for the last ten minutes.
Ofra is here – this I can tell when I find her at the head of the
queue, ordering multiple coffees. (Georgie arrives to carry them
out on their tray – “Well,” I tell her, “don’t expect Ofra to do
everything.) In addition to the aforementioned we also have
Hanna, Davide, Janet and, near the end of the session, Matthew
and Makiko. I am besieged by canine jaws – though fortunately
I am better able to withstand Tara’s slobber because I am
wearing my rain jacket. Janet has brought with her some photos
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she plans to turn over to Kevin, who will be taking his ancient
mother, Aisne, and Jack and Lucky, on a magical mystery tour
to Devon this weekend – so Ellen can be reunited with the dogs
she has walked for so many years. Ofra spends some time out
on the green, chatting with her friend Tanya – while the latter’s
Weimaraners, Chicca and Pasha, are playing with Scooby the
Great Dane.
The park manager comes by and I get to congratulate him on a
new addition to the park scene, one installed only on September
28th. This is a plaque (opposite those honoring Roger Bannister)
in the name of Sir Bradley Wiggins – the only man to win an
Olympic Gold Medal and the Tour de France in the same year.
Young Bradley, a student at St. Augustine’s, just north of the Rec,
was a frequent user of this park when he was a kid.
Janet has seen Part III of Kate Humble’s series on dogs and
reports that dog owners are less likely to have heart attacks than
non-owners and quicker to recover if they do have them; Georgie
says she heard a program on which it was stated that women
who walk an hour a day are less likely to have breast cancer.
If you are suffering from any of these maladies don’t try to get
treatment in the U.S. of A. – where the Republicans are trying to
undo the feeble attempt at affordable health care (Obamacare) by
refusing to vote for any budget and thereby shutting down many
a government service and driving many a government employee
from work. (As an American I have to field many questions about
this but when Hanna wants to know about the recent downturn in
Silvio Berlusconi’s fortunes I refer her to Davide.) Closer to home
Peter is collecting money again – this time for tomorrow’s racing
card. And Hanna, even closer to home, reports that she has found
two nails in a tire of the car she shares with her roommate and
this, she tells us, must be malice, not accident.
Saturday, October 5:
It’s mild enough outside, but still gray as Fritz and I head for a
crowded park on a busy Saturday morning. Joggers are pounding
around the track (where space must be shared with three
wheelchair athletes) and also on the walkways and there is also
a lot of little boy footie activity. There seem to many Schnauzers
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about as well and we meet one, Dizzy, just arriving with a soccer
mom. Fritz begins a slow circuit of Mt. Bannister and little kids
are getting tennis instruction over here as well. For some reason
my dog goes into a kind of suspended animation when we reach
the Carlton roadway doggy compound and I have to put him on
lead in order to get any more forward movement.
There are lots of dogs about, including those who ordinarily
accompany Janet (who also has Dudley today), Georgie (who also
has Bella today), Ofra, Matthew and Makiko, and Vlad. (Peter
and Hanna are dogless this morning.) Janet complains that Dudley
demands constant attention and that he is always scrabbling away
at her sleeve. There is some relief from these attentions when
the mommy of the two Chows, Chinny and Bliss, enters with
her pets. Bliss is about to come into season and this is all Dudley
needs to know. Lots of little kids are also pressing their noses
up against the bars in an effort to see the doggies and our lot are
reasonably well behaved. Fritz fails to take his chances at escape
this morning, but Sparkie manages to do this for him. Winnie is at
the vet’s with Dan and Davide.
Ofra and I discuss the weekend’s offerings in the Strictly Come
Dancing category – she says that none of the fifteen contestants
excites her enthusiasm so far. Makiko reports that in the middle
of her cooking last night she discovered she was out of Japanese
rice – but a portion was supplied gratis by the folks at Ibuki.
Georgie says that her grandson Oliver is coming for a visit today.
Janet is interested in accepting commissions for dog portraits and
Ofra goes inside the café to see if there is sufficient wall space to
demonstrate her friend’s skills – Metty evidently having given his
permission for such a display. Ofra adds that she has been reading
that all forms of exercise are more efficacious if preceded by a cup
of black coffee. Matthew is asked for his medical opinion on this
point but I think he is weary of such questions – because he adds
with a straight face that coffee is also good for getting rid of gray
hair.
Sunday, October 6:
We have a lovely sunny morning for our park project this morning
and I am wearing my sunglasses from the outset. Up behind us
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comes Janet – with both Daisy-Mae and Dudley. I ask what kind
of a houseguest Dudley has been and she replies that he continues
to inaugurate each visit by pissing on the kitchen wall but that
the chief problems lie with his canine hostess – who starts many
a scrap. Last, night she adds, the two had a bust-up over a bone
on the bed at 3:00 in the morning. As we near the playground we
have the unusual sighting of two Olivers, one of the triplets, of
course, but also Georgie’s visiting grandson – here with mommy
and granny. Fritz continues on through the café forecourt and
begins a slow circuit of Mt. Bannister. I put him on lead when we
near the parking lot and head back to the café.
Getting served is a bit of a problem because there is a large
contingent of Silver Fit over-fifty exercise groupies outside and
they keep shouldering aside the regulars as they put in their
orders. They are here more for the photo opportunity than for
the exercise – even the mayor of Westminster’s limo is here
and you can tell that we will see all of this activity in some
Westminster publication before long. When we are at last seated
one participant, a near neighbor of mine, puts her head over our
fence and asks us to join in. Hanna is outraged by the intrusion
of a fitness bully and replies, “We’re exercising our mouths.”
Dan then adds that one of the officials in charge of the gummers
was also rude to him in the coffee queue. Anyway, I tell Hanna,
mention of my own project, “the dog people of Paddington Rec”
has never appeared in any City of Westminster publication –
“never is heard a discouraging word” no doubt being the motto in
such publications.
In addition to Hanna and Dan (whom we have not seen here
in a long time) we also have Ofra, Georgie, Lynn, little Oliver
(whose hair is much darker and shorter than last time), Debbie,
Peter, Matthew, Makiko, Renata and Janet – when Rob comes by
with Pepper and Chica that makes fourteen of us in all. (Still we
don’t have any t-shirts or green vests so that must put us under
Westminster’s radar.) Matthew complains that the council has
not permitted the installation of fiber optic cable on Elgin Avenue
and Hanna complains of all the lightless streetlights. Renata, on
a cheerier note, tells me that I need to bring my own hypodermic
needles to India, since needles there are likely to be used more
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than once. She has a friend who is starting a new business –
baking treats for dogs – and a few specimens are passed around
to be sampled by our animals. Even Fritz has a go at some liver
concoction but Yoyo, who has again had breathing problems,
remains slumped in her baby carriage. Bailey climbs into Ofra’s
lap and cleans up all the crumbs on nearby plates. Getting this
large lot moving is not easy but at last we begin our back passage
walkround. These days I am always a bit reluctant to head for a
home that is in the last throes of redecorating frenzy.
Monday, October 7:
Fog is just lifting as we head for the park on a gray and chilly
October morning. I can see Jasmine sitting on a bench with Pup
– Fly is off on some mission but perhaps this time it will not end
in murder. I try to get Fritz to put some speed on but Janet and
Daisy-Mae soon pass us by and we are on our own to make it as
far as the green (it helps that the environmental area is padlocked
today). We head down the Randolph roadway, again very slowly,
and by the time we have greeted Renata and Maxi it is almost time
to turn around. I put my dog on lead and when we have reached
the tennis courts I do begin a retreat to the café – where other
members of our group are also arriving with their pets.
Renata has won over £100 in the lottery this weekend and the
coffees are on her this morning. Also benefitting from this bounty
are Peter, Makiko, Janet, Ofra and Georgie – though I do note that
when Hanna arrives with Yoyo that this invitation is not repeated.
Yoyo has been staying with Hanna these days, one of Tim’s
t-shirts serving as a comfort blanket. She joins the biscuit queue,
having abandoned her baby carriage, and here she is joined by
Bailey, Sparkie, Skye and Tara – who is here with Vlad (seated at
the little table behind us). I notice that Janet has brought her water
pistol this morning but this is less for Emilio than for her own
Daisy-Mae who, yesterday afternoon, attacked John’s Alsatian,
Ché. Emilio does begin to complain about Daisy-Mae’s presence
and he does get a squirt on the nose and this does work. Once or
twice he gets a repeated prescription but you can tell that Makiko
is not best pleased with this treatment (“Poor boy!”). Georgie now
points the pistol at Makiko. I suggest that Janet bring this weapon
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back with her tomorrow – though next time perhaps she could
load it with water and not hydrochloric acid.
Ofra and I discuss the first ejection from Strictly Come Dancing
– the veteran golfer Tony Jacklin. He was woeful, but he is sixtynine – though having such a figure to make fun of is precisely why
he was invited on the show in the first place, according to Ofra.
That lady is also smoking a miniature version of the shisha pipe
(like Vlad and Georgie) but she says she owned one a long time
ago – and then lost it. This reminds Renata that she has just seen
a documentary on her German channel on the use of marijuana
in Israeli hospitals and old folks homes. (She says she wants to
move to Israel now.) “Anyway,” Ofra says in some confusion,
“they don’t give them marijuana, they give them grass.” I ask
Georgie if she knows where Michaela is now – since the former
was supposed to pick up Skye at my house this morning. Georgie
wants to know why I want my interior decorator at this moment
anyway and my answer, reflecting my frustrations over the slow
progress of the painters and builders, is, “Because I want her to
kick some Lithuanian butt!”
Tuesday, October 8:
We have a lovely sunny day for our Tuesday in the park – but
progress is slow as Fritz, according to Janet, samples his morning
salad. She and Daisy-Mae have soon darted ahead of us but we
do a good job of catching up, following Red, the Frisbee-loving
Alsatian. The environmental area is again padlocked but this time
there is an explanation: they need this space in order to access the
five-a-side-pitch, which is getting a brand new surface. Indeed,
much of the old rug is being rolled up as we pass by – this is, of
course, the ancestral wrestling grounds of Daisy-Mae and Dudley
and I wonder if they will approve of the replacement. There seems
to be a lot of activity out on the Randolph roadway and Fritz
makes such slow progress that I put him on lead so that we will
not be too late for the coffee queue. The Asian woman with all
those dogs (whose names seem to be derived from the clothing
industry) has lost track of George – who is heading east while she
is heading west – and other dog owners have to get him turned
around.
156

“Dog Day Aftermath”

In the café Renata and I are just behind two Middle-Eastern
women in headscarves. Not surprisingly these customers are more
than nervous over the presence of Maxi, who always follows his
mommy into this forbidden space. Renata reassures these women
that there is nothing to be afraid of, even giving a hug to the one
in the Burberry scarf. The latter, giggling nervously, continues
to shy away from the little Poodle and when we are at last seated
outside I remind Renata that this is not simply a case of fear; this
is a cultural antipathy – dogs being seen as, somehow, unclean and
contaminating. Renata has trouble grasping this notion – “Next
time I’ll assure them that my dog is completely clean,” she says.
“Just keep you dog away from these women,” I insist.
In addition to Renata we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Davide,
Hanna, and Peter this morning – though Ellie, off on a shopping
expedition near Birmingham, brings Teddy by for Georgie to look
after today. It is reported that Karen is back in town and Dudley
may be going home soon. Davide reports that he is leaving town
– he and Dan will have a brief holiday on Tenerife. Hanna is
studying today’s Metro with great attention and I get a detailed
definition of “twerking.” Peter would like to borrow the paper
in order to check out some sports news on the back page and
Hanna, claiming that this is a great act of love, yields. Every time
someone comments on the lovely weather Peter reminds them that
it won’t last and temperatures will be dropping soon. As if this
news is not dispiriting enough we now have a genuine crisis. The
Asian woman is back, having lost track of another of her dogs.
This time it is the blind Dior – and a number of our tablemates get
up to help her look for the missing animal.
Wednesday, October 9:
It’s a cool and gray morning but the park is a pleasant enough
place – and, if we discount the sounds of the lawnmower circling
the dogs on the green – fairly quiet. Fritz reaches the Randolph
roadway in good time and we begin a circuit of Mt. Bannister. As
we cross the parking lot Ofra is just pulling in with Bailey and
Fritz somehow recognizes her car and waits for its passengers to
emerge. Ofra points out a little Fiat and says that she wants a used
version of this model. I hand to her a £2 coin that I have found
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this morning among the change in my pocket – surely she is not
planning to buy this mythical car with an accumulation of these
coins…though this project seems to be taking long enough. On
the Carlton roadway we compare recent reading; she has been
reading a book about a Mossad hero and I have been reading
the autobiography of Claude Lanzmann, the filmmaker who has
made three films with Holocaust themes. Ofra tells me that, after
enduring another typically insensitive remark, she is not speaking
to Renata.
We have a very small turnout this morning – no Renata, no Hanna,
no Karen (recovering from her trip to New York), no Makiko –
who has a back so bad that Matthew had to take her to A&E last
night. (“This just proves,” I add, “that exercise is bad for you.”)
Dan and Davide are off to Tenerife, of course, but we do learn that
Dan has a new job, having been named manager of the operation
that coordinates discount theater ticket sales throughout London.
(This means that he will be based near Leicester Square again and
this is only a short stroll from Winnie’s favorite locale, the cheese
shop in Covent Garden.) We do have Janet, Georgie, Vlad, Ofra
and Peter this morning. Peter says that he knows so many people
who are suffering from one illness or another these days that it
must have something to do with him.
In the confusion of constantly displaced objects that is still
characteristic of life in my part of the world I have now lost track
of my biscuit bag – and there is deep disappointment in the canine
fraternity this morning. Of course Winnie is supposed to be on a
diet anyway, but I also have the accusatory eyes of Bailey, Tara,
Skye and Sparkie to contend with. Georgie has been asked to look
after Emilio and when it comes time for us to make our departure
she decides to head down the Morshead roadway with four dogs.
This is not an easy task, since one or the other is always pausing
for a poo that she needs to attend to – and Winnie won’t move
away from the café since (a) she has not had any food here yet and
(b) she would just a soon be carried. Poor Georgie has to go back
for her and then hook all the other dogs in order to make her exit.
I accompany her to the Morshead gate – I feel very lucky that I
have only one stop-and-start creature to deal with.
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Thursday, October 10:
Although we have bright skies there has been a dramatic drop in
temperature and I wish I had brought my scarf with me as Fritz
and I enter the park. Janet is coming in behind us with DaisyMae and Sparkie. The latter is thrilled to see Fritz but DaisyMae thinks her Yorkie friend needs discipline and makes many
attempts to get hold of his lead with her teeth. The environmental
area is still padlocked so there is not much to distract us from our
progress and we are soon heading down the Randolph roadway.
At the far end of the green we encounter Hanna, creeping forward
with dramatic deep knee bends – Yoyo is also walking today.
For some reason Fritz pursues a magpie into the foliage on our
left, emerging onto the walkway behind the tennis courts. I want
to keep moving on this breezy morning so I am just as happy to
follow him along the alley to the parking lot and then through the
Carlton roadway doggy area.
At our table this morning ranks are still reduced – with just
Hanna, Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata and Peter present. The wind
is a bit of a problem – it blows the cigarette holder out of Renata’s
mouth and a major search has to be organized; then crumbs from
Hanna’s croissant pepper poor Peter. (“You’ll know there’s a
problem when the birds start pecking you,” I tell him.) I have
remembered my biscuit bag today – for, with the painters at last
gone and order restored in my house, I have located this missing
object. Skye, Bailey, Daisy-Mae and Yoyo are very pleased with
this outcome – the latter always gets a charcoal flavored biscuit
since this is seen as effective against her wind problem. Georgie,
puffing away on her mini-water pipe, swallows some smoke and
has a choking fit – Hanna rushing forward with a glass of water.
When Georgie has recovered she is reminded, for some reason, of
an incident in daughter Lynne’s childhood. When the latter was
three, Georgie tells us, she used to count from one – “One, two,
free, four.” “It’s not free,” Georgie had barked out, “it’s three!”
A few days later Lynne responded by saying she was thirsty and
wondering if there was any Coke in the thridge.”
The subject of missing dogs dominates proceedings. We learn that
the blind Dior was found and taken to a nearby vet before being
reclaimed – today this dog is also being micro-chipped. Hanna
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says that yesterday another missing dog was found wandering
around inside the café – much to the distress of the staff. She put
this animal on lead, led it into our doggy compound and phoned
the owner – using a number on the dog’s identification disk. This
chap was nonplussed – since his dog should have been in the care
of a dog walker. The latter eventually showed up and castigated
Hanna for the incident – no doubt realizing that she was about
to lose a client and hunting for someone to blame for her own
carelessness. Meanwhile Hanna notes that the Asian woman who
owns the blind Dior also has a deaf dog in her entourage. They
should be yoked together in the future, Hanna suggests, so that
together they can safely negotiate the wilds of Paddington Rec.
Friday, October 11:
The sun has again appeared but there is such a chill wind that I am
glad that, for the first time this year, I am again wearing a wool
hat that covers my ears. Jasmine comes in with Fly and we walk
together for some time. I learn that this will probably be the last
time I see the trailing puppy, for he will go to his new home on
Sunday. It is obvious that Jasmine is still shaken by last month’s
squirrel incident – with both Fly and Pup having thrown the poor
creature about a bit before she could intervene. Fritz, who never
chases squirrels, does turn right to enter the foliage associated
with the murder scene. A minute later we come across Lucky and
Jack, whom we rarely see these days, here with Kevin – and Fritz
follows them to the middle of the green before we can return to
the café.
Again the turnout is very small – just Peter, Hanna, Georgie, Ofra
and Janet. Or, shall we now say, London Janet – for after a few
minutes Michigan Janet, my houseguest since noon yesterday,
emerges from the café and joins us for a grand reunion. Because
of all the empty seats Ofra, Georgie and Janet are somewhat
isolated at one end of the table and I must say that they take it
in good part when Michigan Janet says, “And how are the three
witches these days.” (In fact we have far more likely candidates
for coven cronies than these.) Ofra has brought with her a box of
paints and other craft artifacts that her children once used – and
she offers them to our current artisan of record, London Janet –
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who will pass it on to others in her classes. Ofra adds that last
night she returned to her Israeli folk dance classes after many
months – and she says that she remembered most of the steps.
Peter is having trouble with his schedule next Wednesday since
he will have Bobby then and he also has a hospital appointment.
The problem is that Georgie, who can be relied on in almost any
emergency like this, has to be out of the house on her school
assignment, she can’t take Bobby with her in the cab and the
little fellow shrieks with such hysteria when left alone that the
neighbors complain. Peter says he will have to find another
solution and turns to tomorrow’s racing card. Michigan Janet,
who is such a racing fan that she will be heading for the Breeder’s
Cup at Santa Anita as soon as she goes home, agrees to join the
syndicate as an honorary member and adds some money for
tomorrow’s EuroMillions as well. She and I are on our own for a
return down the Morshead roadway – we leave a little earlier than
the others because at 10:30 we will get a ride to Sainsbury’s from
Linda – bless her heart.
Saturday, October 12:
After a rather stormy night the skies are brightening and by the
time Fritz and I have reached the park the sun is shining brightly.
I wouldn’t say that it is warm but, on the whole, conditions are
pleasant enough for our Saturday morning in the Rec. There are a
lot of people on the walkways but the footie kids are absent today
– with no surface on the five-a-side pitch playing conditions here
would not be ideal. Carl is sitting on a bench facing the green and
every now and then he bellows “Gus!” – though his free-range
Schnauzer is nowhere to be seen. After Fritz and I have walked up
the Randolph roadway some distance and turned around, we do,
indeed, encounter the missing animal. I can see that a number of
our people are heading for the café and so, even though the dog
has not had much in the way of exercise, we head for this spot as
well.
It looks like we will have a fairly small turnout again but after
a while the chairs all have occupants. This morning we have
Ofra, London Janet, Georgie, Peter, Hanna and Debbie, initially,
and then Kyle, the Arkansas chap who has the Shiba Inu pair of
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Koji and Kiki sits down, Rob comes in with Pepper and Chica,
Matthew and the recovering Makiko also arrive, London Janet
turns up and, at the end, Renata makes an appearance as well.
There are also other people at the little corner table and we
therefore have Olive, a lively Schnauzer puppy at our feet, and
Maggie the French Bulldog too. Yoyo has arrived in her baby
buggy but she is soon in the biscuit queue. Fritz accepts no
biscuits and even manages to escape once – when Rob comes in –
but he is soon recaptured. Winnie, still on her diet, is allowed only
her little pellets and she is desperate enough to accept these paltry
substitutes.
Peter is basking in England’s victory over Montenegro in last
night’s footie action and, even more exciting, we have had two
£2.60 wins in the EuroMillions lottery – I have to remind the
visiting Janet, as she receives her 33 pence, that this excitement
needs to be tempered by fact that she had to invest a pound to
get this return. Debbie gives another favorable review of the new
Woody Allen movie, Blue Jasmine, and London Janet begins work
up enthusiasm for another quiz at the Squirrel tomorrow night.
Ofra is off to buy bagels and Makiko wants some mini-specimens
of this treat. The abstemious Matthew says that if his wife eats too
many she will begin to resemble a bagel herself – Michigan Janet
makes the necessary observation that the svelte Makiko could eat
a dozen bagels without there being any unwanted consequences.
In fact I leave Michigan Janet behind when some of the others
begin a back passage walkround. I have a lot to be getting on
with at home and my visitor is so comfortable with these doggy
characters that I have no qualms about abandoning her.
Sunday, October 13:
A most unusual day began at midnight – when a gentle drip from
the kitchen tap becomes a freshet. The problem had been growing
and was certainly on the list of our Michaela’s plumber but, as so
often happens, nothing was done before all the workmen began
a two-week hiatus and now I would have to call for additional
assistance. It was a troubled night as, every few hours, I rose to
see that all that unwanted water was still going down the proper
drain. At 9:00, just before heading for the park, I called Pimlico
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Plumbers and they promised to send a man within the hour!
Leaving Janet with my mobile phone number, therefore, I headed
for the Rec under troubled skies.
The trouble in this case was a steady rain – with both man and
beast in raingear and a chill wind whipping into us in all the
exposed places. I kept Fritz on lead as we made our way slowly
to café – where we could head for home down the Morshead
roadway. We encountered Hanna, pushing Yoyo’s baby carriage
(Yoyo was on foot, however) and I don’t think the Finnish lady
believed me when I said I couldn’t walk with her around the
green because of my plumbing crisis. Heading toward us as well
was Linda, with Pepper and Chica – she promised to help us out
with the change of a ceiling light that I could not easily reach.
London Janet was now coming our way with Daisy-Mae in her
blue raincoat and we conferred briefly about another doggy people
presence at quiz night at the Squirrel. This information was passed
on to Karen, now entering with Dudley, and by this time I could
already see the Pimlico van in front of my house – indeed my
mobile phone was ringing in my rain jacket pocket.
The water having been turned off (a new tap ordered for
tomorrow) and Linda having installed the light, Janet and I
were able to head for the Squirrel at about 6:15. We had been
anticipated by London Janet and Peter and the four of us ordered
food (Michigan Janet returned her shrimp). At quiz time we were
joined by Ofra and Georgie – the latter also bothered by back
trouble. Daisy-Mae was the only dog present – the staff provided
her with water and biscuits; she took the latter and buried them
behind cushions on the banquette. As “The Friends of Fritz”
we were again unbeatable. Ofra’s chief job was keeping an
eye on two chaps at the bar counter – whom she was sure were
cheating. Georgie did well with the music stars in anagram form,
Michigan Janet was useful in the movie category and I did well
with geography. In the event, we destroyed the competition (there
were only three other teams) – beating our nearest competitors by
fifteen points. When we got home I took Fritz out for his late night
walk and there was still time to watch a recording of Michigan
Janet’s favorite program, Downton Abbey.
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Monday, October 14:
It’s a cold and damp morning and I have deployed an even warmer
wool hat and my leather gloves as Fritz and I begin our usual
peregrination. Janet comes in behind us with the enterprising
Daisy-Mae – a long way from the spot where, appropriately, she
squirreled away that biscuit at The Squirrel. Millie the Miniature
Pincher is soon dancing at our feet and Janet’s dog, bathed
yesterday, rolls and rolls on the pellets of the central pitch. I never
know how much control the woman in the mobility scooter has
as she approaches our dogs on the walkways – she never seems
to slow down – but somehow none of the animals is run over
on the Randolph roadway as Fritz and I begin our circuit of Mt.
Bannister. Not much time is spent in the Carlton roadway doggy
compound and I am soon able to hand my dog over to Peter under
the green umbrella.
There is only a small turnout this morning – Georgie, London
Janet, Ofra, Peter and, later, Makiko and Karen. Much of the early
conversation is a detailed postmortem on our recent quiz night
victory. London Janet is already organizing our annual Christmas
meal at The Squirrel, where, if we book before the end of the
month, we each get a free glass of prosecco. Karen is quizzed
on her recent defections from our table but she claims the press
of work is responsible; this morning she received a business call
from China at 5:30. Georgie reports that her back is a bit better but
we can see that Makiko is still limping.
Ofra says that her phone has not been working for the last three
days but Makiko manages to restore it to vigor with a few minor
manipulations. Ofra then calls her husband with the good news
and I am able to learn that, in Hebrew, “Makiko” is “Makiko.”
Unfortunately our Japanese friend has no advice for me on
the subject of my Google home page – which has, annoyingly,
changed its familiar configurations. (That’s all right, in addition
to my kitchen tap I am also having tech troubles with Sky Cable,
Barclay’s Bank, AuthorHouse, TD Ameritrade, travel agents in
India, and the BBC I-Player – though I seem to have come to the
end of a long struggle with HMRC.) All this time I am keeping
an eye out for Michigan Janet, who was supposed to be right
behind me in my departure this morning – but she appears only
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as we are about to get up. She has fallen behind because of her
own technological struggles – her credit card won’t work because
she forgot to notify the issuer that she would be in England at this
time and she can’t call them to correct this problem because it is
Columbus Day in the States.
Tuesday, October 15:
A day of rain has given way to an overcast though dry morning
as Fritz and I begin our march on a cold Tuesday. London Janet
overtakes us with Daisy-Mae and we are on our own as we
approach the kiddy playground. Here dad is carrying one of the
triplets while the other two have each grabbed a paternal leg. Fritz
heads slowly down the Randolph roadway, passing cousin Gus,
and we have soon undertaken our circuit of Mt. Bannister. By the
time we have reached the café the rest of the group has begun to
assemble – today we have Ofra, Renata, London Janet, Karen,
Makiko, Peter, Davide and – about to turn her Cockapoo Teddy
over to Georgie again, Ellie.
Makiko reports that she has seen the physio and her back is
much better. Ofra wants to know why Ellie still has such a deep
tan – but the answer, the application of a bronzer – is rejected
by Ofra, who remains suspicious. Davide also receives many
compliments on his tan but he says that Tenerife alone is not the
only explanation, since he began work on this process after flights
to Phoenix and Dubai. He has brought with him a cake of almondencrusted toffee and this is passed around – though Peter, who
announces a new appointment at the diabetes clinic, rejects his
piece and Winnie somehow ends up with one taken by the justarrived Michigan Janet. Meanwhile Ofra announces the delighted
discovery of a new crisp manufactured by Marks and Spencer –
“And I’m not a crispy person.”
It is my dog’s palate that gives cause for concern because he
manages to produce three watery pools of throw-up on the
pavement of our compound. I am puzzling over how to clean up
this mess when Georgie gets up, picks up the dogs’ water bowl,
and sluices the offending matter away. We do not follow the others
at the end of the session since my guest and I have several errands
to complete on the Maida Vale Parade. Here Janet succeeds in
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last at the cash machine, I seem to make progress with Barclay’s
bank (which has mysteriously stopped sending me statements) and
Fritz, left outside with Janet while I am competing my business,
behaves like a first-class ninny – with repeated signs of separation
anxiety silliness.
Wednesday, October 16:
It’s a gray and chilly morning and I have felt better. I think I am
suffering from my fall allergies, cold-like symptoms that always
accompany the falling of the leaves – though, in fact, the latter
process is much delayed this year and most of the trees are still
green. Fritz gets mixed up in the company of Barney and Dubs,
the giant yellow Mastiffs – though the latter like to disappear
behind the foliage on our left. They are just beginning to install
the new green carpet in the five-a-side pitch as we head for the
green; here Fritz turns right and we begin a slow circuit. I lose
track of my dog at the Grantully gate but there he is, ahead of
me, when I have completed a standing circle. Two little kids are
having a race on their scooters as I bend over to put my dog on
lead; bending over is okay but these days I get a sharp pain in my
left hip when I resume a standing position. I can see some of the
other dog owners heading for the café so we now complete our
circle and join them.
Our group includes Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Renata, Karen, Peter,
Makiko, and Ellie – I tell the latter, as Teddy settles into her lap,
that this is the first time I remember her joining us at our table
two days in a row. There isn’t much interest in my biscuit bag this
morning – yesterday even Bobby wanted me to break one up for
him – only Bailey and Sparkie press their claims today. As usual,
Fritz won’t accept any treats in the park but he does enjoy an
extended cuddle in Karen’s lap – it’s been a while since he took
advantage of this perch. For the humans there is a box of Fox’s
thin biscuits but, when one of these is offered by Ofra to Karen,
Renata takes offense – since she was not offered one at the same
time.
Both Renata and I try to get information from Makiko about
our Google connections but it is very hard to make any progress
without her looking at our machines at the same time. Ellie is
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off to purchase a new steam iron at John Lewis; Karen says her
cleaner does all of her ironing – I rely on the 123 Cleaners. Janet
leaves early for an art class and her place is taken by Janet – but
not before our Michigan guest manages to drop her tray and break
her coffee cup as she exits the café. Michigan Janet announces
that the coffees are on her this Saturday, her birthday; today would
have been the 73rd birthday of her great pal, my Dorothy. After a
while a light rain begins to fall and the diners scatter – Ellie will
give Peter a ride home. Just coming into our area as we depart
is Carrie with the five-year-old Oggy, a small dog in tight white
curls. We head down the Morshead roadway – which, with most
of the leaves still in place, offers good protection from the rain.
Saturday, October 19:
I have missed two full days in the park – the consequence of a
filthy autumnal cold. Fortunately, my houseguest has served as
a more than adequate substitute in the dog-walking category,
sparing me the chilly mornings and cold night air. Today, although
I still feel drained and creaky, I do feel well enough to undertake
the morning expedition by myself. Fritz shows no interest in
grazing today but his pace is slow enough for me to follow in
my zombie-like shuffle. London Janet comes up behind us, with
Daisy-Mae, just as we reach the Carlton roadway and I have to
answer for the first time the oft-voiced query, “Are you feeling
any better?” Fritz and I begin our circuit of Mt. Bannister and,
unusually, a tennis ball lands in the bushes as we make our
way down the tarmacked alley. I bend over to retrieve this for
the competitors on the other side of the tall fence and then we
continue to the nearby doggy compound. A little girl, singing the
alphabet song, leads us back to the café.
One of the reasons I wanted to make an effort this morning is that
today is Michigan Janet’s birthday. The coffees are on our visitor
but other members of our group have made a special effort as
well…there are many cards and Renata has baked a stollen and
Ofra a wonderful cheesecake. In addition to these ladies the lineup today includes Georgie, her sister Jean visiting from Glasgow,
Debbie, Peter, Matthew, Makiko, Dan, Davide, and London Janet.
Vlad is sitting behind us at his little table and David the Dogsitter
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soon arrives with the noisy Buddy. The latter makes a circuit of
the table, eventually pausing beneath my biscuit bag and raising a
ruckus until it is opened. Bailey, Winnie and Sparkie also line up.
Dan shows off the watch he has received as a present from
Davide, a yellow strap signifying its primary venue – the beach.
Michigan Janet discusses a number of shows she might like to
see if Dan can be of any assistance and this leads to consideration
of the unusual casting of Stacey Solomon as Tinker Bell in Peter
Pan. “They ought to rename this production, “Peter Pan: the
Essex Re-mix,” I suggest. Renata now insists that we all look at
two photos – one of her teenage granddaughter and one of herself
at 24; it is true that there is a remarkable resemblance. Peter, who
is still collecting money for today’s racing, says that there will
be a celebration of his birthday on November 18th and we are all
invited. Janet goes inside to pay for the day’s coffee – a record
tariff considering the size of today’s crowd – and we begin our
back passage walkround.
Sunday, October 20:
Rain has been falling at an early hour and thirty minutes before
it is time to leave skies darken again ominously. But there is
some brightness in the skies when at last we begin and the sun
soon enjoys a triumph. Fritz trots on resolutely and, still bothered
by my cold, I have trouble keeping up with him. The Thai
footie players are foregathering, the triplets are already in the
playground, and lots of dogs are enjoying their morning walkies.
Fritz dashes through the empty café forecourt and soon he is off
on a circuit of Mt. Bannister. The parking lot is almost empty –
since you can park on the nearby streets on weekends without
payment.
I pass the dog’s lead over to Peter and manage to get to the head
of the coffee queue before any of the other customers. Once
again we have a good turnout this morning – many people who
would have made short work of a morning walk have decided
to undertake a park expedition after all – now that the sun is
shining brightly. Today, joining Peter, we have London Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Dan, Davide, Debbie (who again lets Fritz escape),
Michigan Janet, Makiko and Hanna. Peter begins the session by
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passing out that rare object, a little brown envelope containing
winnings from yesterday’s turf activity – £5.42 for each punter!
Since Hanna was having a hair appointment yesterday Peter can
now invite her to his November 18 birthday celebration. I am not
at all surprised when she declines – citing the ill-treatment she
endured during Ellen’s farewell do.
London Janet is eager to pin down a date for our Christmas
celebrations and quite a few December dates are proposed. Dan,
in one of his bouts of mischief-making, now proposes that this
gathering should also be the scene for the exchange of Secret
Santa gifts. Trying to explain to Renata what a Secret Santa is
becomes a labor of Hercules. In fact half of those present vote
against this proposal in toto but Dan insists on going ahead with
the project anyway. Renata has again been baking, this time a
plum cake. She admits that she has stinted on the sugar and,
indeed, the confection is somewhat on the sour side – I enjoy it
this way. Meanwhile a reunion is taking place at the other end of
the table – Georgie returns to Ofra the eyeglasses that our Israeli
friend left here yesterday. London Janet also now displays an oil
painting of Pucci that she has made for Debbie (and Dan offers a
thorough critique). I have to endure many questions on the state of
my health but when Dr. Hanna begins her own commentary it is
time to leave.
Monday, October 21:
The painters are back as Fritz and I head for the park on a damp,
gray morning. In fact it is still spitting a bit, I now discover, but
we are lucky not to encounter any real rain during our session in
the Rec. Up behind us we have David and Buddy and I am at last
able to return to the dogsitter/photographer the copy of the On
The Road DVD he loaned me some time ago. David knows of
my association with Allen Ginsberg (I published his “American
Change” in my little magazine and watched TV coverage of JFK’s
assassination with the poet during a visit to San Francisco in
1963). Therefore, after looking it up on his phone as we stand in
the shelter of the cypress trees, he tells me that Daniel Radcliffe
now portrays Ginsberg in the new film, Kill Your Darlings. We
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separate at the café and Fritz completes a quick circle of Mt.
Bannister.
The wet weather has reduced numbers just a bit and there is no
queue whatsoever at the coffee counter – though I note that dad
parks his triple-wide baby buggy outside the window so that the
triplets can see they have not been abandoned while he goes inside
to order their snacks. (One of them begins to wail, nevertheless.)
At our table we have the two Janets, Davide (off to Hong Kong
on Wednesday), Hanna, Georgie, Ofra and Peter. It is interesting
to note just how many of those present are here with dogs not
their own – Hanna has Yoyo, Peter has Bobby, London Janet has
Dudley, and Georgie has Skye and Emilio (since Makiko is in
Greece). Skye and Bailey are my chief customers this morning.
Ofra says that we have never discussed last week’s dismissal on
Strictly Come Dancing – “I love Vanessa Feltz,” she says, “but she
danced awful.” Others have been watching Homeland but I have
to say that when it flashed on our screens last night Janet, who
will see the episode back in the States, instantly went for the mute
button. (She could have watched the program with Ofra, who
has been watching the Hebrew version.) Hanna says that she was
engulfed in a tropical storm in Camden Town yesterday and that
today she rescued a large number of earthworms on the running
track – before they could be squashed under the boots of all those
joggers. (The worm-phobic Georgie turns green at this recital.)
Davide suggests an early departure, since more rain is expected,
and we are soon on our way home.
Tuesday, October 22:
The morning resembles its predecessor in a number of ways – it
remains gray and it is spitting a bit as Fritz, on lead in furtherance
of a more speedy progress, begins his close inspection of the
walkways. For the first time in quite a while Fritz has to endure
on his back the bullying chin of Cracker, the white Shar-Pei but,
freed from this menace, we continue forward at a good pace – and
Janet and Daisy-Mae never quite catch up. By the time we have
completed our circuit of Mt. Bannister the café is open but Renata
is surprised to discover that she is alone in our doggy compound.
I tell her that I have spotted Janet and Davide heading up the hill
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and she says that if Winnie has to climb a hill it will be an hour
before they are all back. This proves not to be true and others are
soon sheltering under the green umbrella. I hand my dog’s lead
over to Jean as I head for the men’s loo, remarking, “I have two
bathrooms at home but Janet is in one of them and workmen are in
the other.”
In addition to those already mentioned we soon have Vlad, at his
little table, and Georgie, Ofra, Karen and Michigan Janet. After
we have been seated for a few minutes Ellie comes by in order
to turn her Teddy over to his Auntie Georgie for the day. Teddy
is wearing a full body suit with only his tail exposed and each of
his legs encased in shiny plastic. This is compared to a bin bag by
Davide and denounced by London Janet – even though Karen says
she wants one like this for her Dudley. The latter would remain
whiter, no doubt, but Janet argues that we are talking about dogs
here and that Teddy looks most uncomfortable in this garb. The
canine fashion icon accepts a place on Georgie’s lap and Ofra
says, astutely, that a good mother raises her kids so that they have
the confidence to be comfortable with another carer. Then she
begins that age-old colloquy – do dogs resemble their owners?
In her own case she says that she and Bailey do look alike and,
moreover, her nose is always wet too. Michigan Janet says that
Winnie looks nothing like Davide but the others add that she does
resemble Dan.
In other news Renata announces that she has discovered that
one of her neighbors is an IT specialist and he has already been
recruited to look at her stricken PC. Karen says that none of her
Australian relatives is directly menaced by the wildfires there but
that her sister reports that Sydney is covered in the resultant haze.
Both Renata and Janet were at the theater last night and they both
report enjoyable experiences. I ask Jean to estimate the number
of miles walked along the canal during the recent Glasgow visit
of Janet and Georgie and she says she would guess twelve. This
is vehemently protested by Janet, who has measured all this on
her computer screen at twenty-one miles – “Don’t mess with
Mr. Google.” We begin our back passage walkround, only Ofra
peeling off to recover her car. Progress is interrupted at the start as
Skye has purloined a little boy’s ball – and this has to be returned.
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Wednesday, October 23:
We have been lucky with the rain. Last night wave after wave
of showers peppered our streets but there was no moisture at all
when Fritz and I had our late night walk. And this morning the
rain has lifted long before we have to venture forth – it is a mild
autumnal morning, with the sun making a number of attempts
at brightening the scene. My own scene is dim – my cold has
made sleep difficult and I am really zonked out as I try to keep
up with my dog. Fortunately he is slowed down by the attentions
of Simba, Ozzie and Fly and I am only a short distance behind
him when we reach the green. Here he spots the arrival of a party
passing the clubhouse – Georgie, Jean and Ofra – and he rushes
over to join their parade. A minute later I can see Jean with her
hands on Skye’s collar and Georgie in a similar pose with Fritz –
the milk truck is completing a U-turn on the Carlton roadway.
Georgie uses a squeaky ball to entice my dog into the doggy
compound at the café – as I head inside to wait out the queue.
Karen asks me to order her small skinny cappuccino and while
we are waiting there is another crash – this time it is the tray of
John the Commentator that has gone flying. We try to reassure the
stricken chap and all is soon restored to its proper order. Outside,
in addition to those already mentioned, we also have Peter,
Davide, Janet (who soon departs for art class) and Hanna. The
latter is again under a siege of slugs in her flat – over-faced in her
response to this crisis by the indifference of her landlord and the
incompetence of civic authority. She says that her neighbors have
been full of complaint over the endless sound of leaf-blowers,
another seasonal plague – though in this case it is not only the
park gardeners (two of whom are battling it out nearby as we
speak) but those employed by her own mansion block who are to
blame.
Little Bobby spends some time in Karen’s lap and then Fritz gets
an extended cuddle here too. I soon grow weary of handing out
biscuits, though the last of these offerings is used by Daisy-Mae
to start a fight with Tara. Half of the tablemates (Georgie, Jean,
Davide and Ofra) make an early departure and this means that
they miss any encounter with Michigan Janet, who, chatting at
home with Cathy, has been slowed in her usual progress – though
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this quartet does sweep up Matthew and Makiko, who don’t even
make it as far as the café before being seduced into a back passage
walkround. They will also miss the late arrival of Wendy, who
calls Peter to announce her visit. In fact most of us have not seen
her since the passing of T-bone and I will not see her today – for
I have been out here long enough and, alone, I shuffle down the
Morshead roadway with Fritz.
Thursday, October 24:
A lovely sunshine bathes the park in splendor today, a scene
marked as well by the emergence at last of that wonderful array
of autumnal colors. For some reason there are a dozen dogs going
our way and I recognize only a few (Simba, Cleo the Wheaten
Terrier); one ill-tempered Border Terrier snaps at poor Fritz in the
passing. I have to put my sunglasses on as we head for the green
and here we begin a glacial progress around Mt. Bannister. I am
still honking and snuffling, though I do have a bit more energy
than yesterday; my patience with our slow pace reaches its end by
the time we have arrived at the parking lot and the dog must go on
lead from this point on.
The turnout this morning includes Georgie, Jean, both Janets,
Renata, Peter, Hanna, Ofra, Makiko and Bella’s mom, the
intercontinental vet, Danielle. The latter asks if Fritz has lost
weight and I think perhaps he has since he routinely disdains the
morning biscuits that the other dogs still crave. I have my hands
full with Bailey, Tara, Yoyo and Skye and after a while David the
Dogsitter arrives with Buddy. The latter works the table, barking
joyously, and ending up with a subterranean passage between the
knees as he works his way over to my biscuit bag. Ofra also has to
give Danielle an update on Bailey’s recent vet visits. Danielle tells
us that she is learning animal acupuncture and that she will spend
ten days as a locum in L.A. over the Thanksgiving period. My
Janet and I are surprised to learn that Danielle is a graduate of the
vet school at Michigan State, where I taught and Janet studied.
Makiko, who heads off soon for ten days with some boy bands
in Tokyo, has brought with her some chocolate from Athens –
each piece of which comes wrapped in the image of an ancient
god. Renata denounces the chocolate itself and wants to know
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if Peter has eaten the sausage she has given him. Regrettably he
has forgotten all about it and now it will have to come out of his
refrigerator and head for the bin. Renata argues that she is deeply
offended by this gaffe – no more sausages for Peter. She does
agree to record Michigan Janet’s email address, so that she can
forward a recipe; it’s the last day in our company both for Janet
and Jean – who returns to Glasgow in a few hours. The other half
of our table makes an early departure therefore, but our end of
things hangs on in the bright sunlight for another twenty minutes.
Friday, October 25:
Life changes as Janet departs for Heathrow at 7:00 and Fritz and
I are on our own for morning in-the-park duties. Rain has lifted
and, though I am properly dressed for its return, the skies, in fact,
continue to brighten until the sunshine again dominates. The
park is rather quiet this morning – if you don’t count the deep
conversation of Simba, just ahead of us. There is an obstacle in the
path behind the tennis courts today – a lad on a kind of Zamboni.
Ofra heading our way with Bailey, has to grab her dog to prevent
any accident and notes, in passing, that there are still leaves that
this machine has missed. Fritz and I dodge this menace when we
reach the parking lot and, after a short visit to the Carlton roadway
doggy compound, we head back to the café.
The turnout, no doubt affected by early morning moisture, is very
poor today – just Ofra, Georgie, Janet (no longer “London Janet”
as she is the only Janet we still have), Makiko and Peter. Georgie
has Sparkie, Winnie, Skye and Pucci with her this morning and
some of these animals line up for biscuits. Bailey has his five-aday and then begins to set his sights on the last third of Makiko’s
ham and cheese sandwich – scraping away at tableside in the vain
hope that this food item will suddenly make its way to the edge. In
fact he does succeed in finding the right angle for his paws and the
tidbit is snatched from his mouth only at the last minute. Emilio
is muttering over the presence of Daisy-Mae, on Janet’s lap, but
this is a half-hearted protest at best. A toddler is peeking in at us in
order to see the doggies and around the corner one of the triplets is
crying because his snack is slow in coming.
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Peter collects horseracing money but there don’t seem to be as
many punters in this category as there used to be. He has burst a
blood vessel in one eye and he gets a lot of advice about what he
should do next. Ofra is fretting over what to do with her visitor,
Ricky’s niece, but she tells us that at the Turkish shop she visited
after her folk dance class last night, she was given a free lottery
ticket by the proprietor – because he had just won £25. I ask
Makiko if she watched last night’s program, No Sex, Please…
We’re Japanese, on the Beeb, but she says she did not. Under any
circumstances she’s off to Japan herself tomorrow, a twelve-hour
flight and a rendezvous with One Direction and other UK stars.
Finally, Janet is able to announce that Makiko’s trip will conclude
just as Liz heads our way from New York on November 5th. When
we get up to leave Bailey gets left behind in our compound when
Ofra heads into the cafe to return her cushion; later she asks Lurch
to let him out of this pen and he demands £5 to do so. She agrees
on £10 and the Cavalier is at last free to join his mommy – but,
confused, he now runs into the café as well.
Saturday, October 26:
An hour before our departure the skies have darkened ominously
and it looks like rain is coming – but by the time we actually
emerge the sun is out and the atmosphere has brightened
considerably. Fritz is into grazing mode, much to my annoyance
and, in the midst of several sub-standard poos, he also manages
to throw up a knot of grass as we pass behind the tennis courts.
I don’t know if he is really ill or just grieving over the departure
of his Aunt Janet; under any circumstances I will have to keep an
eye on him. We have completed a circuit of Mt. Bannister, very
slowly, by the time we have reached the café – where the others
are already sitting in front of their coffees.
The turnout is again rather small – Dan, Ofra, Georgie, Janet,
Debbie, Karen and Hanna. Most surprisingly, Peter is absent
and after a while Georgie gives him a call. He is fine but the
threatening skies have kept him away today. In fact, dire weather
predictions – which include eighty-mile-an-hour winds – have
a number of us worried. Janet is trying to nail down the date for
our Christmas dinner at The Squirrel (December 17) and Dan
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is still going on about Secret Santa. Someone reminds him that,
in his absence, we have twice been victorious on quiz night at
The Squirrel (as the Friends of Fritz, not the Friends of Fritz
and Winnie) but he responds that he was too busy drinking piña
coladas on some distant shore at the time. He is also the loser in
another matter – referring to a piece of paper as “plain” when,
according to Debbie, what he really means is “blank.” “This
has just undermined my confidence and lowered my career
expectations by several levels,” he complains, “don’t expect that
this won’t have consequences.” In fact he now outlines the stages
he will be taking over the next few weeks to slide over into his
new job without quite leaving the old one – a process interrupted,
of course, by the inevitable holiday in Mexico.
Someone says that a recent sighting of Lucky reveals that that the
portly Corgi has lost weight, perhaps because she doesn’t have
the additional calories dolled out by the generous Ellen. Dan says
that Winnie too has been losing weight and this reminds us that
some animals seem to put on no weight in spite of their greed
here (Skye, Bailey, Sparkie) and others are undone by the extra
food. Ofra (who has arrived with one hairdo and will leave with
another) only objects when her dog insists on eating his treats
on her lap or in her chair. She now accompanies us on our back
passage walkround and when she spots an athlete who is tiptoeing
forward atop the trackside fence she says she thinks she could do
that too. I agree – she could walk such a tightrope unaided but
she will need a lot of help remembering that the clocks change
tonight.
Sunday, October 27:
A stormy night has yielded to bright skies, but it is already very
windy in the park. The blustery weather is only one factor in a
subtle alteration in the local atmosphere – for clocks have changed
overnight and the sun is much higher in the sky than yesterday
at this stage. Fritz, bless him, accepts this “late” departure with
equanimity and there is no change to his usual behavior: sniff,
nibble and trot. I am keen to see if there have been any additional
signs of stomach distress but I see nothing – little wonder when
you remind yourself that the dog ate practically nothing yesterday.
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I note that the doggy compound at the café is already full, well
before the doors of the adjacent establishment have opened,
and I assume that less disciplined animals have been nagging
their owners for a trip to the park as close to yesterday’s hour as
possible.
Fritz and I complete a slow circuit of Mt. Bannister and then
join the others for a typical Sunday session. Peter and Renata are
back and we also have Hanna, Dan, Debbie, Georgie, Ofra, Janet,
Karen and the two Matthews. Hanna says that Tim has gone to
New York and she will have Yoyo until Thursday – and that Tim
is not allowed to make a fuss as he says his farewells because
the black Schnauzer becomes too distressed at such moments.
Yesterday Yoyo went on a major expedition to Portobello Road in
her push chair and when amused tourists asked if they could take
pictures a stern Hanna refused. Dudley spends much of his time
either visiting the Bulldog brigade out on the green or wrestling
with other dogs; by the end of the session he is covered in mud.
Daisy-Mae, spotting the hated Chows in Chinny and Bliss, pushes
through the bars and attacks first one, then another. Emilio is
beside himself – though, for once, he seems quite vindicated in his
antipathy.
In addition to a step-by-step account of yesterday’s expedition to
Portobello, Hanna takes me on a journey around the running track
and on to Kilburn as well. Peter suggests that £440,000,000 worth
of football talent took the field in Barcelona’s 2-1 victory over
Real Madrid – but Hanna says that for that much money there
should have been more goals. Ofra chides me for not reminding
her about the time change (a text from Dan did the trick) and
then expresses a deep wish to be able to dance as well as the
contestants on last night’s Strictly Come Dancing. Hanna urges
her to take up the tango. Another program on Ofra’s mind is The
Only Way is Essex and she now proposes that when Liz visits
next month that the dog people need to organize a cultural visit
to Chavland – with Dan as native guide. Without guide we now
undertake a back passage expedition; the winds are gusting, leaves
are flying, there is even a shower of pollen and everyone wants to
know if all this is a harbinger of something really dire.
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Monday, October 28:
The punishing winds (so much an echo this time of year in 1987)
have at last arrived as Fritz and I rise after an uneasy night – with
a lot of protest whining from the dog at about 5:00 am. In fact
dawn brings with it sunny skies and, by the time we are ready for
our session in the park, the full ferocity of the storm has abated.
However there will be no session in the park this morning –
for, unusually, the park is closed because of the severe weather
conditions. I can see only piles of leaves everywhere but evidently
tree surgeons have been at work since 7:00 – when early comers
were asked to vacate the premises while damage was assessed.
The locked gate is a great puzzle to Fritz and he follows me down
the pavement in the direction of Elgin Avenue most reluctantly.
My instinct is to seek my pals at one of the nearby cafés and I
can already see Janet’s red jacket two blocks away. By the time I
have crossed Elgin Avenue itself I can see Daisy-Me atop a table
in front of the Italian deli on Lauderdale Parade and here we head
as well. Georgie and Davide are also present and certainly they
know how to make a most satisfactory cup of cappuccino here.
There are quite a few other customers about and some of them are
charmed by our dogs. Pretty soon they are taking photos – so it is
just as well that Yoyo, sitting in her pushchair, is the last to arrive
with Hanna.
Sun continues to dominate but there are some dark patches in the
sky and it is still quite blustery. Some time is spent trying to track
down Ofra – but she is not answering her phone (or has lost it).
Janet reports that, just on the eve of Liz’s visit, mice have returned
to her house. Davide reports that his maiden flight aboard the 380
Airbus was quite successful and that the giant plane was quieter
inside than earlier models. We don’t stay for long at our coffee and
soon we are heading for home. Fritz at last squats for a morning
poo on some leaves and, mission accomplished, it is time to head
in. On the way we pass the two Matthews with Emilio. They
report that the park is still closed.
Tuesday, October 29:
Winds have died down considerably as we head for the park on
another bright autumnal day. Bothered by my sore left hip I take a
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seat on the first park bench – the better to unhook my dog without
bending over – and, almost immediately, I discover a cheeky
Daisy-Mae sitting next to me. The walkways back here are still
covered with small branches – a condition I first experienced
yesterday when Linda and Pepper joined us for an afternoon stroll
in the re-opened park. (Here we could also examine the uprooted
tree next to the bandstand – it still lies on its side this morning.)
Fritz and I continue with a low circle of Mt. Bannister and report
to our table at the conclusion.
The lineup this morning includes Georgie, Janet, Karen, Peter,
Renata, Davide, Ofra, and Hanna – though near the end of
the session the voiceless (and dogless) Wendy also makes an
appearance. My biscuit bag attracts all and sundry – with Skye,
Winnie, Sparkie, Tara and Bailey jostling for treats. Winnie,
who is dieting, is disappointed by the rationing and, in an event
punctuated by an almighty scream, we discover that she has just
bitten Ofra on the knee. After we have been seated for several
minutes a chap comes by in order to park his puppy in our
compound while he goes inside for his coffee; this is the lively
four-month-old Schnauzer, Olive. Olive is an irresistible bundle of
activity and I have to put her in my lap for a tummy rub (kisses in
return) and then she ends up in Georgie’s lap as well. For his part,
Fritz enjoys an extended and blissful cuddle in his Auntie Karen’s
lap.
I ask Ofra if she missed us yesterday – we failed to reach her
because her phone was turned off. Karen coyly notes that no one
bothered to call her – but Janet reminds our Australian friend
that she could have done the calling if she was really hunting for
the rest of us. Much of the morning conversation is devoted to
the aftermath of yesterday’s storm – with detailed coverage of a
number of tragedies offered by the morning newspapers. (In fact,
the winds did considerable damage in this part of London and I
spotted several nearby locales on last night’s TV news – including
longboats crushed by falling trees on the canal. We begin our
back passage walkround (Winnie remaining frozen to the spot, as
usual) and by this time a chilly breeze has made its appearance.
Compared to recent parallels this is nothing more than an innocent
zephyr.
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Wednesday, October 30:
We begin a most unusual day with an entry into the park at our
usual time. I can see neighbors Janet and Karen well ahead of us,
with Dudley and Daisy-Mae, but we don’t manage to catch them
up. As we pause near the café I do encounter Ofra and she is the
first to be informed that I will not be taking coffee with the rest of
the dog owners this morning – as Fritz and I have an appointment.
We do continue on to complete our usual circuit and I return to
the café to remind the others of our desertion. Then we head down
the Morshead roadway, passing an incoming Davide (who is late
because of a plumber), Matthew II with Emilio, and a late-arriving
Wendy as well. We are home for only ten minutes or so before,
pack on back, we are ready to head out as well.
Linda, who will be taking Pepper for an appointment at the vet’s
later this morning, ushers Fritz into the back seat and we are soon
off – our friend and benefactor has agreed to give me a ride to
Camden Town, where we have a rendezvous. It is a bright, sunny
day with pleasant temperatures and there is something wrong
about such brilliant light shining radiantly on the grotty touristinflected Camden High Street – where we make our exit. On lead
Fritz continues on down to the tube stop where, outside the HSBC
branch on the corner, we are soon approached by my SwedishFrench cousin, Aurelia and her almost nine-year-old daughter,
Liv. Before setting off on a pre-planned walk along the canal we
stroll in and out of that rabbit warren marketplace, though the only
purchase is an animal-shaped headpiece for Liv’s little brother,
Nils, back in Paris. Now we are ready to seek out the towpath and
begin our westward journey.
I have brought the dog by request, since Liv (who speaks no
English) loves this animal and it isn’t long before she assumes
his lead. Usually they are well ahead of us, Fritz trotting meekly
in step, while Aurelia and I discuss the possibility of holding a
Marcus family reunion in Paris. There are quite a few tourists
with their cameras as we start out but the greatest menace comes
from hurtling bicycles. Fritz won’t take a dog treat but he doesn’t
mind sharing in some French biscuits. We make good progress –
having to leave the towpath once – and at about 12:30 I suggest a
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departure from the canal as we wind our way toward a Maida Vale
rendezvous with lunch at Le Cochonnet.
The afternoon comes to an end at home –for I want Liv to check
out Fritz’s football skills. These two are soon having a riotous
time of it in the hallway; my dog has not had this much exercise
in years. Aurelia wants to know whether, if they bring nuts to the
park, they might be able to feed the squirrels – but I have to say
I have never seen our resident population brave enough to accept
such handouts directly from humans. Still, they seem eager to try
their luck and so they depart – Fritz and his master heading for a
well-deserved nap.
Thursday, October 31:
Rain is thinning to a mere mist as Fritz and I conclude our
October sessions in the park. We meet up with Janet and DaisyMae at the head of the running track and Janet tells me that
yesterday afternoon a squirrel, on the opposite side of the fence
here, danced back and forth in order to tease an apoplectic ShihTzu – nuts or not I wish my cousins from Paris could have seen
this. Fritz and I continue our normal circuit (a gardener giving
Fritz a tennis ball) but in the parking lot we encounter Ofra, just
off-loading Bailey, and once the latter completes his business
we can all walk together to the café – as I describe yesterday’s
activities.
Our group this morning, in addition to Janet and Ofra, includes
Davide, Georgie, Peter and Matthew II – even the latter refers to
his pal as Matthew I and, indeed, Makiko’s hubby soon arrives
as well. One story dominates news this morning – for I now
discover that my early departure yesterday was followed by a
crisis of epic proportions when Winnie went missing for the
better part of twenty minutes! It seems that the exit caravan lost
track of the usually slow-moving Pug and when her absence was
noted the dog owners fanned out in ever-panicky circles, Davide
experiencing maximum meltdown. There was no sign of the
little madam and a second round of search probes was just being
organized when Davide received a phone call from Dan at work.
The Pug, who may have crept ahead for once, had been found in
the middle of Morshead Road and someone had called the number
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on her identification disk. Today Winnie seems none the worse for
her ordeal and she is happy to join the biscuit queue with Sparkie,
Skye and Bailey.
Schedule then dominates the conversation. It is confirmed that
Liz arrives for a visit a week from today. Ofra says tonight is folk
dancing class in Golders Green and she is looking forward to a
visit to a nearby Chinese at the end of the session. Asked what he
is doing today, Davide offers an emphatic nothing. I report that
before my visit to the osteopath this afternoon I get to spend an
hour or so at Sainsbury’s – a much-needed expedition since the
last was twenty days ago. As we get up to begin our back passage
walkround (Winnie staying very close to the pack this morning)
I note that I have forgotten an important item of doggy apparel
– Fritz should have been wearing his Halloween bandana in honor
of tonight’s festivities.
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Friday, November 1:
Another gray and damp morning ushers in a new month as Fritz
and I, having survived Halloween, edge our way into the park.
Fritz is far more forward-looking in his approach this morning –
last night, as the fireworks season continued, he kept crossing and
re-crossing the street in order to find a spot less likely to echo with
explosives. I am more tentative in my approach, having subjected
myself yesterday afternoon to the purposeful ministrations of
osteopath Julie – who attacked my sore back, hip and leg with her
usual expertise (it’s nice to be kneaded). I describe this encounter
with physiotherapy to Janet, who soon comes in behind us with
Daisy-Mae and then we continue on slowly to the café.
I think I see Fritz in the forecourt, where he has, in fact,
penetrated, but it is another Schnauzer – whom we often see with
a dog walker – who is nosing about in here. Another interloper
(quite literally) is a lumbering jogger who uses the forecourt as
just another running lane – and is rewarded for this incursion by
Winnie, who pursues him down the Randolph roadway, narrowly
missing his ankles in her fury. Fritz and I head this way as well –
a painfully slow progress as the dog must inhale every leaf pile,
swooning with excitement. (Yes, but no poo.) When I bend over
to hook him as we depart the Carlton roadway doggy compound
I manage to tweak my back again as I rise – and I am limping
when we encounter Ellie and a friend heading our way with their
dogs. In Ellie’s case this is the overdressed Teddy but her friend
has two dogs, one of whom, Henry, is another low-slung specimen
in a playsuit. Henry’s problem is that he has somehow gotten
himself into the padlocked picnic area and now he can’t figure
how to get out. This requires quite a bit of charging about before a
spot is discovered through which he can squeeze. I am almost ten
minutes behind schedule because of all these diversions and they
need to add another chair to our crowded table when I am at last
ready to sit down.
Today we have Matthew I and his sister, Gabriella, Wendy, Peter,
Janet, Ofra, Georgie, Davide and Jo Lynn. The latter’s Tilly is
soon in the biscuit queue – taking turns with Skye and Bailey.
Emilio is nestled in his daddy’s lap and I ask the latter if he knows
about Winnie’s Wednesday misadventure. He says that he had
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heard people talking about a missing Pug, but had not known they
were talking about Dan and Davide’s dog – he also is trying to
imagine Makiko’s fury if someone had phoned her to say her dog
had just been found in the street by a stranger. Some of today’s
conversation is in German since Renata knows that Gabriella
lives in Germany. The topic is food and its discontents and, with
a jealous eye pointed at the slimmed-down Matthew, the ladies
list all the things they love (bread, sausages, potatoes) – that they
shouldn’t be eating. I get Fritz to approach so that I can hook
him while still seated and I am thus able to join the back passage
walkround without further damage to my back.
Saturday, November 2:
The sun has just captured control of the skies as Fritz and I head
for the park. Again I don’t release him from his lead until I am
seated on a bench but almost immediately I regret that he is free –
for he begins a slow-motion nibble on the grass shoots on our left
and I frequently have to brave the muddy bank to get him moving
again. Shortly after passing Pippa the Papillion we encounter the
first kiddy football activity on the newly carpeted pitch – with
clapping parents on the sidelines cheering on their strikers. We
pass the playground next and here I can see that the triplets, who
celebrated their second birthday yesterday, are each carrying a
new yellow truck. On the Randolph roadway there is an incident
as a burly Staffie picks on little Emilio (in Gabriella’s care today).
A chap heading our way intervenes – reaching down and plucking
the Pug from danger. “Good idea,” I tell this chap and Dan, who
is also running to the rescue, thanks this fellow as well. Soon,
however, Dan has a new crisis – his Winnie, incensed over this
menace, now attacks the Staffie!
Fritz ignores all this activity and continues on his usual route;
behind the tennis courts we are overtaken by Alexa the Akita and,
risking another spasm, I bend down to put my dog on lead when it
is time to head for the café. There is a huge Saturday crowd inside
and this gives me time to visit with Karen; we agree that so far
we have had an easy time of it with nighttime fireworks – perhaps
it helped that firemen went on strike for five hours last night and
people were urged not to set off their own explosives. (Tonight’s
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civic firework displays will be more of a problem.) Outside the
turnout includes Karen, Gabriella, Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Dan,
Davide, Renata, Hanna and Peter. For the fifth time Karen is asked
to add Peter’s birthday celebration to her diary; by now, however,
we at last have a venue…the Nautilus fish and chip restaurant in
West Hampstead. Renata tries to remind Peter that the fish here is
fried in matzo meal and that there is no liquor license – assertions
challenged by Peter in both categories. A woman now comes in
with a huge fluffy wild senior citizen named Trampas; this dog
loves our company and our snacks and it is not easy getting him to
leave.
Dan (who wants to advertise a production of Dirty Rotten
Scoundrels) asserts that Davide has hairy toes and this is also
contested. Georgie and I agree that Dan’s dog was much easier to
control when she was sluggishly fat. In one week the slimmeddown Winnie has gone walkabout, has pursued the ankles of a
dancing jogger, and has attacked a Staffordshire Bull Terrier.
Meanwhile Bailey has found an empty chair and licked all the
crumbs off a plate on the tabletop. Ofra finally has to intervene –
which she does by getting me to remove her pet. Once again we
have a large procession of dog owners as we begin our walkround,
a process impeded by all those footie kids and their parents. I am
surprised to see even Peter shuffling along today – but he says this
is because Renata has promised to give him a ride home and she is
parked near the Essendine gate.
Sunday, November 3:
We have survived a night of bombardment as quiet presides at
last over the local scene on a bright Sunday morning. Fritz, of
course, showed his usual signs of distress last night – pawing the
sofas and the carpets – but he did eat a little food at dinner time
and I was able to dose him with Rescue Remedy and to attach
his Thundercoat as one of my coping strategies. We did not go
out for our late night walk until 11:00 or so – just as the last of
the fireworks was being launched – but it was a struggle to reach
the end of the street before turning back. I always figure that if I
can get the dog to lift his leg four times then his bladder will not
require any further external adventures until morning.
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Today we make a normal progress along the back walkways,
with Fritz turning right when we reach the green rather than his
usual left. This is okay with me but instead of beginning a grand
circle the presence of Dan, Davide and Georgie (with Sparkie and
Winnie) excites my dog’s attention and he turns around to follow
this group across the grass. To my surprise there is another dog
in our company – this is Pucci, who is now dumped from the bag
that Georgie has used to get the tiny Yorkie into the park. She now
uses one of his little squeaky balls to encourage his progress –
and gets Fritz’s undivided attention as well. We now continue on
around Mt. Bannister, even entering the doggy compound on the
Carlton roadway. This is a difficult spot for me these days since
there is no place to sit down at exit time when I have to bend
down to hook the dog. Sure enough, I manage to tweak my hip as
I straighten up today and I am limping the last few yards back to
the café.
Our group this morning includes Dan, Georgie, Janet, Renata,
Peter, Ofra and Karen – but wait a minute, what’s happened
to Davide, whom we clearly met only a few minutes ago? The
answer is that while we were completing our walk he has received
a call from his employers. He has been on stand-by for several
days and he has just leaned that he has to head for the airport to
join a flight to Ghana this afternoon. Renata is trying to get Karen
to commit to some sort of social activity, but the latter is much
too busy this week. Yesterday, Karen tells us, she went shopping
at Hugo Boss on Sloan Square and they made her pick Dudley
up – until she started to make some purchases, whereupon the
little white fellow was allowed to hit the floor again. Renata adds
that she has had the same problems in this shop with Maxi – but
she argued that at the Dusseldorf store there was no problem
with ambulatory dogs and this seemed to win her an exception.
Renata has begun this conversation with a complaint about dull
winter colors, announcing that she has just bought a bright red
coat, and she insists that Peter needs to brighten his ensemble too.
Peter sees no reason to do this, he rejects the offer of a red scarf,
and says that even when he came to the park with a red umbrella
he was treated like a “gay fart.” It really does seem that he is
concerned that too many sartorial gestures on his part will lead to
unwanted attentions from “the gay majority” – but I assure him he
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has nothing to worry about. We get up to begin our back passage
walkround – Fritz soon stealing Pucci’s squeaky ball. I manage to
return it to Georgie but when it is dropped near our exit gate I let
Fritz pounce on it. This will make for an annoying time for me at
home – but my fellow deserves some joy in these benighted times.
Monday, November 4:
A long period of rain (one which again disfigured our late night
walk) has come to an end – and skies are returning to a bright blue
as we begin a new week in the park. I use a lamppost for support
as I lean down to unhook the dog but soon thereafter I have to
squat as I retrieve a Fritz poo – of course he wouldn’t part with
such a gift last night, when all he wanted to do was get back into
the dry house as soon as possible. I need to nag him forward once
he gets into grazing mood and while he is studying each grass
shoot some of the other usual suspects play through – including
Ziggy and Baba, the fox-fighting Jack Russell. Renata wants to
know where Fritz’s lead is – as we pass the café – and I assure her
that it is in my back pocket. Thereafter we complete our circuit of
Mt. Bannister and once again I have difficulty when it is time to
re-hook the dog since there are few places to sit or to lean against
in the Carlton roadway doggy compound.
In addition to Renata our morning grouping also includes
Hanna, Ofra, Georgie, Ellie, Peter and Matthew II. Janet has an
appointment and after we have been seated for a while Karen
arrives with both Daisy-Mae and Dudley. Ellie’s Teddy is still
dressed in his blue boiler suit; he protests against this ridiculous
outfit by refusing to accept pieces of croissant from his mommy
– she says it is because her husband takes him to much posher
cafes on the weekends and he gets his own pastry at such venues.
Georgie has her own Sparkie (who is limping), Skye, Winnie
and Pucci – and I get up at one point to drop into the latter’s
doggy bag yesterday’s purloined squeaky ball. (Yes, I did have
to endure an hour’s worth of hysterical noise before this toy
was confiscated.) After a while the woman who owns Pippa the
Papillion comes in with some surplus food that her dog won’t
touch. When this happens the usual response, as it is today, is
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to offer the leftovers to Georgie – who always has a hungry
menagerie at home.
Renata says she has brought Peter the red scarf she was talking
about yesterday – but she has left it in the car. She now adds
that she needs an operation on a foot (bunion and hammer toe)
and that she will be unable to leave her flat for three weeks
and wouldn’t it be nice if Matthew II took on the task of being
her carer during this crisis. Matthew, who is taking a course in
conversational Russian, says he’ll check his diary. Ellie says she is
meeting a friend at Westfield’s on Thursday and wants to know if
Georgie can look after Teddy that day. Peter says that we lost out
on a big payout on Saturday – when our 50-1 shot lost by a head.
Both Hanna and Karen are studying the tabloids and each comes
up with the latest in the public slanging match between former
England coach, Sven-Goran Ericksson, and his disappointed
lovers. Today Ulrika Jonsson is quoted as saying that making love
to Sven was as exciting as opening the instruction manual to a
piece of Ikea flat-pack furniture.
Tuesday, November 5:
Fritz has had a near-normal night – if you don’t count his wild
changes of direction as explosive sounds echoed during our last
walk. It looks damp outside but I don’t see any umbrellas lofted
and so we are without raingear as we make our morning departure.
This is a big mistake – for, indeed, a light rain is falling. I do my
best to button up and to urge the dog to make as short a work as
possible of our progress toward the safety of the green umbrella. I
keep dropping things – first the lead, then the poo poo bags from
my overstuffed pocket – but I manage to retrieve these objects
(and one actual poo poo) without any further injury to my hip.
Fritz does not notice that the doors to the environmental area are
now open again and thus we do make a fairly rapid assault on the
café.
There is a pile of poo poo bags on the floor next to the coffee
counter but these turn out to belong to Janet, for once. Renata is
in the queue behind us and, as she is a symphony in red, I ask her
if she has brought the red scarf for Peter with her. It is still in the
car. I ask her if she thinks he will actually wear it and her response
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shows a marked self-awareness, “Vee haff vays of making him
vear it!” Outside, the aforementioned are joined by Georgie, Ofra
and Davide. Georgie again has Pucci and Skye with her and the
latter doesn’t help matters by snatching at every biscuit on offer
and by sticking his head into Pucci’s bag and stealing the purple
squeaky ball! Not surprisingly this soon ends up in Fritz’s mouth
but Georgie makes a deft recovery during a moment of inattention
and we are spared a morning serenade.
Janet and I discuss recent events on EastEnders, where Janine has
murdered Michael Moon and blamed the tragedy on the innocent
Alice. This is a tragedy because I thought the portrayal of these
roles was exceptionally well done and it will be upsetting to lose
any of the actors. Janet now notes that, in New York, Liz has
become addicted to phone-in programs on LBC radio (which she
can get on her computer) and twice her emails have been read
out recently. I note that you can’t get UK television programs in
this fashion in the States but Davide says that he has friends who
subscribe to a service that allows your computer to present a UK
profile wherever in the world you happen to be with it. He adds
that he has trips to Atlanta and Washington coming up and I ask
if he can mail something for me; I don’t trust the international
mail and it is expensive to register recorded delivery items. There
is now a debate on the best way to evade the steady rain that, if
anything, has increased in intensity, when we make our way to
the exits. The consensus is that the Morshead roadway is not only
shorter but it still has a lot of leaf cover overhead as well and so
this is where we now head. It’s a miserable morning and I have an
appointment for more hip therapy in an hour.
Wednesday, November 6:
Well, we have survived another bonfire night – but it wasn’t easy.
Once the bombardment was under way Fritz insisted on pawing
the TV room sofa and I feared for the delicate fabric of this piece
of furniture. We had a desperate late walk – with the dog trying
to drag me back to the relative safety of our building – and only
after lights were out did the dog consent to paw the carpet instead.
Unfortunately this was by my bedside and I had to reach out a
calming hand for an hour or so. When sleep at last came there was
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a post-midnight fusillade that woke me up and started off a new
round of manic pawing and panting. I like to believe that if the
perpetrators of this mindless activity knew just how much distress
they were causing to the local canine population that they would
desist in their mischief – but this is no doubt a naïve belief.
Under threatening skies we begin today’s walk in the park and I
sit down on a park bench to release the dog – even this strategy
doesn’t spare my pummeled hip. Up behind us come Jasmine with
Fly and Celine with Ziggy. Just as they do so a squirrel makes a
mad dash through the foliage on our left and, when I mention this
to the two ladies, Celine says that Ziggy is not much interested in
squirrels. “Yes,” I continue, “but Fly has quite a record.” “Quite
a long, criminal record,” Jasmine adds. Fritz and I continue on
our usual trajectory and return a few minutes later to the café. I
find Ofra at the coffee counter, where Boyat (aka Lurch) is asking
her when she is going to bake another cake for the staff. There
is a small turnout under the green umbrella this morning: Ofra,
Georgie, Janet, Davide and Peter only.
The others are telling Ofra that she had a narrow escape when
she mixed up some caustic soda in order to clean a blocked drain
– without understanding the thermal and acidic properties of this
volatile mixture. Ofra is sharing a solo cigarette with Davide and
Georgie and complaining that having a disorderly houseguest
means that she must clean endlessly – just to regain some sense of
control. Davide, also well known for his sense of domestic order,
says that yesterday he decided he needed to pull that gray hair
from his chest – realizing only at the last minute that this was a
stitch and not a hair he was tugging. Just before we are ready to
depart Ellie and a friend walk by and I can see that both Teddy and
the almost identical Cockapoo, Henry, are wearing the same blue
body armor. The last time anyone wore such ridiculous clothing, I
note, was when Winston Churchill took to his underground bomb
shelter in his boiler suit. It is beginning to drizzle.
Thursday, November 7:
Again we have had a less than restful night as the bombardment
continues – though why it is necessary, with bonfire night and
Diwali both in the past, to persist in this nightly noise-making
191

“Dog Day Aftermath”

escapes me. Fritz wouldn’t eat his evening meal, under this
provocation, and therefore it is not so surprising that he shows
little interest in completing his morning devoirs when, fifteen
minutes late (because of the arrival of the snagging builder in our
flat) we at last make it into the park. Ahead of us on the Morshead
roadway is Georgie with Skye, Sparkie and Pucci, and we
overtake this party as we begin our Mt. Bannister circuit.
In addition to Georgie we have Davide, Janet, Renata, Peter, Ofra
and, back at last from Japan, Makiko. Emilio uses the occasion of
this return to begin his usual litany of protest over the presence
of Daisy-Mae – who slithers through the bars on a number of
occasions – and once she actually turns on her detractor with
some vehemence (thereby reinforcing his protest). Makiko says
that these two animals represent Eton and Harrow, doomed to
disagree, but it is not clear which is which. Daisy-Mae arrives in
the biscuit queue today – almost usurping the role of Bailey, who
never leaves mommy’s side this morning. Skye and Sparkie are
also customers but so, surprisingly, is Fritz – perhaps he is hungry
after foregoing last night’s meal.
Makiko has brought with her the usual Japanese delicacies –
including some “corn chocolate” (which resemble Rice Krispies
soaked in chocolate, according to Janet) and a confection
surrounded in a green-tea flavored husk. Makiko says that she
found Japan a bit more upbeat on this visit – but she complains
that the stewardess was reluctant to loft her carry-on into the
overhead locker. Davide says that this act is, indeed, not a part of
the job description. We discuss the baggage allowance I will be
allowed during my trip to India next month (if I can ever figure
out how to complete the visa process) but it is unlikely that I
will need 46 kilos worth. Janet reports that Liz has mislaid her
passport (on Cape Cod?) and that the oft-delayed, re-scheduled
and re-configured trip from New York will have to be put off
for a day or two again. I can see that Peter is at last wearing the
famous red scarf but he says that it is only temporary and it may
be abandoned when Renata has forgotten about it. Several of us
have seen a BBC program on benefit fiddlers last night and there
is universal disapproval of this tribe. However when Renata
begins a list of additional outrageous fiddles Davide tells her to
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stop reading The Daily Mail. We get up to begin our back passage
walkround and, as we near the cypress trees, Pucci manages
to lose his squeaky ball in the underbrush. Georgie tries to get
Sparkie to go in there and rescue it but why send an amateur
when there is a pro present? – Fritz will have another therapeutic
morning exercising his jaws when we get home today.
Friday, November 8:
Gray skies predominate as Fritz and I head for the park – after
another upsetting night. (No sounds that I could hear, but the dog
was still reluctant to undertake his usual street routine and we had
to return after only five minutes.) Not surprising, therefore, that
he has a lot of poo to get rid of this morning – but why does he
have to deposit the first of three helpings in the middle of a mud
pile? We are a little late in our arrival – after the usual mishaps
(technological and corporeal) have led to delay… I haven’t
figured out how to fire up the new en suite towel rail and, under
any circumstances, an aftermath of the morning’s shower is an
impacted left ear, one that makes it quite difficult to hear voices
properly. A toddler is fascinated by the bow-wow at his feet as
we walk down the Randolph roadway and turn left at the tennis
courts. Vlad is just coming into the park with Tara as we reach the
Carlton roadway.
At our table this morning we have Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Renata,
Peter and Jo Lynn. Georgie has another Cockapoo in her care
today, Mitzi. The latter is an irresistible target for the amorous
intentions of Dudley – and intervention is required on several
occasions. I have slipped the purloined pink squeaky ball into
Pucci’s basket– and, I tell Georgie, it must remain there today. A
number of people add their £2 to Peter’s turf stakes. Peter himself
is still ruing last week’s disappointment – our 50-1 shot losing its
race by a head. Janet announces that Liz has located her passport
on Cape Cod and will now arrive on Monday, a week later than
her original arrival date. (Peter and I agree that we need to refer
to Liz now as “The American Ofra.”) Vlad says that at the West
Hampstead tube stop yesterday he saw plainclothes officers
write eight tickets for littering – including the casual disposal
of cigarette butts. This leads to a discussion of the state of civic
193

“Dog Day Aftermath”

streets here and there. Renata says Hong Kong used to be a filthy
place but aggressive policing has made it almost pristine. Jo Lynn
complains that in London you have a plethora of signs about dog
poo but no one to enforce these rules and no bins in which to place
poo if you do pick it up.
The others start off at the usual hour but I remain seated – Fritz
has a 10:45 appointment for a rabies booster on Boundary Road
and Peter and I therefore keep our seats for another fifteen
minutes. My route is, in fact, one that Peter often takes on his own
homeward journey and he now accompanies us. Unfortunately (in
spite of positive predictions) it begins to rain as we near our goal.
This morning we see Dr. Tom – who is again concerned about my
dog’s weight loss. It is true that he eats far less than formerly –
partly from boredom with his usual diet and, at this time of year,
because he won’t eat if there are fireworks exploding anywhere
in our vicinity. Dr. Tom can’t detect anything wrong – with the
exception of teeth that need a good cleaning – but he decides to
take some blood for further analysis. It is still raining a bit when
we emerge but, by the time we have reached the park, skies are
clearing. Fritz shows no reticence is gobbling down five biscuits
as soon as we are home.
Saturday, November 9:
Again we have barely survived another troubling night. Indeed
the rain had returned by the time Fritz and I began our afternoon
walk but moisture was not the menace several hours later. Now it
was fireworks, a sustained bombardment long after the celebration
season should have concluded. Fritz wanted to climb our steps
as soon as we hit the streets and even when he was allowed to
return to the safety of his home base he continued to show signs of
distress. When I went to bed the dog began one of those sustained
carpet-pawing sessions, a manic performance whose vehemence
and duration were somewhat screened for me by the cotton
stuffed in my stricken ear. To me great surprise there was a knock
on the front door at about 10:50 as one of my neighbors sought
an explanation for this robust scratching. I never knew which
neighbor – since the lady in question had not turned on the hall
light and we conducted our conversation in darkness – but I was
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chagrined that my dog should have raised such a disturbance and,
fearing a repetition of this nonsense, I slept only fitfully.
This morning it is dark, gray and, above all, very cold outside
– only three or four degrees. Fritz seems to have slept well and
he does a good job of keeping up with Janet and Daisy-Mae,
but when they turn left to climb Mt. Bannister he won’t join
this parade and trots through the café forecourt as usual – here a
black girl waiting for the doors to open is vastly amused by his
solo performance; he does turn around several times to see if I
am following him properly. After our own circuit of the park’s
only hill I join the coffee queue and sit down with a group that
eventually includes Janet, Dan, Debbie, Georgie, Matthew,
Makiko, Hanna, Karen, Renata and Peter. There is no sign of Ofra
this morning and that means that the bulk of the biscuit begging
responsibilities belongs to Sparkie – with assistance from DaisyMae and Tara. After a while Michaela comes into our compound
with her Skye – who is more interested in ball than biscuits this
morning. Passing on the outside is Lisa, once a little blonde child,
now a lovely collegian – she is still trailed by two Cavaliers, who
must be Zara and Dash.
Conversation can’t stick to any topic for long this morning. Karen
is wearing a new coat with a fur collar and Renata is very envious.
When Janet says she doesn’t like fur, seeing no reason to wear the
pelts of dead animals, Renata argues that, after all, Janet eats dead
animals. “Yes, but I don’t wear them around my neck!” Peter now
tries to make sure that Karen knows how to get to his birthday
bash on the 18th (for the sixth time) and Renata insists that
Matthew must know a foot surgeon who can deal with her bunion
and her hammer toe. Dan tells us that he is having fun at work
contradicting the bosses he will soon leave behind for his new job.
Debbie begins to give in full detail the plot of Philomena, which
she has just seen at the Maida Vale Everyman, in spite of Janet’s
repeated insistence that she hasn’t seen it yet and would like to
be surprised. Matthew and Makiko are the first to head for home;
Makiko needs to write a report before her mother-in-law arrives
from Manchester. The others do get up and do begin a back
passage walkround but they are so slow that Fritz and I are on our
own as we reach the exit. As we cross the street we encounter the
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retired Greyhound, San, whose mistress is the first to note, “It’s
raining again.”
Sunday, November 10:
Bright skies have returned to Maida Vale; may we hope for
brighter days? Needless to say, last night was another sore trial,
particularly for my dog, as the bombardment began at nightfall
and continued for four or five hours. Fritz stationed himself on the
TV room sofa, panting, drooling and scratching – and only after a
dose of Rescue Remedy did he alternate these desperate moments
with little periods of sleep. I felt for a while that I might have to
spend the night on the sofa as well but at midnight, after another
panicky, short session on the street, he seemed to settle down
next to my bed and the rest of the night passed without incident.
Now that we have reached Remembrance Sunday and, tomorrow,
what we Americans would call Armistice Day, it can only be
guessed just how many explosions are still necessary to celebrate
a moment when the guns fell silent.
We use the Morshead roadway to enter the park on a sunny but
bitterly cold day – this because I want to use my new camera to
take a picture of the Bradley Wiggins plaque on the clubhouse
wall. Renata is wandering down the Randolph roadway with Maxi
but, as there is no other evidence of the gathering of our band, we
continue on with our usual circuit – Fritz on lead the entire time.
By the time we have returned the triplets are parked outside the
café door (I take their picture too, with permission) and I carry my
coffee to a table that also has room for Ofra, Dan, Georgie, Janet,
Makiko, Matthew (and Matthew’s mom, Cipa), Renata, Wendy
and Peter – with Debbie joining Vlad at a little table to the rear.
Bailey seems to think that he is now entitled to ten-a-day, since he
was absent yesterday, and he is omnipresent. Daisy-Mae is also
a steady customer and, as so often happens, she uses her treats as
bait in imaginary face-offs with any other passing dogs. There is
nothing imaginary about a furious face fight with her lap neighbor,
Winnie (with Emilio offering a scolding commentary from across
the table) – nor in her entirely gratuitous attack on the black
Chows, Chinny and Bliss. Fritz, it has to be added, takes no part
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in any of this activity and even throws up at one point – is this the
aftermath of last night’s stomach-churning trauma?
Ofra says that she wasn’t here yesterday because she was sleeping
– an excuse that invites derision. She and her pals have a long
discussion on whether to head next for Burger & Lobster or
Dirty Burger – without any outcome. Ofra has seen last night’s
session of Strictly Come Dancing and she seems to understand my
antipathy for the cringe-making Claudia Winkleman. I report that,
for the first time ever, I also watched The X-Factor – not wanting
to move from the sofa on which my dog was experiencing such
distress. We discuss this show too. I suggest that I was seduced
into watching by the “big band” theme for this broadcast but, not
surprisingly, not one of the eight contestants actually sang a song
that Benny Goodman or Harry James would have recognized. I
tell Matthew that we have been discussing match of the day for
entertainment aficionados but Peter now quizzes me on football’s
Match of the Day – which I also watched. Peter – having satisfied
himself that everyone knows about his birthday party at the
Nautilus on the 18th – now feels that he must warn everyone not
to eat anything on that day since the fish portions are so huge they
hang off the plate. I have a few food items I need to restock now
so Fritz and I follow Georgie as far at Hamish II – where I can
dart inside while she holds my dog’s lead. She has only her own
Sparkie in tow today so I argue that she needs to refresh her multidog skills anyway.
Monday, November 11:
It was difficult to maintain an attitude of complaint on the
bright day that greeted us yesterday – but today, when all is
again chilly gloom outside, there is no such dissonance. So it is
again necessary to report on a most difficult night. The nightly
bombardment seemed to have died down by the time Fritz
and I headed out for our late night walk but my dog was still
traumatized and I had a struggle staying out there long enough
for him to raise his leg more than four times. I had hoped for a
quieter time of it when we returned home but a backyard fusillade
began another session of bedside scratching and the only remedy
I could think of involved hoisting the dog onto the bed – where
197

“Dog Day Aftermath”

he continued to scratch (my poor sheets) and then, when he did
lie down, he did so under the covers, panting hysterically and
snuggled up to my overheated body. Needless to say sleep was a
long time in coming.
Progress is also a long time in coming when we have, at last,
made our entry into the park this morning. Repeatedly I have to
urge Fritz to get a move on as he grazes on the grass patches and
he does get going only when a large group of dogs (including
Alaska) play through – and he decides to trot along with them.
It is by now so late that I decide not to continue and we get no
further than the doggy compound at the café. Here I am joined
by Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Wendy, Renata and Peter – with
Karen arriving just when some of the others are getting ready
to leave. I learn that Daisy-Mae has been suffering from the
fireworks as much as Fritz but that Dudley seems okay with these
sounds; the young Fritz was cool with this noise as well. Skye and
Tara are busily snatching away at every biscuit offered any other
dog – but somehow I think Bailey gets his fair share too.
Renata reports that she is having cosmetic acupuncture. She
accepts a corner of Makiko’s sandwich but wants to know if this
is for her or her dog. For her part, Makiko says that she has taken
her mother-in-law to see Gravity in 3-D at Swiss Cottage. Georgie
and Ofra say they don’t like sci-fi but Ofra says she does want to
see this film – which must be the George Clooney effect. Ofra and
I discuss last night’s Strictly results show – one which saw the
last of Hairy Biker Dave. Liz calls from the Paddington Express
and, a few minutes later, from the cabstand at Paddington itself.
Janet, Georgie and Makiko decide to wait for her at the Morshead
entrance and they make an early departure. I remain behind, not
wanting to face yet another struggle with the Indian Visa website,
and I learn that Karen has travel plans of her own. She and her
sister are planning to take their mom on an African photo safari
next September. I tell her I am scheduled to visit a wildlife park in
India – if I ever get there.
Tuesday, November 12:
One could almost classify yesterday as a return to normality in
my dog’s life – no fireworks, the revival of appetite, a real late
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night walk, very little manic scratching – normal if you discount
the troubling news from Dr. Tom, whom I spoke to on the phone
at about 3:00 yesterday; he says that Fritz is suffering from a
liver complaint and needs to return soon for more tests. For me
it is just one more woe piled on woe – the hip playing up, my
printer refusing to print, the television (over which Linda labored
mightily later in the afternoon) refusing to record, and now my
dog facing a troubling diagnosis. At least we had a normal night’s
sleep and so we are ready to meet the new day, chilly and gray.
Coming in behind us this morning we have Janet, Daisy-Mae and
the long-missing Liz. The latter, delayed this time by the absence
of her passport, says that it took her a whole day to put her
apartment back in order after she deconstructed it in search of this
illusive document. I walk with these ladies as far as the café and
then I continue on with Fritz, who completes his Mt. Bannister
circuit speedily enough. When I emerge from the café with my
cappuccino cup I can detect a certain buzz among my tablemates.
This is because, accompanied by wife, baby and nanny, and
pausing to chat and pet the dogs, is an A-list entertainment
celebrity – Mr. Robbie Williams. After a while he and his party
disappear and life here resumes its normal pattern – this morning
we have Janet, Liz, Georgie, Makiko, Peter and Ofra – with Karen
and Renata making late appearances.
Georgie begins the session by reporting that in a little park off
Chippenham Road Winnie, in Dan’s care, has been attacked by
the nasty Jazz. Evidently Dan’s tongue-lashing, administered to
the ancient hippy who owns Jazz, was so vehement that passing
policemen made a visitation – though I’m sure nothing will be
done to protect the canine population of Maida Vale from this
menace (Jazz, it will be remembered, also attacked Fritz in the
Rec). Liz has to field many questions about her job situation – she
is still waiting to hear from potential employers who have had
her in for interviews – nine times! She says that she will look into
changing her return ticket so that she come to Peter’s birthday
party next Monday and Ofra (who is showing pictures of the flat
she and Ricky have bought in Israel) announces that we will spend
Sunday night at The Squirrel in another Quiz Night extravaganza.
I am the first to leave this morning – since I have an appointment
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with the physiotherapist. I tell Julie about Robbie Williams and
she asks if there have ever been any other celebrities of this status
in the park. When I nominate Jude Law she says, “Oh Jude Law
– when I was playing tennis in the Rec he took over my court as I
was leaving.”
Wednesday, November 13:
There is a lovely sunshine bathing the park in autumnal glory –
but this is one of those days when the mood cannot be brightened
under any circumstances. Fritz, who is still reluctant to complete a
late night walk, seems chipper enough this morning and we make
a fairly rapid progress along the back walkways. I let him run free,
bending down to hook him only as we leave the Carlton roadway
doggy compound – and enduring the first spasm of pain, one that
undoes so much of yesterday’s work by my physiotherapist. Karen
has brought the cranberry-colored blanket with her this morning
and she spends the entire session with my dog swaddled in her
lap. I grow weary explaining the story of today’s visit to the vet’s
– but at least there is some good news at the other end of the table:
Liz has been offered the job in New York.
When the others get up to begin their back passage walkround
Fritz and I head back to the Hamilton Vet Clinic on Boundary
Road and here I hand my dog over for another round of tests – as
well as a urine specimen that, with my rubber gloved right hand, I
have collected in a jar earlier. Instead of heading for home I now
take two buses to Sainsbury’s Ladbroke Grove – where I have to
complete the necessary chore of getting food into the house. I note
painfully just how often it is necessary to bend over to retrieve
items on the bottom shelf – by the time this session is over I have
decided I don’t really need that jar of peanut butter down there.
After putting the groceries away I have an errand at a local travel
agents – part of my ongoing struggle to obtain an Indian visa –
and then I have to wait two hours or so before Dr. Tom calls me
with the dispiriting news that there is a lump on Fritz’s liver – and
yet more tests are needed.
The dog is ready to go home and Linda kindly drives me up to
Boundary Road and then, with Pepper as well, we have a short
expedition to Regent’s Park. Fritz undoubtedly enjoys himself
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during this outing and he also completes a normal late night walk;
indeed both his eating patterns and his sleep show no variation
from the norm. Needless to say I am terminally depressed about
his troubled future but there seems to be nothing I can do. His
many friends in the park are beginning to understand the shadow
hanging over us and I dread having to talk about this with them
tomorrow.
Thursday, November 14:
Again we have a lovely, though chilly morning in the park. Fritz
bounces along in his usual start-stop fashion and we have soon
reached the green, where Renata, here with Maxi and her ball
sling, is the first to quiz me about yesterday’s visit to the vet. I
assume that Fritz will want to complete one of his circuits but he
makes such slow work of it that I grow impatient and I have to
put him on lead and head back to the café – where the others are
already drinking their coffees. The triplets, one of whom has just
triggered the automatic gym door, are waiting for snack time in
their carriage. I notice that dad begins this process by giving each
of them some cappuccino foam at the end of a spoon – we used to
do this for our dogs as well.
Today we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Renata, Makiko,
Liz and Davide – though after a while Suzanne comes in with
her Springer, Sunny. The latter snaffles down a biscuit, Tara
gets two or three tossed her way, so does Skye, and then Bailey,
Winnie, Daisy-Mae and Sparkie form a disorderly queue. Even
tiny Bobby wants treats today – but I have to break his biscuits
into little pieces before he will take them. I have to share details
about yesterday’s visit to the vet’s – indeed, I have to repeat this
unhappy litany several times. Liz is asked about the state of Roxy,
the famous anti-urban food-pilfering Beagle. Liz says that Roxy
lives on Cape Cod now – rooming with a family who have another
dog (whom Roxy loves), keeping her weight down, and having
happy reunions with Liz during the summers.
Suzanne asks me if I am going to the play at ASL tomorrow
night – I am. (Evidently the child of one of my former students
has a part.) Makiko announces that Caroline Kennedy has just
been appointed American Ambassador to Japan. The ladies try
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to make Davide jealous by telling him that he missed a sighting
of Robbie Williams this week. He responds by saying that he
met Condoleezza Rice on yesterday’s Washington-London flight.
(The ground was broken yesterday on a new American Embassy
building in Wandsworth and this may have been the occasion for
her visit.) Most of us have to admit that Condoleezza probably
trumps Robbie – but I’m not entirely convinced that Ofra
remembers who Condi is. As we get up to begin our back passage
walkround a chill breeze begins to rattle the leaves. Around the
track, fighting this headwind, there is a procession of prambulators
– a long thin line of women pushing their baby buggies in front of
them as they jog around the grass. At home there is a message on
my answer phone – I need to call Dr. Tom about the next stage in
Fritz’s diagnosis.
Friday, November 15:
Again we have had a near-normal night – even a successful
walk before bedtime – and we now enjoy another day of bright
sunshine and autumnal colors in the park. Fritz makes a rapid
progress and we have soon reached the green, where we turn left.
After a circuit of Mt. Bannister we are ready to join the others
for coffee – but, so I learn when I approach the counter, this is
Bailey’s tenth birthday and the drinks are on Ofra. That lady is
joined by Georgie, Liz, Makiko, Davide, Renata, Peter and Karen
(Janet is visiting her sister Shirley – and will return tomorrow).
Bailey gets to hear several choruses of “Happy Birthday,” though
he prefers treats from my biscuit bag.
As before, I have to field many questions about the state of my
dog’s health. Dr. Tom says that the tests indicate that Fritz’s liver
is functioning normally but the lump needs to be examined more
closely under x-ray – and, if this seems wise, removed surgically.
Next Wednesday has been selected as the day for this procedure.
I am, of course, full of anxiety over the prospects – this crisis
could not come at a worse time – with my trip to India only five
weeks or so away and Linda and her family away at the same time
on a trip to New Zealand. For the moment Fritz again enjoys an
extended cuddle in Karen’s lap.
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Liz pulls out a twenty and asks to be enrolled in Peter’s lottery
syndicate. It takes a long time before the details are hammered
out – is she putting in for ten weeks at £2 a week or twenty weeks
at £1 a time? It doesn’t help that Peter is at the opposite end of
the table and the women are keeping several other conversational
streams flowing at the same time. When Peter gives Georgie a
scolding for interrupting his conversation the others say it’s okay –
Liz wasn’t listening to him anyway. I help matters by suggesting,
“The problem is that Peter doesn’t accept that we live in a
discontinuous universe; his universe is continuous – and there is
room for only one line of thought at a time.” Peter acknowledges
this thesis and notes that here may lie the difference between men
and women – assuming that I must also have no tolerance for the
ambiguities of life. “You forget,” I tell him, “I was a teacher. We
always live in a world with competing demands on our attention
– including keeping an ear open for all those chatterers in the last
row.”
Saturday, November 16:
I am back in long johns on another bright but frigid November
morning. The park is noisy with the voices of dozens of footie
boys – each shouting instructions to one another – but Fritz
manages to keep his concentration as we reach the green in fairly
rapid order. Debbie, having spotted my fellow, leans over to
scoop up Pucci’s latest squeaky ball – and this frees us to continue
on around Mt. Bannister without further temptation. A very fat
squirrel is waiting for us to pass behind the tennis courts – before
resuming his investigations into the contents of a refuse bin. I sit
down on a bench – the better to hook my dog – and we continue
on to the café – where I can turn him over to Peter and head inside
for my coffee.
This morning we have a lively turnout – with Peter and Debbie
joined by Makiko, Liz, Georgie, Hanna, Ofra, Dan, Davide and
Renata. Peter needs to know if we have all received our racing
selections by email – he is experiencing problems with his setup
– but Vlad, sitting at a little table behind us – opens his phone
and assures his friend that all is well. I have brought with me a £2
coin and this I turn over to Ofra – who complains that she had just
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been wondering if I still loved her. She takes out two £1 coins to
pay me back but, half an hour later, she can’t remember if she has
given them to me. She hasn’t, and a mad search begins at her end
of the table – with accusations of thievery bandied about –until
the coins are discovered under a saucer. Bailey has no problems
remembering where the biscuits are and he is a constant pest –
until I convince him that he has exhausted his five-a-day; Tara and
Winnie are also in the queue and so is Sparkie. Liz says that more
and more Sparkie reminds her of old Albert – “all he needs is a
flat cap.”
I report on my night at the theater – for last night I walked up
to ASL for a production of Avenue Q. It was an extremely wellconceived and well-executed production and perfect for a high
school cast – but it was an uncomfortable experience for me. The
bench seating didn’t help my hip at all and the play, whose origins
lie in Jim Henson’s Sesame Street puppets, was relentlessly PC
and preachy – I tell the others that I haven’t felt this infantilized
since watching an off-Broadway production of The Fantasticks
fifty years ago. This comes as a bit of a shock to our theater
impresario, Dan, who says he was raised on Sesame Street and
finds this show delightful. I add fuel to the fire by noting that
when one of the characters (telegraphing his gay identity) starts
reading a book about musicals of the Forties all I could hope for
was a tune from one of these shows – instead of all this sing-song.
Still, in the radiant sunshine, it is a pleasant enough morning
session and people seem to be in a good mood – though ready, at
last, to make a move for the warmth of home.
Sunday, November 17:
Gray skies have replaced all those sunnier moments as Fritz and
I head for the park on a gloomy November Sunday. The dog
has endured another unhappy night – spooked by a midnight
bombardment that soon had him pawing the carpet beside my
bed. I picked him up eventually and put him on the bed itself and
here he settled down quickly enough – but there is no mystery
in figuring out why we are late risers today. Progress is lively
enough once we reach the cypress trees – indeed Janet and Liz,
with Daisy-Mae, never catch up. Fritz decides to head toward
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the Randolph gate this morning and he is rewarded by a rare
encounter with one of those pals of his youth, the Yorkie Fonzi. “I
hear Fritz has been losing weight,” his mistress says – I wonder
just how widespread the news of my dog’s discomfiture is known.
I decide we have wandered around long enough and so I now put
Fritz back on lead and we return to the café.
Our group this morning includes Dan, Davide, Margaret, Liz,
Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko and two Debbies – Pucci’s mommy,
at our table, and Zorro’s mommy at a little table behind us. There
is no question that Pugs rule this morning – for we have Winnie,
Emilio, and Zorro as well as Margaret’s Mutley and Biddy. There
are additional visitors as well – first the delightful Cockapoo Mitzi
and then a wonderful Golden Retriever puppy named Leon. Fritz,
whose feeding was also interrupted by a sonic boom last night,
enjoys an endless supply of Winnie’s diet pellets – doled out by
Davide. Bailey exhausts his five-a-day rather quickly but Sparkie
and Daisy-Mae are there to take up the slack.
Dan is still exercised over the attack on Winnie by Jazz, and we
hear in ever greater detail an account of this moment. Debbie then
adds that Pucci also narrowly escaped serious injury in the jaws
of Jazz. Peter, still recovering from England’s 2-0 loss to Chile,
goes inside to get the Mail on Sunday so that he can read about the
record fines incurred by his beloved QPR – who have evidently
far exceeded established limits in their vain attempt to stave off
relegation through the purchase of expensive players. TV fare now
comes under discussion – with a number of us addicted to Strictly
Come Dancing and Ofra suggesting that she loves Breaking Bad.
The Bulldog brigade is just arriving as we get up to begin our
back passage walkround and much is made of this quartet – all of
whom are wearing garish sweaters today. Now we have to fight
our way past all the footie parents – here to watch kiddies at play
– and in the process both Winnie and Bailey go missing briefly. It
is not the last time I will see some of our lot today – for tonight at
7:30 we forgather for another Quiz Night at The Squirrel.
Monday, November 18:
We have had a somewhat better night of it – with a real walk
and very little scratching to interrupt sleep – but no one would
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describe today as anything less than gloomy in the extreme. I put
his rain jacket on the dog – for it is quite damp outside – but, in
fact, there is no further moisture. We make a slow progress along
the walkways and I note that the café is already open as we pass
through the forecourt. I’ve seen better poos, when Fritz at last
squats at the end of the green, but we persevere in our usual line
of migration and after clearing the parking lot it is time to return
to our table in earnest.
I am greeted with derisory shouts of “winner” – for last night “The
Friends of Fritz” enjoyed yet another triumph at Quiz Night at The
Squirrel. In fact there were so many of us in attendance that we
had to split into two teams (there were three others teams as well
this time). I shared a table with Georgie, Ofra, Peter and Liz and
an adjacent table featured Dan, Janet, Makiko and Liz’s American
friend, Drew. This team won a bottle of wine as runners-up but
our group enjoyed a satisfying victory; the categories included
tube stops in anagram form, sports, animals, and history. Perhaps
it was a mistake putting Janet and Makiko on the same team for
these competitors, alone, brought their dogs and, as he does at
breakfast time, Emilio spent much of the evening warning us of
Daisy-Mae’s presence.
Today we have Georgie, Janet, Liz, Karen, Renata, and Hanna – it
is Peter’s birthday and, well in advance of tonight’s celebratory
meal, he is showered with cards and gifts. He has paid for the
coffees and there is a nice cheesecake as well. A woman sticks
her head over the fence and tells Karen she is thinking of a
getting a rescue dog and wants to know, since she works, if
anyone would like to share ownership of this animal with her.
(No one volunteers.) Hanna tells us that she met with a cold
reception when she denounced the biscuit-snatching Skye as a
“gannet” to the Cairn’s mommy, Michaela. He certainly lives up
to this description this morning, but then so do Tara and Bailey.
Fritz takes no refreshment and seems uninterested in the pile
of biscuits I deposit in the hallway on our return. Perhaps he is
sulking because I have to leave almost immediately – I’m off to
the East End in pursuit of that elusive Indian visa. (In my absence,
ironically, Michaela lets herself in – my long-missing shower
doors have at last arrived.)
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Tuesday, November 19:
It is extremely cold outside this morning, though bright enough,
and Fritz and I start off just as Michaela (still with Skye) arrives
to supervise the installation of the shower doors. Fritz has eaten
very little of late, just as well given yesterday’s substandard poo,
but we did enjoy quite a lengthy late night walk and a good night’s
rest. Janet, with both Daisy-Mae and Dudley, soon comes in
behind us and we walk together with the three dogs as far as the
café. Missing, of course, is Liz – who has left our company for a
short trip to Istanbul and a return to New York. Fritz continues on
down the Randolph roadway, perhaps following Simba, and at the
gate on this side I re-hook him for our return to Coffeeland.
Today we have Janet, Liz, Makiko, Renata, Georgie and Peter
and, indeed, much of the morning’s conversation is devoted to a
detailed analysis of last night’s birthday celebrations in honor of
Peter’s 74th – when fourteen of us foregathered at the Nautilus
fish and chip restaurant in West Hampstead. Most of us ordered
the cod but Georgie, who is afraid of bones, had the scampi,
Renata ordered the plaice and Ofra had the sea bass. I don’t know
why our Greek hosts use matzoh meal batter – but Renata says
she prefers the more traditional coating. As Peter had predicted
portions were generous and we probably shouldn’t have stared
with humus, taramasalata and pitta beforehand. I took the 328 bus
(soon joined by Renata) but I got a ride home from Dan – who is
using Davide’s car while the latter is in Johannesburg.
Georgie has picked up Skye at my house and the Cairn soon
becomes one of my best customers; Bailey and Winnie are also
regular supplicants and so is Daisy-Mae – but here we have the
seeds of a tragedy. Tracy arrives with Sweep, whose white hair
has been allowed to grow out so that he looks like a little lamb.
(Of course Tracy lets Fritz escape again but she manages to pick
him up and return him to our company in short order.) While
she is greeting all the other dogs Daisy-Mae, growing jealous,
decides to indulge herself in a favorite game – pretending that
the biscuit I have just given her is about to be snatched by one of
the other dogs – who need punishment for such effrontery. The
outcome is that little Maxi gets bitten on the “tuchas,” according
to a distraught Renata. Daisy-Mae, undeterred by a tongue-lashing
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from Janet, returns for another biscuit but I have to tell her she’s
through for the day. We make an early departure for home – I need
to check on the shower door people and get ready for another visit
to the physiotherapist.
Wednesday, November 20:
Nighttime has brought more problems – as Fritz has disgorged
his evening meal (in the street, fortunately) and shown a number
of signs of diarrhea during our late night walk. Fearing that this
may be the return of his recurrent gastroenteritis I begin the day
by phoning Hamilton Vets… will Dr. Tom want to undertake his
surgical explorations under such circumstances? The decision
seems to be to bring him in anyway and so we begin our usual
morning in the park – where, to my surprise, Fritz produces a
satisfactory poo after all. I sit down with the others for my usual
coffee and then, amid the good wishes of our pals, I begin the
walk up to Boundary Road. There is a light rain falling and Fritz is
wearing his raincoat.
Dr. Tom is encouraged to proceed with his investigations and so,
at 10:30, I have to leave my dog behind and complete several
errands as I make my way home – where Cathy is admiring the
new bathroom shower door, whose installation yesterday brought
to an end the refurbishment project with which I have lived for
over two months. At 11:40 Dr. Tom calls to report on his findings;
he says that he has biopsied the dog’s stricken liver but that he
sees no signs of any spread of the disease – if cancer is what we
are looking at here. In the early afternoon he calls again to say that
Fritz can come home this afternoon and I make arrangements for
Linda to give me a ride at 6:15.
Tom gives me some antibiotics and a can of convalescent food
but I am surprised to see that Fritz is not wearing a plastic collar;
he does have a bandage on his tummy and on one foot – where
a line was attached – but he seems to be able to walk without
faltering and we let him lift his leg a few times before getting in
the car. He sits and stares for the first hour or so after our return
but I am happy to see him tuck into his supper. It is raining and he
is sleeping deeply on the living room sofa so I do not encourage
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a late night foray. I am exhausted myself, after a day of great
anxiety, and head for an early bed.
Thursday, November 21:
Fritz has spent the night on the sofa and I need to rouse him only
when it is time to go out. I now remove his leg bandage – he still
has one protecting the stitches on his tummy. Again he has no
difficulty navigating and, as we head along the back walkway, he
lifts his leg a number of times and produces a pretty satisfactory
poo. It is extremely cold and there is a nasty wind whipping the
leaves about and after a short time the dog indicates he would just
as soon go home. I am happy to concur and, after less than ten
minutes in the park, we return.
The phone is soon ringing as Tara calls from Boundary Road to
check on the status of the invalid. I leave a message on Georgie’s
phone – explaining our absence at coffee this morning – and then
I take a call from Michaela as well. She is able to hear, in the
background, the happy sound of my dog, exercising his teeth on
the new stuffed toy (a squeaking weasel I think) that she brought
him only Tuesday.
The rest of the day seems to be normal enough – more toy
chewing, more naps, a healthy appetite at dinner, a walk of normal
length at night. He jumps up onto the bed thereafter and spends a
quiet night with his doggy dreams.
Friday, November 22:
The sun is making an appearance as we head for the park on
another windy and chilly day. Fritz produces a quite satisfactory
poo at first, but as we continue on our well-remembered walkways
there is a marked deterioration in the quality of this substance.
Still, the dog seems bright enough, greeting a new Staffie named
Mocha and enjoying the latest chapter of park activity with his
nose. In the parking lot a car is just pulling into one of Ofra’s
favorite spots and Fritz seems to feel she should soon be emerging
from the driver’s door. Only when I can convince him that Ofra’s
car is parked several slots away, does he give up on this hope and
join me in a return march to the café.
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This morning we have Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Davide, Renata,
Debbie, Karen, Makiko and Peter. The latter is collecting lottery
and turf money and fretting over his crashed banking site – which
Karen says she will help him with next week. Janet shows off
her new teeth – she has five new implants as of Wednesday.
Davide announces that his parents will soon arrive to join him
and Dan on their annual junket to Mexico. Today is Makiko’s
birthday (tomorrow Emilio’s) and she has brought a panettone
for us. Today is also the fiftieth anniversary of the assassination
of JFK and this is a central topic this morning. I note that there
is an interesting resonance at the moment for me s ince Daniel
Radcliffe has been in town to promote his latest film, Kill Your
Darlings, a slice of early Beat Generation history, in which he
plays Allen Ginsberg – with whom I watched TV coverage of the
assassination in San Francisco fifty years ago today. I now have to
answer many questions about Fritz’s health – with results still not
available. I am able to note that while he was under the anesthetic
on Wednesday they cleaned his teeth!
The others get up to begin their back passage walkround but I am
heading back to the vet for Fritz’s checkup. He squats a number of
times, with only liquid drops falling eventually, and when I report
this to Dr. Janet, a few minutes later, she decides that he must
have a touch of colitis (no temperature, however) and so we leave
Boundary Road with a knapsack full of intestinal formula food
cans and a tube of pro-biotic gunge. The convalescence continues.
Saturday, November 23:
Bright sunlight again presides over life in Paddington Rec as Fritz
and I begin our morning in the park. The dog seems to have spent
a comfortable night and he seems lively enough now – but he is
spooked by all the footie noise ahead of us and I have to put him
back on lead in order for us to make any progress through the
arriving crowds. Some of our folk are already getting settled in the
doggy compound at the café but we continue on as Fritz makes
extremely slow progress past the tennis courts. I am keeping my
eye open for any sign of a poo – but by the time we return to the
café there has been nothing to report and, indeed, I never see any
activity in this category this morning.
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As often happens on a bright day the green umbrella has not been
unfurled above our table – since this strategy enables the sun
better to complete its warming work on our well-covered bodies.
Before I can sit down I have to wait out a very long Saturday
morning coffee queue – today is Emilio’s birthday and the coffees
are again on Makiko. That lady is joined today by her husband
– and by Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Dan, Davide, Debbie and Peter.
Winnie, Bailey and Daisy-Mae join the biscuit queue – as I put up
the hood of my coat in a vain attempt to diminish the intensity of
the sun, which is boring into my eyes. Even little Pucci accepts
a biscuit today; he and Bella are both wearing cardigans, or so it
appears – they both look like they should be sporting a pipe as
well.
Makiko passes around some exquisitely packaged Japanese
biscuits as Dan, returning to yesterday’s theme, asks me about my
memories of the Kennedy assassination day. When we get to my
recollections of an afternoon spent with Allen Ginsberg Makiko
somehow comes up with a reference to the famous Howl trial
and I have to add that, in 1957, I attended a day of this tribunal
in San Francisco as well. Dan then questions me about my recent
refurbishments and I invite all present to undertake a tour of
our establishment whenever they like. In the news we have the
outrageous story of three women who were held as virtual slaves
in Lambeth for thirty years. They were evidently allowed outside
the house but were too terrorized to make an escape – a case of
invisible handcuffs. This prompts me to ask if anyone present
would like to admit that he or she is actually a slave as well. We
get up to begin our back passage walkround and I add, “Of course
I am Ofra’s slave and one of the conditions of my servitude,” I
continue as I hand the lady in question another £2 coin, “is that I
have to pay for the privilege.”
Sunday, November 24:
We have a cold and gray morning for our visit to the park today.
Janet is just arriving with Daisy-Mae and we spend the first few
minutes discussing in detail the state of my dog’s health – Fritz
pauses to deposit a satisfactory poo beneath the cypress trees as
evidence. Today he chooses to circle the green itself and we make
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a slow progress in a clockwise direction. I put him on lead as we
near the Morshead roadway – intuiting that he would just as soon
head for home – and two minutes later I am handing him over to
Peter, who already has Pucci in his lap.
There is a very large turnout this morning: Dan, Davide, the
latter’s visiting parents from Sardinia, Janet, Ofra, Georgie,
Karen, Wendy, Hanna, Makiko, Debbie and, of course, Peter. As
they often do, Davide’s parents have brought with them some
delightful Sardinian pastries and these certainly go down well
with the coffee drinkers. Winnie and Bailey would just as soon
tuck in here as well but they have to make do with treats from my
biscuit bag. Daisy-Mae is also a customer today but, for once, the
biscuits are not the origins of her misbehavior; instead she takes
an objection to a passing Golden Retriever, squeezes through the
fence, and attacks the poor chap – spending some time tied to the
naughty fence thereafter. Fritz takes a few biscuits this morning
himself; every time I seem to push his uncertain health prospects
from my mind someone else stops by and asks for a complete
recital of all the medical details that I have already offered again
and again.
Last night’s TV fare is under discussion but I have yet to see the
most recent episode of I’m A Celebrity – preferring to take in
two episodes of the outstanding Danish political drama, Borgen.
Hanna says that she is thinking of taking up skiing again – after
insisting that her lunging exercises have given her thunder thighs
– but Peter is certain she will break a leg if she does so. Ofra
tries on Makiko’s bobble hat; Dan is wearing one with the legend
“Japan.” When we get up to begin our back passage walkround
there are two incidents. First Pucci drops his blue squeaky ball and
Fritz pounces on it. (Oh, let him have it; he needs some happiness
and his own sqweasel has been hidden for the last two days.)
Then, as we clear the cypress trees, the last in a line of caroming
joggers shoulders his way through, tutting in frustration when his
call of “On your left!” is not heeded by the dog owners rapidly
enough. It takes a mountain of restraint, at this moment, for me
to refrain from the obvious response, “There’s a running track on
your left!”
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Monday, November 25:
Fritz has enjoyed another good night, though I do notice that these
days he likes to stay in bed until it is almost time for us to head
for the street. Today it is again bright and sunny, though chilly,
and we make good progress on our journey to the green. Here my
dog gets a fulsome cuddle from Dan, who says that he has learned
about Fritz’s health problems only this weekend. A chap with a
delightful puppy picks his pet up protectively when the two fawncolored English Mastiffs, Barney and Dubs, come loping by – but
these young chaps are quite docile, even shy. Fritz makes such
slow work of our progress down the Randolph roadway, in thrall
to all those intriguing odors, that we only get a far as the tennis
courts before I put his lead back on and we return to the café.
This morning we have a much smaller turnout – Janet, Peter, Ofra,
Dan, Davide and Georgie only. The latter has not only Sparkie
but also Bella, Skye and Pucci with her this morning and I begin
the session by surreptitiously slipping Pucci’s stolen squeaky
ball into his carrier bag –– that is the bag in which he is carried.
The dogs line up for their biscuits – though why Skye thinks it is
necessary to take a few fingers as well the dog treat is beyond me.
Even Fritz accepts a biscuit from me today – usually he waits until
we get home and then he eats five or six as a welcome back treat.
There is no discussion of last night’s TV fare, surprisingly –
perhaps because there is a more important topic needing thorough
discussion… the length of Ofra’s hair. The women and Dan all
seem to think she would look better and younger with it shorter
(I tell her I disagree) and to prove his point Dan takes a picture
of Ofra and then Photoshops his version of her alternate head on
his phone. For his part, Davide is also active with his own phone;
tonight the Mexico-bound foursome will take off from Gatwick
and Davide is delighted to announce that he has succeeded in
getting them an upgrade to club class. Now he is choosing seats
– with lots of instructions from Dan, who has bought a special,
comfy travel outfit from Uniqlo just for the flight. My travel plans
are much more modest – in the next two hours I have to travel to
Clerkenwell to pick up my Indian visa, visit the printers with my
holiday card materials, pick up the laundry at 123 Cleaners and be
213

“Dog Day Aftermath”

home in time to hide the last of Fritz’s antibiotic pills in a slice of
smoked ham.
Tuesday, November 26:
The thermometer, as it has on a number of these recent days,
hovers near the zero mark as I make the last of my preparations
for our morning in the park. It is definitely warmer in the bright
sun that greets us over there but no one would describe today as
balmy in any way. Janet soon comes in behind us and we walk
together as far as the Carlton roadway. She is still puzzling out
the mysteries of Daisy-Mae’s occasionally aggressive behavior
– which she attributes to a sense of ownership when it comes to
our doggy compound. (The Shih-Tzu doesn’t behave this way
elsewhere.) Fritz takes his favorite shortcut through the café
forecourt and then pauses in front of the loos for a long drink
from a water bowl set up for the dogs out front. Renata is heading
toward us with Maxi and I have to provide, not for the last time
this morning, a detailed account of the state of my dog’s health
– even though I do not know any of the critical details yet. Now
we complete a fairly rapid circuit of Mt. Bannister and soon I am
handing Fritz’s lead over to Peter.
In addition to that gentleman our group this morning includes
Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Renata and Karen. While Dudley
barks mindlessly at some offending object in the forecourt
(seconded by Sparkie) Karen tells us that the same builders who
whistled at her yesterday got to see her this morning, fresh from
her bed and still in her pajamas, guiding her pet outside for an
early morning pee. (They still waved.) This leads to an extended
conversation on the subject of the wolf whistle. Renata, who says
that a drunken Irishman passed her by yesterday with a remark
about “a really nice looking bird,” says that she used to resent
such attention mightily and that now she would welcome it with
equal intensity. Karen agrees and adds that the worst moment for
her came in Notting Hill – when a building worker remarked,
from on high, “Hey, do you have a daughter?”
The other end of the table is discussing fashion and I am able to
score a point or two by suggesting that yesterday, as I walked
along Goswell Road in Clerkenwell, I passed a new establishment
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in the empire of the famous architect, Zaha Hadid – in this case
a dress shop. Ofra, the wife of an architect, is deeply impressed,
not only by this discovery but by Zaha herself – and so to further
establish my bona fides I remind the assembled coffee drinkers
that not only did Zaha attend a party at our house (many years
ago) but that she once offered Dorothy a job as her office manager.
Meanwhile, as we get up to begin our scattering, Bailey is
hopping from chair to chair – making sure that no one has left any
food behind.
Wednesday, November 27:
The overnight moisture has lifted as Fritz and I undertake our
usual morning expedition in the park. It is gray and damp but
several degrees warmer than yesterday. It is obvious that someone
has been scattering birdseed along our walkway for crows,
pigeons and magpies are all pecking away. We turn right to pass a
gym class from Paddington Academy on our left and soon arrive
at the green – where we encounter Ofra. I notice that as soon as
she enters the ladies loo she is followed by the ever-dependent
Bailey (no, that’s not to be confused with ever-dependable) and, of
course, Fritz has to head in here as well – just to see what is going
on. A large mob of dog owners is huddling at the eastern end of
the green and heading toward us, chasing his tennis ball, is a little
brown dog named Ned – a remarkable feat when you realize that
he has only three of them, feet that is.
Fritz and I complete our usual circuit and return to the café –
where the turnout is a poor one indeed. This morning we have
only Ofra, Georgie, Janet (who soon leaves for a class) and
Makiko; this means that I take a seat at the far table with these
ladies, a most unusual occurrence. Georgie is wondering what
has happened to the ever-dependable Peter, but the answer
is in her pocket – for she soon discovers a text message on
her phone: “Overslept.” In fact today is a good day to give
this scene a miss for directly opposite us a park employee is
blowing a large number of leaves into several gigantic piles and
the noise is deafening. Before his transfer we could appeal to
head groundsman Boyd in such matters – there should be no
reason why this job can’t be undertaken before the café opens,
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but no one seems in charge anymore. Ofra gets up at one point
and approaches the ear-muffed Sisyphus, but the relief is only
temporary.
Again I have to plead ignorance when I am asked if there has
been any news about Fritz’s condition. Georgie, who is here with
Bella and Skye, as well as Sparkie, says that she has left Winnie at
home and that the spoiled Pug acted like she was wading through
acid when she was asked to put her paws on the wet pavement
this morning. Georgie has been shopping for a Christmas coat for
grandson Oliver and was shocked to find one at a local boutique
for £165 – this for a four year-old who will soon outgrow any
garment. Makiko and I discuss whether I should bring my iPad
to India; she wants me to take pictures with this toy and beam
them back to the coffee drinkers. There is no incentive to linger
(the leaf blower still in spate) and so we begin our back passage
walkround. Heading our way is Wendy; we have to tell her she
will be on her own this morning – “but you can sit inside if you
want,” I add. As we near the cypress trees we encounter Renata
with Maxi. She wants to know if I have heard anything about
Fritz’s condition.
Thursday, November 28:
It’s another gray and damp morning in the park as Fritz and I
begin our usual adventures in the Rec. Janet comes up behind us
with Daisy-Mae and my dog manages to keep in step all the way
to the Carlton roadway. Here we part ways – Fritz dashing through
the café forecourt and heading down the Randolph roadway. There
is no left turn at the tennis court alley today and we get almost as
far as the gate before turning around and heading for the café. On
the walkway Janet and Ofra are discussing the latest assault on the
peace of our park – a mesh fence already surrounds a hilly corner
at the eastern end of the green where our planners now want to
install a “bluebell” wood picnic area. To do this they have been
removing trees. Hanna, who now comes around the corner pushing
Yoyo’s baby buggy, denounces the whole scheme as a “vanity
project.” The fear is that here will be yet another precious piece of
public real estate from which dogs will be banned.
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There is only a small turnout again – Georgie (who must leave
after a quick cup of coffee because of a fire alarm test at home),
Janet, Ofra, Hanna, Peter, Makiko and Karen. When everyone is
seated I share, at last, the results of my conversation with Dr. Tom,
who called from the Hamilton Vets yesterday afternoon. As feared,
Fritz does have a liver tumor – but it is not aggressive or invasive
and neither surgery nor chemotherapy is indicated. Fritz may be
issued some liver supplements in pill form and may need to come
in for check-ups monthly (he has an appointment for next Monday
morning). I described his recent behavior to the vet – with good
energy, a lively interest in play, a good appetite and good poo –
and note that it would be hard to concluded from this pattern that
this dog is ill. “And he ‘s not ill,” Tom concluded optimistically.
Obviously I am feeling a bit better about the situation – the others
are vastly relieved – but I have to conclude my recital with an
unhappy addendum; less than an hour before my conversation
with Dr. Tom I learned that my long-time colleague and walking
companion, Tosh Lee, has died at home on Monday. Her liver
cancer had been diagnosed a year or so ago; she was 80.
We have two canine visitors in our midst this morning – first the
lively Schnauzer puppy Olive and then the slinky GreyhoundWhippet mix (a Grippet?), Skippy. Skippy soon finds the biscuit
bag. He has a wonderful brindled coat, silky smooth, and soulful
eyes – and everyone enjoys stroking him. On the tabletop the
tabloid and the tongues are flapping – with much schadenfreude
on the subject of Nigella Lawson’s alleged cocaine habit. Most
of those present are outraged by the invasion of privacy that has
characterized the media coverage of these matters; Hanna, looking
at a picture of Nigella on her new U.S. show, says, “Look, she’s
got her tits out; they don’t let her get her tits out on the BBC.” As
we get up to begin our back passage walkround Karen, bless her
heart, agrees to pay a visit at noon to Peter’s house – so she can
help him deal with his week-long frustrations over his Google
mail settings. She will even bring lunch.
Friday, November 29:
It’s cold and gray outside today – though I have disdained my
long underwear – and I am hoping for some rapid movement
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along the back walkways of Paddington Rec. Fritz threw up
after an extensive visit to the park yesterday afternoon, ate no
dinner, and produced no poo on our late night walk – so I need to
keep an eye on him, even more intensely than usual. Janet soon
passes us by with Daisy-Mae and then the Weimaraner pair of
Pasha and Chicca, with the nanny I assume, also trot by. After
making his way through the café forecourt Fritz again chooses
a straightforward march along the Randolph walkway. Here my
heaving dog pauses to deposit two pools of yellowish slime on the
pavement. This is dispiriting but nothing compared to the anguish
of the aforementioned nanny – who has lost contact with Pasha.
A feverish search is taking place at our end of the green but there
is no sighting of the sleek brown dog by the time we return for
coffee – perhaps she has just gone home.
Our group this morning includes Peter, Karen, Janet, Georgie,
Ofra, Wendy, Makiko, Hanna and Yoyo – well, the ailing black
Schnauzer has her baby carriage pushed up to the table just like
any other customer. After we have been seated for a while Denise,
on a visit from Amsterdam, joins us for a visit with her friend
Eileen. She has brought some Dutch cookies with her and these
are soon passed around. The dogs must make do with my biscuits
and Skye, Daisy-Mae and Sparkie are all in eager attendance. I
have to repeat Fritz’s recent health history on several occasions –
leaving out the section on brackish yellow pools. Hanna insists on
picking up my dog and administering a brief Reiki treatment.
It is a fortuitous accident that Denise is here today for I choose
this moment, assisted by Makiko’s iPad, to share with my friends
the first viewing of Volume V in “The Life Among The Dog
People of Paddington Rec” series – which I have added to my
website as an e-book entitled Invasion of the Biscuit Snatchers.
We begin with a Janet-designed cover photo of Bailey (wearing
glasses) at table; but there is also a picture of Denise pushing old
Albert in his wheelchair – with Hanna walking alongside – and
one of Peter on the Randolph roadway with his dog, the late Holly.
Everyone seems charmed by this glance back at their own history
(the book covers 2008-2009); Hanna and Peter both want me to
email them copies of their respective photographs and Denise, in
a nostalgic mood, begins to talk about her Maida Vale High days
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as a PE student in the park. She and Eileen have already toured
Liberty’s and viewed the Oxford Street Christmas lights and now
they are off to Harrods. I am urged to take the rest of the biscuits
home with me. “Alright,” I respond, “I could never resist a mini
stroopwafel.”
Saturday, November 30:
Pepper has been our guest for almost a full day by the time Fritz
and I are ready to begin our morning in the park. I had to feed
the dogs separately last night – for Fritz needed a milder diet
(after his recent bout of dyspepsia) and I therefore chopped up
some pasta for him. Some of this came up as well but how much I
couldn’t say – since my dog re-scarfed the lot soon thereafter. The
two dogs did well speeding along the leaf-covered pavements on
our late night walk – while I kept crossing and uncrossing their
leads – and both settled down on my bed for a quiet sleep. Pepper
mutters in protest whenever there is an unfamiliar sound but, on
the whole, he was quieter than usual last night.
Quieter than usual indoors – but as soon as we get outside this
morning he begins his litany of shrieks at any passing presence,
human or canine. I keep him on lead as we follow Fritz’s normal
circuit; in the tennis court alley I finally get to see my dog produce
some poos. There is another little Schnauzer tied to the fence in
our doggy compound – as his mommy completes her jog – but
he is the only exotic canine specimen this morning – if you don’t
count the yelping Pepper. Pepper is mostly interested in biscuits
but he also has to fight off the advances of the ever-randy Dudley
and with a history of spinal trouble he doesn’t need the weight
of the white dog on his back as well. Karen puts her dog outside
our fence on several occasions but he keeps sneaking back in
and eventually she has to leave. (This unwanted humping may
be one of the consequences of that fateful decision not to neuter
the Coton.) Sparkie is also having problems – since Georgie has
Winnie in her lap and there is no room for him. “There are plenty
of laps down there,” Georgie says, pointing at our end of the table.
Again we have Denise with us and we get a full report on
yesterday’s shopping day with Eileen, who returned to Amsterdam
this morning. Denise has a new smart phone and Karen has to
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offer advice on that dreadful adjunct to such toys – roaming
charges. Georgie now exchanges four £1 coins for two £2 ones
in Peter’s possession – under the jealous eyes of her pal, Ofra.
Earlier Georgie has said that the pub on which a helicopter has
crashed in Glasgow is one she knows well. Wendy has brought
with her a supply of redundant tennis balls but we let Karen take
the lot – Fritz has enough of these toys at home. The familiar
refrain of “Shut up, Sparkie!” has been replaced by “Shut up,
Pepper!” this morning, but as soon as we get home Linda arrives
to retrieve her pet and silence again reigns.

220

“Dog Day Aftermath”
Life Among The Dog People of Paddington Rec,
Volume X

By Anthony Linick

Chapter 7—December, 2013

I received this greeting from Fritz during my winter trip to India.

“Dog Day Aftermath”

Sunday, December 1:
We’ve had better mornings. Indeed, I would say that our problems
began yesterday – when the dog again demonstrated signs of
digestive difficulties at both ends. I tried a mild mealtime recipe
(chicken and rice) but there were some messy poos during our
late night walk and I can now see quite a messy bottom as we get
up on a gray and chilly December morning. During my usual prewalk ritual (TV, computer, coffee) I can hear the dog whining a
bit in the living room and eventually, some twenty minutes or so
before our usual departure time, I decide we should head for the
park now. Sure enough there are more messy poos and one pool
of whitish vomit as well. Fritz is straining away at his labors and
when he is finished I decide that we need a brief pit stop back
at home and that some immediate attention must be paid to an
encrusted backside.
It is the first time I have used my new bathtub and I can see that
it will serve well as a puppy sluice; there is a very nice short
spray attachment and the tub itself is quite deep – making escape
unlikely – and I have soon washed away all the nasty poo. When
I open a drawer to fetch one of his towels I notice that Fritz has
befouled some of the pillow cases atop the bed and these will
have to be replaced when we return a second time – for now
we return to the park, entering the Morshead gate this time, and
beginning a slow circuit of the green as Fritz continues to make
unhappy deposits. (The dog already has an appointment at the
vet’s tomorrow – just as well.) Peter is standing in front of our
compound as we complete our circle and, the doors of the café
having just opened, I hand him my dog’s lead and head inside as
today’s first customer. Outside we have Georgie, Janet, Ofra and
Peter – but Karen and Debbie make late appearances as well.
Fritz approaches the biscuit bag several times but takes no
refreshment – leaving this job to Bailey, Sparkie and Winnie. Ofra
says that her daughter Lee has somehow picked up a pet bunny
in Bristol and there is some anxiety over how Bailey will react if
she brings it home during the holidays – will he love it to pieces?
Ofra also reports that at the casino a girlfriend has mischievously
told another Israeli not to mess with Ofra because our friend is, in
fact, an army major. This is not an easy concept to encompass –
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“Troops, today we march on Harvey Nichols!” Meanwhile Janet
has pulled an Ofra – having lost a new red hat somewhere at
home. Karen reports that she and others visited a dying friend at
hospital yesterday, taking the lady with them for lunch at Chelsea
Market, where she threw up and then smoked a joint. Was Karen
smoking one too? – how else can you explain her latest purchase
(soon on view on her telephone) – an elf hat for Dudley. Debbie
reports that she took Pucci up to the newly renovated Kenwood
yesterday – but the little dog kept sinking into deep leaf piles and
the experience wasn’t a happy one. I am not too happy with the
further misadventures of my dog – who poos several times on the
way home, finally producing only a few clear drops as he squats
gingerly.
Monday, December 2:
No change then – for we have again experienced another version
of the previous day’s unhappy developments. Fritz threw up much
of his evening meal and squatted unhappily a number of times on
our late night walk (without soiling himself, I am happy to report)
and this morning he again whines near the front door when it is
time to begin our day in the park. He squats as soon as we reach
the Rec fence and, just as Janet enters with Daisy-Mae, he throws
up at her feet. Poor fellow.
We continue slowly on our way, with a few more ever sloppier
deposits, and we have just about reached the stage of seeing
nothing but clear liquid drops when we have completed our usual
circuit of Mt. Bannister. I have reminded the others that we will
not be joining them for coffee this morning and so, as we reach
the Carlton roadway, we make our exit and begin a slow march up
to the Hamilton Vet’s on Boundary Road. Here I notice that Mr.
Ross’s extremely useful print shop – where the ASL Standard was
printed for over twenty-five years – has lost its successor tenant, a
knitting shop, and now houses an emporium for nails and tattoos.
Well I suppose the latter is another kind of printing.
We are greeted just at 10:00 by Dr. Tom, and I am soon offering
a brief history of my dog’s digestive system. Tom takes
Fritz’s temperature (negative) and rules out any post-surgical
complications. He decides to return the dog to the regimen
instituted ten days ago by Dr. Janet, though this time he gives the
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dog a shot and prescribes some pills to assist the stricken liver.
He doesn’t seem to be as worried as I am, which is a good sign;
indeed at one point he says that, of all the recent biopsies he has
seen, Fritz’s is the most hopeful – whatever that means.
Carrying a shopping bag with more food cans, antibiotics, probiotic gunge and liver supplements, I am soon free to begin the
long walk home. I need to dash across Maida Vale itself in order
to avoid a leaf-eating Zamboni and at the corner with Carlton
Vale we meet up with a woman who is just putting down a dog
that she has carried across the same highway. The dog, I soon
learn, is a senior Jack Russell named Pumpkin – she is wearing a
lovely lilac coat with matching fur collar. It says something about
the celebrity of my pet, who, by now, is such a well-known park
character, that this woman, whom I have never seen before, says,
“Isn’t that Fritz?”
Tuesday, December 3:
We begin the day in convalescent mode – as I have spent the
previous afternoon and evening keeping a close eye on my ailing
dog. He was still squatting a lot during our afternoon outing but he
managed to hold down his evening meal (intestinal formula food
with home-cooked rice) and he swallowed (with some struggle)
his first liver pill. He offered nothing from the rear end on our
late night walk and spent a normal night atop the bed – he did not
seem to need an early or urgent trip outside this morning and so,
with hopes raised, we head for the Rec on a very cold and gray
day.
Karen is just entering with Dudley and a telephone glued to her
head; she lets me listen in and I recognize Renata’s voice. Karen
heads to the right as we turn left, soon overtaken by Janet and
Daisy-Mae. Fritz offers two serviceable poos back here but I do
lose track of him for a while as I pause to pass on to Suzanne the
news that there will be a memorial service for our colleague Tosh
on Sunday afternoon. When we reach the green Fritz offers his
oft-repeated heaving charge, one that I know will end in a gout of
vomit when he at last opens his throat. Today this is just a small
pool of grass – he has been dosing himself – but this does mean
that he has been able to retain last night’s meal and it nutriments.
Heading toward us is the other Schnauzer invalid, Yoyo, in her
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pushchair, but Hanna stops to scoop up my dog, showering him
with kisses before putting him down. By this time we can take our
seats at our table beneath the green umbrella.
With the late addition of Wendy, Renata and Makiko (back from
another short trip to Greece) we are an even dozen this morning –
as Georgie, Janet, Karen, Ofra, Hanna, Peter, Suzanne, and Denise
take places at our table. It is Denise’s last day among us – she says
that last night she booked a week for herself in Barbados. Suzanne
has brought with her not only her own Sunny but the Vizsla pair
of Suki and Bronny, whom she is watching this week. For some
reason Suki falls in love with Peter and eventually she climbs into
his lap – leaving behind a scrim of red hair. Fritz is also lapbound
today. Having been seized by his Auntie Hanna again, he enjoys
an extended cuddle. Hanna chews some of my Shapes biscuits
into smaller piece and hand-feeds them to the dog; she even lets
him drink from her water glass. At the other end of table they
are discussing diver Tom Daley’s decision to announce his gay
identity and then they go on to recent expulsions from I’m A
Celebrity. Janet is passing around for the first time the menu we
will be choosing from at our Christmas gathering at the Squirrel
on the 17th. We begin a back passage walkround; Hanna thinks it
is a sign of Fritz’s recovering health that, as we march along, he
makes several attempts to steal Pucci’s squeaky ball from the little
Yorkie’s mouth.
Wednesday, December 4:
Fritz is again slow to part with his first poo – which I consider
a positive sign – as we conclude a slow march to the green on
a misty, gray morning. Peter is already keeping vigil under the
umbrella as we pass through the café forecourt and the only
unusual sighting is a face-to-face meeting with Janet and Karen,
heading toward us with their dogs in the narrow alley behind
the tennis courts. There is only a small turnout at breakfast this
morning – just Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Karen, Makiko and the
aforementioned Peter.
Peter’s new phone goes off and he has trouble answering it.
Makiko is trying to give me a detailed lecture on iPad photo
sharing – to no avail. I feel quite envious of Ricky: Ofra traded
225

“Dog Day Aftermath”

him a sack of doughnuts for the car keys this morning. Georgie
is giving us some of the details of her weekend jaunt to Hereford
– grandson Oliver is spending the holidays in South Africa with
his parents and she needs to deliver his Christmas presents early.
As Fritz snuggles into Karen’s lap I describe a much more modest
journey – today is one of those errand extravaganza ordeals that
should take me to the 123 Cleaners, to Sali’s for a haircut, to the
book recycling bin at the Warwick Avenue tube stop, then on to
the West End for stops at John Lewis, HMV, Boots, Selfridges,
M&S, Rymans and the ironmongers on Marylebone Lane.
The worst of it all, I am able to add, is that every one of my
purchases lies in the “necessary” category – not one item to
delight or enthrall. In fact, as I doggedly pursue this itinerary,
things go from bad to worse. In the London is a Small Town
category I spot both Wendy and Vass doing their Christmas
shopping on Oxford Street and, in the food halls of John Lewis,
there is little Pippa, the hearing-ear Papillion, accompanying
her owner through the aisles. Soon after leaving this emporium,
however, I undertake one of my patented tumbles onto the fastapproaching pavement. Two passersby hoist me to my feet and I
seem to be okay (not counting two mildly bruised knees) but my
clothing is intact this time. As I persevere in my pointy rounds it
soon becomes obvious, however, that I am in a state of semi-shock
because both of my wrists have taken quite a jolt when I broke my
fall with the palms of my hands. Soon even mild tasks that require
hand manipulation become painful and good sense really requires
that I abort this mission. I do not – persisting in completing the list
and eliminating only all those Maida Vale stops that should have
concluded this journey by hopping aboard a taxi on Marylebone
High Street. I need to hide some pills in Fritz’s lunch and take
him out for his afternoon walk before I can have a well-deserved
lie-down. I consider it a minor triumph that, as I rise at last, I have
enough dexterity to type this.
Thursday, December 5:
I have spent a rather uncomfortable night – trying to find
comfortable positions for my sore wrists – and many hand
movements are still painful. Among these is zipping up my
coat, a bit of a problem on a morning as cold as this one. I drop
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Fritz’s lead over one of the spikes of the park fence so that I
can drop some garbage off in the black bin and thereafter we
continue forward at reasonable speed – as the sun makes its first
feeble efforts to emerge. The tennis court alley seems to be the
favorite spot for the morning’s first squat these days and so it is
this morning. Then we spend a little time in the Carlton roadway
doggy area before returning to the café.
Blarina is suffering from a sore throat and she is giving some of
the others a complete account of symptoms and remedies as we
wait for our coffee this morning. When we get outside I learn
from Janet that our senior barista is, in fact, pregnant – and that
she will be leaving Metty’s employment at Christmastime. This is
good news (for her) and bad news (for the rest of us) at the same
time. Bad news is the specialty of The Daily Mail, which Karen
is devouring outside; there is a universal conclusion that its motto
should be “Never is Heard an Encouraging Word.” Nigella’s use
of cocaine is highlighted today but Karen at last comes across a
cheering sight – a photo of Brad Pitt. Others present today include
Georgie, Ofra (drinking from a cafetiere of mint tea today), Peter
and Suzanne.
Suzanne has the same canine trio (Sunny, Bronny and Suki)
at her feet and Suki keeps up an extensive conversation on the
subject of snacks and ball. Both Suzanne and I have received
quite a few communications of late on the subject of the death
of our colleague, Tosh Lee. I mention that I had another brief
ASL frisson the other night when, on the six o’clock news, they
interviewed the vice-chairman of the 1922 club, Tory MP Charles
Walker. He is in his mid-forties now but he was one of my
students in my very first months at the American School – when
he was fourteen.
Friday, December 6:
Unfortunately I had to leave Fritz twice yesterday – he
disapproves of this act mightily when it occurs only once in
the calendar day, but twice is outside the pale. In the morning,
however, I needed to complete all those Maida Vale errands
(bank, newsagent, market, doctors’ surgery) that an early end
to Wednesday’s itinerary had left undone; in the afternoon I
decided I really needed to have someone look at my sore wrists
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and this meant a visit to Accident and Emergency at St. Mary’s
in Paddington. I checked to see if Linda was about – in case I got
held up at this often busy spot and the dog needed someone to
look in on him – then I gave Fritz an early walk in the park and
shortly before 2:00 I headed for the tube station.
These days hardly a week passes without some new story about
crises in the NHS and, even more specifically, in its emergency
wing – so I have to report that my experience was a happy
one indeed. Within two hours I had seen the receptionist (who
easily found me in the computerized records – I first reported
here in 1970), seen the triage nurse, been examined by a nurse
practitioner, had my left wrist x-rayed (which they routinely do if
you have had a crash like mine and are over 55), had my x-rays
studied (no broken bones, just a severe sprain), been issued with
a hand brace and a prescription for pain killers (which I didn’t
need to take) and sent on my way home. I did stop off at the newly
refurnished Starbucks on Randolph Avenue and ordered a mocha
frappuccino grande – no chance of any of it melting in the frigid
nighttime air as I walked home; here I shared some rice crackers
with the convalescent dog and sipped my drink – glad to get this
day over with at last. It was just as well, incidentally, that I did get
home in a timely fashion: Linda was much delayed in Cambridge
when a tree fell on the rail line.
Today I am back in long underwear for our trip to the park –
where Schnauzers rule. First we encounter Monty, who is part
of a dog walker’s entourage, then (after completing most of our
Mt. Bannister circuit) we meet the lively puppy Olive, and, after
I am at last seated, there goes Gus, wrapped in a leather coat. My
human tablemates are Janet, Ofra (who has a bad cold), Georgie,
Karen, Peter, Wendy and our well-tanned Mexican duo, Dan and
Davide. The latter have brought some chocolates – with tequila
or Kahlua centers – and these are passed around the table. So is
the Christmas menu at The Squirrel and Janet asks us to make our
choices now – Ofra doesn’t see anything she likes. Peter collects
racing money and the dogs lay siege to my biscuit bag; I am
surprised and gratified to note that my own dog is in the queue this
morning. Karen is making her usual close study of the newspaper.
It goes without saying that the news story of the day is the death,
after so many years of ill health, of Nelson Mandela.
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Saturday, December 7:
Janet comes in behind us, shortly after our day in the park has
begun, and today she has not only Daisy-Mae with her but the
cardigan-clad Bella as well. This is because Georgie has departed
for Hereford; Dan has Sparkie. After we have lost sight of Janet
and her dogs for five minutes or so we encounter her again
heading our way behind the tennis courts and this time Fritz
decides to follow this party – indeed he leads the way up up the
embowered walkway toward the “bluebell wood” at the top of the
rise. Facing the green again we also pick up Debbie, walking with
Pucci, and a bit of evasive action is needed urgently when my dog
spots the little Yorkie’s blue squeaky ball. I decide to put Fritz
back on lead so that there will be no additional wandering and we
all head for the café.
The turnout is again rather small – especially for a weekend – just
Janet, Dan, Debbie, Ofra, Makiko and Peter – with Vlad at the
little table behind us. Ofra still has a heavy cold and she can’t
escape a flood of well-meaning advice on what she should do next
– especially from the doctor’s wife. Janet reports that Renata is
also ill – something about her re-heating of a supermarket chicken
causing tummy problems. And Makiko is limping around on a
sore corn – just to complete triage. Janet is still collecting money
and recording Christmas menu choices – and Dan in still trying
to drum up enthusiasm for a secret Santa sub-theme. Meanwhile
Peter announces that we have had two wins in last night’s lottery
and this means that this time we have almost reclaimed our
original stake.
Ofra now expresses shock over the departure, last night, of Joey
Essex – who came only fourth in I’m A Celebrity. Get Me Out
of Here! I have to agree – Joey (whose celebrity was so great
I had never heard of him) seemed to make ignorance somehow
charming – he didn’t know what “submerged” meant, he was
astonished that stick insects looked like sticks, he didn’t know that
an emu was a bird. I have also seen Robbie William’s Palladium
show – I felt I had to do this after the showman’s recent visit to
the park. (The theme was Swingtime and indeed, there were a few
numbers from the swing era this time.) Hearing all this Makiko
expresses astonishment at my viewing habits, a guilty secret, she
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avers – but I have to tell her there is no guilt here whatsoever and
that TV has always been one of my academic specialties. This
leads to the time that Dorothy and I were part of a panel on the
“Social Significance of Soap Opera” at the very first convention
of the Popular Culture Association. This surprising information
is soon being explored on Makiko’s phone – by the time she has
uncovered two of my popular culture publications I have won her
permission to keep on watching.
Sunday, December 8:
The sun is making an appearance on a chilly December morning
as Daisy-Mae and her sleepover roommate Bella come marching
in behind us with Janet. There is a squirrel on the running track
and this excites the attentions of Daisy-Mae – who gets a chance
to chase this animal when he (or she) squeezes beneath the fence
and heads for the trees. Fritz circles the café forecourt and heads
down the Randolph roadway, passing Peter – who is already
standing sentry at the gate of our doggy compound. Today we
resume our usual circuit, passing behind the tennis courts and
crossing through the parking lot. On a Sunday is it so quiet back
here – after all, you can park for free on the local streets on the
weekend.
In addition to Peter we have only Janet, Ofra, Dan, Debbie
and Karen this morning – with Makiko and Matthew arriving
somewhat later. Dan has his heart set on a Secret Santa component
at the doggy people’s Christmas party on the 17th and he tries to
extract commitments to participate from those assembled. Peter
and I refuse, Karen won’t be here and Matthew may not be present
– so it isn’t the best possible start for this venture. Instead I offer
my own version of a Christmas present for everyone – that is a
new version of my business card with the website details needed,
at no cost, to download (in whole or in part) Volume V in the
“Life Among The Dog People of Paddington Rec” cycle, Invasion
of the Biscuit Snatchers. Bailey, the cover-boy for this volume,
assisted by his pal Sparkie, lives up to his reputation as we speak.
Danielle’s boyfriend comes by to pick up Bella, who will soon be
reunited at the airport with her mommy.
Makiko has found a £1 coin in the park and this she turns over
to Peter to add to the coffers. Ofra is celebrating the departure of
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Emmerdale’s Lucy Pargeter from I’m A Celebrity, Get Me Out of
Here! last night. I add that I was really surprised that she outlasted
the popular Joey Essex. This show will conclude this weekend
and our other favorite, Strictly Come Dancing, is winding down
as well. I am one of the first to leave today – noting that there is
still much I need to do in anticipation of this afternoon’s memorial
service for Tosh Lee. Fritz and I head down the Morshead
roadway, usually the fastest route out of here, but the dog makes
such slow work of sniffing every leaf and blade of grass that no
time is saved by this strategy whatsoever.
Monday, December 9:
The sun is shining brightly and temperatures are mild enough as
Fritz and I begin a new week in the park. As often happens, our
entry is slow in the extreme – with the dog pausing to sample the
few grass shoots that peek through the leaf litter. I urge him to get
a move on and he responds eventually – pausing first to deposit
the best poo I have seen in ten days. After marching through the
café forecourt we turn left on the Randolph roadway – where the
triplets, dressed identically in boots, hooded bomber jackets and
scarves, are stomping about….one is smacking his brother in the
head. Jo Lynn is heading our way with Tilly and she pauses to
offer my dog a bit of carrot – he isn’t interested. It is eerily quiet
behind the tennis courts today – all the courts are empty, there is
no foot traffic and even the walkway itself has been swept clean.
Not much time is spent in the doggy compound and soon Fritz and
I are returning to the café.
We have a lively turnout this morning: Janet, Georgie (returned
from Hereford), Ofra, Makiko, Wendy, Peter, Jo Lynn, Debbie,
Davide, and the latter’s visiting friend, Francesco. Makiko has
brought with her some cornbread she has made – but, sampling
its dry and bland texture, Ofra says she doesn’t like it. “I knew
you’d say something negative,” Makiko bristles – but Ofra merely
shrugs her shoulders – “I can’t help it.” Wendy has brought
with her some redundant toys and some dry food pellets and the
latter are doled out to the dogs. Fritz takes some of these treats
and even a few biscuits; perhaps this will help him get over the
disappointment of his latest failed attempt to come away with
Pucci’s blue squeaky ball. He does steal it, but when he drops it
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Peter grabs the dog while Debbie rescues the toy. I remind her
that the victim in such a theft is not the careless Yorkie but me –
if my dog makes it home with this ball I will have to endure an
hour’s worth of manic jaw action. Someone asks Francesco if he
has checked out the Italian deli on Lauderdale Parade. He says
that when he is visiting England he tends to choose something
other that Italian cuisine. Later he says he may visit the National
Gallery; I tell him that he needn’t bother – too many of the
paintings there are also Italian.
After a while Bella rushes up to our gate and begs to be admitted,
showering both Janet and Georgie with kisses. She has arrived
in anticipation of her owner, the vet Danielle, who soon joins us
as well. She too has brought a taste treat, a foil-wrapped package
of sliced banana chips picked up during her recent L.A. visit at
Trader Joe’s. I have to tell her that they are too sweet and airfilled and that the ones in the Middle Eastern stores on Maida
Vale Parade are better. As we begin our back passage walkround
Danielle, who is fascinated that we share both an L.A. and a
Michigan State background, tells me that the Spartans have
defeated Ohio State in the Big Ten Championship and can claim
a Rose Bowl bid on January 1. She seems to be sharing her time
between a surgery in Earl’s Court and one in the San Fernando
Valley and I suggest that there is a book in this – Transatlantic
Vet. She agrees but says that there is a constant problem in
remembering, when dosing animals, whether she is dealing with
UK measurements or American ones. She is just telling us about
performing a Thanksgiving C-section on a pregnant Pit Bull (a
fighting dog banned in the UK) when we reach the exit gate and
say goodbye.
Tuesday, December 10:
A mysterious ground fog, rising some thirty or forty feet, hugs the
surfaces of the Rec as I look out my window at 7:00 this morning;
most of this has dissipated when, two hours later, is is time for us
to make our own way into this space – pausing, as so often in this
time of holiday mail, to deposit another batch of cards in the post
box at the corner. I am back in boots and, for the first time in the
last five days, I am not wearing a brace on my left hand – I can
now tie my laces without difficulty. Coming in behind us is Janet,
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this time with Daisy-Mae and Sparkie. I ask why she is in charge
of Georgie’s dog and the answer is an interesting one. Sparkie is
one of those dogs who won’t be left alone and he makes so much
noise that the neighbors complain – hence it is easier, on mornings
when there is no other animal at home, to pass him on to Janet.
Fritz, we know, also makes a fuss when left alone – but this dies
down quickly; today he pauses for a drink outside the loos and
then rushes back to the café. This is also a mystery but the answer
is soon revealed: he has heard Pucci’s blue squeaky ball getting a
workout in our compound and here is where he wants to go next.
Debbie, Pucci’s mom, is enjoying a birthday today – a plum and
apricot cake has been supplied and the coffees are on the birthday
girl. Our turnout this morning, in addition to Janet, Georgie, and
Debbie, also includes Davide, Ofra (feeling somewhat better
after a long bout with a cold), Vlad, Karen, Makiko and Peter.
Janet is passing out the Secret Santa slips that Dan has prepared
and Peter gets quite confused when Debbie thanks someone for
a birthday gift – even though this has nothing to do with Santa,
secret or otherwise. Vlad says that he has received a mysterious
text message asking where the Christmas gathering will be held
this year – but he doesn’t know who this is from (perhaps a work
colleague?) and we can’t figure out why anyone would ask Vlad
about our gathering at the Squirrel anyway. Debbie decides to help
our friend out by responding to the text message, typing in “Who
is this?” on Vlad’s phone. There is an almost immediate answer
– “I can’t believe you have deleted my phone number!” So the
mystery deepens.
Daisy-Mae starts a biscuit fight with Skye and we are awestruck with the speed employed by Janet in hoisting her pet
from the fray in one deft sweep. Karen gingerly lofts Fritz for
an extended cuddle on her lap; he serves well as the backrest for
her newspaper. I tell her that I failed him last night, disturbing
our usual routine by watching one more TV program after our
late night walk – rather than going to bed immediately – and that
he showed his disapprobation by spending the night on the sofa.
Karen says that Dudley also sleeps on the bed but that he often
moves about, searching for a cooler, more comfortable spot. Last
night he wanted to lie down precisely where Mommy’s hand
lay. To achieve his desire he began to lick the hand…Karen, fast
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asleep, had to move it – and the little white fellow had his place at
last.
Wednesday, December 11:
As I tap away at the morning e-mails I can hear the unmistakable
signs of vomiting coming from the sitting room – Fritz has
appended a pool of sticky white liquid to the bedspread that
covers his favorite sofa. I clean this up but an hour later, after
some grass munching, a yellower sequel is issued in the park– just
as I was thinking that tummy problems were behind us. It is very
foggy this morning – though the sun makes repeated attempts to
break through. Fritz has a long drink of water outside the ladies
loo but he seems a bit miserable and probably wants to head for
home. Instead, I catch up with him and we return to the café for
our usual morning session.
The café has announced its winter closing dates – from December
24 though January 2 – but, for once, these will not affect me – as
I will be in India with Naomi and Adrian. I wonder how many
of those present at our table will be discomfited – since there is
always a scattering at this time of year. This morning our tribe
includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra (who has added a cough to her
repertoire of symptoms), Davide, Karen, Wendy and Peter. Ofra
describes a concoction she has boiled up for herself – something
combining onion and honey – and adds that she has never taken
an antibiotic. When it turns out that a number of us have had our
seasonal flu shots she wants to know why none of us have told her
about this gesture – as if we were keeping it from her deliberately.
Karen is still musing on the fate of Nigella in the Daily Mail – “I
told you she would come out of this looking like a saint,” she
adds. This is good news for Ofra, who says she used to worship
with Mr. Saatchi, the estranged ex-husband, and that she never
liked him. She hands me two £1 coins in exchange for the £2
one I left at her seat yesterday and Janet also gives me £1 – since
she has misread the price of the meal I have pre-ordered at the
Squirrel. Janet has another project involving cash – she is in
contact with a printer who can, evidently, run off printed copies of
Volume V (Invasion of the Biscuit Snatchers) for those dissatisfied
with mere electronic downloads. Our most accomplished biscuit
binger, Bailey, drives me mad with his importuning this morning
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and the treat bag is soon closed. We begin our back passage
walkround (Fritz producing a reassuring poo) and Daisy-Mae
snatches an empty drinks bottle from the turf of the five-a-side
pitch, proudly carrying this prize all the way to the exit gate.
Thursday, December 12:
I have spent another day worrying about my dog. At lunch he
again disgorged the slices of ham (in which I try to conceal his
liver tablets) and a few minutes later I could hear him moaning
in the sitting room. I rose to discover an unusual sight – Fritz had
his stuffed goose in his mouth and wanted to play! I was happy to
oblige and the football was soon substituted for the goose – with
a wonderful ten-minute play period ensuing in our hallway. But
thereafter he settled in for periods of deep sleep, he showed no
interest in any more food, and he wanted only the briefest of late
night walks.
I put his raincoat on this morning, when I at last rouse him at
departure time – it is not wet but I assume he can use some more
warmth. He trots along almost reluctantly as we reach the park
on another gray and damp morning and once again he is soon
harvesting grass. I persist in completing our usual circuit of
Mt. Bannister and as we pass behind the tennis courts we again
have a pool of yellow grass-peppered vomit. I hand him over to
Peter (who is sitting with Hanna, Davide, Ofra, Janet, Georgie
and Karen) and go inside the café to fetch my coffee. I have
been worrying about the health of one ten-and-a-half year-old
Schnauzer but when I return to our table I discover that another
has fallen – Yoyo has died in Hanna’s arms on Tuesday afternoon!
The black Schnauzer, at rest in her pushchair, had been a familiar
sight since last summer, when heart problems first surfaced on
the really hot days, but I don’t think any of us understood the
seriousness of her condition. This is devastating news for Hanna,
of course, and also for Yoyo’s owners, Tim and Lizzy, who are
expecting a baby any minute now. Hanna seems to be holding up
pretty well after this loss – and now she has Fritz, soon in her lap,
to fuss over.
The others offer their condolences to Hanna and then go on to
discuss the wrinkles (or lack thereof) on the faces of Joan Collins,
Brad Pitt and Carol Vorderman – Yoyo’s loss, for them, not being
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(in Auden’s words) “an important failure.” Hanna is trying to get
Fritz to eat something and she does succeed with some Butcher’s
Hearts – which Peter has brought today. To distract her from a
never-ending stream of suggestions on the subject of the health of
my dog I ask her if she saw Lucan, the first of a two-part drama on
ITV last night – knowing, in fact, that the son of the long-missing
aristocrat (whose final sightings are the subject of this production)
used to live in her building. She decides that Fritz’s coat is too
tight and loosens it before returning the dog to the ground – so
that we can begin another back passage walkround and another
day of watchful anxiety.
Friday, December 13:
Fritz seems to have suffered no new medical crises since we were
last in the park. I followed Hanna’s suggestions on his evening
meal – preparing some mashed potatoes in which to embed his
chicken, and he seemed to enjoy this at dinnertime. Everything
managed to stay down as well and to keep it that way I now use
the lead to guide the dog past the outcroppings of grass as we
make our way slowly to the café. Here Hanna is already seated
with Peter and she is calling for my pet and so we enter as well,
foregoing any further exploration this morning.
In addition to Hanna and Peter our morning session also includes
Dan, Janet, Georgie, Debbie, Ofra, Makiko and, after a long
absence due to a tummy bug, Renata. I have left my biscuits
behind me but Peter again has some good snacks and Hanna
hand-feeds the spoiled Fritz and then turns him upside down so
that she can administer a Reiki treatment. She says his health is
improved today and then we get another encyclopedia of serving
suggestions. The other dogs stare at me balefully and Daisy-Mae,
in her disappointment, rushes through the fence and attacks poor
Cleopatra, who is walking by innocently with owner Lenny. Again
I have to give detailed health bulletins, especially to Renata, and
Georgie and I discuss the care and feeding of Fritz while I am
away. Hanna says I need to turn over to Georgie a t-shirt I have
worn in order to comfort a sleeping Fritz in his home away from
home.
Janet is agitated over the failure of her printer – which has failed
just as she was printing next year’s doggies in the park calendar.
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Ofra is puzzling out where to buy a new perfume (with her pals
eagerly pursuing the answer to this question on their telephones).
Makiko says she has taken delivery of some white truffles from
Matthew’s Italian aunt and that some of this delicacy has already
ended up on this morning’s scrambled eggs. Hanna asks Dan
about tickets to The Book of Mormon but the answer is not
encouraging – and outrageously expensive: this is not one of the
shows in which he has a professional interest. Today I have to
go to the doctor – in part to find out if I need to take any health
precautions on the eve of my India trip – and so I am just as happy
that we now make an early start for home.
Saturday, December 14:
The sun is shining brightly, though it is quite cold in the park this
morning. I do not put his coat on the dog and he seems to trot
along expeditiously enough without it. We have enjoyed another
near-normal day – and again I have followed one of Hanna’s
recipes at evening time: mackerel in tomato sauce mixed into his
mashed potatoes. This Fritz seemed to enjoy (and keep down) and
he even produced a good poo on our late night walk. Now all I
have to do is discourage too much grass grazing as we make our
way along the back walkways. We are overtaken by Janet, with
Daisy-Mae, and I ask her how the battle with her reluctant printer
has ended. She is able to report victory – having succeeded in
fixing the broken part with cellotape. She says that what she really
resented in all this was the fact that she had just installed two
new expensive ink cartridges and these too might have been lost
if the machine had to be junked. Now she has resumed calendar
printing. We reach the café and Fritz pauses for a drink of water
in front of the ladies’ loo – but he doesn’t seem much interested in
further exercise and so we enter our doggy compound just as the
doors of the café are being opened wide enough to accommodate
the triple-wide stroller of the resident triplets.
The coffees are on Karen, this morning – in honor of Dudley’s
birthday; in fact she will miss this event next week for today
she departs on a three-week trip to China and Australia. She has
brought cards and presents for the other dog people and these are
now distributed – I pass out my holiday cards as well. Among the
gifts is a large tin for dog biscuits, with treats inside, and these are
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now distributed. (Her gift to me is a beautiful Royal Doulton dish
embossed with the legend, “Every Dog Has Its Day.) From the tin
Fritz enjoys a Schmacko strip and he takes some bacon-shaped
treats from me as well. He spends most of the session enjoying
another Reiki treatment from Aunt Hanna. I hand out a lot of
biscuits, first to Pucci (who needs to have his broken in two first),
then Bailey, Sparkie and Daisy-Mae. We have several canine
visitors today – first there is a Daisy-Mae clone named Coco,
whom Dudley enjoys chasing around our table. Then there is the
only dog actually permitted in the forecourt – a large black dog
named Eddie, who is a guide-dog in training. In fact the forecourt
is home to the French Bulldog, Bonaparte, whom we usually see
only at night; he is here with mom, dad and a newborn, the latter
nestled into dad’s chest.
In addition to those already mentioned our morning group also
includes Peter (who accompanied Hanna on an expedition to
Westbourne Grove yesterday), Georgie, Debbie, Renata, Ofra and
Dan – who is soon off to work; he is spending several days at his
new place of employment so he can slide into his new posting in
the new year. Peter says that he really enjoyed yesterday’s outing
with Hanna and that he was amazed (after years with the Kilburn
High Road) at how posh the shops were in Notting Hill – “Even
the betting shops!” he sighs. Debbie reports that she has bought a
little trampoline to jump on while she is watching television and
Hanna says that a better form of exercise would be a lover – “You
burn 2000 calories every time.” This figure is disputed by Karen,
and I, too, wonder how much exercise there is in lying there and
thinking of England. Hanna now produces her phone so that she
can show a picture of the latest arrival – for yesterday Lizzy and
Tim, the same pair who lost their Yoyo on Tuesday, welcomed
new baby Liliane Audrey.
Sunday, December 15:
I was surprised to find a light rain falling when Fritz and I began
our late night walk and both surprised and disappointed that – no
sooner had we returned from a short outing – Fritz managed to
disgorge much of his evening meal onto the TV room carpet. (Was
the canned tuna in his mashed potatoes too rich?) Before I have
had a chance to sit down at the café this morning I have had to
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give health bulletins twice, first to Janet and then to Hanna. (There
is as much attention paid to my dog’s stomach as there was to the
digestive processes of the Last Emperor.) After Fritz has a drink in
front of the ladies loo we complete our usual circuit – but on lead
this time since I don’t want too much grass guzzling. It is a lovely
morning, fairly mild and quite sunny, and I will again need my
sunglasses.
It seems strange to stare at a picture of myself as I wait for my
coffee – but this is because the café staff have perched my holiday
card on a tray that faces the counter. Outside the festive season
continues to echo, with lots of cards and presents exchanged; I
get a squeaky reindeer toy for Fritz from Ofra and from Peter
there is a welcome brown envelope containing £7, my winnings
in yesterday’s turf action. Ofra herself has a juicy cough and
Hanna (who is full of advice on inhalation strategies) suggests that
the cigarette in our Israeli friend’s hand is probably not helping.
Dan, Georgie, Debbie, Matthew and Makiko are also present this
morning. Most of those present have been watching the X-Factor
finals and Dan now offers an impression of each of the judges,
none of whom (Nicole Scherzinger, Sharon Osborne, Louis
Walsh) escapes his disdain. Ofra and I are also loyal to Strictly
Come Dancing and to Corrie’s Natalie Gumede.
Fritz spends the first half of the session relaxing into a Reiki
session on Hanna’s lap. This leaves the others, Pucci, Winnie,
Sparkie and Bailey, unlimited access to my biscuit bag. These
animals attract the attention of the triplets, one of whom opens
the gate and would have entered if dad had not closed and locked
this barrier. Something strange, meanwhile, has happened to the
weather. First the sun and my sunglasses disappear. Then the wind
whips up, the temperature drops and there is moisture in the air.
To beat any chance of rain we begin our back passage walkround
– but there are problems here. First Daisy-Mae, evening the odds,
has Dudley’s lead in her teeth. Then Pucci keeps dropping his
blue squeaky ball, once leaving it on the pavement as an eager
Fritz approaches. Debbie wants to know if I can pick it up, but
the answer is no – I can’t approach it without my dog grabbing it
first – Georgie has to come back for it. Then Fritz distinguishes
himself by winding his lead around the trunk of a cypress tree; I
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have to unhook him, pull the lead free, and reattach the dog before
we can leave the park.
Monday, December 16:
Times remain unsettled – if your entire world is your dog’s tummy
– which is how I feel these days. Yesterday Fritz spit up in the
living room – just water from what I could tell – and then showed
no interest in his evening meal. That is, he showed no interest
until we had completed a late night walk in the rain – when he
tucked into the chicken-infused concoction I had left in his dish.
This morning I am able to congratulate myself on his retention of
this meal but, again after another cold drink, some of this comes
up on the TV room carpet. To further confuse the picture his poo,
as we enter the park in a light rain, is perfect. I don’t know what
to think. He tries to scoff some grass shoots but he ignores the
water bowl in front of the loos and I have soon turned him around
in order to approach the café. The green umbrella is well and truly
unfurled today.
There are eight of us at table: Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Peter, Renata,
Wendy and Makiko making up the numbers. Renata has baked a
Christmas stollen and pieces of this are handed around – though
Peter says he likes neither currants nor raisins. He says he can’t
be doing with Christmas anymore, it’s all too tiring and confusing
and his house is a mess – indeed this will explain why he seems
to have lost his own shoes. (I rush to reassure Ofra that her title
of Forgetter of the Year is still safe.) Ofra and I are both worried
about the fate of Natalie Gumede, who had to face a dance-off last
night in order to reach the finals of Strictly Come Dancing. Renata
is sitting next to Wendy, a deadly combination since Renata can’t
hear and Wendy can’t be heard. She speaks in a strained whisper
and at one point I am certain she is telling me about the death of
a dog named Otoo – but it is actor Peter O’Toole who has passed
on.
Our dogs fall into their usual habits. Pucci is clawing my leg so
that I can break his biscuit in half for him. Sparkie and Bailey
are at my feet, staring up at me hungrily, and, after Dan pulls up
on his bike, Winnie (who has been seated in its basket) joins the
queue. When Bailey has consumed his five-a-day I cut him off
and this is a signal for him to hop into an empty chair, the better
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to pull at the tinfoil containing Renata’s baked goods. Someone
has to grab him; otherwise, I add, we will have stolen stollen. As
we begin our back passage walkround Georgie asks for a health
update on Fritz; I tell how worried I am about turning a sick
animal over to her on Saturday. Well, I am supposed to call Dr.
Tom today – we will see what he has to say.
Tuesday, December 17:
Shortly after our entry into the park this morning Janet comes in
behind us with Daisy-Mae and, as so often happens these days,
she gets a summary of the last twenty-four hours in the health
history of my dog’s stomach. I tell her that I did call Dr. Tom and
that we agreed to suspend the liver pills – which may be causing
some upset. Dr. Tom suggested that Fritz may need an antacid
and, if true, this would certainly make it easier for Fritz to hold
down both food and water. Last night he seemed to enjoy his
mashed potatoes and the ground round I had cooked in the oven
but about a third of this meal came up a few hours later. He did
produce a satisfactory poo on our late night walk in the rain –
and then he finished off the rest of the potato mixture in his dish.
This morning he again threw up at about 6:00 and, after gulping
down half a bowl of water, he spewed this out on the hall carpet
in two sticky pools – one of which resembled, in shape, a map
of Vietnam. When we reach the green today he produces a less
satisfactory poo and drinks more water. It’s no wonder that I tell
Janet that I want us to visit the vet soon.
The coffees are again on Dudley, a birthday boy in Georgie’s care,
as we settle in for a rather poorly-attended morning session – just
Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Wendy, Makiko and, back again in charge of
little Bobby, Peter. The latter has attended the annual Christmas
dinner for his building’s supervisory committee at the Little Bay
– where he had the Belsize chicken, a dish local in the extreme
(chicken stuffed with minced lamb). Georgie says her husband is
complaining of stomach problems but – unlike Fritz – he refuses
to see the doctor. Janet reminds everyone that we meet again
tonight at The Squirrel at 7:30. She says that there will be fourteen
of us at our annual fete. She also adds that she will bring DaisyMae and this gives Makiko some pause – for she was thinking of
bringing Emilio (who is dressed in a cape/coat that makes him
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look like a sumo wrestler) and we remember that this was not a
happy combination last time. Ofra remembers that she owes me
two £1 coins in exchange for the £2 coin I gave her yesterday.
It is not Emilio but Daisy-Mae who issues the first protest vote
this morning – this is because the Chows, Chinny and Bliss, are
passing our fence and the Shih-Tzu has such an antipathy for these
animals that she would attack them if not restrained by Janet.
(There is some speculation on why these two Chinese breeds
should come into conflict – some ancient rivalry working itself
out in the present?) The large biscuit tin that Karen has supplied
evidently spends its time behind the café counter (like the blankets
some of the ladies sit on) and it is produced today. Fritz refuses a
Schmacko but he does like the thin white milky-bones in this tin
and eats four or five of them – and then the Schmacko as well.
Also making a visit is the delightful black and white puppy, Boris.
This waggle-tail Cockapoo is a chap who gladdens all hearts – for
he just wants to be friends with everyone.
Wednesday, December 18:
Well, knock on wood, there is no sign of stomach upset on any of
my carpets as Fritz and I prepare for our morning in the park. It is
again bright and sunny (though a storm is on its way). Fritz is just
squatting for another satisfactory poo when Janet comes in behind
us with Daisy-Mae. We spend some time discussing last night’s
festivities at The Squirrel, where, in fact, there were fifteen of us
in solemn session. I spent a good deal of time in conversation with
vet Danielle, giving her an update on my dog’s health and writing
down a number of suggestions for a smoother stomach. Danielle
brought the delightful and affectionate Bella and Makiko did bring
Emilio – and there we no problems with these animals this time.
It had started to rain while we at table but I got a ride home from
Debbie.
Fritz and I now continue on to the green and, for once, there
is no lengthy stop at the water bowl. When we turn left at the
tennis courts I can see that our way forward is blocked by tree
trimmers – so we turn sharply left and climb to the summit of
Mt. Bannister. Our breakfast group includes Hanna, Peter, Janet,
Georgie, Davide, Renata and Ofra – though after a while Linda
comes in with Pepper and Chica. (Other canine visitors during our
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session are Boris and Skippy.) Pepper begins to shriek for biscuits
– Bailey, Sparkie and Pucci are quieter but no less insistent. Even
Bobby begs for sustenance. As for Fritz, he is quietly situated on
Hanna’s lap, enjoying a Reiki treatment and accepting a number
of milky biscuits, some Schmackos from Peter, and two baconwrapped sausages from Davide, part of the leftovers from last
night’s (quite indifferent) meal.
Janet has brought copies of her famous doggy calendar and she
has outdone herself this year – inserting all our animals into each
month’s scene while retaining a central character at the same
time. More cards and presents are swapped. After announcing that
she thinks she has dementia already – since she forgets so many
things –Renata is the first to leave and, in doing so, she forgets to
take the blanket on which she has been sitting. The others put it
in Ofra’s bag, for storage behind the café’s counter. Only half an
hour after our return Linda comes by again – this time to give me
and Fritz a lift to the vet. I have decided to seek out some of those
antacid tablets that Dr. Tom has spoken of and these are prescribed
during the dog’s checkup. Unfortunately Tom is out of these pills
and they will have to be picked up tomorrow – another errand the
saintly Linda adds to her list; she has already volunteered to take
Fritz to St. John’s Pets for his ritual grooming.
Thursday, December 19:
We awake to a second morning of clean carpets. And there
is bright sunshine as well. I decide to let Fritz roam free this
morning and my reward is a fairly swift passage – with little in
the way of grass guzzling and the first of three healthy poos. I
am carrying with me a bag containing the first installment in that
transfer of canine foodstuffs from my house to that of Georgie.
I leave this bag on our tabletop and Fritz, after a drink in front
of the ladies’ loo, continues forward on his usual loop. I have
forgotten my sunglasses and this is going to be a problem since,
once again, the green umbrella has been left to hang limply on its
shaft and the sun, low in the horizon, is glaring in at us.
Blarina wants me to take a photo of one of her patented
cloudscape cappuccinos – unfortunately this is her last week at
the café, though she has promised to come back and visit us.
Soon she delivers cards to each of us from the café and a nice
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box of chocolates as well. Our group this morning includes Janet,
her friend (also Janet), Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Davide, Hanna and
Wendy. Peter reports that he has at last found his missing shoes,
but he seems to be a part of the forgetting epidemic sweeping our
ranks these days – his mobile and his sunglasses are mentioned in
this context. Hanna says she has read that an aspirin a day keeps a
strop away and that this grumpy old man would certainly benefit
from such a regimen. Peter says he already takes a medicinal
aspirin for blood pressure (I do too) and that if Hanna doesn’t do
so now she will be doing so sooner or later. “Don’t put the evil
eye on me!” is her response. And just to cement her triumph over
the curmudgeon she tells Wendy, “I asked him to email me Ellen’s
address and he sent me yours.”
In her lap, Hanna is applying her healing Reiki hands to Fritz’s
physique and hand-feeding him Shapes biscuits at the same time.
This is gratifying news to me and Davide starts to feed him some
of Winnie’s little pellets at the same time. I am doling out biscuits
as well, with Winnie, Sparkie and Bailey as my chief customers
– though today they have a rival in the doe-eyed Skippy. Skippy
is so tall that he can see the biscuits on the tabletop and this
produces a bubble of drool on the Grippet’s snout. Somewhat
earlier than the others I rise to begin our walk home. Linda will
be coming by at 10:30 or so and we need to get a move on. As
we leave the compound Hanna reminds me that there is a list
of requirements that must be passed on to Karen the groomer:
nails, ears, anal glands and a Scottie’s mustache, please. When I
pass this list on to Linda the latter snorts, “As if Karen had never
groomed a dog before.”
Friday, December 20:
Well, there was some upset last night – but this time it was
external forces that betrayed the dog, not internal ones. At
about 7:00 or so, just as I was preparing his dinner, there was a
tremendous peal of thunder overhead. It was followed by one
ominous roll a minute later and that was it – even the rainfall
didn’t last for long. Nevertheless the noise was enough to undo the
dog and he lay quivering on the TV room sofa, under my puffer
vest, until it was time for his last walk of the day. This passed
without incident and he returned to eat a late supper. Today we
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have chilly temperatures but bright skies as we join Daisy-Mae
with Janet at the park entrance (actor Danny Webb’s Mabel is here
as well). Fritz makes a rapid progress along the back walkways
and, indeed, we are soon on our circuit of Mt. Bannister as well.
For more than one reason today is the last time for me to receive
one of Blarina’s Alpine cappuccinos and we do record this event
on my camera. Outside, our group includes Janet, Georgie (who
receives from me a second bag of foodstuffs), Ofra, Davide, Jo
Lynn, Hanna, and Peter. I turn over to Peter the lottery money and
horse racing stakes for the time I will be away and, encouraged
by last week’s win, others become punters again. The chief topic
of conversation is the collapse of the ceiling of the Apollo Theatre
in the West End last night – injuring over seventy people. I ask
Davide if this had been one of Dan’s theaters but the answer is no.
The aforementioned theatrical impresario is evidently in dispute
with his former employers, Davide tells us, because they claim
that because he left them he is not entitled to this year’s bonus.
I also ask Davide about which plug I should take to India, since
both my camera battery and my iPad will need recharging. He
says that all the hotels have such equipment anyway.
Fritz receives a number of compliments on his tidy appearance
(and Karen the groomer gets good marks from Hanna) – though,
especially with his weight loss, he seems to be a tiny fellow these
days. That said, everyone says he seems much improved in spirit
and energy and this is good news – after all my concerns about
turning an ailing dog over to Georgie. Tilly, Daisy-Mae and
Tara join the usual suspects in claiming biscuits from me today
but the bag is definitively closed shortly before we begin our
back passage walkround. Coming in behind us is Danielle – but
whether she is here to drop Bella off or pick her up I couldn’t say.
I will be dropping Fritz off here tomorrow at 9:30 but I will not
be able to report on any of the other park activities for, at about
10:45, I will begin my lengthy journey to Bangalore.
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Wednesday, January 8:
Life returns to its well-established patterns as Fritz and I enter the
park on a brisk but sunny mid-week morning. I have been away
in India for two-and-a-half weeks and I am truly exhausted. Little
wonder, therefore, that it a great relief to see how well the dog
has fared under the care of his Auntie Georgie – who returned
him to me late in the afternoon yesterday. His stomach seems to
have behaved itself in my absence and he had no trouble settling
into his own routines last night – so we have passed another crisis
successfully. Janet comes in behind me with Daisy-Mae and we
walk together to the café (which still has a broken front door) and
I get an update on local happenings – these seem to be dominated
by a long period of foul, wet weather, though temperatures have
remained on the mild side and many of the bulb plants in the park
already think it’s spring.
Karen, after weeks in China and Australia, is also returning today
and there is a grand reunion with her Dudley, another one of
Georgie’s long-term guests. Georgie still has Pepper with her (it
will be a few more days before Rob and Linda return from New
Zealand) and Bella – whose mommy, Danielle, is in Thailand.
Georgie also has the care of Bailey, since Ofra has departed today
for New York and Aruba. Dan, who seems to able to make it to
the park on weekday mornings now that he has a new position, is
here, but Davide is in Toronto, evidently complaining of the frigid
temperatures that have locked the east coast of North America
into a winter shutdown. This leaves only Makiko, who has been in
Italy with Matthew on a ski holiday, unaccounted for.
Karen has brought some chocolates from Australia and these are
passed around the table. Peter hands me not one but two brown
envelopes, each representing wins in the horseracing world – one
is for £10. Hanna has her nose buried in the Metro; she says that
she is now up to three miles on the track five times a week and
that once, facing locked park gates, she actually climbed over the
fence to get in her walk on the running track. The dogs seem to
think that I owe them seventeen days worth of biscuits and I am
besieged for treats by Tara, Sparkie, Bailey and Daisy-Mae. The
latter twice attacks other dogs over some imagined insult and
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Janet, furious with her pet, exiles the Shih-Tzu to the far corner of
our compound. It is nice to see that some things never change.
Thursday, January 9:
The skies are ominously dark this morning and I decide to slip the
dog’s coat into a pocket of my own, just as a precaution. I have
had a bit better time of it in the sleep category but my stomach
is still rumbling with post-travel protest – just as well that Fritz
shows no signs of distress in this category; he certainly seemed
to enjoy the chicken breast that I baked for him after a visit to
Soloman’s on Maida Vale Parade yesterday. Under the front door
of the building an envelope with my name on it has appeared and
I open this as we begin our day in the park. It is the annual holiday
letter from John the window cleaner, to whom I voiced my protest
about not having received a copy of this year’s screed during his
visit yesterday. This deficiency remedied, I make slower progress
than the dog, pausing every now and then to follow John’s
sour analysis of the perpetual follies of his fellow man. We are
overtaken by Janet with Daisy-Mae and, when we get to the café,
we continue on to complete a circle of Mt. Bannister – it must
be three weeks since Fritz has had the freedom to undertake this
ritual migration.
There is a very lively turnout, for a weekday, at our tables this
morning: Janet, Georgie, Debbie, Wendy, Peter, Hanna, Karen,
Dan, Ellie, and a newcomer, a well-spoken and cheerful black
woman named Melanie. The latter is accompanied by a Dudley
lookalike – though her Rufus is actually a Bichon and only five
months old. Karen soon has this white fellow in her lap as well
as her own pet – though neither of these animals joins the biscuit
queue at my knee. Instead I have the usual suspects, the whining
Bailey, the shrieking Pepper and the snatching Tara. Hanna, who
has been slipping extra biscuit shards to Pucci, complains of
Tara’s sharp teeth. Then she puts Fritz in her lap and complains
that I have ignored just how cold my dog must be, subsiding into
only mild reproof when I am able to produce his coat from my
pocket.
Hanna has been shopping for a new pair of ice skates and Debbie
soon learns that her helpful suggestion on where to find a cheap
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set has ended in disappointment. Just to change the subject I tell
the others that I have received an email article attachment from
Suzanne (in the States) on the subject of the pooing habits of
the common dog, one in which it was argued that dogs prefer to
line up on the north-south axis before releasing their gift; this
is something that we must all observe for ourselves from this
moment on. Meanwhile something strange is happening to the
skies – for it appears that the sun is rising from the north this
morning, at least that is the direction from which the gray clouds
are being banished. As we begin our back passage walkround blue
soon becomes the dominant color and the park is splashed in vivid
sunshine. But what about those black edges on the horizon – what
do they portend?
Friday, January 10:
In fact, the weather has remained on the calm side – just as well
given the many instances of flooding in the UK these days – and
even this morning we have bright sunshine in the frigid park.
One of those ancient Rec citizens, Stella the black Staffie, is just
exiting the park as we enter and I see now that her muzzle has
gone white. Coming in behind us we have Janet with Daisy-Mae
and this gives me a chance to ask a number of vital EastEnders
questions – since I have noted that the Queen Vic seems to have
a whole new management structure; Janet tells me as well that
Janine has at last been arrested for the murder that she had blamed
on poor Alice; it is the second time that Charlie Brooks’ character
has killed someone – but perhaps this time there will be justice.
When we reach the café Fritz makes a lively enough continuation
along the Randolph roadway and thus we are able to continue with
another circuit of Mt. Bannister, following a group of lads from
St. Augustine’s back to the café at the end.
The turnout is rather small this morning: Janet, Peter, Hanna and
Davide only, though eventually Vlad arrives with a number of
Serbian relatives and Renata shows up with Maxi. People seem to
be enjoying the sunshine but this is evidently in some contrast to
the weather experienced by Davide in Toronto – so cold that the
lake was frozen over and even Niagara Falls was an icy tableau.
Peter collects turf stakes from the punters – enthusiasm seems
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to have returned after two wins in a row. Hanna, her nose again
buried in the Metro, now announces, “Hey, Niagara Falls has
frozen over – look a this picture.” “We’ve already discussed that,”
Peter responds, “weren’t you paying attention?” “It wasn’t my
conversation and I’m not allowed to listen in,” is the response.
For a while Bella accepts a position in Hanna’s lap, where our
Finnish seer pronounces her too fat. Then Fritz has his turn;
today there is no lecture on his thinness and Peter thinks he has
put on weight. I can’t tell but he certainly demonstrated a healthy
appetite yesterday and his high spirits spread to playtime after
supper, when he wanted me to play tug-of-war and throw him
objects from his toy basket for an hour-and-a-half. (“Daddy is just
your play bitch, Fritz” – Hanna.) As for the other dogs, we again
have beseeching biscuit entreaties from Bailey and Pepper, with
Winnie bobbing up for attention as well. I am trying to keep my
frigid hands in my pockets but I have to respond to these requests.
Even so, at last I lose patience with serving as everyone’s biscuit
bitch and, as he announces his demands in that shrill yelp, one
shaggy Schnauzer elicits from everyone that most frequently
uttered statement in park history – “Shut up, Pepper!”
Saturday, January 11:
The rain that began even before we completed our late night walk
has at last lifted by the time our day in the park begins – and
once again we have splendid sunshine presiding over the frigid
scene. Janet, entering just behind us with Daisy-Mae, notes that
Fritz seems to have a real spring in his step these days and I can
confirm that he does seem to have staged a remarkable recovery
from his recent indisposition. Janet says that, on her way to the
park, she needs to tiptoe around one of our citizens– the one who
heads into the chemists for his morning methadone top-up, since
this gentleman has in tow two Staffie-crosses and she doesn’t
trust the one on lead to show any restraint if barracked by the
feisty Daisy-Mae. We part company near the café and Fritz and
I continue on our circuit before returning to our usual morning
breakfast site.
We have a lively weekend lineup today: Janet, Georgie, Debbie,
Peter, Dan, Davide, Karen, Hanna and, returned to our table at
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last, Makiko. We learn a great deal about her recent skiing holiday
in the Alps and, indeed, Makiko is wearing a sweater with Italian
symbols – an act she justifies because Dan often wears a hat
emblazoned with “Japan” on its crown. (“To complete the circle,”
I add, “Davide now needs to wear a hat advertising “Essex.”) A
friend has given Karen a new Super Bowl XLVIII jacket and this,
too, is on display this morning. Peter is having trouble with his
new HTC phone and this means that Dr. Makiko is called into
instant consultation; tomorrow I’m bringing in my iPad. Hanna
says that she got lost coming back from the neurological hospital
in Holborn yesterday – exiting a store onto Tottenham Court Road
instead of Oxford Street and wandering as far as Warren Street
before realizing her mistake.
Karen takes a phone photo of Fritz, nestled in Hanna’s lap, and
forwards this to Hanna as we sit. I try to discourage Hanna from
hand-feeding my dog; yesterday he was bored with biscuits by
the time we got home and ate fewer than I would have liked as a
consequence. I also insist that it is not necessary to break these
treats in half for my boy – this she often does with her teeth (Ellen
could snap them with her thumbs). It is necessary for biscuits
to be halved if they are to be of any use to tiny Pucci; today the
littlest Yorkie lines up for three of these treats – but later Debbie
says this is too much for his delicate tummy. Neither Winnie, nor
Sparkie, nor Pepper, nor Bailey has any problem with this amount
and even Dudley comes by to scrape away at my arm in his
eagerness to be included. As usual it is a bit of a struggle to make
our way along the back passage on the way home because of all
the Saturday footie activity and Dudley has to be plucked from
the central pitch before he is joined here by Daisy-Mae and Bella.
He emerges to begin a free-for-all on the walkway itself but when
he includes Fritz in these hijinks my dog lets him know that the
dignity of one senior Schnauzer has been affronted.
Sunday, July 12:
Though sunny, it is very cold outside – with frost clinging to
many surfaces and ice covering every pool of water. I am just
as happy, therefore, that Fritz doesn’t dawdle much on our inlap and that we have soon reached the muddy green. While we
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are wondering what direction to take this morning I am able to
reach down at the last second in order to clamp a free fist on the
handlebars of a scooter, bearing down on me at great speed and
propelled by a little boy named Otto. In the interim Fritz decides
to turn right at the tennis courts, instead of his usual left, and soon
he is using a back walkway to climb back to the top of the little
hill that overlooks the green. Here I note that he is careful to see
where I am – I am a bit slower because I have avoided the more
direct path over the mushy grass in favor of the paved walkways.
Even here, as we continue around the green, there seems to be to a
latent danger in black ice – but somehow we survive.
Again we have a good weekend turnout at our tables this
morning: Janet (whose Daisy-Mae is indisposed), Georgie (minus
Pepper at last), Dan, Davide, Makiko, Karen, Wendy, Debbie,
Hanna and Peter. From the latter, and in rather jaw-dropping
incomprehension, each of the punters receives another brown
envelope – the third in three weeks – and this time our turf
winnings are over £15 each! No wonder Peter is in a jolly mood
this morning – but I would have to say that the breakfast mood is
on the lighthearted side in general. Karen has had lunch at a pub
in Thames Ditton and reports that flooding there covered exterior
spaces and filled the cellars. I turn my iPad, hidden in my long
underwear, over to Dr. Makiko for remedial attention and she has
a go at re-booting the device. This also gives me an opportunity
to share a number of the India photos taken with this machine and
there seems to be a great interest and enthusiasm for the finished
product. Dan tells us that even he went running this morning –
“There goes the track!” is my only response.
Every morning the biscuit box that Karen has bought for our
lot (and which is also stored behind the counter) makes a new
appearance – it still contains some of Fritz’s favorites, a milk-bone
treat that Hanna now secures for my pet, who is sitting in her lap
but wrapped in Karen’s cranberry blanket. I make certain that
Pucci has only one of my biscuits this morning but he is so weak
from hunger that, as we begin our return lap, he drops his orange
squeaky ball and Fritz pounces on this treasure. One dividend in
this theft is that he puts on some real speed, trying to get home
before someone relieves him of this purloined prize. It also means
252

“Dog Day Aftermath”

that he is well distracted when I abandon him almost as soon as
we arrive – needing to complete a few errands at Pinky’s and the
123 Cleaners. Strolling down the street I can see the last of the
park people scatter…Georgie with Sparkie, Bailey and Bella on
lead, Makiko with Emilio, Dan and Davide heading for their car
with Winnie and, in the motorbike bay on Grantully Road, Karen
tucking Dudley into his rear basket seat.
Monday, January 13:
As I have a routine blood test at the Randolph Surgery scheduled
for 8:45, I know that the start of today’s activity must involve
a good deal of improvisation. To ease the distress of my dog,
whom I plan to abandon even before he has had his first walk
of the day, I extract from its hiding place in one of the closets a
long-suppressed squeaky toy, Sqweasel, and, guiltily, I offer this
to Fritz as I make my escape. (I could have deployed yesterday’s
purloined squeaky ball, but this has long ago found a home
beneath one of the sitting room sofas.) I am gone only twenty-five
minutes or so and we can even make a start for the park a few
minutes early. For much of the in-lap we have the company of Jo
Lynn, here with her Tilly, but by the time we have completed our
usual circuit there is not a soul resident in the doggy compound of
the café.
This situation is soon remedied – but, in fact, the turnout is
poor for such a lovely, if chilly, morning (one bathed in bright
sunshine) – we have just Jo, Janet, Georgie and Peter – though
after a while Vlad arrives with his Belgrade relatives and takes
a little table in the corner. Janet tells us of her plans for a brief
spa holiday in Bury St. Edmunds, Georgie tells us that Winnie
refused to walk to the park this morning (and had to be left at
home), and Jo tells us that at Selfridges they looked at her with
contempt when she asked them if they had any jackets above size
6. Meanwhile Vlad is trying to translate for his guests the breed
names of a number of our canine representatives.
Tilly is among the first of my customers this morning, soon
followed by Tara, Bailey, Sparkie and a recovering Daisy-Mae.
At one point I look up – with a question. Isn’t that my Fritz,
wandering around on his own on the margins of the green? I don’t
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know how the rascal has escaped but when I grab his lead and
begin my efforts at recapture I am gratified to see his bottom hit
the turf as I command, “Sit!” Peter, who has been expecting the
arrival of little white Bobby, now announces that he might as well
head off for a visit to the optometrist and he gets up to leave. I
take this as a cue to begin my own departure – heading down the
Morshead roadway in an early return to home.
Tuesday, January 14:
The morning weather pattern endures: chilly temperatures but
clear skies and bright sunshine. As Fritz and I enter the park
we meet up with Celine and her Ziggy and we walk with this
pair as far as the cypress trees. These days, as yesterday with Jo
Lynn, I have to field comments on my dog’s weight loss – and
this involves another recital on the subject of his recent health
problems. Celine says that there has been some debate in her
house on the subject of a second dog and I am able to remind her
that she can now see Ziggy himself on my website, where he is
featured as dog of the month in one of the chapters of Invasion of
the Biscuit Snatchers. Now accompanied by Jo Lynn again, Fritz
and I continue along the edge of the green and complete our usual
circuit – with Simba and Monty joining our route for a while as
well.
I have a nice chat with Metty when my turn comes up in the
coffee queue. I encourage him to install Wi-Fi and he says there
is already a rudimentary service, with better to come as he
modernizes his electronics – people will even be able to use cards
to pay for their coffee. (For some reason, this interlude results
in a cappuccino on the house.) Outside we are left in the bright
sunlight to consume our drinks: Janet, Jo Lynn, Georgie, Peter,
Renata and – back to reclaim her Bella – Danielle. The latter has
been on holiday in Thailand and Singapore and enjoys telling us
that boyfriend Ben was surprised in the former site when the foot
massage he received was administered by a ladyboy. Tomorrow
Danielle will begin a three-month stay in L.A. – taking Bella with
her and leaving her there when she returns to London for ten days
in February. She asks me about the health of my dog and we have
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time to celebrate Michigan State’s come-from-behind win over
Stanford in the Rose Bowl.
Outside our compound Bonaparte is waiting patiently for his
mommy to return from the café. Peter has Bobby with him today
and the latter accepts two biscuits from me (well, four halfbiscuits in his case). Michaela comes in with Skye but the Cairn
forgets that I have biscuits; this omission does not occur in the
cases of Bailey, Sparkie or Tara. Bella accepts one biscuit but
Georgie says that, during her long custody of the little madam,
Bella has at last learned that she is not to chase other dogs out
of the kitchen at feeding time. We discuss last night’s episode of
the Secret Life of Dogs on Channel 4 – during which the distress
suffered by dogs when owners leave them on their own was
explored with secret cameras in 40 separate houses in Bristol.
Surprisingly, only a handful showed no signs of distress; most
demonstrated a number of signs of anxiety, everything from
looking out the window to pacing back and forth to tearing up the
place to barking and howling. Guest experts were on hand to tell
worried owners what to do – but the suggestion that you turn off
the radio and try the TV instead seemed to be the best advice on
offer.
Wednesday, January 15:
It’s a gray and damp morning – quite a change from recent days –
as Fritz and I enter a very quiet park. I know not to look over my
shoulder for a trailing Janet – since she is off on her spa holiday
– so the only other person I know is Jasmine Guinness, heading
toward me with Fly and a phone in her ear. (She does interrupt her
conversation long enough to say hello.) Karen is sitting in front
of the café as we pass through – punching away at the keys on her
phone – and Peter is just coming in behind us. But it is still quite
early and so we have time to complete our usual circuit before it is
time to join the coffee queue.
There is a very poor turnout this morning, just Peter, Karen and,
having budged Winnie at last, Georgie. The latter says she has
brought only the recalcitrant Pug and the noisy Sparkie – Bailey
and Daisy-Mae have been left at home. This leaves only Tara as
an additional customer but she is agitated because Vlad is having
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an extended chat in front of the café with Metty – and she can’t
relax until he has assumed his spot at his favorite little table.
There is one latecomer in the canine category – this is Bobby, who
is delivered by Jackie, his owner, at about 10:00. Jackie says she
overslept, having been kept awake by the music of a neighbor late
last night. (Yesterday it was Jo Lynn complaining of the intrusive
noise of thoughtless neighbors.)
Karen, her face buried in the newspaper, is staring with
incomprehension at the photo of sainted Rolf Harris, who was one
of three ancient TV personalities to go on trial yesterday for sex
crimes of the past. The paper also contains photos of an elephant
in Kruger National Park as he overturns a small car with trunk and
tusks. (I am able to report that I did see a wild elephant, though at
a great distance, in India.) Georgie notes that her husband has sent
her to the post office to renew his passport – having filled in the
form with blue rather than the required black ink. “I can’t bother
filling this is in all over again,” he is reported as saying, “you fill
it in and I’ll just sign it.” “That’s what I call a good wife,” Peter
interjects, but I amend this to “good slave.” Georgie, in spite of
this imposition, is delighted to report that daughter Lynne has
announced that her family, including grandson Oliver, will spend
next Christmas not in South Africa but in London – already
granny is fretting over the right menu. Georgie and I start down
the Morshead roadway at the end of the session – but I am soon
alone with Fritz; Winnie has staged one of her patented sit-down
strikes and Georgie has to retreat in order to get her moving once
again.
Thursday, January 16:
Brighter skies have returned to Maida Vale, but it is still quite
chilly as Fritz and I begin our Thursday in the park. For much
of our in-lap we are accompanied by a lively puppy with a Fox
Terrier head named Oona. The puppy would like to play with
everyone: Fritz is happy to have her run alongside but an illtempered Staffie nips at the pup. Pucci is already setting up his
claims on my biscuit bag as we pass the café but I tell him it is
much too early for all that. Instead we complete our usual tennis
court and parking lot circuit. In the latter Oona is just being
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inserted into the boot of mommy’s car. We have to wait for this
vehicle to back up and then for the Nila truck to pull away before
we can complete our walk down the Carlton roadway.
The turnout is a little bit better this morning: no Janet, Karen or
Ofra, but we do have Georgie, Makiko, Peter, Wendy, Debbie and
Denise. The latter is with us for just a day, a stopover on the return
leg of a holiday in Barbados, before returning to Amsterdam.
Peter hands his mobile phone over to Denise: she has had so
many numbers over the years (here and in Holland) that he is
quite confused as to which of them are still useful. Denise is
considering dropping a Facebook friend because the latter keeps
downloading videos featuring instances of cruelty to animals.
Debbie says that one good thing about the dissemination of such
sordid materials is that the perpetrators are often arrested – since
they haven’t bothered to disguise their faces. Debbie is trying
to get Makiko to accompany her on an expedition to see Twelve
Years a Slave at the local Everyman. I tell Makiko that Metty
already has some Wi-Fi available and she is able to get a signal
on her phone. We confer on how best to get all my India photos
transferred to Philadelphia. I suggest that she can see a slide show
of these pics whenever she wants and she suggests that we cook
an Indian meal at the same time. I have to tell her that it may be
some time before I am ready for another Indian meal.
Peter has little Bobby with him but the latter is so fussy that,
after begging me for biscuits, he rejects everything I give him
because the pieces are still too large. Pucci is also quite fussy
about his provender – though he spends much of the session
chirping away at my right elbow, cadging for treats. (Debbie
says that some Romanian has already given him a wedge of paté
from his sandwich.) The uncomplaining customers are Sparkie,
Winnie and Tara – who keeps lifting my left elbow with her nose
as a reminder that I am a bit too slow for her taste. I am about
to leave when I remember that I have a new worry for Peter to
contemplate – something more dire than the Hadron Collider,
TV chefs and Miley Cyrus combined. This is because I have just
finished reading an alarming article in the New York Review of
Books about the burgeoning worldwide population of jellyfish –
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who are evidently taking over the oceans, killing fish and other
sea creatures and enjoying an unstoppable advance on our planet.
Friday, January 17:
The all-night rain seems to have lifted by the time we make our
entrance to the park, but I have slipped the dog’s raincoat into
a pocket as a precaution. Pools and puddles dot the walkways.
Behind us he have Stella the Staffie and heading toward us is
Tilly, who treats me as a walking lunch wagon; I have to tell her
that the biscuit bag will not open until we have found seats at
the café. In the central pitch Dubs, one of the young Mastiffs, is
paying no attention to his master’s voice and this fellow has to tie
Barney to the fence and go in after his pet – who dances away in
great delight, considering it all a nice game. Other dog walkers
have paused to chuckle at this scene and I am one of these; Fritz
races far ahead of me and I don’t catch up until we are cruising
along the Randolph roadway. Jo Lynn and Tilly now accompany
us on our circuit of Mt. Bannister but when we reach the Carlton
roadway we have two more amusing encounters. The first of these
is with Alaska, whose white fur is fifty shades of gray today. (His
owner says that this mud dries off at home and can then be swept
up without too much bother.) Our second encounter is with a
delightful four-month-old French Bulldog puppy, Sugar.
Sugar follows us through the café forecourt and into our
compound where she and Dudley become fast friends. Dudley
loves to be chased and Sugar is happy to oblige and the pair circle
the table over and over again. Then they are asked to continue
this romp on the walkway outside our fence and here they are
soon joined by a young Lab – with yet more joyful dancing and
chasing; after a while Dudley begins to resemble Alaska. The
Coton has an appointment at the groomer’s this afternoon but he
will have to have a home grooming first. Fritz manages to escape
once (Karen plucks him up and puts him on her lap). Georgie
arrives with only Sparkie, Peter is sans Bobby, and this means
that the only other dog needing identification today is Teddy, who
sits down petulantly on the walkway when Ellie joins us. Asked
why he is doing this, Ellie (an anti-mud blanket in her lap) says,
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“He’s just a spoiled brat – like my daughters.” I suggest he’s just
embarrassed by his boiler suit.
Jo Lynn is stewing over a recent neighborhood imposture – a
wealthy Malaysian businessman has bought the Clifton pub,
gutted it over Christmas, and wants to convert it into expensive
accommodation – all without proper planning permission or much
resistance from Westminster Council. It will be a great loss if the
Clifton fails to reopen as a pub; my department at the American
School used to have end-of-term lunches there. Jo says she is also
dreading a needed visit to the optician, one she shares with Peter,
and eye diseases earn their place as the next topic of conversation.
While we are in the medical category I tell the others that on
Wednesday, following orders, I called my surgery to get the
results of my recent blood test. I was told these had been flagged
“must speak to the duty doctor” but that I would have to wait until
the next day to do so. This gave me twenty-four hours of anxiety
but when I did speak to this chap (whom I have never seen at the
surgery) he told me that I have a higher than normal bilirubin
count (Gilbert’s Syndrome) – something that I have known about
for the better part of forty years and that my potassium levels are
on the low side – another typical reading for me. There was one
surprise in the latter category. Dr. Berger had always urged me
to eat more bananas but this chap offered advice that much of
western man and all of western womankind would kill to receive –
“Eat more chocolate.”
Saturday, January 18:
It is still spitting a bit as Fritz and I head for a crowded park, one
hosting not only the usual Saturday morning footie crowd but, if
one is to believe the entrance poster, dog training classes in the
Morshead doggy compound. Coming in behind us is a freshly
groomed Daisy-Mae and so I can walk with Janet as far as the
café. (Janet is an “on-demand” expert and so I spend most of my
time complaining about my latest struggles with Sky HD.) Fritz
pauses three times for morning poos – and it takes me a while to
understand that the orange cast to this product is due to last night’s
resumption of carrot treats before supper.
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The turnout is a little more respectable this morning… Janet,
Georgie, Dan, Debbie, Makiko, Peter, Karen and a chap who
has brought in his Westie, a lively pet named Freddie. The latter
never makes it to my biscuit bag but he haunts the other end of the
table, where sandwiches and eggs are being consumed. Bailey is
riveted to this spot too and he makes such a nuisance of himself
that Georgie has to get up and tie him to the naughty fence. He is
released at last and reports to my knee – “Ah, Bailey, free at last,”
I note, “twelve minutes a slave.” Vlad comes in and this means
that I soon have Tara nudging my elbow. Pucci is allowed three
biscuits as well today – but when I run out of the ones that can be
broken easily he somehow manages to do his own breaking with
his teeth. “Hey, Bailey,” Georgie says, “I think your mommy may
be home this weekend.” “Actually,” I add somewhat waspishly,
“she came home two days ago, Bailey; she’s just forgotten to pick
you up.”
Karen has brought several boxes of treats to replenish the dogs’
biscuit tin and Fritz ends up with some Schmackos and some
milky bones. Karen has also been to the puppy beauty parlor but
she is annoyed with the people at Grand Union Pets since they
won’t tell whether her favorite groomer still works there. I try to
get Makiko to confirm something I saw on television this week –
that in Tokyo you can now use a vending machine to buy wigs for
your dog. (She is not amused by this idea.) Peter wants to know if
the punters have each received their email notification of today’s
runners and Vlad taps away at his phone in order to produce the
needed response. But Peter is underdressed and is complaining
of the cold and he begins what turns out to be a mass migration
by standing up to begin his homeward journey. As we walk along
Pucci again drops his squeaky ball and Fritz again pounces on it.
This time, not wanting a repetition of earlier obsessive behavior in
my sitting room, I pry this toy from my dog’s mouth. Thereafter
I am pleased that he is trotting along so sedately that I cannot
even feel his weight on the end of the lead. Then I note that, in the
struggle to extract the ball, Fritz has shot out of his collar and I
have been walking it rather than my pet.
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Sunday, January 19:
Again I decide to store the dog’s raincoat in my pocket – for the
skies are quite dark in places and there is a hint of moisture in
the air. The park is filling up with joggers, footie lads (and their
parents) and the Thai soccer guys who have always been such a
Sunday fixture in the park. Cracker rushes toward us in order to
plant a chin on my dog’s back and then we are free to reach the
café, where Peter and Debbie are already in residence. Fritz leans
against the gate and I ask him if he really wants to make such an
early entrance – as soon as I open this, however, he sprints down
the Randolph roadway. Here we meet Janet, walking our way with
Daisy-Mae. “I’ve just had my faith in human nature restored,” she
says. With this she points to a woman in a red jacket – walking at
the eastern end of the green. “That lady,” she says, “just came up
behind me to ask if I had lost any money. I told her I hadn’t, then I
reached inside my coat – where I had just put the £40 I had gotten
from the cash machine – and it was gone. So she returned it to me
and I hope I see her again so I can at least buy her a coffee.”
When I have purchased my own specimen of this elixir I sit down
at a table that includes the aforementioned plus Dan, Georgie and
Karen – with Vlad soon occupying his own little table behind us.
Vlad, jokingly, asks Peter about this week’s turf winnings and,
to our astonishment, Peter hands us each £4.28, making this four
weeks in a row that we have been on the winning side. (“With
these brown envelopes, you are spoiling us.”) Karen is poring over
the Mail on Sunday – which is obsessed these days with benefit
cheats, as is Channel 4. There is a division of opinion on this
topic, with some coffee drinkers at our table blaming foreigners
for arriving just to claim benefits and others sympathizing with
those who can’t enter the workforce in spite of their best efforts.
Vlad says that when he first arrived in the UK, a refugee from the
war in Yugoslavia, he was told he would be better off on benefits
than at work. This issue thoroughly vetted, it is time to turn to the
topic of holidays. Dan says that Davide has arranged a ten-day
40th birthday celebration for him in the Maldives in March, but
before that he (and Karen) will both be making separate trips to
Berlin. After this no one is impressed when I tell them that that as
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part of my annual visit to Sweden in April I may also be visiting
Estonia.
Sparkie and Dudley are both making nuisances of themselves
– barking at any moving object. This means that they are late
to join a biscuit queue that includes Bailey, Winnie, Tara and
Pucci. Meanwhile Fritz has discovered that Pucci has another
squeaky ball, a white version that Debbie places on the tabletop.
Here it sings its siren sing, my dog gazing up at it longingly and
trembling in hope and anticipation. Eventually Karen takes pity on
my chap and gives him the toy – which gets a thorough workout
in his jaws before I pry it loose – not an easy task with my sore
left wrist. The sun now comes out and, amid the seething footie
scene, we make our way past a little boy in a Messi shirt – having
a quiet pee in the bushes during a break in the action on the fivea-side pitch. On the whole it is still remarkably mild for January –
as the blooming geraniums in my window boxes will testify.
Monday, January 20:
The deep frost, clinging to many of the park surfaces this
morning, convinces me that it is time to don the long underwear
again – and so I do. While I am waiting for Janet and Daisy-Mae
to catch up with me I note that the first brave crocus petals are
already visible above the mud – another sign, in spite of today’s
chill, of the mild weather we have been experiencing. Heading
toward us is the unmistakable voice of Buddy, today out with
Saskia’s mother, and soon he has spotted me and stationed himself
at my feet (“Sit, Buddy!) for an obligatory early biscuit. Fritz is
waiting for me at the Carlton roadway and we can now continue
forward on our usual line of migration. There is an alarm sounding
in the ladies’ loo but someone checks this out and finds noting
untoward. There are lots of dogs about this morning, many eager
to have a sniff at Fritz. It is still so cold that vapor is exhaled with
every breath.
In front of the café Georgie is just retrieving the tiny boxes of
raisins that the triplets have unceremoniously dumped – hoping
for something far less wholesome, no doubt. Dad is soon offering
them, in turn, a spoonful of cappuccino foam (just as we do for
our dogs) and a bit of vanilla wafer. Tara is patrolling their feet
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but soon she follows Vlad into our compound and begins her
hectoring ways. Sparkie is an eager biscuit beggar too but the
prize, as usual, goes to Bailey. I note that he has a look alike,
another King Charles Spaniel just outside our gate, when (to add
to the confusion) a mid-sized nine-month-old brindled pup is
admitted to our compound – and his name is Bailey. Fritz takes no
nourishment here and he is a bit disappointed in the small turnout
today – just Janet, Georgie, Peter, Wendy and Vlad.
Peter takes to his phone in order to confirm a dinner arrangement
while Vlad quizzes him on just how much a £2 bet might win in
our weekly turf action. Peter says that this all depends on the odds
but if two of our horses came in at 100-1 we might win £2000 –
the chances of this happening are considerably more than 100-1.
Several moms bring their toddlers along to have a look at all the
doggies. Just as we are about to head for home I remember that
I need to tell the others that I will not be here tomorrow – since I
have a doctor’s appointment at 10:00. Fritz makes very fast work
of our return lap – he must be anticipating that pile of milky bone
biscuits that I have been erecting for him on our return these days.
Wednesday, January 22:
Fritz, of course, had his usual morning walk yesterday – though
much earlier than usual – so that I could report to my cardiologist
at 10:00. In my absence (because of my absence?) the dog threw
up on one of the living room sofas so I needed a cleanup session
as soon as I got home. I noticed that he had not eaten all of the
biscuits I had given him and he ate only a small portion of his
evening meal (even though it featured a number of his favorite
foods) and, given his recent history, this has naturally become a
cause for concern. I am not too surprised when he spends a good
deal of this morning’s session nibbling at the grass shoots nor that
he disgorges much of this harvest on the grass of the green a few
minutes later. A Levantine, strolling on the Randolph roadway,
pauses to discuss the matter with me. We agree that Fritz has been
self-medicating.
Next we turn left into the tennis court alley, a gesture immediately
contested by Will and Grace while their owner, Stephen, stands
chatting with Janet. Once past this noisy pair we reach the parking
263

“Dog Day Aftermath”

lot – just as a familiar gray vehicle is heading for its parking
place. Soon a very tanned Ofra, whom I have not seen in a month,
emerges with Bailey. The latter immediately goes missing – Ofra
says his hearing is so bad he cannot hear her calling him. But
what is the excuse of Barney and Dubs, who are also refusing to
get back in their car, after a morning of evasive behavior. I tell
Ofra that these Mastiffs are obviously experiencing the canine
equivalent of the “terrible twos.” Ofra tells me something of her
experiences in New York and Aruba – she says that only in the
latter spot did she at last come into contact with large numbers of
non-New Yorkers and that, on the whole, the Americans she met
here were quite boring. I tell her that it is obvious that I have been
thinking of her since I can now turn over to her five £2 coins. She
gives me a tenner in the coffee queue and then we join a table that
also includes Karen, Janet, Georgie, Debbie and Peter – with Vlad
occupying one little table and Margaret a second.
Janet complains that she cannot hear what I am saying – because
Margaret’s Pugs, Mutley and Biddy, are arguing with an enraged
cousin, Zorro, on the other side of the fence. Bobby is also raising
a fuss as he scraps with Dudley. Fritz is again fascinated by
Pucci’s white squeaky ball, atop our table, but this time Karen
does not complicate matters by slipping it to him. That lady gives
a long recital on the subject of some home improvements she
would like to make – if only the Council would offer planning
permission. Debbie is trying to fix Peter’s phone and snaps a
photo with this device (a practice Peter has never taken up). Peter
wants to know if the photo in question is one of me, magically
transformed, but I have to tell him that he is, in fact, looking at
an unadulterated picture of himself. When it comes time for our
departure the troops scatter immediately – Janet has left for an art
class. Ofra heads for her car, Georgie takes the Morshead roadway
and only Karen takes to the back passage with a swiftly moving
Dudley.
Thursday, January 23:
Fritz, who has followed up on yesterday’s indisposition by
disgorging a stomach full of just imbibed cold water, did eat the
meat of two chicken drumsticks at dinner last night and so I have
264

“Dog Day Aftermath”

some hope that he is feeling a bit better down there. I do make one
big mistake at departure time. The sun was shining brightly on
the park scene ten minutes ago but by the time we hit the streets
today there is a fine drizzle and I do not have the dog’s raincoat
with me. Daisy-Mae has hers on when Janet catches up with us
at the cypress trees and, to our surprise, Fritz (who has disdained
his grass shoot roughage this morning) rushes forward to greet
the Shih-Tzu and her owner. I am able to tell Janet, who has been
recommending that I get connected for months, that at long last I
seem to have made the right adjustments to get Sky On Demand
on my study TV. (It did take the Sky lady with the Slavic accent
half an hour to talk me through the process on the telephone.)
Now Fritz and I complete our circuit of Mt. Bannister but I put
him on lead when we reach the car park, not wanting to delay for
too long the approach to our green umbrella at the café – which
Metty has just cranked up for us.
Just as I am about to enter the precincts of the café I am surprised
when Skye the Cairn rushes forward to deposit his tennis ball at
my feet. I wave to Michaela, coming in behind us, and manage
to kick the ball under the milk lorry parked near the kitchen
door – Skye goes under this vehicle in pursuit of his toy but the
engine is off, fortunately. Maxi is dancing around at the feet of the
customers in the coffee queue – another place that a dog doesn’t
belong. We are surprised to see Renata here on such a rainy day
but, in fact, the dog people are making a tremendous show of duty
and loyalty for a Thursday – for we also have Dan, Davide, Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Karen, Debbie, Peter, Makiko and Vlad – an even
dozen. Renata objects to the placement of Pucci’s doggy bag on
our table – since this obstructs her view and Debbie, who doesn’t
want to hang this object on the exposed fence, soon departs. Pucci
has only managed to get down one biscuit before he leaves us, but
Bobby manages two and Winnie, Sparkie, Tara and Bailey do well
in this category. To my surprise, Fritz, after accepting a few treats
form Karen’s biscuit tin, even takes four Shapes biscuits from me
– he must be feeling a bit peckish.
Karen, who will be celebrating a birthday on Saturday, is hoping
that Ofra will contribute a cheesecake. In the meantime she is
shaking her head over the behavior of her Chinese clients, whom
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she talks to very early each morning; they have come up with their
own idea, it is a disaster, and she has to be careful about mending
matters since they will not want to lose face. Renata has bought
a food processor that she now finds too large for her kitchen but
no one at our table seems to want to take it off her. Because of the
rain Dan says he could really use a ride to work this morning but
Davide is not in the mood to fight his way to Leicester Square.
Renata offers Peter a ride home but he whines that he will get wet
just walking to her vehicle. “Peter, I don’t know what to do with
you,” she says to our master of complaint – to which I add, “None
of us do.”
Friday, January 24:
It is quite cold and unrelentingly gray this morning and my mood
is not much different – for it is obvious that Fritz is out of sorts.
After a bit of grazing and one poo he seems to want to head for
home immediately and I have to put him on lead in order to head
over to the Morshead roadway. Following us today is Davide; his
Winnie is also on lead but, in her case, it is her fondness for the
ankles of joggers that necessitates this strategy. We soon meet up
with Janet and Daisy-Mae – Janet says she feels really warm this
morning! We now head around the rest of the green on our way
to the café. Janet adds that after months of recurring illness, and
a loss of weight that has meant no work at all, Georgie’s husband
James is finally going to the doctor today.
Our group this morning includes, in addition to Janet and Davide,
Ofra, Georgie, Renata, Debbie, Wendy, Peter and Hanna. We
haven’t seen the latter here is some time and she quickly notes
that Fritz, who is trembling in a corner and staring out into space,
is poorly. So he spends the session on her lap, having nits pulled
from his beard, gunk removed from his eyes and a Reiki treatment
administered for good measure. Today both Bailey and Sparkie
soon exhaust their five-a-day portion of biscuits and this gives
Sparkie ample opportunity to devote his attentions to the activity
in front of our gate – as two deliverymen and Lurch unload some
piece of kitchen equipment. At one point the lorry driver pulls
his vehicle forward – forgetting that there is a heavy dolly on the
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back lip – it falls off, but a skillful Lurch manages to keep it from
falling over.
Peter is collecting lottery and turf stakes while Ofra has to answer
many questions about her recent Caribbean holiday. A number
of those present, having forgotten that the absent Karen has told
us that she would probably not be here today and that she would
be buying birthday coffees for us on Saturday, have nevertheless
brought presents and cards today. Renata is incensed over this
desertion – though it never occurs to her that this confusion may
be down to her own hearing problems. Poor Karen’s plight, I tell
Peter, reminds me again of that scene in Beat The Devil when
the sultan, who has captured that louche party on their way to
East Africa, tells Humphrey Bogart (ignoring the interruptions of
Jennifer Jones), “In my country a woman’s lips may move, but
her words are not heard.” With this we begin our back passage
walkround – Fritz pausing to add an unsatisfactory poo to the bark
of a tree near our exit gate.
Saturday, January 25:
As I feared, the dog had entered a serious decline with yesterday
morning’s antics and the rest of the day was spent in watchful
waiting – with Pepper a guest for ten hours or so beginning a few
hours after we returned home. Unlike his cousin, Fritz showed no
interest in food or exercise and I don’t believe he even travelled
to the kitchen (for water, for instance) once. He did rouse himself
for our afternoon and evening walks (the latter conducted by Rob)
but most of the time he slept deeply. I put him on my bed when
nighttime came and here he did far better in the sleep category
than I did – since I was clearly perturbed by his discomfiture and
bothered by a sore back and a left wrist that still aches after its
smart introduction to the pavements of Oxford Street a month ago.
My first task today is to see if I can secure an appointment with
the vet for my ailing animal and here I am most fortunate – for
there is a spot at 9:45 and Linda has soon arrived to ferry us
to Boundary Road. It is also a stoke of luck that the attending
physician this morning is Dr. Tom, the man most familiar
with Fritz’s troubled history, and he is soon at work with pills,
injections and advice. Fritz has lost only a very little weight since
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we were last here five weeks ago and there is no detectable growth
in his liver tumor. He is dehydrated and has a slight temperature.
Tom sends us home with a small can of food guaranteed to
stimulate the appetite and an anti-nausea pill for tomorrow. I will
return for a follow-up visit on Monday at 9:30.
Linda asks me if I still want to drop in for coffee at the café but
I feel punchy from loss of sleep and the news that I have lost
another Michigan State colleague, Henry Silverman. Indeed, by
the time we are unloading the dog I can see the first of the back
passage walkround folk making their way home (in this case,
Debbie with Pucci). I have missed Karen’s delayed birthday
celebration. Fritz actually eats three biscuits on our return and
when we come in from a mid-afternoon walk I mix up some of
his intestinal formula food with a dollop of Dr. Tom’s elixir and
he does seem to enjoy this concoction. And so we enter another
period of canine convalescence.
Sunday, January 26:
Fritz is still in bed when it comes time for an early morning
walk – but at least he did drink some water last night and he did
eat some of his food, though I had to mix it with some chicken
before he would condescend to sample his bowl. Almost from the
outset it is clear that he would really rather not spend much time
out of doors and we are already on our way home when Janet
approaches with Daisy-Mae. Of course I have to offer the first of
many versions of yesterday’s visit to the vet’s; another comes a
few minutes later when, after taking the dog home (where he did
eat three biscuits), I encounter Ofra, waiting for me in front of
the clubhouse. I have decided to join the others for coffee – even
though I am unaccompanied by any canine.
The turnout is small – at first – just Peter, Janet, Georgie and Ofra.
But then Dan comes with Winnie in the basket of his bicycle,
Hanna arrives, so does Jo Lynn, and Matthew II (with Makiko
off to Greece again) appears with Emilio. The latter surprises
me by asking for a biscuit – it is no surprise that I am still a
valuable source of sustenance for Bailey, Sparkie, Pucci (here
with Georgie this morning) and Tilly. Tilly has distinguished
herself by eating garbage off a canal boat yesterday but, when Jo
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offers her condolences on Yoyo’s death to Hanna, the latter fends
off these attentions with a “We don’t talk about it.” Bailey is the
first to exhaust his five-a-day and thereafter he turns his attention
to Ofra’s boots – which he enjoys humping. Ofra is already mad
at her husband for wearing this footwear himself and now she
has to fend off the annoying behavior of her pet. “He’s mad for
your Uggs,” Hanna says, “he likes humping dead sheep.” Janet
complains that she has such muscular calves that she can’t wear
her own boots properly. I try to ease her perturbation over this
physical phenomenon – “That’s what you get after all those years
of kicking butt.”
We get a report on the raid on Westbourne Grove staged by
Makiko and Ofra yesterday. (Everyone tells me that I missed a
treat with Karen’s free coffee and Ofra’s cheesecake yesterday.)
Ofra complains that she didn’t like the food on Aruba and this
reminds Dan that he has at least three more vacations lined up this
year – including one that he will take in Mexico with his mother.
It is cold and gray this morning and after a while it begins to rain
as well. Jo offers to give Peter a ride home and begins one last
circuit of the green before undertaking this mission of mercy. The
others decide to head for home along the Morshead roadway –
always faster than the back passage – and I join this exodus. It
feels strange to do this without any dog in tow – strange but also
far more speedy than usual.
Monday, January 27:
I have spent another twenty-four hours keeping a close eye on my
dog’s health – and there have been a number of positive moments.
I managed to get him to swallow his antibiotic pill the first time
round by secreting it in a slice of wafer-thin honey roast ham. He
begged for more of this treat – after downing a substantial evening
meal which included some of Dr. Tom’s additive, some intestinal
formula food, and a whole chicken thigh from Sainsbury’s. I was
also delighted to see him sipping from his water bowl and our
late night walk even produced a poo. Another was forthcoming
during this morning’s walk in the park and again I was cheered
by its consistency and color. Fritz even ate two biscuits when we
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returned to wait for Linda, who arrived to take us to our checkup
on Boundary Road at 9:15.
Fritz seems much brighter today, wandering around to check the
place out and restraining his contempt for two cats – who arrive
in their cages soon after I sit down. Dr. Tom is also pleased with
the dog’s progress; he says Fritz is not jaundiced, that he no longer
has a temperature, that he has even put on a little weight since
Saturday. I am issued with a week’s worth of pink antibiotic pills
and asked to return in a week’s time. Bless her heart, Linda is still
waiting outside (Pepper in the back seat) and we are soon on our
way home in her car.
It is true that Fritz looks at me with disappointed eyes when, a few
minutes later, I announce that I have to take the laundry to the 123
Cleaners. I toy with the idea of stopping off at Pinky’s – searching
for some additional treats with which to stimulate the dog’s palate
– but I decide I have enough food on hand to last until Wednesday,
when a major Sainsbury expedition is scheduled.
Tuesday, January 28:
After such a positive start to yesterday’s regimen I was, of course,
disappointed in its sequel. I had no luck in my canine cuisine
efforts at dinnertime and the dog would have taken no new
sustenance at all if it hadn’t been for more slices of ham and some
halal baloney just before bedtime. At 5:00 in the morning Fritz
jumped off the bed and headed for the kitchen, where he had a
long drink of water. A minute later he belched – and half of the
contents of his stomach spilled forth on the living room floor.
I suppose that I have to be encouraged by his behavior when
it was time for us to head for the park – for the dog seems
eager to make a move and to resume his normal trot along the
back passage. In front of the loos he has a long drink from the
water bowl there, and then we are overtaken by Janet, Dan and
Davide – to whom I have to issue the day’s health bulletin. Fritz
and I continue on our usual circuit, passing through the doggy
compound on the Carlton roadway – where, again, the door latch
is broken – and thus we can return to the café. In addition to those
already mentioned our group includes Ofra, Georgie, Renata,
Peter, Hanna and a late-arriving Wendy. Although it it quite chilly
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there is bright sunlight also and I am glad that I have brought my
sunglasses.
Hanna, of course, is preoccupied with the state of my dog’s health
and it it is not too long before she has him cuddled in her coat. He
seems to like this attention and dozes off – awakening to show,
at last, some interest in the biscuits that he had earlier disdained.
Not only does he eat four or five of these treats but he drinks
several saucers full of water – also offered by Hanna. Then, just to
complete the morning’s adventure on an optimistic note, he pauses
on our way home for a poo – two round little pellets as hard as
bullets.
Thursday, January 30:
We have missed our normal day in the park – for yesterday was
devoted to errands and appointments and Fritz had only the
briefest of morning walks before I headed for Oxford Circus and
my eye test at Vision Express. It rained all day long – without
letup – and, indeed, I had to experience this moisture afresh on
at least ten occasions…after Vision Express it was on to Kensal
Rise and a walk back to Sainsbury’s (in the rain), then a wait for
a minicab home (in the rain), an afternoon walk with the dog (in
the rain) and a 5:00 pm expedition to the American School (in
the rain) where I had an enjoyable session in honor of this year’s
writer-in-residence, Leah Hager Cohen, before walking home (in
the rain).
On a number of occasions I have resisted the parental urgency that
would have had me calling the phone number of Hamilton Vets
– for Fritz has continued to have difficulties with his digestion.
There were some positive signs: he is drinking lots of water now
and he did a good late night poo, but he is extremely fussy about
what he will eat (last night it was just some fancy dog treats
purchased at Sainsbury’s and a little chicken) and a portion of the
latter came up on the living room carpet in mid-evening anyway.
Fritz seems lively enough, getting up when I do this morning,
charging down the stairs when it is time to go to the park, making
good progress around the green (which we approached from
the Morshead roadway – our usual route too waterlogged for
comfort). I can see, looking across the gull-dotted grass, that no
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one has bothered to raise our green umbrella – but by the time we
have completed our circuit (in a light rain) this has been cranked
into position and there is even a chap at last trying to fix the café’s
broken front door. Ofra steps over this chap, taking advantage
of the open door in order to retrieve her blanket from behind the
counter. Janet tells her, “They wouldn’t let me in.” Ofra replies,
“That’s because you are you and I am me.”
In addition to these two ladies we have a small grouping this
morning – just Dan, Davide, Georgie and Peter. The lads are off to
Mexico on a short holiday tomorrow (Mexico City and Cancun)
and Winnie will be bunking down with Sparkie – at whom she
snaps viciously when the bag containing her little pellets is
exhausted. Peter is reminding us that lottery stakes need to be
replenished tomorrow – when he is not chasing after Bobby, who
is as noisy as Sparkie today. Bobby keeps pawing at me for treats
but he disdains everything on offer – a bit like Fritz, who turns his
nose up even at old favorites like milky bone biscuits, though I
am cheered by the fact that he is one of Davide’s customers as the
last of the pellets is exhausted. A further cause for rejoicing comes
on our return lap – when Fritz pauses for a good (and generous)
poo – so some food must be getting into his system in spite of
the recurrent rejections. But it is typical of the rollercoaster of
emotions accompanying my pet’s current condition that, only five
minutes after our return, Winnie’s pellets are expelled in a corner
behind the sofa. Today I am going to try those antacid pills Dr.
Tom gave me before my India trip.
Friday, January 31:
Well, I won’t try those again – for only a few minutes after
sliding just a quarter of a tablet down the dog’s throat the dog
was overcome with such an urgent need to expel that there was
dog poo in front of our front door – he hadn’t even had time to
let me know he wanted to go out. There was also an interesting
sequel when we went for our afternoon walk. I had taken him to
the doggy compound next to the park’s Morshead Road entrance
and here he rushed forward to gulp down a schooner of muddy
rainwater – in spite of my urgent reminders that he had plenty of
fresh water at home. It was if he wanted to throw up – and shortly
272

“Dog Day Aftermath”

after he stopped drinking this is exactly what happened. Then
he took a few more sips and life resumed its normal routines. It
is true that I again had a devil of a time finding something that
would tempt his palate, but in the evening he ate several steakshaped dog treats from Sainsbury (the ones with a Schnauzer on
the package), some rolled sausage sticks from the same source
and (much to my surprise) three white milky bone biscuits – a
foodstuff he has been disdaining for days.
This morning we have first fog and then the breakthrough of some
actual sunshine. I keep the dog on lead these days, just to monitor
his activity as closely as possible (as I compile my encyclopedia
of symptoms in anticipation of our Monday visit to the vet’s).
Again we have an episode in self-medication as Fritz pauses to
sample grass shoots on our left and thereafter he makes a slow but
steady progress along our usual walkways – a bounce returning to
his step only when he sights Renata heading our way with Maxi.
We turn left at the tennis courts and just as we do so I spot Janet,
heading our way with Daisy-Mae and Dudley. In the next minute
we have the quintessential mystery of my dog’s digestive system
– for he pauses for a quite satisfactory poo – only to rush forward
in order to disgorge a slimy pool of grass leaves on the walkway.
We continue through the parking lot (with Ofra just pulling in)
and back to the café – where I give Peter £5 for lottery money and
£2 for horses and deposit on the tabletop, where Ofra usually sits,
another five £2 coins. She gives me a tenner a few minutes later at
the coffee counter. It is the first time in weeks that the café’s righthand door works.
Our turnout this morning includes Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Peter,
Renata, Vlad and an American chap who comes in with a rescue
dog, Rory, a muzzled yellow Lab. He explains that Rory, now
two, is just learning how to be with other dogs and that there have
been a few problems in socialization. No point in offering the
newcomer a biscuit but Tara, Sparkie and Bailey are not shy. It is
becoming grayer and, indeed, the first drops begin to fall after we
have been sitting for twenty minutes. No one wishes to linger so
we soon scatter – leaving Peter, who must wait for the handover
of Bobby at 10:00, behind. I walk with Georgie (who now has
Dudley and Winnie as well) down the Morshead roadway. She is
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expecting a visit from daughter Lynn and grandson Oliver but I
learn for the first time that husband James has been in St. Mary’s
Hospital since last Sunday. His digestive problems, his weight
loss and the wastage of muscle fiber have never been diagnosed
properly (and he has avoided medical intervention whenever
possible) and now he is undergoing a battery of tests under
close supervision. Some of his liver readings (like my Fritz) are
worrying. I think both Georgie and I will both be happy to say
goodbye to January.
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Saturday, February 1:
Sunshine rules at last as we make our final preparations for a
morning in the park. These days such preparations often include
mopping up the latest instance of puppy throw-up – and so it is
today. Fritz did show a healthy appetite last night and ate quite a
bit (even some of my shortbread biscuits), but a good deal of this
surfaced after half an hour and more came up after a cold drink
of water this morning. (It’s all more grist for the diagnostic mill
of Dr. Tom on Monday.) Of course I have to provide Janet with
my dog’s health summary as we enter the park at the same time –
Fritz soon falling behind in order to sample a few medicinal grass
shoots while I wait for the sequel: eats shoots and leaves a pool of
vomit. In fact this does not happen this morning but he takes so
long inching along – reluctant to enter the noisy affray of footie
Saturday– that when we reach the café I decide we are finished
with our in-lap and head into the café for my morning coffee.
Our lineup this morning includes Georgie, Janet, Karen, Debbie,
Peter and Hanna. The latter has brought some chicken sticks for
my pet and he is soon sitting happily on her lap and munching on
these. Dietary suggestions in their multiplicity soon follow and
when she is not preoccupied with such matters Hanna is also a
lively participant in the hot topic for the morning… socks. Hanna
is a devotee of Burlington socks – “like walking with your feet
in nests” – and the other ladies have their own favorite nominees
as well. Debbie has a new phone and is trying to access the
Internet in order to get more sock information. Peter reports that,
astonishingly, all three of today’s race meetings are still scheduled
to get underway – we have been having so much rain and so much
flooding in the UK that he was certain some meetings would be
cancelled.
Georgie is the first to depart this morning – eager to meet
Lynne and Oliver at Paddington Station later this morning. This
means that Sparkie will be in Janet’s care and he does start off
on lead with that lady a few minutes later. My own departure
is complicated by the problem of stuffing both my biscuit bag
and the chicken sticks into my coat pockets while Hanna herself
is urging me to take hold of the dog’s lead. In the event some
biscuits fall from my pocket and there is a momentary Finnish
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panic over the harm such a windfall might mean if some of our
greedier dogs got stuck in. In fact only Tara gets an extra treat
and I am able to make my escape. As we near the cypress trees
Karen spots a bare-assed toddler peeing into the foliage while
dad stands guard. “It’s when they do this in their thirties that I
object,” I tell her. From the other end of the tree line there steps
the chap I call Dancing-With-Crows – for he is always lurking
about in order to deposit food for the birds. As I cross the street
I encounter David, the commandant of Morshead Mansions. He
is marching up and down in front of his domain and today he is
complaining about a neighbor who flicks cigarette butts into the
front garden. No sooner have we reached home base then the door
buzzer goes and I wonder who that can be – Hanna with another
recovered biscuit? Instead I hear a woman’s voice, an American
one, telling me that she has a piece of mis-delivered post for me.
I buzz her in and she is soon shoving a copy of the AARP Bulletin
through my front door. “Thanks,” I say to her retreating form and
this mystery woman says, “It’s just nice to know there is another
AARP member about.”
Sunday, February 2:
As I stare from my front window I can see that again we have
sunny skies presiding over the chilly park below. Fritz and I are
soon overtaken by Janet and Daisy-Mae and I am able to report
that there has been no canine upchucking since last we met. I have
been trying to feed Fritz with smaller portions more often and I
have not been filling his water bowl to the brim as well. Yesterday,
when I resumed his antibiotic pill regime, he had wafer-thin ham
at one sitting and more of Hanna’s chicken sticks at another, but
my efforts to introduce scrambled eggs into his diet went awry
– he plucked the chicken pieces from his dish and disdained the
eggs. His poo seems satisfactory this morning and we manage
to move rapidly enough to complete our usual circuit of Mt.
Bannister before reporting to the café.
There is a large Sunday turnout this morning – Georgie has
brought daughter Lynne and grandson Oliver and we also have
Janet, Karen, Ofra, Peter, Renata, Hanna, Debbie, and Wendy.
Karen is reading the Observer this morning and clearly missing
277

“Dog Day Aftermath”

the lurid non-news of the Mail on Sunday. I tell her she is
improperly dressed since she should be wearing her Super Bowl
jacket today. Peter is fretting over travel to the hospital (where he
has a heart test later this week) since we are threatened with a tube
strike (and more bad weather). Debbie and Peter have the same
model phone and are comparing notes. Peter says Makiko has
this model too but Debbie says that Makiko’s version is the Rolls
Royce model and she and Peter have only the Ford Fiesta version.
I ask the others if anyone remembers what we were up to exactly
five years ago today. No one can – so I have to remind them that
five years ago today we were battling a great snow and that if they
would just look at the February chapter of the online volume in
the doggy cycle (Invasion of the Biscuit Snatchers) they could
enjoy a photo of the scene.
Biscuits are very much on the minds of our dogs – with even
Pucci pawing away at our legs for these treats – and both Bailey
and Sparkie exhausting their five-a-day. Hanna soon sweeps
Fritz into her lap and begins to tempt him with gravy and milky
bone biscuits. To say my dog makes a meal of this would be an
understatement – he seems to want Hanna to break these treats
into ever smaller portions and to accomplish this she actually bites
into them with her teeth. (Next she will be regurgitating this food
like a mother bird.) Renata is staring at this scene with incredulity
and, catching sight of this (“You looking at me?”) Hanna and
she have to express their mutual antipathy over my lap. When it
is time for us to depart Hanna insists on attaching the lead of the
chilled-out Fritz to his brown leather collar – insisting that the
green semi-choke version is too cruel for the poor boy. Of course
there is far less control over our progress this way and, indeed, by
the time we have climbed our stairs the brown collar has slid over
the dog’s eyes and when a neighbor adjusts this for him he ends
up off-lead altogether.
Monday, February 3:
Once again my culinary efforts have gone untasted (chicken
embedded in mashed potato this time) as Fritz seems to be
surviving on snacks alone these days. When we head for the park
under bright but cloudy skies he lifts his leg as soon as we enter –
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and thereafter a dotted line of pee continues to stain the sidewalk
as he trots along. Is this another symptom? Janet comes in behind
us with Daisy-Mae and I am able to report that it has now been
forty-eight hours since the little fellow vomited. I repeat this
same mantra when we run across Pepper (whose purloined bone
I manage to snatch from his unsuspecting jaws), Chica and Linda
– and still again for Georgie, entering the park with Sparkie and
Winnie. I tell the others that, as Fritz has his vet appointment at
10:00, I will not be taking coffee this morning.
We continue on around the green, very slowly, but, after Fritz had
deposited a very satisfactory poo in the tennis court alley, I lead
him out via the Randolph gate and we turn left for the beginning
of our march to Boundary Road. This is a slow, halting affair –
with the dog pausing to make a minute inspection of every brick
and crack in the pavement with his nose. I am rehearsing my
summary of the dog’s health history, prior to seeing Dr. Tom,
when, as we ascend Carlton Hill, my dog, after all my boasting,
adds to this story by depositing two brackish yellow pools of
vomit on the sidewalk. Thereafter his pace quickens a bit and
when we arrive at the vet’s he has a long drink of water.
Dr. Tom seems mostly concerned with the dog’s weight loss – I
am not surprised since he has been eating so little – but he wants
me to persist with the antacids. I tell him about Fritz’s exercises in
purgative self-medication and he says that no one knows precisely
what this gesture means. He is not worried about the leaking pee
problem, suggesting that it is just a sign of a very full bladder. He
orders up some more intestinal formula food and pro-biotic paste
and we agree to meet in a week’s time – perhaps, if Fritz is no
better, he may have to spend a couple of days on a drip. We make
our way home, again very slowly, and then I have a number of
errands to run –down to the basement for a meter reading, over to
Pinky’s for some snacks, on to the 123 Cleaners. When I get home
I discover two new yellow pools on the carpet of my study.
Tuesday, February 4:
Fritz managed to eat a little chicken last night but he seems
somewhat subdued as we make our entrance into the park this
morning – I can tell that he would just as soon head for home as
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soon as possible but I persist in leading him around the green; he
does pause to deposit a very satisfactory poo in the process. We
pass Karen, whose work pressures mean that Dudley will have
only a brief outing this morning; I have to offer the first version
of Fritz’s medical saga in the process – well, not the first; Hanna
called for a report last night. The chap named Tony, who often
walks dogs, has a muzzled midsized challenger with him this
morning and there is a great deal of anxiety over the approach of
other dogs – Alaska among them. Behind me now we have Janet
and Ofra and they too want to know what the vet said yesterday.
This leads to a discussion in front of the loos on the subject of pet
insurance. Janet say that if she ever gets another dog she will start
putting aside a sum equivalent to the dog’s monthly insurance
premium so that when the dog is old she will have a nest egg and
will not have to fall victim to the exorbitant rates charged for older
dogs.
In addition to these two ladies we also have Georgie, Ellie,
Wendy, Peter and Hanna this morning. The latter soon scoops up
my pet, administering a long series of hopeful therapies while I
am dosing Sparkie, Winnie, Bailey and Daisy-Mae with biscuits.
Hanna has brought with her some Caesar’s paté in an aluminum
tub and she dips shards of milky bone biscuit into this concoction
before offering them to my dog – this strategy soon has him
munching away contentedly. Then she fills the coffee cup saucer
with water and the dog slurps up this liquid, showering our knees
with the fallout. Then Fritz is swaddled in her crumb-encrusted
coat and he sits in the sun and dozes off soon thereafter.
At the other end of the table the ladies are discussing window
coverings (zzzzzz…….). Ellie says that Ofra is so trim she looks
like a stick insect, but if this is an insult it has the opposite effect.
For her part, Ellie is wearing two pairs of gloves at the same time
today. It is chilly and the sky has been presenting chapter after
chapter on the story of the weather: clouds, sun, clouds – there
are even a few drops. Fearing the arrival of real rain there is a
fairly rapid departure from our breakfast table this morning. I
tell Hanna she is not to hook Fritz’s lead to his brown collar and
she reluctantly attaches it to the chain version instead. I have a
right ear stuffed with wax this morning and hearing is difficult on
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that side but I do hear someone say “Paddy” as I try to catch up
with the others on the back passage. The speaker, is this case, is a
jogging Mary McCartney and when I do catch up with Janet and
Georgie I learn that there has just been an incident. It seems that
behind her retreating back Mary’s dog has fouled the footpath.
Janet says that she shouted after Sir Paul’s daughter but the latter
had her earphones on. Now Janet clears up the mess herself and
we at last make our exit from the park.
Wednesday, February 5:
And so the sorry story continues. I did try to persist in the antacid
regimen yesterday – secreting a quarter of a tablet in the dog’s
noontime ham and, at night, another quarter in the chicken I had
mixed with some pasta and more of Hanna’s Caesar concoction.
Most of this food came up on the TV room floor within half an
hour of ingestion and matters did not improve this morning –
when more yellow bile surfaced in my study. Moreover, when we
now reach the park, vomiting continues and there is diarrhea as
well –the antacid pills are obviously making matters worse, rather
than better, and I will not use them again. I’m sure Fritz feels a
little better after these exercises in purgation but, after he has had
a drink in front of the loos, I decide not to continue and we report
to the café immediately.
The umbrella has not been raised this morning but I think this is
less a matter of allowing sun to strike the dog-owning customers
and more a question of wind – which is gusting violently. I begin
the session in my sunglasses but soon the skies cloud over and it
is obvious that we are in for volatile weather changes. Today we
have Dan and Davide, back after a successful holiday in Mexico,
Ofra, Jo Lynn, Janet (who soon leaves for an art class) and Hanna
– though Vlad comes in somewhat later, announcing, “They didn’t
want to serve me this morning.” The context of this remark soon
dawns on us – Vlad works for London Underground and today
a strike has more or less shut this system down. I try to sample
opinions in this matter. The strike began as a gesture against
the decision to close all ticket booths in the network. Some of
those present today feel that people should just be able to use
station machines and that shifts in technology mean that staff are
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no longer needed. Others feel that there are safety and service
issues that should require the maintenance of the old-fashioned
ticket booths. I note that the use of ticket machines is not an easy
option for the many visitors to this city (not all of whom are fluent
in English) or to the technologically challenged. Yesterday it
was revealed that those who don’t pay by direct debit are being
charged substantially more by their energy suppliers – so the
replacement of human beings with a wall of buttons and slots is
just another chapter in society’s punishment of the elderly. Fifteen
minutes after we have been seated Georgie at last arrives – her
taxi journey delayed this morning by the additional rush hour
traffic occasioned by the tube shutdown.
In front of my seat there is another tub of vittles and I think,
initially, that this must be another dog food offering from Hanna
– but, no, it is some Bolognese sauce, a gift to me from Ofra.
When Hanna scoops up the ailing Fritz he is not interested in any
foodstuffs today – preferring to sit disconsolately in her lap while
I hand out biscuits to Tilly, Winnie, Sparkie and Bailey – with
the tall Tara occasionally helping herself from my tabletop bag.
Hanna, who has just lost one beloved Schnauzer, is desperately
unhappy over the state of my pet’s health. She wants to take him
home (I warn her about the assault on her carpets) or at least cook
something up for him. Later I make a visit to Maida Vale Parade –
in order to buy some of the same chicken sticks she has provided
Fritz in the past. The entrance to the Maida Vale tube stop is
emphatically shuttered.
Thursday, February 6:
True to her promise, Hanna returned a few hours after our last
meeting in the park with five plastic containers containing a
special culinary invention that included chicken livers from
Soloman’s, three kinds of vegetable, brown pasta and even a
little garlic. Fritz seemed to like this mixture and I repeated
the experiment following our afternoon walk – but he showed
no interest in more food at dinner time and when we went out
at 10:30 or so I could quickly see (in addition to two bouts of
pavement throw-up) that he was still suffering from diarrhea. Still,
he spent a quiet enough time of it overnight and he demonstrated
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no urgency in our morning departure today. I could at least rejoice
over the fact that I had at last cleared the wax from my right ear.
We meet Janet, just arriving with Daisy-Mae, soon after our
own arrival in the park. Fritz is soon into grass grazing mode,
a therapeutic strategy that has as its inevitable sequel a pool of
shoot-encrusted yellow bile on the cypress walkway (“Eats shoots
and heaves.”) I do believe that he also does a poo behind these
trees but I can’t see into the darkness behind their branches and,
for that matter, he gets tangled in the recesses of this foliage and I
have to unhook him since there is no way he can unwind his lead
and emerge at the same spot he has earlier entered. I let him have
a drink of water in front of the loos and he settles into life in our
coffee compound, where, to my surprise, he enjoys quite a few of
Winnie’s pellets – doled out one by one by Davide.
In addition to that gentleman we also have Peter, Karen, Janet,
Ofra and Ellie today. Peter is fussing with his phone – which
almost gets yanked out of his hand when Bobby charges after a
Doberman – one being walked outside our fence. Karen says she
will have to leave early as China calls; there is some talk about
Mandarin replacing English as the world’s language of business
– but surely the Americans would never learn another language –
especially Chinese. Recipes and exercise regimens are thoroughly
discussed – and each of the ladies has something to say about
the talents (or lack thereof) and prices of the local dog groomers.
Missing from this morning’s colloquy is Georgie, who – half an
hour late – calls to say that her taxi has finally made it through the
strike-swollen traffic and that she is on her way. The others seem
willing to wait for their friend but I decide to make a move. As
we head down the Morshead roadway I do encounter a seething
Georgie. She says that the underground workers are planning a
second wave of strikes next week.
Friday, February 7:
Well, the best I can say about my dog’s health is that he managed
to get through a whole day without spitting up on the carpets.
Of course he ate very little and his late night poo was still on
the sloppy side; the latter was delivered, incidentally, only at the
end of a ten minute walk – which would have concluded after
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one minute if the dog had gotten his way; I’m glad I insisted on
a more lengthy period of exercise. Fritz soon settled into a long,
quiet sleep next to me – in fact he was practically on my chest
the whole night through and this made it difficult for me to sleep.
I finally dozed off and was astonished when I did not wake until
8:10.
It is very cold and gray this morning – with the occasional drop of
moisture from above – and again I can intuit that Fritz would just
as soon go back to bed after lifting his leg a few times. I persist in
keeping him moving and this time we head for the Morshead gate,
where Davide is just arriving with Winnie. A few minutes later
we are joined by Janet and Daisy-Mae – and my reluctant pet is
made to head straight for the café. Here Ofra is just arriving with
Bailey and Georgie is not far behind with Sparkie. Vlad too soon
makes an appearance with Tara and this leaves only Peter without
a dog this morning. I have brought with me some of the chicken
sticks that Hanna introduced us to and Fritz eats two of these;
then he pays court to Davide’s knee and scarfs down quite a few
of Winnie’s diet pellets. This is one of the reasons I like to make
him complete the journey to the café – for here he might find
something he can condescend to eat.
Ofra is complaining of the cold and Davide says he will give her a
ride home. Davide says that he will not be here tomorrow – since
he has to spend several days at the airport taking the exams that
cabin crew need to complete in order to be re-certified. He is
eating a grilled cheese sandwich – not too much cheese and welltoasted, please. Winnie is the beneficiary here – just as well since
she is quite cross that Fritz has been eating her pellets. Georgie
tells us that her James is home from the hospital – with more tests
and visits to the consultant to come. This morning he asked for
two soft-boiled eggs – just as Georgie was about to go out. (He
seems never to have mastered the science of this process himself.)
Winnie, meanwhile, is barking at Sparkie – who is barking at
the world. When we begin our back passage walkround Sparkie
insists on wading through all the back passage puddles like a
toddler trying out his wellies. (“My children never did that!” –
Ofra.) Soon we are all imitating Sparkie since there is wall-to-wall
water back here. I could give a report on the state of Fritz’s poo
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at this point but, truth to tell, he disdains this part of the morning
ritual himself this morning.
Saturday, February 8:
In fact I never saw a poo from my pet yesterday – maybe we can
conclude that, at any rate, he does not have diarrhea. Linda, here
to see my India pictures, arrived for a visit at 5:00 with Pepper;
I could see the tears in her eyes as she cuddled my failing dog.
During this visit Michigan Janet called and we each had a chance
to talk to her. At dinnertime Fritz did eat a chicken thigh – as I fed
him by hand while he sat on my study sofa; he had eaten nothing
at this time the night before. As often happens, he showed great
reluctance to undertake a late night walk and we were soon home
for another night of close-quarters sleeping on my bed.
This morning there is again an obvious desire to head for home
almost as soon as we have entered the park – of course I persist in
continuing our walk and my reward is a lovely hard poo deposited
near the bandstand. We circle the green, the dog moving a bit
more freely now, and enter the doggy compound at the café. I
am lucky with the coffee queue – for there are soon seven people
behind me. Our group this morning includes Janet, Dan, Debbie,
Renata, Ofra, Peter, Hanna and, back after almost two weeks in
Athens, Makiko. Hanna soon scoops up my dog, quizzes me about
his recent behavior, and gives him three chicken sticks and a Reiki
treatment as we sit blinking in the sun. It is, in spite of this bright
episode, quite cold and the wind is getting up. A chap is standing
outside the compound taking pictures of Maxi on Renata’s lap
and Hanna objects to this behavior – since he hasn’t asked for
permission first.
Janet is organizing an outing to the Tricycle Theatre this
afternoon. Renata finds the theme of the play too depressing and
refuses to participate; nevertheless she reports that her mood has
improved after a day spent listening to the music of the Seventies.
(I have gone back even further – having watched a program on the
Everly Brothers last night on BBC 4.) Debbie is getting estimates
on new windows and when I tell her that I have had secondary
glazing now for a number of years she asks if she can visit my
flat to inspect my window treatment. So, after fighting our way
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through the Saturday footie crowds, we begin a close examination
– first viewing my windows from across the street and then
inspecting the work of the Everest company from the inside.
Pucci jumps up into Fritz’s spot on my sofa and this reminds me
that I have something in my kitchen belonging to Debbie. From
the depths of my freezer I now pluck four or five squeaky balls,
including several once belonging to Pucci, which I have placed
in the one part of the house where my dog can’t sniff them out. I
only wish he was interested in such toys now.
Sunday, February 9:
In the afternoon, yesterday, I had to clean up a pile of vomit in my
TV room – from its contents, curiously, I could tell one thing – it
did not belong to my dog and must have been a contribution from
either Pucci or Pepper. Fritz, after reluctantly taking on slices of
wafer-thin ham and chicken at noon, again showed no interest
in any food at dinnertime – nevertheless he does produce a poo
this morning, soon after we have made our way into the park. (It
begins as another substantial offering and then loses its solidity as
the process continues; it is a wonder that there is any poo – given
the small amount of food taken in these days by my dog.) Fritz,
I am sure, would just a soon go home after these efforts – but I
persist in continuing on to the café for our usual morning session.
It is windy and quite cold today.
Our group includes Janet, Georgie, Dan, Ofra, Peter and Debbie
and the latter suggests that this small turnout must be down to
the unfriendly weather. I caution her not to close the attendance
register just yet and, indeed, Hanna arrives, then Matthew and
Makiko, then Wendy, then Karen and (just as we are about to
leave) Vlad. Hanna, who is complaining of hay fever (even though
it seems to be the wrong time of year for this malady) is sneezing
away as she stations Fritz in her lap, puts his coat on, wraps him
in her scarf and manages to get him to eat one beef stick and three
chicken sticks. Pucci is scraping away at my leg and Debbie says
that I must feel like taking a restraining order out on her pet. “If I
were into restraining orders,” I respond, “Pucci would be sixth or
seventh on my list. Isn’t that right, Bailey, Winnie and Sparkie?”
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Peter is sharing a hospital letter with Matthew, who is able to
interpret its arcane message. Debbie and Ofra are still discussing
window treatments. Dan reports that in spite of the tube strike
(with another scheduled for this coming week) West End theatre
ticket sales are still lively enough. Hanna and I discuss the fact
that Tim, who lost his dog (Yoyo) in the same week as he became
a father, has fallen down the stairs while carrying the new arrival,
saving his daughter from harm while suffering broken ribs in the
melee. I tell Makiko that, with a visiting Rob’s help yesterday
afternoon, I was able to use Nikon Image Space to share 335 India
pictures with Naomi and Adrian in Philadelphia. Janet reports that
even some of the London reaches of the Thames are receiving
floodwaters – as the relentless wet weather brings chaos to much
of the country. I need to pick up some supplies at Hamish II; on
another day I would walk that way with Georgie, who would hold
onto the dog’s lead while I dart inside – but my dog is shivering
and looks miserable and I decide to take him home first today.
There is no protest when I duck out after removing his coat.
When I return he stations himself next to me on the blue sofa –
but, just as he is now having difficulties with the stairs and the
bed, I have to help him ascend this height. Today, for the first
time, I detect that my pet is in pain; he can’t find a comfortable
place to lie down and little cries and moans issue from his failing
body. I know it is time for me to act.
I am already in tears as I call Linda, asking her if she would be
able to drive us to the vet’s. Then I call the latter, which maintains
an emergency service on Sundays at its offices in Finchley.
Shortly after noon Linda arrives and I keep the stricken dog on
my lap as we make the lengthy journey through much of north
London. Lizzie, the vet on call, can tell from my tears, let alone
the weakened condition of my treasured pet, what our business is
here today. I have to sign a paper and then she puts a catheter in
one of his legs. He is lying quietly on a brown towel as the fatal
injections are administered. It is over in seconds – Fritz is dead.
If only we could do that for the people we love, I think. I slip the
dog’s collars into my pocket, we touch the lifeless body one last
time, and we begin the long ride home – the resolute Linda seems
to be driving through parts of the city I have never seen before,
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even though they are close to home. When I enter the empty house
it is to begin hours of tearful mourning. In the afternoon Linda
runs into Janet in the park and gives her the news; tearfully Janet
calls me soon thereafter. I have to call Hanna as well. It is not easy
getting to sleep in a bed in which I am the only occupant.
Saturday, February 15:
I enter a week of mourning – grateful for the attentions of my
sorrow-laden friends, from whom there is a lovely bouquet
of white flowers delivered on Monday and, thereafter, cards,
phone calls and text messages of condolence. The message that
accompanied the flowers read, in part, “Our love and sympathy
for the loss of the wonderful Fritz. He was a good friend to us all
and we will miss him terribly.” I am a guest for dinner at Linda’s
that night and she sends me home with a casserole of shepherd’s
pie and peas; Makiko (“Fritz will live forever in your beautiful
writing”) comes by the next day and supplies me with an Italian
meal and I already have that Bolognese sauce from Ofra. There
are many melancholy moments – when I have to pick up some
dog toy or food dish from the empty floor.
There is additional unhappy news – which I hear for the first time,
oddly, from Michigan Janet (who, with Gavan and Naomi, calls
from the States). This is the shocking revelation that, less than
twenty-four hours after the death of my dog, Georgie’s husband,
James, has died, aged 59.
In the early part of the week I managed to complete a number
of errands, always with the notion that I mustn’t be gone long
because of the dog – whom I continue to hear in strange little
unexplained sounds around the house….Fritz did have his
abandonment issues and these must have begun when, overnight,
Michael’s Charlie, his best pal, disappeared from park life;
Dorothy’s death, a few year’s later, only compounded this anxiety.
I am a free man now – but then we know how great a trial this can
be. In response to this freedom I did not even venture out of the
house on either Thursday or Friday but today, recognizing how
unhealthy this must be, I decide to revisit my friends in the park.
I leave at about 9:20, using the Morshead Road entrance and
making my way to the café, where I can at last hug Georgie. Her
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sister, Jean, is here as well – at home she also has two brothersin-law in residence during this time of grieving. Others present
this morning include Dan, Ofra, Wendy, Matthew, Makiko, Janet
and Hanna. I have brought with me the plastic container in which
Ofra had stored her sauce and five plastic bowls which Hanna
had used for the special diet she had cooked up for the ailing
Fritz. Everyone present has a word to offer me in greeting and
condolence and I thank then collectively for the flowers and the
messages. (They sent flowers to Georgie, too, but hers have gone
missing.) I remind those who send text messages, especially to
a land line telephone as old as mine, that their messages must
contain their names – for the disembodied BT robot voice which
reads the message offers only a quick reference to the mobile
number of the caller (which I would not recognize under any
circumstances) and I still don’t know who some of the messages
were from.
There has been considerable pressure on me (particularly from
Linda and Michigan Janet) to consider the acquisition of another
dog at some time in the future – but Hanna seems to suggest
that I need to honor Fritz with a long period of mourning; she is
surprised that I haven’t arranged for some ceremony in which
his ashes would be scattered. I can only tell her that I am in no
position to consider the issue of a new dog and that I know it will
be months, if at all, before I can contemplate such a matter – even
though I am beginning a period, for the first time in almost fifty
years, when I am home alone.
We have had a howling wind since sundown yesterday and the
bare branches of the trees are still being tossed about. The sun
is out, however, and this means that it is not too uncomfortable
sitting here, dog-less, and hearing the chatter of the others at a
distance. (My left ear is now full of wax and this means that I miss
a lot of the conversation, especially from the whispering Wendy.)
Bailey, Sparkie, Pucci, Winnie and Daisy-Mae feel that I owe
them a week’s worth of biscuits now. (I have continued to bring
my little black bag.)
On the back passage walkround I at last get a chance to spend
some time with Georgie – as we compare the last stages in the
lives of Fritz and James. There are some uncanny similarities.
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Both were having trouble eating anything, both continued to lose
weight, both lost muscle tone, both had worrying liver tests – and
both died long before we expected them to. Georgie tells me
that her husband collapsed on Sunday night and that she called
an ambulance immediately. In hospital, where scans had failed
to highlight any specific problem, they told James that if they
operated the anesthetic, in his weakened condition, would kill
him and that, under any circumstances, he was a dying man. He
died shortly after noon on Monday and “perforated bowel” was
listed as the cause of death. Georgie and I are ahead of the others
as I hear these unhappy details for the first time. Soon we have
reached a giant puddle blocking our walkway and necessitating
a long detour – a symbol of the floodwaters that have brought
misery to so many living near the Thames these days. I am able
to point out one change new to the scene since last I walked here
with my dog – the first golden daffodils are dancing in the wind.
Sunday, February 16:
I am ready to hit the streets at my usual departure time today –
that is about 9:10 – and I use the next twenty minutes or so to
undertake a fast walk in the park (something never possible with a
slow-moving Schnauzer in tow). I need to get my legs into shape
as Gavan and I are talking about a strenuous walk in Ireland in
May and this means that I can’t stop and chat with quite a few
of the dog people, whom I encounter as I undertake a double
circuit – first passing Debbie with Pucci at the head of the green,
then Renata with Maxi behind the tennis courts, then Janet (with
Daisy-Mae and Tilly) and Peter on the Carlton roadway, then
coming up behind Jean and Georgie (with Sparkie) in front of the
clubhouse.
In addition to those already mentioned we also have Hanna, Dan,
Davide, Ofra, Wendy and Karen today. Tilly is the first of my
customers and won’t take no for an answer – Bailey and Sparkie
seem to understand the word “finished” and the appropriate hand
gesture – at least for a minute or so, when they then try their luck
again. Winnie, Pucci and Daisy-Mae are also eager supplicants –
even Dudley accepts one treat, though he would much rather be
out on the green, mixing it up with some of the other dogs. It is
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far more pleasant sitting at out table today; the sun is back but the
winds have died down.
Wendy passes around the table with menus for the Formosa
Dining Room, where she plans to celebrate her 70th birthday
tomorrow – I tell he I’m not feeling very social these days. Peter
complains about his lottery log-in problems but Karen seems to
have a solution. Davide says that on his way to Heathrow recently
he was stuck in traffic for three hours because of an accident – but
there was no crew member on standby and the plane could not
take off without him. Karen is a hive of activity, thumbing through
the Mail on Sunday, getting up to let Dudley out onto the green,
pulling Ofra’s bobble hat over that lady’s eyes, and fending off
Hanna’s inquisition on the subject of last night’s date with a chap
at the North London Tavern on the Kilburn High Road. I join the
usual back passage walkround – it is hard to believe that it was
exactly a week ago, upon our return from such a procession, that
life began to unwind so tragically for my little dog.
Monday, February 17:
Again I leave the house at 9:10, lugging a sack of garbage as far
as the Morshead entrance and then continuing on with my exercise
walk. I can see a number of people in front of me, including ones
to whom I have yet to speak about the loss of Fritz, but I persist in
keeping the legs churning until at the end of the green I encounter
Sabina with Scamp the Westie and Oscar the Schnauzer. At a
distance I often confused my dog with Oscar and therefore it is not
a surprise when I discover that this fellow has also been poorly of
late. Sabina says that he has diabetes and that she has to inject him
twice a day, that he has cataracts too. He certainly sees me well
enough today and he is soon wagging his little tail in greeting. His
green back has nothing to do with rolling in the grass, I discover –
Sabina says that he has been scraping it under the park benches.
I continue with my walk and find Ofra heading toward me behind
the tennis courts with Bailey. She notices that I am in “power
walk” mode – though my speed is about that of a normal walker,
half my age. I decide to head through the environmental area
today (a place prohibited to dog walkers) but I am surprised to
discover Janet in here with Daisy-Mae. It seems that some sort of
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“event” is to take place along the back passage and this stretch of
narrowly fenced traffic is closed today. I can rejoin my route at
the cypress trees and complete a loop by heading around past the
clubhouse to the café. Here two of the triplets are getting a ride in
their buggy from dad but one has chosen to walk. In the queue I
am reminded that the coffees are on the birthday girl Wendy this
morning; she has also brought a box of chocolates for a table that
soon makes room (in addition to those already mentioned) for
Georgie, Jean, Renata, Peter, Davide, Makiko and Karen.
I tell the latter that she is getting a lot of questions about her
private life these days because her inquisitors have none of
their own. She agrees. Peter continues to question her about the
intricacies of his on-line lottery account – she says she will send
him an email on the subject later in the day. She and Renata
discuss dog grooming – Dudley has just had a bath and Maxi
needs one. Bailey, Sparkie, Winnie and Daisy-Mae are soon
begging at my knee; if I don’t act quickly enough, Daisy-Mae
still barks at me until I comply. Bailey likes to take his biscuits
to empty chairs and use the seats as an impromptu tabletop – he
has to be restrained from climbing onto our tabletop as well since
he has spotted some uneaten toast here. Ofra, admits somewhat
guiltily, that she ate a whole baguette with butter yesterday. All
of the dogs must take to the Morshead roadway at exit time –
the back passage still blocked – and as we are strolling past the
clubhouse I notice that to the north of the park they are getting
ready to bring down one of the towers of Brent, a high-rise
council edifice whose time has passed.
Tuesday, February 18:
In yesterday’s post there came a lovely letter of condolence
from Dr. Tom – “He was a lovely old boy, who, apart from the
occasional ‘gastric episode,’ was a very healthy dog – which is
testament to how well he was looked after. I hope the house isn’t
too empty without him.” Reminders of my loss are omnipresent
and, indeed, I have no sooner entered the park today then I
encounter the nice Brazilian lady who walks Simba here in the
mornings. She can detect that someone is missing and I have to
tell her about Fritz. She was very fond of my dog, always kneeling
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to give him a cuddle, and she is soon is tears. “Can I give you a
hug?” she asks.
I continue on with my power walk, completing two circuits of the
park’s outermost walkways. The fenced chasm is not closed to
the public today but this does remind me that yesterday’s event, a
sort of half-term footie promotion for kids, made it onto the ITV
news at 6:00 last night – for here some former football player was
tracked down for a sound bite on some pressing matter of sport.
Our morning grouping, when I at last report to the café, includes
Makiko (who finishes her coffee and leaves almost immediately),
Ofra, Janet, Peter, Davide, Georgie and Ellie. Both Bailey and
Sparkie soon exhaust their five-a-day – though both Winnie and
Daisy-Mae are not backward in coming forward. Bobby too would
like a biscuit but he rejects everything I hand him.
Ofra has had one triumph and one tragedy. She has finally made
her choices in the important matter of window blinds and these
are now being made (in China). But guttering has detached itself
from her roof and, rejecting the immediate offer of assistance
from some cowboys working across the street, she has had to
get this matter remedied before we are engulfed by the next
deluge. Not surprisingly, Davide is dreaming of sunnier climes
and this means that there is much discussion of the holiday in the
Maldives he has planned to celebrate Dan’s 40th birthday. Ellie is
immediately envious but does suggest that he needs to bring board
games and reading matter because there is not much to do in the
Maldives. On the back passage walkround there is an incident.
No one notices when Daisy-Mae admits herself to the five-a-side
pitch and begins to rearrange the plastic footie cones that some
intemperate instructor has arranged for the benefit of seven yearolds. The latter are much amused by these antics as Daisy-Mae
abandons an orange cone for a blue one, but Big Coach is enraged
and Janet has to go back and rescue her pet before things turn
really nasty.
Wednesday, February 19:
Again I make my departure at the traditional 9:10 and my morning
preparations also remain unchanged (coffee money, biscuit bag,
sunglasses, sweetener) – with one exception: I no longer have to
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stuff my pockets with poo poo bags. I begin my power walk on
the Morshead roadway and it is interesting to encounter all those
animals who always expressed an interest in my pet: Cracker has
no gray back on which to rest his presumptuous chin and Ozzie,
the bug-eyed Australian Shepherd dog has no one to follow
worshipfully now. As I complete my circle I can see some of the
dog people already heading for the café and so here is where I
next report – the right side of the front door is again broken and
we are advised to use the left one instead.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Jean, Ofra,
Makiko, Davide, Dan (here today because he will be working
on Saturday this week), Wendy, Peter, Renata and Hanna. Both
Sparkie and Bailey quickly exhaust their ration of five-a-day but
so does Tilly, here with Janet. Daisy-Mae comes by twice for
treats and manages to stay out of any fights this morning – one
would expect that a battle might be forthcoming when Sparkie
jumps onto Janet’s lap and Dan ends up with both Winnie and
Daisy-Mae on his. I am surprised when Emilio claws away at
my leg for a treat – but he soon abandons the biscuit I give him.
Renata rifles through my biscuit bag in search of any tidbits that
might excite the appetites of little Maxi.
I ask Dan if he knows that one of his favorite local restaurants,
Tsiakkos on Marylands Road, is faced with closure – something
about the landowner seeing more profit in converting the entire
property into flats (which may also have been the strategy of the
owner of the property where the Clifton pub once stood). Makiko
is showing pictures she took recently in Greece – she actually
witnessed a riot in Syntagma Square. Hanna has her nose buried
in the Metro – which carries the unhappy news of yet another
child lost to the jaws of a malevolent dog. This one, in Wales,
was only six days old (“Mother: the dog ate my baby’s head”) –
though here the animal was not some Pit Bull or Rottweiler but an
Alaskan Malamute. Makiko wants to head for home and hovers
in the background – waiting for others to make a move. She is
joined by her pal Ofra and they are soon arm-in-arm. “We have an
announcement to make,” Makiko says – “Yes,” Ofra continues,
“we are coming out.” “You can always tell lesbians,” Dan adds,
“it’s the clothes that give them away.” When our party does at
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last begin its homeward procession I find myself waiting around
impatiently for some actual progress; then I decide there is no
reason for me to dawdle and I make a quick solo journey home.
Thursday, February 20:
It almost appears as though the raindrops have lifted by the time
I am ready to make my departure – but outside I can detect a fine
mist and, over the next hour, this moisture intensifies. I persist
in my power walk, spurred on by a FaceTime conversation with
Gavan (in Vancouver) confirming plans for our Irish walk in May.
Truth to tell, I don’t feel that chipper – I feel that the ear problems
I have been suffering have also affected my balance and that,
indeed, the usual shake-and-bake minicab ride from Sainsbury’s
yesterday left me feeling quite unwell – Cathy, bless her heart,
even put the groceries away for me. At 3:50 I reported to the
Randolph surgery where Dr. M confirmed a waxy build-up in both
ears and told me to make an appointment for the nurse to sluice
out these aural appendages – after I had spent the two intervening
weeks softening the wax with drops of olive oil. I have also been
having lots of sleep problems, dozing off in the evening at far too
early an hour and then waking up in the middle of the night. No
wonder I feel under the weather this morning.
I decide not to climb the short distance from the parking lot up
to the top of Mt. Bannister – it seems a bit dangerous to attempt
steep up and down on wet tarmac – but I do persist in completing
my circle before heading for the café – here I meet up with Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Davide, Wendy, Hanna and Peter. Makiko also
comes by but, after leaving Emilio with us, she goes inside to wait
for a phone call – leaving the rest of us to endure the spray of a
rain that is blowing sideways at us under our green umbrella. Ofra
asks me not to give Bailey any treats this morning – I don’t know
why – but Bailey is not on board with this decision and keeps
visiting my knee. Peter has little Bobby with him this morning
and Hanna offers refuge to the little white presence, feeding
him biscuit shards from my bag. She keeps trying to transfer the
Poodle from her lap to that of Peter – who clearly doesn’t want
wet paws on his trousers today. Janet also objects when Sparkie
jumps into her lap with his wet paws.
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Wendy comes over to pass on some amusing tale but, as she can
speak only in a whisper and she is talking into my waxiest ear, I
don’t understand a word. Janet says that she is deaf in one ear as
the result of nerve damage and that she has looked up this malady
on the Internet. There appear to be three major causes in such
cases – a brain tumor (not in her case), exposure to loud noise
(again no) and chemotherapy – there we may have it. It is almost
time to leave and Makiko is still inside the café. Davide goes to
look for her, then Janet gets up to look for Davide – I want Jean to
look for Janet and Georgie to look for Jean. I want to touch base
with Makiko because I have brought two articles for this exalted
foodie, both from the New Yorker. One is an article about the
search for ever more exotic foodstuffs (in this case whale sushi – a
forbidden food) and a short piece by Zadie Smith on the rituals
of north London takeaway. Zadie says that Londoners never tip
delivery boys (I always do) and that no one says, “Have a Nice
Day” – a phrase with which I am always sent on my way at the
123 Cleaners. We are at last ready to begin a rainy back passage
walkround and when I get home I have to try a new recipe – one
that begins with a few drops of olive oil.
Friday, February 21:
I have enjoyed a more successful sleep time (thanks, Tylenol
PM) as I rise to make my preparations for solo time in the park.
It is eerily quiet outside but this is due less to inactivity (we are
in half-term time) than to my stoppered ears – mornings are
especially difficult for me these days. On the Morshead roadway I
encounter Lenny, walking with his Cleopatra; he seems stricken to
see me with no pet at my side – though I have discussed the last of
Fritz with him thoroughly. I persist in my ritual circumnavigation
of the park and as I descend from Mt. Bannister there is pop in
my left ear and I can suddenly hear birdsong and the rumble of an
airplane in the sky. This morning I complete a second circuit of
the green before heading in for coffee – here I find Vlad sparring
with a teasing Lurch; Vlad says that if there is a tube strike the
café workers get no pay for that day.
When I reach our table the sense of unexplained quietude returns
– there is no one here, just Vlad and Peter. I adjust my sunglasses,
for it is very bright this morning, and take my seat and then Peter
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says that there is no one here because this morning is the funeral
of Georgie’s husband, James. I have to explain that no one has
had the foresight to tell me about this event; Peter says he knew
about it, but didn’t think he was invited. He and Vlad spend the
entire session dealing with Peter’s mobile phone problems – Vlad
helps him turn the vibrator off and demonstrates how to use the
appointment calendar and I keep my only customer, Tara, happy
with a steady supply of biscuits.
It is just as well I don’t have to worry about accompanying my
usual companions on the back passage walkround – for I have
an errand to complete on Maida Vale Parade. This time it is the
bank I must visit, an urgent errand since, in its wisdom (and
its relentless war on the elderly, who don’t want to fuss with
other electronic ways of bill paying) Barclaycard has radically
shortened the time between the issuing of paper bills and the
Visa due date. Even as I join the line of waiting customers (and
Barclay’s wants to eliminate as many actual banks as possible) an
old gent asks for my help in reading his balance from a screen on
the machine next to the queue. My errand does not take me too
long and soon I am on my way home, where my bottle of olive oil
awaits me.
Saturday, February 22:
The sun is shining brightly (though it is still quite cold) as I
begin my day in the park with a brief visit to the post box on the
corner. As I near the Grantully gate I pass Hanna and she soon
catches up with me; she hasn’t completed her usual session on
the running track today so she joins me on my own version of
morning exercise. The flow is interrupted just a bit as she stops
to examine the pond life in the environmental area but she can
walk and talk at the same time and all her recent track work has
given her “buns of steel” – or so she says. Again there is a second
circumnavigation of the green and we head in for coffee only a
minute or two after the café doors have opened.
Matthew and Makiko are just ahead of me in the queue and I can
tell the latter that I have uncovered a second Zadie Smith article
(this one in The New York Review of Books) which I will pass
on soon; in it Makiko will discover that she shares a number of
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passions with the north London author: a love of Italy and Pugs
among them. M&M have business elsewhere and soon depart but
we do have Janet, Georgie, Jean, a niece from Glasgow (here for
yesterday’s funeral), Wendy, Dan, Ofra, and, of course, Hanna.
Ofra says that Bailey is still suffering from diarrhea and I must
harden my heart against his usual entreaties, an especially difficult
duty since he sees that Tara, Sparkie and Winnie are being treated
with far more generosity.
Ofra says that there was a very good turnout at yesterday’s funeral
and mention of the Glaswegian colony here in London, out in
force yesterday, leads to an inevitable discussion of such Scottish
libations as Irn-Bru – “made from girders, unpronounceable too.”
Janet passes on to me the condolences of Susie (of Ronnie and
Susie), with whom she has spoken recently. Peter shambles over
to Vlad’s little table for more remedial work on his telephone. I
am able to hear much of the morning’s conversation but when
Hanna learns of my wax problem she begins to administer deep
massage to my hands. This manipulation also includes my left
wrist, still sore after my December fall, and I am well and truly
sorry I ever mentioned any problems whatsoever. The park
manager comes by, commenting that there is actually some
warmth in the morning’s sun, but soon thereafter a chill wind
starts up and, feeling the cold, I decide to make an early exit.
Sunday, February 23:
As I complete my morning walk it seems to me impossible that,
already, two weeks have passed since last I strolled these paths
with Fritz at my side. The park is again very quiet today and the
weather is on the unfriendly side – gray clouds, cold temperatures
and just a hint of moisture in the air. When I at last approach the
café I find Peter – hiding from the wind with his back up against
the brickwork. Today even the left-hand side of the café’s front
door seems hard to budge – then I discover that there is a stick
wedged beneath its bottom and, by kicking this away, I have
restored a useful entry point. Peter soon follows me inside and in
this fashion we can look out the window and see the rest of the
morning crew, reduced in numbers to be sure, arrive as well: Dan,
Ofra, Janet, Georgie and Jean.
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It’s Ofra’s turn to serve a waitress but as she approaches our gate
she tries to kick it open, too impatient to await the arrival of an
assisting Georgie, and some of the coffees spill over a bit. Dan
says he wants a new coffee, winding the waitress up, but his own
mission inside is to (1) order a sandwich and (2) pick up Karen’s
biscuit box. Bailey is restricted to one milky bone biscuit from
this treasure house and Winnie, handed a star-shaped Shape, spits
her treat out – “You ungrateful cow!” is her daddy’s reaction here.
(Two minutes later she takes the exact same biscuit from me and
eats it.) I have a lot of trouble convincing Bailey that he will get
no additional treats from me today, a task made more difficult
when he sees Sparkie and Daisy-Mae lining up. I get no visitation
from Dudley and this is just as well because Karen’s dog is in
disgrace, having peed on Georgie’s carpet. (Janet says he does this
regularly in her kitchen as well.)
Dan asks me about my summer walking plans and says that he has
given up on running and that perhaps he needs to take up walking
instead. I suggest he accompany me on a London-based walk, one
that will bring him into home territory – the Essex Way. He wants
to know if it actually passes through Ongar, where, he has assured
us for years, civic dignitaries have erected a statue in his honor in
the public square. Ofra, meanwhile, is beginning to fret. She has
forgotten her phone in her car and she is convinced that someone
will break a window to seize this prize. With this in mind we make
an early departure – how early I cannot say for I now notice that
the battery has died on my Swatch watch and I will have to seek a
replacement for same next week. As we pass the five-a-side pitch
I understand why one of the triplets is afoot while his brothers
still ride in their buggy – the latter is not the famous triple-wide
version but only a double-wide instead. Ofra is standing next to
the Essendine exit as I make my way home today. “Remind me
tomorrow,” I suggest portentously, “to tell you the story of the role
my mother played in the founding of the State of Israel.”
Monday, February 24:
I have enjoyed another evening at the Taggarts, with Rob not
only cooking the meal but walking me home as well. It is not a
journey I would care to make without the company of a dog (some
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of the darkened streets are a bit dodgy) but fortunately we still
have the raucous Pepper to protect us. This morning I am back
on my own, depositing a load of garbage in the big black bin
outside the Morshead entrance and beginning my twenty-minute
exercise here. It is a brightly sunny day and it even seems to be a
few degrees warmer than yesterday. I pass Barney, Dubs, Fly and
Ziggy (and their owners) but these days I don’t really like to slow
down.
The umbrella in our doggy compound lies limply on its staff and
we are soon blinking in the sunny glare – our troupe this morning
includes Vlad, Peter (now fussing with the right ringtone for his
phone), Wendy, Ellie, Janet, Georgie, Jean, and Ofra – who has
also brought a visiting sister from Israel. Makiko again hovers in
the background, sipping at a cup of orange juice before heading
off to work. Bailey is not completely recovered from his stomach
problems so he has to paw away at me in vain – while his luckier
confreres (Daisy-Mae, Tara and Sparkie) get their usual treats.
Ellie suggests that old staple for the invalid, chicken and rice, but
Ofra says that she doesn’t like to give her pet “people food.” Ellie
says that a lot of pet food is just other parts of the animal that
humans won’t eat – so there is no fine distinction.
After we have been seated for ten minutes or so Ofra does
remember that I promised to tell her the story of my mother’s role
in the founding of the State of Israel – and so I do. She and her
sister listen attentively to this tale (though I am not sure how much
the sister understands) but most of the others, since this recitation
does not concern them directly, soon drift off (Scheherazade
would have trouble commanding the attention of this lot).
I begin by asking the Israeli sisters if they have ever heard of
Ralph Bunche. They haven’t. Then I can tell them that in 1948
Bunche was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize for his work in
brokering a ceasefire and a partition agreement in Palestine (an
early, if ultimately unsuccessful version of the two-state solution).
Bunche, an American Negro (as they were called then) was a
diplomat for the U.N., then only three years old, and his prominent
position would not have been possible if he had been an employee
of the U.S. government; in 1948, after all, the Dixiecrats were
fielding a segregationist candidate for the presidency.
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Now, I continue, I have often wondered how a chap like Bunche
understood the dynamics of Jewish culture and identity, an
understanding that must have played a part in his delicate
negotiations – which, of course, also lead to the establishment
of the State of Israel in 1948. Well, I tell my ladies, he knew
something of Jewish life and culture because (and here I lay it on
with a trowel) he knew my mother! Bunche and my mother both
attended Jefferson High School, a Los Angeles public school that,
as we left World War I behind us, housed a population of young
scholars from many ethnic communities, including a Jewish
immigrant influx. Bunche and my mother were close friends,
they belonged to some of the same clubs and, on graduation, both
attended what would soon be known as UCLA – the University
of California at Los Angeles. (Here I digress to remind my
listeners that back in those enlightened days bright kids from
many communities could not only secure admission – let’s hope
they still can do that – but could attend university at little or no
cost to themselves! This is why black students could succeed here
especially; even Ofra has heard of Jackie Robinson, the first black
man to play major league baseball – another UCLA student.)
I add at this point that Ralph Bunche and my mother remained
in touch for many years and that when I was twelve or so I
remember my thrill at picking up the phone and hearing the Nobel
laureate ask if he could speak to Etta. Of course I also attended
UCLA and when I graduated the commencement speaker was
Ralph Bunche. My mother took me back stage so I could actually
greet the great man.
I still have the attention of the Israeli sisters and, even though I
have in fact demonstrated no connection between my mother and
the State of Israel, I decide to present them an interesting sequel,
one that began in, of all places, Paddington Rec.
About twenty years ago, I would say, I was walking with my
middle Schnauzer, Toby, on a nice sunny day like today. I was
wearing my UCLA baseball cap and twice I passed a light-skinned
black man who stared up at this object, finally stopping me with
a question, “Do you really have a connection with UCLA?” I
explained to this gentleman, here to watch his daughter play
hockey, that I had spent ten years on this campus, beginning as
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a callow freshman and leaving as an instructor with a Ph.D. He
said he had just been there himself, for some sort of ceremony,
because, “They named a building there after my father.” Of course
he was talking about Ralph Bunche and I could tell him (Ralph,
Jr.) that in my last year or so at the institution I had an office in
Bunche Hall; then I went on to describe the ancient friendship
between his father and my mother.
He was delighted with this story and an invitation to a meal at an
Irish restaurant in Soho soon followed. There were lots of other
people there but Dorothy was convinced that Mrs. Bunche, with
her horses and love of country life, was horrified that her husband
had invited a chap he just met in a public park. Dorothy tried to
pursue the relationship but she felt rebuffed by this woman when
she called – and that was the end of my connection to the family
of Ralph Bunche and, indeed, the end, at last, of my recital. Now I
have to head off for the laundry and the mini-mart as I resume my
far less exalted existence.
Tuesday, February 25:
I have received two more messages of consolation and condolence
– one from Michaela and one from Liz via e-mail from New York.
Michaela wrote, “I was so saddened, as were my family, to hear
that your remarkable little dog had been so unwell. He was truly
a characterful and unique soul, who, I along with anyone who
met him, will never ever forget. Ever cheerful, playful, talkative
and deeply affectionate, Fritz made our lives better for knowing
him.” Liz wrote, “I am so very sorry to hear about Fritz’s passing.
He was a dear friend to us all. He was a great character but I am
happy he will not have to suffer. He was a stoic little dog, and had
a charmed life.”
As I start out on my ritual morning charge through the Rec I
can reflect that, fortuitously, this is the tenth day of this exercise
regime and I have not had to battle rain once. I meet Janet and
Daisy-Mae heading my way at the cypress trees and Daisy-Mae
is most puzzled to meet me here – I seem to be heading in the
wrong direction or, as Janet speculates, “Maybe she is just looking
for Fritz.” There is time for a second circuit around Mt. Bannister
this morning but by the time I report to the café it is beginning
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to drizzle. There is a bit of a crowd outside the closed door of
the cafe – which is still in its darkened state. Metty (delayed by
traffic) soon opens the door but all our chairs and some of the
picnic table umbrellas still need to be deployed. Vlad and Janet
have soon enlisted as additional volunteers in this effort and we
soon have order restored.
Our group this morning is a rather small one – just Vlad, Janet,
Georgie, Jean, Ofra, Peter and Davide. Bailey is again allowed
treats but Tara, after snatching at the food offered other pets (and
getting only my fingers in the process) is embargoed. Ofra says
that she took her sister to Primark yesterday and that today they
may go to Westfield. Davide says he has a mission to drive a
friend to a hospital in Denmark Hill – in a car that has recently
been sideswiped. I ask Jean for her thoughts on the forthcoming
referendum on Scottish independence. She says that she will
vote no, but she fears there may be a victory by the other side. I
notice that everyone is covering their heads with the hoods of their
jackets since the rain is now horizontal and is blowing in on us –
under our umbrella. I also notice that Peter has not even brought
a hat today and so I loan him by black wool one – since I do
have a hood on my jacket. Ofra, who places her blanket towel on
Georgie’s lap, is the first to leave today (just after Makiko has at
last arrived) but I am not long in making my way home. Vlad has
used his phone to check on the weather and tells us that the rain
will be gone by 11:00. “I’m not sitting here for another hour,” is
my conclusion – as I head into the moisture, walking swiftly down
the Morshead roadway.
Wednesday February 26:
Well, I got in a second conditioning walk yesterday afternoon
when I accompanied Linda and Pepper on an expedition to
Regent’s Park. This already has the ring of nostalgia for me –
since it brought back so many echoes of similar walks in which
Fritz was always so eager a participant. How he loved these wideopen spaces – the thrill of pure motion – and how great was his
spirit of independence excited by all the possibilities; he could
range so widely that we often had to follow his lead before he
landed his mischievous self in some trouble. Yesterday it was a
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family of Egyptian geese who got themselves in trouble – when
one of the goslings got stuck in a wire fence next to the famous
lake. Linda flagged down a truck being driven by one of the park
keepers and he phoned the resident wild fowl man; we met him
too as he marched past us on his rescue mission.
It is bright and sunny today and I am able to stride out on my
morning walk, passing Zorro, Millie and Thomas (the veteran
Lhasa Apso) as I charge over the pavements –even encountering
Daisy-Mae on the top of Mt. Bannister. Our morning group
includes Janet, Georgie, Jean, Ofra, Dan, Davide, Peter and
Wendy. Dan has to ask me what I have done to my nose – for even
my over-glasses can’t hide the bandage on its bridge, I explain
that I began to bleed from this spot as I applied a vigorous towel
following my morning shower and the wound would not stop on
its own without further assistance. Jean and Georgie announce that
they are off in search of a CD that will include Nancy Wilson’s
“How Glad I Am,” but Dan urges them just to download the
song. This leads to a long discussion of the intricacies of sound
technology. Meanwhile many people in our area can’t even make
a telephone call – after some local cables were vandalized.
Peter is the first to leave today – after returning my wool cap –
since someone is coming by soon to talk about booking the hall
that he manages. On the back passage walkround I continue the
telephone topic with Davide, having heard last night from my
friend Richard in L.A. – the first time in almost three months. Of
course he has been ill for almost four years now and he told me
that in November he was in hospital for a number of days. But
what an enlightened institution Kaiser Hospital must be – for
here he discovered a regime of bedside visits by a cadre of canine
therapists, with these dogs even being allowed to jump up on the
bed for cuddles with the patients. One can just image what “health
and safety” would have to say about such a practice here.
Thursday, February 27:
An early morning rain has just lifted as I head for the park –
stopping first to mail my contribution to The Dogs Trust and then
hefting a black bag into the bin at the Essendine entrance. I note
that such a strategy – taking care of three things at once – was
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developed as a way of reducing the number of times I needed to
abandon my dog. Now, even though I could leave the house as
many times as I wanted – without sulking or protest – I still seem
to be following the old routine. Because the walkways are still wet
I decide not to include the top of Mt. Bannister in my itinerary
today – I find the descent to be slippery even when the tarmac
path is dry. I do manage to complete two circuits of the green,
however. I pass Bekki with the ancient Boxer, Chica, and just
inside the environmental area gate I find Simba, nosing around on
his own. Far ahead there is a demand for his presence and when I
say, “Simba, you’re being called,” the Golden Retriever, much to
my surprise, takes off in hurried response.
The sun in shining brightly as I take my seat at a table that also
makes room for Janet, Georgie, Jean, Ofra, Davide, Peter, Ellie
and, for the first time in at least a week, Karen. (Karen says that
pressures of work have kept her away – but this doesn’t count
the four days she has just spent in Malaga.) Her Dudley is white
only from the knees up today and he soon has a pal in the Bichon,
Rufus, who has a similar mud-encrusted undercarriage. These two
look so much alike (though Dudley is a Coton) that it is hard to
tell one from the other as they chase one another out on the green.
Rufus is scheduled for the chop tomorrow and that may mean that
Dudley will have to make do with licking Bailey’s privates – these
are easy to reach today because Ofra’s dog is standing on a chair,
the better to survey the table top. He likes what he sees and is
soon raking a tray full of dog biscuits toward the edge. Twice he
actually climbs onto the table top, once knocking over a cup of
coffee. This does not stop him from visiting my knee as well; so
does Daisy-Mae but she is here to use her treat as bait and when
the innocent Rufus comes too close she launches an attack on
the poor fellow. Soon he is shrieking in distress and he has to be
comforted by several of us. Meanwhile the Rhodesian Ridgeback,
Tara, her greed temporarily satisfied, has her back legs on terra
firm and the rest of her sprawled across Vlad’s lap. “And to
think,” Vlad says, “that this dog is supposed to hunt lions.”
It is Ellie’s turn to open the pages of one of the café’s supply
of tabloids. There is no quarrel over the sentences handed out
yesterday to the murderers of soldier Lee Rigby – with one of
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the Islamic militants getting 45 years and the other life for this
outage in Woolwich. Someone asks Jean when she might visit
London next and I nominate May 18th – for I know now that
this will be the date of my annual spring party. Jean was to have
visited the National Portrait Gallery yesterday with her friend
Gerda – but it got to be too late in the day and Gerda had never
heard of David Bailey and so they just went to the pub. When we
get up to begin our back passage walkround we soon encounter
the white Alsatian, Alaska – well the top half of him is still white
today. His owner says that by now his pet has become resistant
to any grooming, a process much needed when the muddy fellow
comes home, and that Alaska is particularly scissors-phobic.
Unfortunately Dudley is Alaska-phobic and it takes us some time
to get past the big white fellow.
Friday, February 28:
And so we reach the last day of February – a month that Georgie
and I, for a certainty, would just as soon consign to the pages of
history as soon as possible. It has been raining for much of the
night but I can see that it is brighter outside now and when I do
begin my ritual morning walk there is no moisture to slow my
progress. As usual I pass a number of dog owners intent on their
own morning routines – Janet with Daisy-Mae, Jasmine with Fly,
Dan and Davide with Winnie. These people already know that I
am a man on a mission and that I will not be stopping to chat until
I have completed my second circuit of the green and headed into
coffee country at the café.
In addition to Dan, Davide and Janet, we also have Georgie, Jean,
Ofra, Ellie and Peter – with Vlad at his little table behind us.
Teddy, Ellie’s pet, is wearing his blue boiler suit as usual, but his
paws are wet and muddy and for this reason he is not allowed a
position on his mommy’s lap – instead he is asked to occupy the
back of her chair as she scrunches forward to use only the front.
Sitting between me and Peter, she is most amused at the steady
line of customers at my feet – Teddy shows no interest in my
treats. Peter is collecting money for tomorrow’s turf action and
reminds me that I need to top up my lottery stakes next week.
Dan, inspired by this gambling fever, reminds us that he will be
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making a trip to Las Vegas this year and suggests that we all give
him lots of money so that he can play the slot machines on our
behalf. Hoots of derisive laughter accompany this suggestion and
Ellie says we would want video evidence of every move.
Ofra tells us that daughter Lee will be running a marathon in Bath
in aid of a cancer charity and that she has already received £500
in pledges. Someone suggests that Ofra run alongside as well but
the latter insists, again, that she can’t even run for a bus without
becoming breathless. (You can imagine what I have to say when
she reaches for that pack of cigarettes.) Davide says that he is off
to Johannesburg next and that it is raining there too, though it is
warmer than London. Peter announces that he has at last found
his missing hat – somewhere outside his building, where he must
have dropped it some days ago. It’s just as well that there is no
moisture as we begin our back passage walkround – for the hat, he
tells us, has been out in the rain and is soaking wet.
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After a heavy lunch, Emilio needs to sleep it off.

“Dog Day Aftermath”

Saturday, March 1:
I begin a new month in the park with my usual morning ritual, a
purposeful walk along the paved paths of the Rec. As I near the
Grantully gate I can see that Thomas is turned around, heading
in the wrong direction while his owner, Vincenzo, is far ahead,
whistling in vain to his pet. When I near the gate itself Vincenzo
asks me where my dog is – and I have to tell him about the loss
of Fritz. To my surprise, tears come to Vincenzo’s eyes and as we
walk along together he urges me to get another dog. I am left to
reflect on just how much out of focus I must appear to many of the
Rec’s users – who, for over ten years – have always seen me with
a little gray Schnauzer nearby. This dissonance is not universal –
while I have just received a letter of condolence from Denise in
Amsterdam I have passed many a familiar park face many times
in the last two weeks without getting Vincenzo’s obvious question.
I turn right to reach the hill above the more southerly of the tennis
courts, pass an empty bench (if you don’t count an abandoned
bottle of Smirnoff Ice) and head down the alley behind the
northerly courts. Today I do undertake the short but steep climb
to the top of Mt. Bannister, where a carpet of purple crocuses
welcomes me, and continue downhill. It is a cold day, with a bit of
a mist and only sporadic efforts by the distant sun.
There is an unexpected presence behind the coffee counter this
morning – a brief comeback by Blarina (or Blarina-and-a-half,
since her pregnancy has certainly advanced since last she was
here). She too offers me condolences on the loss of Fritz. Outside
we begin with a grouping that includes only Janet, Georgie, Jean,
Renata and Peter initially, but after half an hour or so we also have
Makiko, Wendy and Dan – who has had a “lovely lie-in.” Georgie
has a full menagerie this morning: her own Sparkie, Karen’s
Dudley, Skye (Michaela has a bad virus) and Bailey – since Ofra
has gone off to see Lee in her marathon efforts. Neither Bailey nor
Sparkie can remember that they are allowed only five-a-day and
Bailey makes several efforts at climbing onto the table in search
of more foodstuffs. I suppose it is confusing when the feeding
frenzy begins all over again as late-arriving animals now want
to be served. I tell the others about my encounter with Vincenzo
this morning and Georgie is reminded that last week Ofra asked
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her where Wendy’s dog was. Reminded that T-bone had died
in September, Ofra seized the moral high ground, according to
Georgie, by saying, “Well, you see how I knew enough not to ask
Wendy herself!”
Dan has been to see a performance of From Here to Eternity, the
musical – he doesn’t give it much of an endorsement. Others have
seen a recent showing of One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s Nest on
the telly and this reminds Dan that years ago he compared the
dog owner’s assembly to a typical therapy session in this film and
Hanna asked – without receiving the obvious reply – “Then which
one of us is Nurse Ratched?” Dan also volunteers, mischievously,
to take over the management of our collective lottery efforts –
when Peter has a minor meltdown over the way people have been
messing him about with their tardy contributions. The immediate
cause for his perturbation comes when Makiko gives him a £5
note; she wants £3 back but he thinks she is investing £3 and gives
her £2. Then she remembers that she needs to buy eggs and other
groceries so she needs the £5 back and will pay him tomorrow –
even though he has marked her down as paid-up today! Makiko,
for her part, is still excited by an unusual sighting, a giant toad in
front of the BBC studios on Delaware Avenue. There is a good
deal discussion on what a toad might be doing in Maida Vale –
until it is concluded that they must be recording a new version
of Wind in the Willows at the BBC. During our back passage
walkround I learn that Jean will return to Glasgow today. I ask her
if Georgie will be okay on her own; she is sure her sister will be
just fine – “She’s going back to work soon and, of course, she has
the company of all these dogs.”
Sunday, March 2:
I can tell that there has been a recent pulse of rain – for the streets
are damp and the cars are dappled in wet spots – but the sun is
ascendant as I begin my walk in the park on a quiet Sunday in
Maida Vale. Three weeks have now passed since the last of Fritz
and I have been at my version of a power walk for the last two. I
suppose there is a little more life in my legs now – but I still have
a long way to go. I pass Buddy and Sparkie, the Pomeranians,
several times on today’s route and the same is true of Daisy-Mae
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– whom I meet once on top of Mr. Bannister and once in front of
the bandstand. When at last I approach the café I find only Peter,
peering out in the hopes of sighting yet more members of our
assemblage.
In fact the turnout is poor – just Janet and Georgie (with Vlad
behind us), though after a while Dan arrives and still later Karen
comes in with Dudley. As usual, I am the only purveyor of
treats and soon Skye is snatching away at every biscuit, whether
intended for his teeth or not, Bailey is staring at me balefully
when I remind him that he has exhausted his five-a-day, Sparkie
is turning up for a reward every time he barks at some passerby,
and Tara has proved at last that dogs are also tool-users. (In her
case the tool is her nose; she inserts it under my hands and nudges
these appendages upward – so that they will continue on to the
biscuit bag.) As for Daisy-Mae, a late arrival in the biscuit queue,
she distinguishes herself by rushing through the fence to harangue
a totally innocent large gray fluffy dog and by taking an empty
chair near mine – in order to bark out her disapproval, indeed
her disbelief, that all the biscuits in my bag have been eaten this
morning.
Dan can’t believe that none of us has seen Bridesmaids – which
he recommends with enthusiasm. Soon he is advising his pals on
the purchase of advanced electronic equipment but I remind him
that I remember when, thirty years or so ago, TVs came equipped
with remote controls connected to the set by a wire. (I should
remember this because our Bertie twice chewed through the wires
of our remote control.) Karen is in a bit of a flap, having endured
a major bust-up with her Chinese clients (to whom she has to
apologize – and this on the eve of a weeklong trip to Beijing
starting on Wednesday. More serious, I gather, is the problem her
new boyfriend has with Dudley; the dog is clearly not his favorite
creature and he objects, in particular, when the dog licks his
mommy. Of course with our lot there can be no question of which
side to take. I am getting cold so I begin a solo walk home – but
not before I hear someone say, with some emphasis, “It’s love me,
love my dog!”
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Monday, March 3:
With tying up the recycling bag and attending to the famous
biscuit bag (one full enough, the other almost empty) I am a little
late getting started on my morning walk today. The sun is shining
brightly, though there are still clouds about after a late night rain.
Huge sacks of something are being unloaded from a giant lorry
on the Randolph roadway and I can see on the walkway behind
the tennis courts (where I encounter Janet and Daisy-Mae) that
improvements are also being undertaken on the playing surfaces
here. Just after I have cleared the cypress trees it is Celine’s turn to
stop me – “I notice that Fritz has been missing from your morning
walk for some time.” While Ziggy explores the bushes I have to
go over my dog’s unhappy health history. Celine says she knows
where puppies needing homes can be found but these days I put
people off by suggesting that, under any circumstances, I wouldn’t
get another dog until the summer, when my travels (Sweden and
two walks) have come to an end. This conversation has put me
seriously behind schedule so today I do not complete a second
circuit of the green – heading now directly for the café.
We have a good turnout this morning, with Janet joined by Dan,
Ofra, Georgie, Renata, Peter, Wendy, Matthew and Makiko. To
the usual pack of biscuit hounds we have the additional presence
of Skippy the Grippet (Greyhound-Whippet); he is such a sweet
dog with his soulful eyes and dignified manner and some of our
greedy lot – Sparkie, Winnie (who lost a tooth this week), DaisyMae, Tara and Bailey – could each take a lesson. To my surprise
Peter says he is growing weary of managing our lottery monies
and wants to know if there is a successor present. Janet says she’ll
have a think about this idea. Dan announces that he and some pals
are close to booking their holiday in Las Vegas for this autumn.
Ofra says that Lee did very well in the Bath marathon and that her
sister, in particular, was very impressed by the English crowds of
friendly and supportive onlookers. Wendy wants to tell me about
her reactions to some passages in the Dahl biography but, with my
stopped-up ears, I can only understand every other word.
When it is time for us to leave Dan places the dilatory Winnie on
lead but almost immediately this gets tangled in the legs of other
pedestrians. I decide not to wait for any faster progress among
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my friends and resume my power walking pace as I make my
way home. It is a morning of errands and so, after pausing for my
backpack and the garbage, I head out almost as soon as I return.
Near the Morshead gate I encounter Rowena with Timmy and
now it is her turn to offer condolences and to ask for details. As I
resume my march I begin to have my doubts about the weather,
for it is now very gray. On the way home from Pinky’s and the
123 Cleaners, my next stops, I run into Michaela, out walking
with Skye. I can tell she is still recovering from her recent illness
but we can’t chat for long – it is raining for sure now.
Tuesday, March 4:
Again we are very lucky with the weather – for sunny skies
preside over the Rec when, somewhat earlier than usual, I begin
my morning walk. Near the Grantully gate I again pass Celine
with Ziggy; she has just noted that we are about to have our
skyline changed for us by Brent Council – as the first of that
phalanx of tower blocks to the north of the park is about to come
down. I manage to keep up a fairly brisk pace, bothered only by a
small strain in my right hamstring, and there is even time to add a
little flourish at the end of my circuit – a second climb to the top
of Mt. Bannister. When I descend and turn left I pass the café just
as its doors are opening. I get to be the first in the coffee queue
this morning.
We have only a small turnout today – just Georgie, Janet, Ofra,
Renata and Peter, though Wendy comes after we have been seated
for half an hour and Ellie stops by only to deliver Teddy to his
dog-sitter for the day, Auntie Georgie. Bailey and Sparkie both
manage to complete their five-a-day regimen but when I offer a
shard of white milky bone biscuit to Maxi (always stationed on
Renata’s lap) the Poodle won’t touch it. Renata explains that he
only likes the white Shapes biscuit – and I have to fish one of
these out for the little fellow instead. Attempting to get the milky
bone shard back into my blue bag I overshoot the mark and this
object bounces into Peter’s coffee saucer. He is most confused
about what this is and how it got there and when he picks it up he
merely disposes of it by dropping it through the hole in the center
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of our table. Of course it falls all the way to the ground – where
Tara at last finishes it off.
Georgie says that last night was the first time she and Sparkie
were all alone in their house. I ask her how she got on and she
says she slept like a baby – Janet says this is because she no
longer has to worry about an ailing husband tossing and turning
in the bed. Vlad, at his own little table, is conducting lottery
stakes business with Peter (he has paid up through the end of
May) but Peter reminds everyone that Janet will soon have these
responsibilities. Janet says she is only considering taking on this
chore. I suggest that Dan would love to do it but Peter feels that
Dan’s last tenure in this post was a disaster – this is because Dan,
I understand at last, chose which of the many forms of lottery
he would invest in only at the last minute – and Peter could not,
therefore, follow the appropriate numbers as they emerged on the
Saturday night results show. Janet now seems to have accepted the
inevitable but she says that when she takes over there will be only
lucky dips (no Kabbalistic figures personally chosen by Ofra) and
that she will not be chasing down people for their contributions –
she is surprised to discover that Liz, in New York, is still a part of
the syndicate and that Yara and her friend Walid are too. Now we
can get up to begin our back passage walkround – during which,
every few feet, poor Teddy turns around to see if he can spot his
missing mommy anywhere.
Wednesday, March 5:
Again we have a wonderful sunny morning in the Rec –and I
take advantage of this blessing to complete a twenty-five-minute
double circuit – again including the final flourish of an ascent
of Mt. Bannister. Truth to tell, some of our animals could use a
bit more exercise as well – though, if you are part of Georgie’s
menagerie – at least there is the walk from her house to throw into
the equation. I am not the first in the coffee queue this morning
and Ofra, who is in front of me, is more than a little perturbed
that it is taking so long to make the morning drinks today. When I
join her, Georgie, Janet, Wendy, Peter, Davide, Karen and Renata
outside no place at our table has been left for me, and I have to
borrow a chair from Vlad’s little table.
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Renata rifles through my blue biscuit bag, hoping to find
something to tempt the fussy Maxi, but Tara, Bailey, Sparkie and
Winnie are not so hard to please. Karen makes an early exit (to
the distress of the fostered Dudley) – off to Beijing on business
for a week – but not before Davide has given her his insider’s
view of what airplane entrees are most likely to please the palate
this week. He is just back from Johannesburg but we know it has
been raining in South Africa without his telling us – we have been
watching news coverage of the Oscar Pistorius murder trial on TV.
Janet also makes an early exit with Daisy-Mae – it’s art class day.
Peter announces, as though it mattered to anybody but himself,
that Cheltenham is about to command our attention. I know he is
talking about a race meeting but I pretend that he is prefiguring a
new term at the famous Ladies College there. Renata says she has
been trying to leave her cigarettes in the car, rather them bringing
them to the table, but this also explains why Maxi is hustled down
the Carlton roadway even before she has finished her tea.
After a while a woman comes into our compound and ties her dog
to the fence, complaining that she likes to bring him along when
she accompanies her mother to café – but that this is not so easy
to do anymore. The mother is nearly ninety and needs to sit down
inside most days but, since they have removed the low wall in the
forecourt (the one whose hooks allowed owners to attach their
dogs), there is no place to leave your animal and still keep an eye
on him from inside. She says she has been scolded for having her
dog with her at a forecourt table and has written several letters
of protest. She also hates these little picnic tables, which provide
no back support for the elderly – Renata adds that the surface of
these uncomfortable things is so small there is no way they could
accommodate the trays of four diners. All of this sounds very
familiar – though we listen politely. Then, when the others begin
their back passage walkround, I head in the opposite direction. I
am not going home this morning but to the bank and then, via tube
to Kensal Green and on to Sainsbury’s Ladbroke Grove.
Thursday, March 6:
Just as I am locking up this morning an upstairs neighbor comes
down the stairs and asks me why I am not accompanied by Fritz.
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So I have to revisit the sad history of my dog’s demise as I make
my way over to the Morshead gate in order to begin my tromp
through the Rec. Today I encounter Janet and Daisy-Mae twice,
once on top of Mt. Bannister and once in front for the bandstand.
Someone has told me, incidentally, that on a recent visit to the
Rec, where, over fifty years ago, he trained for what turned out to
be the first sub-four minute mile, that Sir Roger (for whom I have
whimsically named the park’s only hill) was in a wheelchair. As I
pass through the forbidden environmental area (forbidden to dogs,
that is) I am surprised to see Simba, on his own, racing past me on
some secret mission. His carer is soon seen dashing forward in hot
pursuit. She thinks he must have caught a scent of some distant
treat – bread perhaps.
This morning I join a table that soon makes room for Dan, Davide,
Makiko (also know today as Mosquito), Janet, Georgie, Wendy,
Ofra, Peter and, after a week’s absence, Hanna. The latter does
not take long in putting the world right – starting with me. I am
using the wrong treatment on a facial zit and, even more foolishly,
shopping at the wrong supermarket – I should be shopping at
Waitrose on the Finchley Road and not Sainsbury’s on Ladbroke
Grove. If I suggest, in my defense, that, at Sainsbury’s it’s easier
to get a minicab when it’s time to bring the groceries home, Hanna
will say that I should be having my food delivered anyway. It
doesn’t work the other way round. When Peter tells her that she
is too old to take up skiing again – because she might break her
neck – she bristles. As an illustration of her sensitivity to malign
external stimuli she tells us that when an infant began screaming
here recently she covered her ears to ward off this intrusion – until
the dad moved the child away.
Dan is trying to elicit sympathy – he has so many vacations
planned that he doesn’t know which one to look forward to the
most. (Unsurprisingly, he gets no sympathy.) He also says he is
worried that when they get to the Maldives that Davide will soon
be bored with lying around in the sun and that he will have a week
of sulking. None of the dogs is sulking, incidentally, and Sparkie
(who thinks he should be rewarded for barking at me), Bailey,
and Winnie are constant supplicants. Meanwhile Georgie (who
says that Sparkie is just saying hello) tells us that she has brought
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home the box containing James’ ashes – perhaps these will be
scattered in Scotland at a later date. “I felt better,” she says, “when
I put his flat workman’s cap atop the box.” This remark brings our
session to an end – even though my morning nagging is only half
complete – and we are soon walking on the back passage. I can
just hear Hanna continuing her defense of Waitrose – and the fact
that I can hear this signals a great change. After several weeks of
discomfort I finally had my ears syringed at the Randolph Surgery
yesterday. So I have been astonished at how noisy the world
is: the tea kettle sounds like Old Faithful, the toilet flushes like
Niagara and even to walk down the hallway in bare feet is like
tromping though the underbrush with a machete.
Friday, March 7:
Although warmer temperatures are promised for the weekend, it is
quite chilly and dark this morning when I again undertake my precoffee exercise ramble. Twice I pass Ellie, walking with Teddy,
mobile phone glued to one ear, but there is no point in looking
out for Janet, who has taken Daisy-Mae with her on a brief visit
to her sister in Kenilworth. There is one unusual avian sighting
– for in the trees at the end of the Morshead roadway I spot one
of those ubiquitous invaders, a green parakeet. (I’ll bet these
birds are sorry they left the tropics today.) As I march through the
environmental area I manage to stumble once; I do not go down
but my hamstring is certainly untuned by this misadventure. I do
arrive at the door of the café just in time to join the coffee queue.
Our table this morning has places for Georgie, Ofra, Davide,
Renata, Makiko, Peter and, phone back in her purse at last, Ellie.
The latter says that Teddy got so muddy yesterday that she had
to douse him with the garden hose before heading for the bathtub
with her pet. Her thirteen-year-old daughter is having friends
in for a sleepover this weekend and it is just as well that the
Cockapoo is his lovely fluffy self because the girls like to pick
him up, put him on the beds and feed him anything he likes. This
leads to a discussion of the eating excesses of the assembled pets.
Renata says that she forgot there was an open chocolate bar when
she left Maxi in the car yesterday – and he scarfed down the lot.
Others chip in with similar stories; chocolate is supposed to be
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very bad for dogs but no one can report on any really adverse
reaction when their dogs have managed to eat this forbidden
substance. Of course I am left to dispense far more wholesome
stuff – in the form of Shapes biscuits – to Skye and Dudley (both
with Georgie today), Sparkie, Winnie and Bailey. Renata also
reports that Tracy, who sometimes dog-sits Maxi, has lost her own
dog, the little white Poodle, Sweep. With T-bone, Yoyo and Fritz
that makes four Paddington Rec. dog deaths in the last half year.
The conversation somehow shifts to “people food” and an
interesting debate takes place on whether it is acceptable to use
coupons or vouchers to pay for meals at good restaurants. I say
that my Dorothy would have been mortified by such a gesture but
Renata says that she once dated the famous harmonica virtuoso,
Larry Adler – who lived across the hall from us thirty years or
so ago – and that at the end of the meal Larry paid for the food
in Luncheon Vouchers and asked Renata to leave the tip. As we
get up to begin our back passage walkround Makiko tells me that
she now has my Cathy doing some cleaning at her house as well
– and that Emilio likes to follow her from room to room as she
completes her work.
Saturday, March 8:
Given the promise of a warmer weekend I decide to switch back
to my leather jacket for today’s outing in the park. Indeed, I
would say that, under the influence of a pale sunshine, it is several
degrees warmer today. My progress seems slow enough as I
complete my pre-coffee ritual walk (the muttering Israeli security
guard passes me three times) but there is not much activity on the
walkways. Blarina is again behind the counter, happy to produce
one of her famous Alpine cappuccinos for me. By the time I
am seated at our table Matthew and Makiko have already left
(coming early once doesn’t excuse all the tardy slips they have
accumulated recently). We do have Dan, Davide, Peter, Debbie,
Ofra and Georgie.
Debbie tells us somewhat breathlessly that there was a big bustup on the green this morning. A woman (described as a St. John’s
Wood-type) was running here with her boy and two dogs when
one of the latter paused for a poo. An observant Jack Russell
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owner, also a woman, called on the jogger to halt any further
progress and pick up the offending matter. “I’ll pick it up when I
come round again,” was the reply – one rejected with increasing
emphasis by the latest member of the poo police. “You won’t be
able to find it! Pick it up now!” These ladies, Debbie says, almost
came to blows – with the little boy beseeching mom to pick it up
now, people taking pictures of the contestants on their phones and
a security guard hastening to the scene. Sure enough, the jogger
couldn’t find the poo when, at last, she bent to her task. Our own
dogs, shouldering one another aside for the latest biscuit (I mean
Sparkie, Winnie, Bailey and Skye) seem models of decorum
after this tale – though Winnie rather spoils this image with an
unprovoked attack on Bailey.
Dan and Davide have been at work deciding which of us gets to
play which character in our own version of Call The Midwife –
whose theme tune Dan repeatedly plays on his phone. I ask him
which part he would play and when he says he remains uncast
I suggest that since he is the only one of who regularly rides a
bicycle he can take Miranda Hart’s part. In fact I have to admit
that I have given up on this BBC epic. “I found it heartwarming,”
I say, “and I hate heartwarming.” Dan and Peter now pass through
a typical insult tirade – with Peter saying that Dan will look at the
world with different eyes when he is Peter’s age. Dan says when
he gets to be that old perhaps science will have come up with all
sorts of rejuvenating procedures – which leads me to speculate
– “I wonder if BUPA covers head transplants.” The conversation
then turns to the darker news that a plane has gone missing in the
South China Sea. This is validation for Georgie’s flight phobia but
I have to tell her that last night I had a dream in which all of us
were about to undertake a flight and, while we were out doing last
minute errands, Georgie was left with the dogs and the luggage.
“If I have to fly,” the dream Georgie said, “you better get me a
Bible.”
Sunday, March 9:
Pepper arrived for a sleepover at about 2:30 yesterday afternoon
and, in all honesty, his visit was a troublesome one for me. He
slept most of the afternoon on the orange sofa but, amid great
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agitation, he seemed to want to go out at about 6:00 and when
we returned he refused to eat the food left for him and, indeed,
by 9:00 he seemed to want to go out again. We spent a lot of time
outside but when we returned he was still in an agitated state; he
clearly disapproved of my presence in the TV room and barked at
me until I switched to my study – he does, evidently disapprove of
some TV sounds on principle, though he seemed to tolerate them
better in the new location. At bedtime he indicated a desire to get
up on my bed but he needed to be carried since he can’t jump
that high. The problem was that he kept jumping down – once,
at 2:30 in the morning, to eat his dinner – and every time he did
so I would have to get up in order to restore him to his rightful
place. How much of this neurotic behavior can be attributed to his
missing Fritz or to simple separation anxiety I don’t know.
At least he didn’t want to go out any earlier than my usual
departure time. It is a gorgeous early spring day, with bright
sunshine and mild temperatures, and I am now wearing only a
baseball cap. Janet, back from her travels, comes in behind us
and I am able to hand on to her a printed copy of Volume V in the
“Dog People of Paddington Rec” series, Invasion of the Biscuit
Snatchers. Of course this volume has been available to anyone,
free of charge – as a download located on my website. But Janet,
among others, has regretted the absence of a printed copy, and,
on her own initiative, she has been in contact with Bookprinting.
uk – a firm which can print off book-length documents in single
copies or in bulk. She now intends to canvas our pals in order to
see how many copies to order – I could use some myself, though
I have no financial interest in any of this. It will be interesting to
see who actually stumps up for a copy. I am well used to even
close friends disdaining such a purchase on the grounds of having
arrived too late on the scene to be part of the chronicle in question.
(Do you suppose when printed copies of Dickens were at last
available that his friends had the same reaction – “Well, Charles,
David Copperfield, Great Expectations, Oliver Twist a ll very well
– but am I in any of them?” As Janet and I are about to climb Mt.
Bannister we meet Stephen with Will and Grace and she shows
him the sample copy of Invasion of the Biscuit Snatchers. It will
say something of the reticence of the dog people themselves that,
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after five volumes have already appeared, he has never heard of
this project.
At breakfast this morning we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Dan,
Debbie, Peter, Makiko and Hanna. Dan continues to play the
theme music from Call the Midwife as he explains his latest
casting project to Janet. Hanna is reminded of two birthing
stories. In one of these she was about to take a friend to a private
clinic in Putney when the woman began to have contractions.
Hanna rushed into the Rec to flag down the pram pushers– who
would know how urgent this journey would have to be. In the
second story the neighbor’s cat pushed her way through the dog
flap on Hanna’s back door and delivered four kittens behind the
sofa. These stories far outweigh in drama the purchase of new
trousers and their subsequent alteration conducted now by Ofra
and Makiko (zzzzzz……….). Meanwhile Pepper keeps up his
never-ending shrieks in pursuit of the contents of my biscuit bag.
Pepper has a history of back trouble and it is necessary to keep
the always randy Dudley away from the shaggy Schnauzer. When
we complete our back passage walkround it is a confused Thomas
who wants to mount Pepper as well.
Monday, March 10:
It is again sunny and, though there is a brisk wind, it is mild
enough for pleasant walking in the Rec. Needless to say, I was
unable to undertake my usual purposeful morning regimen with
Pepper in tow yesterday – but the fellow went home at 4:30
yesterday afternoon and now I am able to resume my usual
routine. I pass a number of dogs I know, first Toby the Bulldog –
whose daddy is also pushing a baby carriage today, then Natasha
with Millie the Miniature Pinscher, then Janet with Daisy-Mae,
then Jasmine with Fly, then Ellie with Teddy. The park is being
torn apart, or so it would seem, as work continues on the “bluebell
wood” between the Grantully Road doggy pen and the southerly
tennis courts. It does seem something of an irony that someone,
building a path through the original woods here (much of which
are being destroyed), is chopping out daffodils so bluebells can
thrive. Tractors are steaming toward the site with huge logs –
but they are moving too fast and, instead of slowing down, one
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workman’s solution to the problem ahead is to honk his horn at
all the dogs on the Randolph roadway. I have time to complete a
second ascent of Mt. Bannister, following a chap in shorts whose
black Lab, Pepe, has gone up here and has refused to come down.
I pass a black dog patiently waiting at the door and enter the café.
A nice woman named Mary is enjoying this scene and also the
inevitable incursion of Bailey and she says she’d like a dog but
is out at work all day. I recall that somehow our Toby survived
on this work-day schedule all those years ago – some breeds are
better at being on their own than others. There are some canine
visitors in our quarters this morning. First we have the wonderful
Sugar, the French Bulldog whom Dudley couldn’t stop licking
only a few days ago, and then we have a Coton puppy, Poppy.
Sugar soon learns that I have biscuits and applies for same,
joining a queue that also includes Bailey, Tara, Sparkie and
Winnie. Daisy-Mae also asks for a treat but, in her case, this leads
to mischief. The innocent Sugar, failing to realize that DaisyMae is using her biscuit as bait, tries to pick up this tidbit and is
unceremoniously attacked by the killer Shih-Tzu. Janet, grabbing
her pet from the fray below, is again mortified.
Janet, incidentally, tells us that she has heard that there is a
blood test now to determine if you are susceptible to Alzheimers
– and that, if you are, there is a medication you can take to
delay its onset. Ofra, our candidate for earliest onset, now tells
us (parenthetically) that she forgot something important at
Selfridge’s yesterday. Makiko wanders by with Emilio and Ofra
leaves us (just Janet, Georgie, Wendy, Peter and Hanna today)
to chat with her girlfriend on the walkway. Hanna persists in her
ambition to take up downhill skiing and announces plans to hunt
for goggles on Southampton Street today. Her phone goes off
while she is telling us this (it’s just a debt service cold call) and I
notice that she, too, has an unusual ring tone, especially for one
with no pet of her own these days – her phone barks when there is
an incoming call.
Tuesday, March 11:
I begin to regret my choice of headgear as soon as I hit the front
steps this morning – my abandoned woolen hat would be far better
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protection for my wind-blasted ears as I enter the park on a chilly,
gray Tuesday. I pass a number of the usual suspects as I complete
my exercise march – Fly, Simba, Simon the Cocker – but I am
surprised when Georgie passes in front of me with only Dudley
on lead. Her own Sparkie must have arrived with one of the other
dog owners – she doesn’t like to leave him behind when she goes
to work since he sets up such a racket with his protest barking.
There are fewer tractors about this morning but I do follow one all
the way around the green before climbing Mt. Bannister for the
second time and descending to head for the coffee queue.
Perhaps the unfriendly weather will explain the poor turnout this
morning: just Georgie, Janet, Ofra, Wendy, Davide and Peter
– though Vlad, who is off to Las Vegas in a few days, occupies
his usual place behind us. Even before I can sit down I have
Bobby, here with Peter this morning, clawing away at my legs
and Tara shoving her wet nose under my hands. I do manage to
open the biscuit bag soon enough, but Ofra says that I am not to
give Bailey any of the black Shapes since he spat one of these
up on her carpet yesterday – that’s right: blame the benefactor.
Eventually Daisy-Mae shows up for her treat but today she takes it
only as far as the empty chair on my left. Sure enough, when Tara
sticks her big head into the mix Daisy-Mae launches an attack on
the Ridgeback’s ear. Janet’s dog thinks that this unprovoked act
of aggression deserves a second biscuit. I disagree but she sets up
such a barking tirade at my knees that I have to give in just to get
rid of her.
Davide and Vlad are discussing upcoming travel plans, with
the former and Dan off to the Maldives on Friday. This is part
of a two-week holiday for Davide and will include special 40th
birthday festivities for Dan. Davide says that he is hoping for a
seat upgrade but, under any circumstances, he doesn’t care if he
sits with Dan or not – Dan evidently spends the entire flight in a
cocoon provided by his earphones. Janet, who has just completed
some complex dental work now has a conference with Peter, who
needs some assistance in his Bobby-sitting duties this week – he
says he is scheduled to have a cataract removed and may not be
able to look after the little white fellow. Georgie says that Karen is
expected back from China sometime tomorrow – meanwhile there
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is still no news of all those passengers whose flight from Kuala
Lumpur to Beijing went missing last Friday.
Wednesday, March 12:
It is several degrees warmer this morning and I am happy enough
with just my baseball cap as I stride out for another pre-coffee
exercise ramble in the Rec. There are several unusual sightings.
In the pond at the heart of the environmental area there is a pair
of mallards at home this morning. And a true transformation is
affecting the northern skyline as the first of Brent’s doomed tower
blocks comes down – chunks of masonry and brick dust cascading
down the façade of this former symbol of high-rise social housing
as the huge digger cranes its claw-like neck and takes another
chomp. I have left myself enough time to complete a second
circuit of the green and a second ascent of Mt. Bannister. From
the top I can see a woman below me as she undertakes a series
of martial gestures with a long pole. A lumber truck is making its
way down the Randolph walkway with more building materials –
but how can one resist the opportunity of posing for the camera in
front of the “son” in the this firm’s logo – “You’re never far from
your local Jewson.”
Makiko and Ofra, our local conspirators, are sitting inside the
café when I arrive here – but Ofra says her coffee is getting cold
and goes back to our outdoor table. Others present this morning
include Vlad, Dan, Davide, Janet, Georgie and Peter. The latter
takes delivery of little Bobby – whom Jackie carries into the park
in order not to waste any time in the handover. The orphan Dudley
is clawing away at any handy sleeve – he just wants attention
– but the other suspects are food-obsessed and I get frequent
visits from Tara, Bailey, Sparkie and Winnie. (Though the latter
spends a lot of time on Davide’s lap – helping him eat the melted
cheese that falls from his sandwich.) Davide thinks it would be
a good idea if Dan fetched his post-sandwich espresso and when
reluctance is shown Makiko offers to join Dan in this project.
When they return a few minutes later they have laid the delivery
of the missing cup on with a trowel – presenting it on a tray that
also includes a newspaper, a paperback book, some local circulars
and a sprig of blossoming twig in a glass of water!
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Vlad works at one of the local tube stations and I ask him about
the reactions of his fellow workers to the news, last night, of
the death of RMT union boss Bob Crow. He will not be missed
by all those commuters who were affected by RMT strikes, but
there is grudging acknowledgement of the fact that Crow, a kind
of throwback to the days of militant unionism, did well by his
members. Also under discussion this morning is the continuing
search for the Malaysian airliner – some say that the phones
of passengers are still ringing and that this may be a way to
locate the missing aircraft – though the BBC says nothing on its
website about this rumor. Davide is helping Vlad with his seating
preferences of the eve of his flight to Las Vegas while Dan is
whining about wanting a suite instead of a normal room in the
Maldives. He and Davide are sniping away at one another as
we begin our back passage walkround. Dan has a cold and still
plans to attend some event tonight since he has made a fuss about
getting tickets. Davide thinks that if Dan is really poorly he should
stay home. There is no help that any of the rest of us can give as
we tiptoe around the warriors – they are both right.
Thursday, March 13:
The early morning fog has lifted, revealing a lovely spring day
in the park, sunny and mild. Having received some good news
about the walking itinerary that Gavan and I wish to undertake at
the end of May I am able, for the first time, to nominate spots on
my current circuit with the symbolic names of destinations on the
Kerry Way. I did the same thing as I got into condition for a walk
on the Two Moors Way, when I ran around the Paddington track
– but, of course, that was twenty-two years ago! I pass Fly, Simba,
Cris the Alsatian, and Ziggy (and their owners as well); Ziggy
never fails to penetrate the environmental area in order to piss on
the “No Dogs” sign.
Our group today includes Janet (who soon leaves for tai-chi),
Georgie, Ofra, Wendy, Renata, Peter and, back after a week in
China, Karen. The latter says that she had the cab that brought
her from Paddington Station stop at Georgie’s on the way home
– so that she could pick up her pet – and that Dudley was beside
himself with delight, eating a big meal and playing with all his
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toys at home and snoring contentedly on his back when he joined
Karen on the bed. Today he is still manic, twice scraping away at
my sleeve for biscuits. Winnie is here as well and both Sparkie
and Bailey soon exhaust their five-a-day ration.
Karen says that everyone in Beijing had a cold (Renata says
hers has returned as well), that the pollution was horrific, and
that there was a great deal of attention paid to the plight of all
those passengers on the missing Malaysian plane. (Local TV did
not show distressed Chinese relatives throwing water bottles at
bewildered Malaysian officials.) Karen herself endured an airline
-related incident. She had assumed that her Australian passport
would obviate the need for a new China visa but, in fact, this
document was good for only a 72-hour stay. So she had to spend
last Sunday flying to Hong Kong and back in order to get a new
stamp. (And then, because she failed to show this at reception, the
desk called her at ten past midnight in order to satisfy the police
that she really had it.) On our back passage walkround Dudley
is lying in wait, hoping that Daisy-Mae will join him for a romp
on the empty five-a-side pitch. But Janet’s dog, now in Georgie’s
care, doesn’t feel like getting mugged today and actually indicates
that what she would really like to do is go back on lead.
Friday, March 14:
Dan’s birthday card gets a nice outing as I clutch it in one hand
throughout the length of this morning’s venture on the walkways
of Paddington Rec. It is another lovely sunny and mild day and
I suppose things would be perfect if it weren’t for that nagging
tug in my right hip – the strain on this leg having migrated in a
northerly direction. I seem to be pursuing the muttering Israeli
security guard for some distance, losing track of him only when I
spot his countrywoman, Ofra, making her way through the parking
lot with Bailey. She is unhappy with a chap who is just pulling out
and not keeping a close enough eye on any stray canines on the
pavement – even though he has a dog of his own. Ofra, noting that
Bailey is getting very hard of hearing, accompanies me only as
far as the top of Mt. Bannister – which really should be renamed
Mt. Schnauzer today. Way up here is the free-range Schnauzer,
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Gus, and heading our way is George – whom Linda and I also
encountered in Regent’s Park on Wednesday.
I drop my card off at our table – as Davide tells me the coffees are
on him today – in honor of the birthday boy. Makiko, Georgie,
Wendy, Karen, Janet and Renata are also present. Dan is asked
what kind of clothing he is taking to the Maldives and we get a
detailed description of every pair of swimming trunks and every
t-shirt. I also learn of an unusual act of packing during Karen’s
latest flight to China. She is not that fond of Chinese food (which,
under any circumstances. barely resembles the Chinese food we
eat in London restaurants) and so she brought with her a box of
muesli bars. Renata, who spent many years in Hong Kong, seems
a bit offended by this – she says she loves Chinese food. Someone
asks Georgie what returning to work has been like this week. She
says she enjoys the routine and that this morning one of the cab
drivers who so frequently ferries her and her charges to school
presented her with a big bouquet.
Renata apologizes to Maxi for the absence of his favorite Shapes
biscuit in my blue bag. (Again, blame the benefactor.) Bailey
and Sparkie soon exhaust their allotted five-a-day but I also have
Daisy-Mae and Winnie as frequent customers. Emilio keeps up
a nonstop scolding of Daisy–Mae – you have to wonder if he is
getting a sore throat. Winnie has a sore paw and Dan has carried
her into the park in a kind of laundry bag; it is still empty as we
begin our back passage walkround (what, no presents?) and so the
lazy Pug begins the homeward journey safely swaddled. Davide,
however, insist that Winnie needs to pee and that she can’t do this
from her perch in the laundry bag. So, after we have cleared the
cypress trees, Dan reluctantly deposits his pet on the pavement.
Winnie sniffs the air, turns around, and, having made her choice,
climbs back into the bag.
Saturday, March 15:
The legs do not let me down as I stride purposefully into the park
on another mild and sunny morning. By now I have developed
nicknames for the half way points in my planned Kerry Way
itinerary and, after passing through the Essendine entrance
(Muckross House) and reaching the green (Galway’s Bridge) I am
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soon on my way to Lack Road and the Bunglasha School. Near
the latter (above the southerly tennis courts) I find Janet snapping
away on her camera – she is taking a new photo each day of the
slowly disappearing Brent Tower to our north. I pass an almost
empty bottle of Blossom Hill Grenache Rosé on a park bench and
note, in passing, that the owner of Charlie the Westie has broken
a wrist and that, in the circular garden adjacent to the Randolph
roadway, one punter is getting a head start on today’s lottery
action by rubbing away at his scratch card.
This being footie Saturday there is a long queue to wait out at the
café. For some reason Ofra seems to spend a lot of time behind
the counter today; her Bailey enlivens the scene by encouraging
the Middle Eastern women just in front of me to dance – as the
sudden discovery of a dog at their shoes leads to terpsichorean
triumphs of avoidance, as though this were a tarantula at their
feet and not a King Charles Spaniel. In fact Ofra departs the area
almost immediately, handing Bailey over to Georgie while she
herself is off to Brighton for the day. Georgie says that she has
left Winnie at home – limping around on her sore foot, which
will be soaked in the bathtub later this morning. Incidentally I am
sitting today in Ofra’s seat since only Janet and Georgie are in
residence – an astonishingly low turnout for a weekend morning.
The absence of other dogs is surely a matter of disappointment for
Daisy-Mae since there are no suckers out there – likely victims
of her possessive biscuit defending. For a while it appears that a
lively brown Cocker named Chili might do the trick but she soon
departs. Then, making a late appearance, Matthew and Makiko
arrive with Emilio and, in response to his muttering ruminations,
Daisy-Mae launches a gratuitous attack on the Pug – confirming
all his ancient antipathies and sending him into such a furious
meltdown that I fear he will have a stroke.
Some time is spent in determining where all the other regulars
might be. Georgie says that she has heard from Peter, who has
been suffering from lightheadedness, but he seems a little bit
better today. (His absence these last few days means that no one
has been able to invest in the races this week.) Janet and I discuss
the state of the soaps – including the death, this week, of the nasty
Nick Cotton on EastEnders (though we haven’t seen this character
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in several years). Makiko reports that she has already received a
photo of the seaplane that Dan and Davide have used to transfer
to their Maldives resort. I suggest she reply by reminding the boys
to be on the lookout for the missing Malaysian plane – since the
latest rumors place this mysterious aircraft over the Indian Ocean.
Sunday, March 16:
It is even more glorious outside today – and I am soon shoving
my scarf in a pocket; I could have walked today without my
leather jacket. It is not easy restoring life to my laggard legs and
to amuse myself I am now adding quarter stage equivalents to
my list of Kerry Way landmarks…a red poo box here, there a
lamppost or a trash bin. The park is filling up with visitors and
I am overtaken by a legion of joggers as I complete my rounds.
Near the cypress trees I see that lady who always accompanies a
pony-sized Leonberger; she is carrying a cloth-covered tray and
I now understand something; she must be the source of all those
expensive Hungarian pastries that we now find behind glass at the
coffee counter of the café.
I eventually reach this spot myself but when I emerge there is a
surprise in the doggy compound – some dogless strangers have
surrounded one of our large tables and relegated the rest of us
to its pair and here I find a displaced Georgie and Janet; Peter,
Debbie and Wendy often use seats at this table so you could say
they are not displaced – but there is no room for Matthew or
Makiko, who arrive eventually; Matthew is on his way to the gym
so this is no great tragedy. Debbie seems to know the lady at the
interloper’s table. She is Polish and accompanying her are her
English husband and three visiting Slavs. I was hoping we had
Russians here so I could tell them that they have mistaken our
doggy sanctuary for Ukraine. Soon Lurch arrives with five full
English breakfasts. Bailey, who has already spent some time on
the Polish lady’s lap, is put on lead so he doesn’t make a pest of
himself. This is not my choice. I wish he would make a pest of
himself and give us the opportunity of advising the poachers that
they are in the wrong place, not Bailey. After they leave we see
that there is a mountain of uneaten food on their plates and DaisyMae is the first to spot this. She doesn’t actually help herself but
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she does bark at Janet with increasing severity – finally Janet has
to get up and share out a leftover sausage with all of the resident
dogs.
This action does require Janet to put Winnie down; the Pug,
carried to the park by Georgie, has been sitting in Janet’s lap,
her inflamed paw prominent, and – as the sunshine takes hold
– relaxing into a beatific snooze: half basilisk and half Buddha.
Janet says she likes the view from our table but Georgie says
that, in the shadow of the umbrella pole, she is cold. Peter fields
many questions about his recent indisposition; he seems to be
his old self but things were so bad that he was unable to place
bets on the racing at Cheltenham either Friday or Saturday. Not
surprisingly, the conversation is still dominated by the missing
Malaysian airliner; it seems strange to say that people are hoping
that the plane has been hijacked – though nine days after it went
missing there has been no ransom demand. Near the end of our
session Renata comes by with Maxi and waits for us to begin our
back passage walkround. Suzanne, accompanied by Sunny, also
makes an appearance. I have not seen her in months and this is the
first time she has had a chance to talk to me about Fritz. From her,
however, I learn of another disturbing canine death: the veteran
Vizsla, Suki, has died only a week after my dog.
Monday, March 17:
I seem to be able to maintain a little better speed this morning as
I pass among the legion of desperate characters who people our
walkways in the park – desperate not to be left alone with their
own thoughts for even a minute and therefore utterly reliant on
the mobile phone chatter that seems to sustain them – and which
some of the rest of us could do without listening to. It is a few
degrees cooler today and I feel no need to shed either scarf or
jacket as I pass Gus, Daisy-Mae and Sparkie (the latter two with
Janet), Simba, and, loping toward me in tandem, the Mastiff pair
of Barney and Dubs.
Georgie is just behind me in the coffee queue. I thank her for
adding me to her Facebook contact list, though I have to admit
that I am not quite ready to take this plunge. Georgie is on the
phone as she stands at the counter – trying to ascertain whether
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Ofra is coming in this morning and, if so, does she want a coffee
order. It turns out that, for once, everyone else has forgotten the
keys to Rickey’s office and she is needed to open the place up.
This means that Bailey will remain a bit longer in Georgie’s care.
Outside we are joined by Peter, Janet, Karen and, after we have
been seated awhile, by Linda, Makiko and Renata. Makiko needs
to confer with me about the window cleaner and Renata wants to
know if I was able to greet the conductor of yesterday afternoon’s
concert at the Royal Festival Hall. She is referring to Michael
Tilson Thomas and, indeed, Linda and I did go back stage after a
wonderful performance of Mahler’s Third Symphony by the San
Francisco Symphony. Janet and Peter are still conferring over
the lottery money handover. Karen says that when she heard that
someone had won £108 million she was convinced this must be
her ticket. It wasn’t but, since he seems to be wearing a new sports
coat, the suspicion falls on Peter. He says, however, that it is not a
new coat, but one passed on to him some time ago by Ofra.
Linda has brought with her the Jack Russell, Chica (much better
behaved these days) and her own Pepper. The latter is not better
behaved and soon lays siege to my knee – barking away for
biscuits. (Rob, who prepared last night’s barbeque, says that the
older his dog gets the more he barks.) Winnie seems a bit more
active today; the abscess on her paw burst last night and she was
actually able to walk to the park this morning. She is soon in the
biscuit queue – along with Bailey, Sparkie and Daisy-Mae. The
latter manages to get into a scrap with Pepper – even though she
has no biscuit to defend. She gets one from me shortly before our
back passage walkround and stays behind briefly to bury this treat
in the flowerbeds of the café forecourt. In the process she manages
to plaster herself with leaves and she has to roll over and over on
the Carlton roadway to rid her self of these attachments. Then,
having completed her squirrel-like chores she switches gears and
chases a real squirrel into a corner near the running track.
Tuesday, March 18:
Cooler temperatures again prevail – though there is some sunshine
as well. I set out at my usual brisk pace, discomfited only by the
occasional song from the right hip. Crows are hopping about
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with twigs in their beaks – it must be nesting time soon. A small
bulldozer is flattening the gravel that will soon serve as the base
of a walkway through the bluebell wood. We are down to the
resident duck couple when I reach the pond in the environmental
area – earlier this week I saw three male mallards here. As I
approach the café after twenty-five minutes or so I note that I
am just a few paces ahead of a tray of Hungarian pastries – with
Leonberger escort (just is case there are any Hungarian pastry
thieves out there).
At our table this morning we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko,
Renata, Peter and Karen – with Vlad, back from Las Vegas (and
the Grand Canyon) at his little table behind us. He tells me he
lost $150 in the Vegas venture but had a very good time. His
Tara is soon nudging my hands in an attempt to remind me that
biscuits need to be distributed – and Winnie, Sparkie and Bailey
are making their own entreaties. Today is Daisy-Mae’s seventh
birthday and the coffees are on Janet. The birthday girl has her
own chair for much of the session but she fails to find anyone
to scrap with under the table. Dudley, who does enjoy a good
wrestle, wants to be out on the green – and Karen gets up to let
him out.
Janet says that she did not know Renata’s birthday (April 1,
appropriately) and that our German friend’s photo did not make
it onto the famous calendar; to remedy this deficiency she now
passes out sticky-backed pictures of Renata – which we can
affix to the calendar ourselves. Janet has noted, as have I, that
Coronation Street is hinting that we will soon have Kevin Webster
(Michael Le Vell) back in the cast – as the actor in question was
acquitted of Saville-like indiscretions several months ago. Surely
this means that William Roche (Ken Barlow) is on his way back
– for he has recently been acquitted as well. (I also note that, after
several years’ absence, Verity Rushworth, off playing Maria in The
Sound of Music, is heading back to Emmerdale this week.) Karen
is leafing through the morning paper as she and Renata exchange
information on hairdressers and nail treatments. Renata has been
to the same woman whom Janet and Karen have recommended
and they are eager to know how Renata liked her – but Renata
wants to know how these ladies like her hair instead. “I hate to
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drink and run,” I say, shortly before 10:00, but I have a dental
appointment and I have to head for Boundary Road now.”
Wednesday, March 19:
It’s a gray and chilly start to the day – but this has not dissuaded
the dog owners from their morning duties. I pass Amy, the
dozy Leonberger – already she has had to dance away from the
attentions of some mid-sized bruiser, half her size. Simba, barking
for attention, Cris the Alsatian, Alaska and Pepe are active on the
footpaths as I grind out another practice circuit – it doesn’t seem
to be getting any easier.
Karen has just entered the café before me and (when she is not
complaining about the length of the queue) she gets an early
start on this morning’s headlines. When the rest of our troupe
is assembled (Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Vlad, and Renata)
the spicier tidbits from the tabloids are shared round the table
like yesterday’s scones. First we have to hear that a low flying
plane was spotted near the Maldives – and we thought we were
joking when Dan and Davide were warned to be on the lookout
for the missing Malaysian airliner. Then there is the story that,
enraged by the inability of Malaysian authorities to tell the
whole truth, the relatives of Chinese passengers are threatening
to go on a hunger strike – next they will be asking for the whole
truth from their own government. There is also an edifying story
involving publicist Max Clifford’s indecency trial – the jury had
to be excused in order to collect themselves after bursting into
spontaneous laughter when the size of his male member was
introduced into evidence. Finally we learn that there are so many
phony £1 coins in circulation that, by 2017, the government plans
to introduce a new many-sided version, like the old thrupenny bit.
I have my usual job of keeping up with biscuit begging at my feet.
Bailey, Sparkie and Winnie are as avid as ever but the prize this
morning goes to Tara, who literally bites the hand that feeds –
after nudging it into action with her nose. Janet is the first to leave
today (art class) but the others also make an early exit. I can’t
follow today since I have to go to the bank and to Sainsbury’s
(where I can see if the £1 coin in my pocket will earn me the right
to use a shopping cart or not). There is an interesting doggy sequel
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as I reach the supermarket on Ladbroke Grove. An anxious chap
is running up and down the canal, looking for two missing dogs –
but no one has sighted them here. Two minutes later I can see that
he has been reunited with his animals, who, not knowing where
their master had gone, stationed themselves inside the doors of the
market itself – waiting calmly for his return.
Thursday, March 20:
My walk in the park is preceded this morning by a trip to the big
black bin – too bad it wasn’t also preceded by the donning of
my eyeglasses, which I have to go back and retrieve now. After
my restart I make reasonably good progress along our walkways
– neither joggers nor tractors impede progress today, though I
do have to dodge the slow-moving mobile phone addicts. I pass
that wild child of the Golden Retriever clan, Simba, on three
occasions. On the first of these he is barking madly at his carer,
though what he wants I can’t tell. On the last occasion we are all
atop Mt. Bannister; the carer is on her phone and Simba is just
disappearing over the hilltop – now we will have a five-minute
search for the missing animal.
At coffee this morning we have only a small turnout – just Ofra,
Georgie, Karen, Peter and Jo Lynn. Georgie has Sparkie, Winnie
and Daisy-Mae in her care (guess which one stayed in bed the
longest this morning) and tomorrow she will be looking after
Dudley as well. The latter needs a haircut. Bailey makes my lap
into a second home this morning – at least that is where his paws
are to be found between biscuit bites. Tilly is also a frequent
customer and at one point she uses an empty chair to put her paws
on the table, staring at us as if to say, what good things do you
have for me next? Daisy-Mae takes only one biscuit today but it
remains uneaten and it will have to be buried somewhere on the
way home.
Ofra is sampling one of the Hungarian pastries but finds it a
bit dry. I suggest that it just needs some schlag atop. Others
want Ofra to see if the café would carry her cheesecake as an
additional offering. Karen is sharing with us the headlines of the
day – more about the suicide of Mick Jagger’s girlfriend in New
York, the Oscar Pistorius trial in South Africa and the distress
334

“Dog Day Aftermath”

in Malaysia of the Chinese relatives of those aboard the missing
airliner. Jo Lynn says that some debris has been discovered off the
Australian coast and that attention is now riveted on this spot. Jo
adds that she is addicted to her Twitter feeds and that she shares
a lot of time here with Border Terrier owners – but that one of
her followers is none other than Boy George. I tell her that I
remember when, many years ago, his pal, Marilyn, was often seen
in this neighborhood.
Friday, March 21:
After an all-night rain skies have cleared and the sun is bright
in the park – and as I look out my front window I can already
see Karen utilizing a convenient bench for some step-aerobics.
I complete my own exercise regimen – still happy in jacket and
scarf – with robins, magpies, pigeons and mallards on my birdwatching list. They are trimming another tree at one corner of the
park and I am gratified to see that this has not led to the closure of
any needed walkways. On one nearby I encounter Simba – tying
to mount a reluctant Lab. “Simba,” I say, “is it possible for you
to stay out of trouble for more than five minutes?” – and getting
the confident reply from nearby bystanders, “No chance.” When
I sit down a few minutes later I am joining a party that includes
Georgie, Karen (enjoying a hearty breakfast this morning), Ofra,
Peter and Renata. Makiko is here as well, but she leaves almost
immediately – after telling me that she has had a bust-up with the
window cleaner.
All is not well. Georgie is very pale and says that she has taken a
powerful painkiller after experiencing chest pains this morning.
This does not seem to be the kind of indisposition that may go
away with such remedies and Ofra insists that Georgie needs
medical assistance – while Karen volunteers to look after Sparkie,
Winnie and Daisy-Mae. The moment reminds me very strongly of
the time Georgie suffered a kind of stroke in the park; she refused
assistance then (although an ambulance was summoned) and so it
is today. Ofra is very worried and reminds Georgie that neither the
croissant on the latter’s plate nor the cigarette that is summoned
from its pack is likely to be of any benefit in the circumstances.
Ofra would really like to drive Georgie to the hospital but such
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help is resolutely refused and Georgie soon departs for home –
making her way slowly but steadily down the Morshead roadway
with three dogs. A few minutes later Karen receives a text –
Georgie has made it home safely.
Ellie has arrived with Teddy during the latter stages of this
incident. She, too, offers to drive Georgie to the hospital and
she, too, is eating a croissant. Teddy, fascinated by this foodstuff,
jumps into an adjacent chair and waits for his turn, snaffling down
sizeable chunks and then all the crumbs as well – while Tara is
also a beneficiary, though we warn Ellie not to hand-feed the
Rhodesian Ridgeback if she wants to hang on to all her elegantly
manicured fingers. I ask Peter about his cataract operation and
he starts to explain that after hours at the Western Eye Hospital
it was finally explained that he would need to come back for
measurements and then a surgery would actually be scheduled. It
is a bit hard to hear all this because, behind us, Vlad is having a
loud conversation on his mobile phone. On this topic I challenge
Ellie, whom I have passed on my morning walk, to tell me
how many times we two have encountered one another on the
walkways this morning – knowing that her passion for her own
phone has overridden any casual eye contact with people who are
actually present – as opposed to ones at the end of another mobile.
As I leave the park I run into Suzanne with Sunny and the Sukibereft Bronny. She reminds me that there will be a reunion of
American School faculty on April 1.
Saturday, March 22:
We have again endured a night of torrential rain – but all has
changed for the better as the curtains are drawn on a bright and
sunny Saturday. It is the first full day of spring but it is still quite
chilly and there is a bit of breeze about as I begin my morning
tromp. The bright weather seems to have summoned many local
citizens to the park today and the walkways are crowded with
joggers, strollers, pram pushers, toddlers and dog owners with
their animals. One of these is Renata, who can avoid the Rec’s
parking charges on the weekends and who thus parks on the
Morshead Road side of things; as she passes me (somewhere
between Scariff Inn and Caherdaniel – more imaginary stages) she
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tells me that I am heading in the wrong direction. It is true that I
used to favor the back passage (and so did Fritz, on most days) but
we often varied our entry and, in any case, I have been following
my present itinerary for well over a month now.
My progress is quite speedy this morning and I am lucky that the
usual Saturday scrum has not yet begun in the café – a minute
after I arrive there are nine people behind me in the queue. Ahead
of me, I am relieved to see, is Georgie. It seems that she did seek
medical intervention yesterday; she is on antibiotics now and has
a number of follow-up appointments – but she is still complaining
of chest pains. Outside we are joined by Peter, Karen, Renata and,
for the first time in a number of days, by Hanna. The latter reports
that Debbie’s Pucci is poorly, suffering from pancreatitis and
spending the weekend on a drip at the vets. The resident dogs all
seem to be in excellent shape – though Sparkie, taking advantage
of Bailey’s absence, tries to eat his pal’s biscuits for him. When it
comes to biscuits Tara is again a pest and Daisy-Mae is again at
her flirtatious best.
Karen has switched to the Sun today; she says she wishes they
would stop using her body in these pictures of the page three girl.
Hanna is eager for more details of Karen’s latest romance – but
our Australian friend is not forthcoming today – “I don’t think
we’re a very good match,” is as close as we get. Georgie says
that the lads have texted her from the Maldives, hoping she will
go over to their house and start up their boiler – as they return
tonight. “I hope you told them you were poorly,” I say, but it
obvious that Georgie is going to accede to this request. Hanna
says she has had the Tories in her house recently – hoping they
will again have her support in the next election. Hanna, after
providing them with a list of local complaints, has told them
that they will have it. (I always love it when the offspring of the
welfare state turn on their parents in this fashion.) Renata says she
was supposed to accompany daughter and granddaughter to a car
boot sale at St. Augustine’s this morning but this was cancelled
because of the threat of more bad weather. It is still sunny now but
the wind is bitter and I am happy to get a move on before the skies
darken again.
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Sunday, May 23:
I am a bit groggy this morning – this happens every time I take a
Tylenol PM… sleep is better but the aftereffects hang on through
much of the following morning. Nevertheless I decide to complete
my walk, if only slowly, and head out even slightly earlier than
usual. It is a bright, chilly morning and I am more than a little
surprised when, after only the first few steps, I realize that there
is a light rain falling. I consider returning for my winter coat but,
surely, this shower must be almost over – and so I continue on into
the park. When I reach the green I take temporary shelter in the
alcove of the clubhouse – soon joined by Debbie and Zorro (who
is still wearing the black sweater Janet’s sister knitted for him
years ago). Indeed, the rain now stops and I am able to stride out
again, passing the shambling Snowdon, the park’s original white
Alsatian. I am only a minute or so behind my usual schedule when
I reach our table at the café.
Our group this morning includes Matthew and Makiko, who have
their chairs pulled out to accept the rays of the returning sun,
Peter, Ofra, Georgie, Debbie (the one with Pucci this time), Karen,
and, back from their Maldives holiday, Dan and Davide. Georgie,
who says she is feeling a bit better (with more tests to come soon),
describes the bursting of the boil on Winnie’s foot for the Pug’s
concerned parents and Debbie tells us something of Pucci’s fourday visit to the dog hospital on Elizabeth Street. (Pucci spends
the entire session on her lap – accepting canine treats from a
Tupperware box Debbie has prepared for the invalid.) Dudley
spends most of the session out on the green and Emilio spends
most of the session barking at Daisy-Mae. This leaves only Bailey
and Sparkie as repeat customers; after a while I have to tell them
that the biscuit bag is closed.
Karen has made some scones and these are passed around as
we enjoy our coffees. Dan and Davide tell us something of their
holiday in the Maldives. Davide says he had a good time but
actually prefers the seascapes of his native Sardinia. Dan says
he was able to swim with sharks. I ask him about the missing
Malaysian airliner (which may have come down in the Indian
Ocean, southwest of Australia) and Dan says that there was some
mysterious (though unrelated) flotsam floating about near their
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hotel. Now he produces pictures taken with his phone, and these
are passed around to the accompaniment of a truly intrusive
soundtrack. We have to fight our way through the Sunday footie
crowds as we begin our back passage walkround; things are
especially crowded because two teams seem to have been locked
out of the central pitch. Davide, who is off to Accra tomorrow, is
telling Dan that he will leave his car at home – rather than take it
to the airport – in case it is needed to take Georgie to the hospital
for her tests.
Monday, March 24:
Although still a bit on the chilly side, we have today a gorgeous
spring morning in the park. My legs feels a bit leaden but I am
soon into my stride. Just beyond the bandstand I encounter Ellie
– whose Teddy is having hysterics over the looming presence
of Cris, the Alsatian. The latter finds an easy way to dispel such
anxieties – she just sits down on the pavement and Teddy stops
his barking immediately. This leaves Ellie free to accompany me
on one imaginary stage of the Kerry Way, from Black Valley to
Glencar – or from the Grantully exit to the Randolph roadway, if
you prefer. Here I have to veer off in order to complete the rest of
my journey. I can hear Ofra calling Bailey in the parking lot below
as I make my first ascent of Mt. Bannister – and after another
twenty minutes I am able to rejoin these ladies at our table in the
café’s dog stockade.
Others present today are Dan, Renata, Georgie, Karen, Peter and
Wendy. Daisy-Mae uses one of my biscuits to inaugurate a barney
with poor Winnie – who never makes it into the biscuit queue
this morning. Sparkie more than makes up for this but my chief
customer is, surprisingly, Teddy. Ellie says that this is because
her Cockapoo, nestled into her lap as usual, is feeling deprived
because she has not purchased a croissant this morning. I have to
break a number of Shapes biscuits into smaller pieces for Teddy,
but he happily eats these off the tabletop while Mommy sinks into
the comfy confines of her mobile phone. When she remerges she
says that Teddy, far from being the offspring of any old PoodleCocker liaison, was purpose-bred in Wales – since Ellie wanted
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to make sure that her pet had American Cocker credentials and an
American lady here had brought one over from the States.
Dan is still answering questions about his recent holiday in the
Maldives. Renata is puzzled to learn that coral comes in many
colors – since she knows only the pinkish hue. Ellie says that she
would love to go to the Maldives over Christmas but, now that
her daughters are teenagers, two rooms are required and this can
make such a holiday very expensive. Both Ellie and Karen want
to know about my planned walking holiday in Ireland – I am able
to give some details even though I have not received definitive
confirmation of our bookings from the tour company. There is a
sudden and early end to our morning in the park and, indeed, I
now follow Georgie down the Morshead roadway. I have some
errands to run so I guess I am not too unhappy to be leaving the
park even before 10:00 today. I tell Georgie, at the gate, that I
will not be joining the group tomorrow – as the dentist’s chair on
Boundary Road beckons.
Wednesday, March 26:
My walking weather reporter, Cathy, lets me know that it is very
cold outside this morning and I am back in my wool cap as I
resume my normal march in the park – after a day off for dentistry.
Absent-mindedly I turn left after reaching the Essendine entrance
– this is no way to reach the Torc Waterfall – and I have to reverse
directions almost immediately. (There is a new relevance to these
faux place names – for yesterday all of our Irish reservation were
confirmed.) At the Grantully gate I meet Hanna, who is wheeling
the pushchair – the one in which the late Yoyo spent so much time
– since she knows Pucci is poorly and thinks Debbie might want
this vehicle. Toby the Bulldog is being dissuaded from crashing
through the foliage in search of a tennis ball and, as I walk behind
the tennis courts, I spot that arch-forager, Simba, on a mission of
his own. Climbing Mt. Bannister for a second time I encounter a
chap desperate to reclaim his little brown Poodle, Daisy, who is
ignoring his calls in favor of some spirited play with a number of
other little dogs up here.
In the coffee queue Vlad and Lurch are discussing Arsenal’s
slump – as I wait for my cappuccino. Outside we have a good
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enough turnout (Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Davide, Wendy, Peter,
Hanna, Debbie and Makiko) but Ofra leaves almost immediately,
since she is expecting some builders, and Janet is soon off for one
of her classes. Peter has Bobby with him today and Hanna isn’t
at all pleased when I say I don’t have any milky biscuits for the
fellow this morning – he has to make do with a crushed Shape.
I am surprised when Emilio begins scraping away at my arm –
he almost never does this. When I tell Makiko that her dog has
just received a biscuit Davide interrupts to say that when Emilio
returned with his prize he soon dropped the treat – and Winnie ate
it. Emilio is congratulated for finding this method of delivering
foodstuffs to his fellow Pug – but, of course, it is Winnie who
should be congratulated.
Before her departure I ask Janet about her trip to Lake Como.
She says they had one good day, but it often rained. I also ask
her if that really was Nick Cotton’s body inside the coffin in
Dot’s house on EastEnders last night and she agrees that it is all
a hoax – perhaps he is not dead after all. Makiko gives me the
card of a new French restaurant on Formosa Street – I would
have to say that of all the changes undergone in Maida Vale since
we moved here, over thirty years ago, the arrival of a number
of nice places to eat is foremost. As we get up to begin our back
passage walkround Davide remarks on the great contrast in
weather – yesterday he was lying next to the hotel pool in Accra.
I accompany the others all the way to Elgin Avenue today and this
give me time to note that some of the plants in my window boxes
are already in bloom – the geraniums have blossomed all winter.
I am on a mission to pick up next week’s Radio Times and it feels
strange not to hand Fritz off to Georgie when I dart into Hamish
II. At least I get to keep an eye on Sparkie when Georgie goes
inside.
Thursday, March 27:
I have had a most restless night and therefore I am pleasantly
surprised that I feel lively enough today – with an unusual
morning schedule in the offing. At 8:30 Michaela comes by with
Andrius the builder in order to undertake a few unsuspected
snagging operations in the wake of last fall’s project. I have to tell
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them that there is a new problem in the bathroom, one I have only
discovered while brushing my teeth. On the little sill that is part
of the new radiator grill I can see a tiny mouse! He seems to be in
a comatose state, unable to squeeze through and rejoin his pals in
the walls. (Linda, Janet, and Karen have all complained of recent
mice problems.) In the case of my visitor the builder disposes of
the creature and then gets on to his other work – which includes
patching a little hole in the wall through which the mouse must
have come. All of this explains why, when I was experiencing
my first rodent visitation last fall, I discovered one of Fritz’s dog
biscuits, which I used to throw down near the front door, lying
on the tiles in front of the bathroom radiator grill – a mouse must
have dragged it there but failed to get it through the little holes.
At the usual time I begin my pre-Ireland walk in the park. In
the doggy area on Morshead Road Simba is raising a chorus of
disapproval over something. Ziggy and Alaska are passed twice
on my double circuit and I also run into Janet with Daisy-Mae
on the top of Mt. Bannister. Janet is part of a substantial turnout
at breakfast this morning – with Hanna, Peter, Wendy, Debbie,
Georgie, Ofra, Davide, Karen and Renata also present. Karen
wants to know why so much of the morning paper is devoted
to the end of the road for Gwyneth Paltrow and Chris Martin –
the Malaysian air disaster (with strong evidence of a crash site
in the South Indian Ocean) only appearing on page 15. Ofra is
complaining about the presence of builders in her flat but Georgie
brings some sense to these proceedings – “Do you want the job
done properly or not?” After about half an hour I need to check in
on my building works so I head for home.
There is one additional presence in the flat by now. This is David
(aka David the Dogsitter), who has just returned from a month
in Australia and is here to take pictures of the flat, on which
Michaela has expended so much labor, for her website. David
had a very special relationship with my dog and he spent many
a week in the flat looking after Fritz. News of the dog’s passing
is new to him and last night I received from him another of those
comforting messages: “I’m so sorry to hear of your loss. I was
really quite shocked and very saddened when I heard the news. It
affected me a lot more than I thought. He was obviously one of
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my favorites, and the greeting he gave me whenever I saw him
always put a smile on my face. Even though I haven’t seen him
much over the past few years, I miss him a lot, and the park won’t
be the same without him.”
Friday, March 28:
A mist is just lifting from the surfaces of the Rec as I stride off on
my ritual morning walk. I have to admit that my legs are staging a
spirited protest today but this I have to ignore. As I reach the top
of Mt. Bannister for the first time I can hear Simba’s bass bark
rattling the leaves of the copper beech in the Carlton roadway
doggy compound. I have soon crossed this thoroughfare and
entered the environmental area – where the triplets are having
a see-through and a forlorn football is floating on the surface of
the pond – with no sign of the resident mallards. As I reach the
Morshead roadway I meet someone I know, the cleaner who owns
Mitzi the Cavapoo. She wants to know if I will be getting another
dog and I have to say I am still pondering this notion. As I climb
to the top of Mt. Bannister for a second time I discover that the
triplets have made it up here as well. They all seem to be on foot
for this venture.
At breakfast this morning we have Davide, Dan, Ofra, Janet,
Georgie, Wendy, Peter, Renata and Makiko. Dan has revived
the idea of a late birthday celebration and, since Renata has a
birthday on April 1, it is decided we will celebrate both events
with a dinner on April 2. Where to hold such a meal is the next
topic of conversation and it is decided to try to the new French
restaurant on Formosa Street – but I wonder if they can really
handle a reservation for twelve. Ofra, who is wearing a red felt
flower in her hair, reminds us that she will be celebrating Passover
in Israel this year, and I remind her that we will be changing
the clocks tomorrow night. She thanks me for this information,
reminding me that I failed to pass on this news a year ago. (This,
she remembers.) Wendy is planning her trip to Lake Como now
and shows us a brochure. She says that when she first visited this
part of Italy the depictions of hell in the church frescos actually
gave her nightmares.
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There is a very early exodus this morning – Dan has to go to
work but his rising seems to be a cue for others to get up. I
haven’t even finished my coffee so, for once, I remain behind
with the other gummers (Wendy, Peter and Renata) and we
talk about health matters. Renata is croaking with her chronic
bronchitis and says she is now on steroids. Peter says that he
is about to start using statins – one of fifteen medicines in his
arsenal. There are a number of complaints about the complex
system we have for obtaining and renewing prescriptions at
the chemist, but eventually I have to remind my friends that, in
spite of these complexities, at least, at our age, we don’t pay for
these medicines. This I contrast with the position of millions of
Americans, who over the pre-Obama years, would have been
bankrupted by some of these costs. It works – my friends have to
nod in acceptance; things aren’t so bad after all.
Saturday, March 29:
About half an hour before departure time the phone rings – and
it is a call I have been dreading for some time. In California
my childhood friend, Richard Binggeli, has died, so his wife
Donna tells me, on the 16th. Richard, who often visited our table
in the park, had been battling cancer for four years, a noble and
courageous struggle. He used to call me every five or six weeks
– I last spoke to him on February 25 – and one always wondered
whether this was the last. We had known each other since we were
ten-year-olds, having shared the same grammar school, junior
high school, high school and university; we even started graduate
work at UCLA at the same time. As Tosh was my most faithful
walking companion in the UK, so Richard walked with me in
the mountains of Southern California, in the Sierras – he even
undertook two London day walks with me during his visits here.
Now they are both gone and, in the park at last, I walk alone as I
prepare for my next venture on the trail at the end of May.
It is a glorious spring morning and I soon have to stuff my scarf
into a pocket. From the Grantully gate a little girl is soon running
across the grass yelling, “Doggieeeeeees!” as she heads for the
cricket crease and the assembled Saturday morning canines.
When I get to the far side of the environmental area I discover,
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to my great annoyance, that they haven’t unlocked the gate over
here and I have to backtrack to the Carlton roadway and begin
an alternative route. There is also an annoying queue in the café
but I am at last able to sit down (removing my jacket as well this
time); others at the table this morning are Davide, Ofra (still with
the red flower in her hair), Georgie, Janet, Makiko, Karen, Peter,
Renata and Hanna. Karen has fetched the biscuit tin from behind
the counter but, as no one then bothers to open it, I end up as the
sole purveyor of treats to Sparkie, Daisy-Mae, Winnie and Bailey.
Daisy-Mae, Sparkie and Dudley have a group appointment at the
beauty parlor today.
Davide begins the session by reminding everyone that yesterday’s
restaurant nominee in the birthday dinner category may be very
expensive (given the amount of wine this lot drinks) and we may
want to reconsider. Renata says she will drive by and check out
the menu of the French restaurant on Formosa Street and the
matter will be re-examined when Dan is here tomorrow. Debbie
tells us that Pucci is in a convalescent hospital in Hertfordshire
and Hanna volunteers to accompany her on a visit later today.
Ofra has brought a homemade smoothie (made in this case by
husband Rickie) for Makiko to drink. Georgie announces that
she is thinking of visiting her sister Jean in Glasgow soon. As
we begin our back passage walkround she reminds Ofra about
tonight’s time change. The latter says, “Since Anthony tells me
this already I won’t forget.”
Sunday, March 30:
I do remember something about a time change as I peer through
the darkness at the digital clock in my bedroom. It says 6:20
and this means it’s 7:20 and I had better get up. (Only later do
I realize that this is the one clock in the house that makes an
automatic adjustment – it really was 6:20.) It’s hard getting started
in the park this morning – in addition to the usual pedestrian
impediments we also have four cyclists blocking the entrance
as they peer at the map in the glassed-in bulletin board. It is a
pleasant enough morning, with a weak sunshine and mild enough
temperatures, and I am soon at work on my practice hike. Off to
one corner I can see a personal trainer putting Tanya through her
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paces as the Weimaraner pair of Pasha and Chicca gambol about.
Just as Daisy-Mae and Janet are heading toward me in the tennis
court alleyway I am asked by a racketed chap if I could return to
him the ball at my feet. When it is footballs over the fence there
is usually a problem – you have to find a lower portion of the
fence and back up quite a bit – but I am able to get a tennis ball
back without much difficulty. A few minutes later I am making
my second ascent of Mt. Bannister and muttering disapprovingly
of all the Saturday litter up here; then I notice that the problem is
institutional – there is not a single trash can up here today.
Most of our people have done a good job of remembering the time
change and we soon have a lively contingent around our table.
Georgie has brought daughter Lynne (here to celebrate Mothers’
Day), son-in-law Sean and grandson Oliver. Granny has bought
Ollie an electric scooter and he can already get up to a good speed
on the Randolph roadway – Ofra has a go on this vehicle when
Oliver goes inside to choose his breakfast treats. We also have
Peter, Janet, Dan, Karen and Debbie this morning. The latter has
been to visit Pucci in Hitchin and reports that the vets are pretty
well convinced that he is suffering from pancreatitis only. Dudley,
Daisy-Mae and Sparkie have all been to the beauty parlor together
and I must say they look more than a little splendid – with Sparkie
resembling his meerkat self more than ever. He and Bailey soon
exhaust their five-a-day biscuits and then Bailey lays siege to
Oliver’s toasted cheese croissant and on several occasions the dog
and the treat have to be separated. Bailey has lost so many teeth
that his mouth is puckered in protest and someone now remarks,
“My God, Bailey has an Elvis lip!”
When Karen is finished with the newspaper Ofra takes it and pulls
her chair into the sun; its cover shows Will, Kate, baby George
and their dog. Peter gives each of the punters £1.25 – an odd
sum that has resulted from the fact that yesterday we had one
winner and one non-runner at Doncaster. I ask Dan if there has
been any progress in naming a substitute venue for Wednesday
night’s dinner and he says there has not. A lot of suggestions are
bandied about but it is not until 10:30, when Renata arrives, that
much progress is made. Renata says she knew nothing about
the time change and this will explain her tardy arrival – in this
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case we have less of a problem in forgetfulness and more of one
in hearing loss. Finally, the Cochonnet seems to win out as site
of the birthday dinner and Dan says he will request the annex. I
meet Makiko as I am using the Morshead exit and pass this news
on to her. She calls this choice “safe” but you can tell she is a bit
disappointed. She says she is behind the rest of us by an hour not
because she forgot about the time change but because her body
wanted its normal hours of sleep.
Monday, March 31:
Temperatures are quite mild, though skies remain gray after a light
dusting of rain. I begin a new week of purposeful plodding – soon
reaching the green where a woman is exercising her arm muscles
at no cost. She doesn’t have a personal trainer, she has Frankie,
the young gray Pit Bull, who is straining away at his lead in a vain
attempt to join Molly the Lab at play. As I pass him I note he is
wearing a harness with the legend “It Wasn’t Me!” and that he is
now whimpering in frustration. A few minutes later, when I am
making my second ascent of Mt. Bannister, I notice that he has at
last been freed to chase around with the other dogs – and he seems
gentle enough in his play at this point.
At breakfast this morning we have Peter – and seven women:
Georgie, Janet, Wendy, Ofra, Renata, Ellie and, for the first time
in months, Yara. It is the latter’s work schedule that has kept her
away, and, indeed, the prospect of leaving Luna and Luci at home
alone all day is now brought forth in explanation of the fact that
this lively Lhasa Apso pair has been re-homed. Old habits die
hard (I should know) and our Lebanese friend is soon handing
out shards of my Shapes Biscuits to Sparkie, Winnie, Bailey and
Daisy-Mae. These dogs are getting more and more fussy and I
have to record that often they will disdain the first flavor on offer
and I have to reach back in the bag for something that seems more
acceptable.
With all these women present it is not surprising that the topics
of conversation belong to the health and beauty categories. Yara
is participating in sessions at an Allen Carr smoking cessation
clinic. Ellie urges her to persist – suggesting that she should just
have a glass of wine instead of a cigarette. For her part, Ellie says
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that a wonky ankle has kept her away from the gym and this is a
shame because she has discovered that if she stands on a power
plate all the cellulite is shaken from her legs. Ofra joins these two
at our end of the table for a long digression on yoga centers; it
will not surprise anyone to learn that each has joined up – only to
abandon the project with many sessions still to go. At the other
end of our seating arrangement Janet is passing around photos she
took yesterday at a special session in Paradise Wildlife Park in
Hertfordshire. White tigers, red pandas and even the ubiquitous
meerkat are among the animals captured by our friend. She takes
Sparkie’s lead for the back passage walkround – with Georgie
concentrating on the dilatory Winnie. Janet notes that the famous
flood defense works, which have caused so much disturbance to
local traffic and bus routes, are still in progress – even though all
the signs say the project will come to an end in March. March has
ended but the works have not.
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Sparkie needs to be fed now!
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Tuesday, April 1:
I could hear the rain start up just as I turned the lights off last
night but all is calm, sunny and spring-like as I begin my morning
march at the start of a new month in the park. The joggers are
already pounding the pavements, the dog walkers are shuffling
along and the pram pushers are making slow progress as I
complete my exercise. I am carrying a birthday card for Renata
– it is too large for any of my pockets – but, fortunately, I meet
her, as I often do, in the alleyway behind the tennis courts and I
am able to pass it and my greetings on to her. “I am an old tart
now!” she says – and I pull myself together, biting my tongue
and ignoring this grand opportunity for a witty reply. As I clear
the environmental area Nelson, the golden Lab, rushes into this
forbidden territory; he is wearing a black muzzle and really looks
like a bandito today. His cousin, Molly, is getting a grooming
near the track fence and when, after completing my walk, I report
to the café dog pound I find a third exemplar of this breed, the
ancient Cassie. Three golden Labs in one morning; today they
rule!
Cassie’s mommy has also brought with her the lively Pug,
Harley – who somehow senses that I have biscuits in my pocket.
He, Cassie and mom soon depart and we are left with the usual
suspects at our table: the birthday girl (opening her cards and
sharing out some dates and some Bahlsen biscuits from her
native Germany), Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Makiko, Davide, Wendy
and Peter. The latter takes delivery of Bobby soon after we have
started our breakfast, and the little fellow is soon scratching away
at my sleeve – and then disdaining the milky biscuit I break up
for him. Bailey, Sparkie and Winnie also pick and choose which
biscuits they will eat and Daisy-Mae takes only one – and then sits
with it for half-an-hour between her paws, hoping someone will
come by and contest its ownership. When no one does she charges
the French Bulldog, Sugar, who is on the other side of the fence.
Davide says he doesn’t think that Dan has actually reserved the
annex at Le Cochonnet for tomorrow night’s birthday celebration
and Renata says she will do it. Renata also tells us two stories
involving her car. In the first of these she managed to lock
Maxi (and her keys) in and herself out – and she had to call her
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daughter-in-law to get a ride home for a second set of keys. In the
second she tells us that her car was completely and mysteriously
covered in dust this morning but some of us, who have been
listening to the weather reports, can solve this puzzle for her. The
dust is Saharan sand, swept up in a great storm that continued in
a northwesterly direction and then came down on London with all
the recent rain.
Davide is sitting in a t-shirt only and he is complimented by
Makiko on his trim appearance; he has joined a gym (not the one
behind us) and has had a workout only this morning. Makiko is
also full of admiration for one of the pram pushers, the burly one
whom no baby would dare oppose. “Makiko,” Ofra says, “if that
one punched you you would be knocked into the sky.” I am trying
to get this cartoon graphic out of my head when Suzanne comes
in with Sunny and Bronny. I remain behind when the others leave,
catching up with my American School friend, and then I make my
way down the Morshead roadway. Suzanne has reminded me that
there is a reunion for retired faculty this afternoon in Hampstead
but I have to tell her there is just too much for me to get through at
home (and I don’t want to spend my time talking about Fritz) so I
will have to attend the next one.
Wednesday, April 2:
The sun has yet to make much of an appearance this morning,
though it is mild enough as I toddle around the park – my legs
already tired from a ramble with Linda, Pepper and Chica in
Regent’s Park yesterday afternoon. I can see that, after several
weeks at rest, the giant crane has once again begun taking bites
out of Brent Abbey and that we are down to a solitary creature
in the environmental area – a domestic cat. I also note that, in a
further exercise in socialization, Frankie is now loping along offlead with Ziggy and Alaska. Molly is again getting a grooming at
the head of the track.
Our turnout is rather thin this morning – just Janet, Georgie, Ofra,
Peter and Davide at first and then late entries by Wendy and Jo
Lynn. Bailey has a weeping eye and Ofra is soon removing the
offending matter from his foolish face. Bobby is again pawing
away at my legs – but he won’t eat anything I give him. After a
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while Dudley arrives and races around the table before returning
to the green. Only then do I discover that this is not Dudley at all
– but his lookalike, Rufus. Jo Lynn says that yesterday she took
Tilly to the Heath and the Border Terrier went swimming in the
Vale of Health. Evidently there was ball floating on the surface but
Tilly was unable to get it into her mouth in the deep water – so she
pushed it over to a spot beneath an overhanging branch. Then she
pulled herself onto the branch and, as though she were bobbing
for apples, at last succeeded in snagging the toy.
No one knows if Renata has made a reservation for our group
at Le Cochonnet – where we are heading at 7:30 tonight. (The
lady in question is evidently the worse for wear after a family
celebration of her birthday last night.) Janet leaves somewhat
early for one of her classes and Ofra is soon to follow – but not
before phoning the tardy Makiko to report that half a dozen minibagels will be left for her behind the café counter. Makiko soon
arrives to claim this prize but she does not join the group; I remain
seated for quite a while, finishing my own coffee, and putting off
the inevitable – a visit to the bank and then on to Sainsbury’s. It is
getting warmer.
Thursday, April 3:
As I head for my morning rendezvous with the dog people of
Paddington Rec I realize that the usual twenty-four hours have not
passed since last I saw most of them. This is because we at last
celebrated Dan’s fortieth birthday (and Renata’s birthday as well)
at Le Cochonnet last night. There was a good turnout and there
was room for twelve of us in the little indoor annex. Ofra brought
Bailey and Renata brought Maxi; the latter spent a good deal of
time in my lap and then in Karen’s and Renata carved off a piece
of my calves liver for the little fellow as well. I think a good time
was had by all, but the service was a bit on the substandard side;
the red wine had been stored in a place so warm that it had to be
chilled a bit before people could drink it. Wisely, Renata decided
not to drive home, leaving her car overnight in the tennis club
parking lot.
I start out a bit early this morning and make fairly rapid progress
as I follow my familiar route. There are a lot of dogs about
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– we have Pippa the Papillion atop Mt. Bannister, Gaby, the
Giant Schnauzer, actually running in the Morshead Road doggy
compound, and, as I make my second ascent of Mt. Bannister,
Harley the Pug and Cassie the Lab slowly descending this
eminence. In fact they join us again under the green umbrella –
where I learn that the ancient Lab is now fifteen. Janet has her
camera out and is taking pictures of the dogs. I can tell her that her
earlier efforts, immortalized in Invasion of the Biscuit Snatchers
are on my mind this morning since I have just received an email
from the printer who, following Janet’s initiative, has printed for
us 25 copies of a book that I had originally intended as an online
download only; it has been dispatched and should be with us soon.
Ofra is bubbling over in anticipation of Monday’s departure for
Israel – Georgie needs to know some of the details of this journey
since she will be watching over Bailey. Renata tells us that she
has walked all the way to the tennis club to retrieve her car and
adds that when she took it to the carwash recently there was such
a queue, morning and afternoon, that she abandoned this mission.
In fact until the Sahara has ceased dumping its dust on London it
is probably a good idea to put this task off. Renata is charmed by
Ofra’s news that the latter knows a chap who has actually built a
separate room in his house as a courtesy to visiting smokers. I am
not charmed, though I don’t think anyone hears me as I make a
muttering departure – “I hope he has set aside a second room for
other would-be suicides.” I am leaving early because I have to
have my new dental implant positioned in my mouth by Dr. Chet
on Boundary Road. When I am back, an hour later, the twenty-five
copies of the latest dog book have arrived.
Friday, April 4:
The air quality, a condition that has affected so many aspects of
London life over the last week, may have improved somewhat
overnight – but it is still gray and murky outside. I am wondering
if I, too, may have slowed down a bit with the poor air – that
would explain my dilatory pace as I complete my usual circuit this
morning. I think, in fact, that I only feel slower than usual – for I
certainly arrive back at the café in a timely enough fashion. We
have only a small contingent reporting for duty this morning –
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Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Wendy and Peter. And, after we have been
seated for half an hour, Makiko joins us as well.
Janet has sent us all an email, setting forth the terms and
conditions she will enforce as part of her reign as our new lottery
czar, and there are a number of questions. Some of these come
from the late-arriving Vlad, who always wants to know if he can
pay at irregular intervals – though he is often paid up well in
advance. (“And can he pay in Swedish kroner as well?” I add.)
I congratulate Janet on sticking to her plans to buy lucky dips
only – “rather than giving in to Ofra’s desire to fashion obscure
winning number combinations derived from the Kabala.” I say
this as a joke but, to my surprise, Ofra takes it seriously – “I do
believe in the Kabala,” she insists. Peter, of course, is still in
change of the horses and he now collects money for tomorrow’s
racing. He says he will put our group bet on some race other than
the Grand National – since, with forty runners, it is impossible to
handicap this contest – but he will place bets for any of us who
want to choose individual entries in the famous competition. Peter
recommends some research in The Racing Post for such punters.
Travel is another major topic this morning. First we learn of the
plans of some former members of our society (Liz and Danielle
especially) as they plan to stage return visits in the next month
or so. Then Wendy talks about going to Ireland in June, Janet
says she will be away this weekend, and Ofra tries to make us all
jealous by saying it was 32 degrees in Tel Aviv yesterday. There
is, of course, a complication in the latter’s travel plans – since
she departs on Monday and Georgie, who always looks after
Bailey, leaves the same day on a week-long visit to her sister Jean
in Glasgow. The solution is that Georgie will just take Bailey
(and Sparkie) with her on this Scottish junket; she has done this
once before. You would swear that Bailey has been listening
to this abandonment conversation with increasing nervousness
for, as Ofra stands at the end our session, he grabs hold of her
leg with such anxious passion that she has to shake him off with
considerable vehemence.
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Saturday, April 5:
It would appear that I may have gone a bit overboard in my Kerry
Way simulation today – for I am actually wearing a knapsack
as part of my morning ensemble. In fact, I am not participating
in some Irish fantasy at all – I am just ferrying four copies of
Invasion of the Biscuit
Snatchers for Georgie. It is a mild enough day and, indeed, the
sun is making efforts to break through. There are no footie kids, as
we would ordinarily see on a Saturday, because we have entered
another half-term period, but there are lots of joggers to shatter
the peace of mere pedestrians, not to mention all those doctors
of sweat – who are putting their patients through the paces on
the public walkways. Heading up the trail toward me, as I reach
the environmental area, we have the happy blonde heads of the
triplets, babbling away in some unknown tongue, perhaps one
of their own invention. Their dad and I are attracted at the same
moment to an unusual sighting in the nearby pond – not only has
the mallard couple returned but a tall heron has accompanied them
today. Geese are honking over the green as I begin my second
circuit.
Today we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Hanna, Renata,
Dan and Peter. I deliver the books to Georgie and she has me
sign each one – though this is not an easy task with Tara, Bailey,
Sparkie, Winnie and Daisy-Mae reminding me that I owe them
biscuits now. Of course many of the owners want to know where
their copies are and I have to tell them that only Janet knows who
gets one – indeed, since this is her project, I have to pay her for
the copies I propose to retain. Later she gives me the list and I
promise to bring in more copies tomorrow. Renata wants to know
how Janet managed to get eyeglasses on Bailey’s head, part of the
cover design, but I assure her that this was not a PhotoShopped
addition – Bailey really was wearing glasses when the photo in
question was taken.
Bailey’s mommy, Ofra, has brought in another smoothie for
Makiko in a glass jar. Others, perhaps out of jealousy, want to
know why only Makiko is being offered this green concoction,
but Ofra says Makiko needs it because she is so skinny. Makiko
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is among the punters who want to place additional bets on today’s
Grand National at Aintree and there is a flurry of activity as
Peter records choices and shares his copy of the Racing Post
– Dan even downloads a new racing app into Peter’s phone
before protesting that he doesn’t want anyone else to bet on
his horse in this race. (Still, it’s hard to resist a punt on a horse
named Shakalakaboomboom.) Janet says that she will not be
here tomorrow since she is off supporting her niece, who will be
running in a marathon in Brighton, and someone needs to keep
an eye on the lottery numbers for which she is now responsible.
Gambling over for the day, we prepare to head for home – though,
in fact, Dan is off to work on his bicycle and Winnie will be going
home with Georgie. Just as we are rising the dogs, including the
aforementioned Pug, rush the fence in a typical display of bravado
as something excites their ire. “I have a suggestion,” Dan says,
“let’s not bring the dogs to the park anymore – they are just so
nasty.”
Sunday, April 6:
There is no escaping the presence of light rain, dappling the pools
of water in the street and dampening the walkways of the Rec –
as I make my slow preparations for Sunday in the park. There is
no point in undertaking my usual pre-coffee walk – I am keen,
but not that keen. Instead I wait until the café is about to open to
head directly for our green umbrella. The turnout here is quite
respectable – given the inclement conditions – Georgie, Ofra,
Dan, Davide, Karen, Vlad, Peter, Debbie and the birthday girl,
Hanna. Indeed the coffees are on her this morning and she has also
brought a delicious coffee cake as an accompaniment.
I have used my knapsack to transport more copies of Invasion
of the Biscuit Snatchers and, after signing them, I am able to
distribute copies to Janet’s customers, one by one. This process
slows me down considerably – at least as far as Bailey, Sparkie
(dressed in red pajamas, it would appear) and Tara might be
concerned; Winnie is also a supplicant but Dan has to announce
that his indolent pet is again on a diet and Davide supplies me
with some of her famous pellets. I am also the recipient of a
culinary offering (in addition to the coffee cake) – Renata has
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brought me a tub of creamed herring and is soon describing how I
must cook up some boiled potatoes as accompaniment. Dan eats a
full English.
The weather is lifting a bit and I decide I might try to get in some
walking after the breakfast ritual is over. Hanna has received a
number of cards and as she opens them she tells us another tale
in the annals of Welsh bureaucracy – recently she applied for an
extension of her driver’s license, supplying the DVLA with all
sorts of documents and her check. Yesterday she received the
license in a packet that not only contained her documents but
also her check – did they not want it or was this a mistake? No
ambiguity about applying this characterization to one other item
in her envelope: the DVLA had sent her someone else’s Iranian
passport! One of her birthday cards is from Linda, who stopped
by for a visit yesterday afternoon. Linda was able to claim victory
in yesterday’s Grand National, the only one of us to do so, when
Pineau De Re came in at 25-1. However, I now tell the others,
the mood in Linda’s household is, in fact, mournful. Many of us
had noted the death, earlier this week, of AP photojournalist Anya
Niedringhaus – shot by a rogue Afghan policeman as she was
covering the forthcoming elections. Linda told me that Anya, who
used to be sent out on her assignments by Rob, was a great family
friend and that she and Rob, in a few days, will be joining the
funeral party in Germany.
Monday, April 7:
Again I stride off, pack on my back, for another day in the park.
In fact, it is a very dark day (I can see that the porch lights of
Morshead Mansions are still alight) and there is some moisture in
the air. However it is not wet enough to slow me down, as it was
yesterday, and I begin to make good progress. I am overtaken by
Frankie and his owner – the gray dog straining at his leash in his
eager desire to reach the wide-open spaces of the green. I decide
to attempt the short but slippery ascent of Mt. Bannister – with
Barney and Dubs, also on lead, descending as I inch my way to
the top. Along the cypress walkway I encounter Frankie a second
time; he is just walking with his pal Alaska as I hear his owner
give the unusual command, “No scarf!” I have leaned forward to
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pet the energetic young dog but it turns out that Frankie has been
known to latch onto dangling scarves with his teeth – and I am
happy not to have been throttled. It’s headscarves that dominate
the coffee queue as I pass by – better wait for a slightly shorter
line.
I pull off my backpack under our green umbrella – not a single
person to whom we still owe a copy of the book is present and,
after Karen makes an early departure, it is just Peter and Georgie
for company this morning. After a while Vlad does come in as
well and sits at his little table right behind us. He is interested
in the Scottish independence vote and Georgie, like her sister, is
hoping for a No vote. Vlad then goes on to say that he regrets the
loss of Yugoslavia – “People knew where you were from when it
was just one country; now, after we have killed one another, we
have seven little countries whom no one has heard of.” We discuss
details of Georgie’s journey to Glasgow later this afternoon. She
says that it will be unusual to come back to a house in which
she will not have to do a week’s worth of dishes – and all the
cupboards and drawers will be closed too since the late James,
in some forty years of married life, knew only how to open such
spaces but not how to close them. I ask Peter how many years he
had been married. He says he had known his wife for forty years
and had been married for thirty. Vlad says he has been married for
thirty-four years but I claim the title – with forty-three years of
married life.
The dogs are gathered at my knees for much of our session,
though Daisy-Mae occupies a chair of her own. Sparkie, Bailey
and Tara have difficulty understanding the word “finished.” And
Winnie turns her nose up at the proffered pellets. When it is time
for departure confusion reigns. Peter is taking Dudley home with
him today and Georgie puts leads on Sparkie, Winnie and Bailey.
This leaves Daisy-Mae loose on the pavement and she is confused
since mommy is missing, Peter is off in one direction with Dudley
and Georgie and I are heading across the grass – a strategy needed
to circumvent all the lorries arriving here as part of a project to
modernize the playground. Eventually I have to take her lead and
go back to hook the Shih-Tzu. Another reluctant canine is Frankie.
We can see him back on lead, his mistress fighting against the
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force of his powerful legs, dug into the grassy surface of the green
as he fights against this end to his morning’s delightful play.
Tuesday, April 8:
There has been a welcome change in the weather and I am able to
begin the day’s march in bright sunshine. There is a bit of a breeze
– helping to depress temperatures – but no one could ask for a
more perfect sky… white clouds against a bright blue background.
Janet is just entering the park as I do; today she has brought
Winnie as well as Daisy-Mae. We meet this party again during a
descent of Mt. Bannister; Daisy-Mae has a small feather stuck to
her nose and looks as though she has just swallowed a chicken.
Also active this morning are Millie, who does a double take as
she passes by (i.e., does that man have his biscuit bag handy?),
Frankie, Molly and the little Cocker, Binky. I am so absorbed in
my own thoughts that I miss a turn on my second circuit and end
up with a few extra meters in my march.
Again there is a very small turnout at breakfast – with Georgie
(accompanied by Sparkie and Bailey in Glasgow) and Ofra in
Israel. Today we have just Janet, Peter and Renata. I turn over to
Janet the remaining unclaimed copies of Invasion of the Biscuit
Snatchers and she goes over her list carefully; unfortunately this is
quite complex since some people have paid, but not received their
books, others are just the opposite, and we seem to have a few
more copies than we ordered. My biscuit bag seems redundant
today – all my best customers are either absent or on a diet. I
would do better out in the middle of the green – where the good
weather has brought out a large contingent of contesting canines.
At one point Frankie rushes over opposite our gate and does a poo
– his harness legend, “It Wasn’t Me,” failing to works its charms
today.
A lost postman comes by with his little buggy and tries to delivery
the park’s post to the café – he is redirected to the clubhouse. His
presence does lead to a conversation about the state of the post.
Renata says that she has received a notice indicating that the
recently privatized Royal Mail has withdrawn its services from
her street – yielding this honor to the already privatized TNT. I
point out that we have both entities making deliveries on my street
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but that I am certain two checks have gone missing and on three
occasions during the last month or so a neighbor has rung the
doorbell to say that he or she has post for us that was erroneously
delivered elsewhere. Peter, who spent a number of years behind
the counter at the post office, says that even back in 1999, when he
retired, they were talking about privatizing the post. Both he and
Renata insist that they now receive valuable pieces of mail (like
credit cards) unregistered – because registered mail has become
such a target for thieves that it seems safer not to advertise the
value of the enclosure by registering the envelope. At least neither
of them has gotten someone else’s Iranian passport in the post.
Wednesday, April 9:
It is again brilliantly sunny and I can tell that before I leave this
park I may need to jettison my scarf. Jo Lynn is heading my way
and her Tilly, like Millie yesterday, does a double take, retreating
to see if, by any chance, the biscuit bag is open. Women in
headscarves sit on every other bench these days and some have
their kids with them today – it doesn’t help that, now that we have
reached another half-term break, the playground is closed for
refurbishment. I remember where I am supposed to be going today
and as I make a useful assault on Mt. Bannister, I encounter the
lively trio of Alaska, Cris and Frankie. The latter is being a bit too
lively, as usual, and he is urged to give the elderly Cris a bit of a
break.
There are a number of unusual bums on seats this morning – this
is because so many of the regulars are absent but also because
some of the dog owners are trying to get into the sunniest spot
available. With Vlad at his usual table behind us we have Janet,
Hanna, Renata, Jo Lynn, Wendy and Davide with us this morning.
I do get the biscuit bag out now and Tara and Tilly are my chief
customers – with Winnie reluctantly taking one or two of the
proffered diet pellets and Daisy-Mae grabbing one for the road
when Janet goes off to one her classes.
There is still much interest in the death of Peaches Geldof, a
former wild child who had cleaned up her act and embraced
family life – only to die mysteriously in Kent on Monday. Jo
Lynn then buys a book from Janet and I sign it and another for
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Wendy. Then Davide also makes an early departure and we are
left to listen in on Hanna’s phone conversation with the company
that manages her building. They had promised to send a man to
unblock some drains on Monday but there has still been no sign of
him and no word of apology and as the conversation continues the
decibel level begins to rise. Before Hanna has another opportunity
to nag me about taking part in a fun run in the park on Sunday, I
decide I had better make an exit as well. In my case I have at least
five stops to make in John Lewis – so I need to get going.
Thursday, April 10:
The wonderful spring weather continues and, after a brief stop
to unload a bag of refuse, I am soon on my training march in
Paddington Rec. The park is eerily quiet, with no school groups
about and only the odd jogger or two. In the environmental area
there is no sign of animate life – though the splash marks on
the walkways convince me that some large canine has had an
early morning bath in the nearby pond. Molly is again patiently
undergoing a grooming at the top of the track. The paucity of
people is again demonstrated when I get to the cafe – here it is five
minutes past opening time and, with the early customers already
served, I have no wait whatsoever for my cappuccino.
Outside there is an unusual grouping at our table – just Peter and
Davide, with Vlad eventually joining us as well. “I have been here
before with only three people,” I tell the others, “but I must say
this seems to be the first time there has not been a single woman at
our table.” Perhaps the poor turnout serves as an incentive to some
of the other dog owners this morning for soon a woman with a
fluffy white dog named Arthur sits down at one of the little tables
and two women and two little girls occupy the other – they have
brought a low slung black and white cutie named Domino. Winnie
is not at all welcoming to these strangers but then she is out of
sorts because of her diet pellets. Tara is my only biscuit eater, with
Bobby remaining in Peter’s lap and Daisy-Mae (here with Davide
while Janet visits the V&A) never stirring from her own chair.
Davide says that in a few days his sister will arrive from Sardinia
for a four-day visit, bringing with her a six-year-old daughter.
This is the sister whose husband died a few months ago under
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mysterious circumstances. Peter (or more properly, the Sun) says
that there is less of a mystery about the late Peaches Geldof – after
an autopsy revealed she had the heart of a 90-year-old. We talk
about what Davide might get up to while his family visits – they
speak no English, but they are going to see Mamma Mia. Also
on the West End stage we will soon have another favorite of my
youth, Pajama Game, and I tell the others how, when this show
was new, we knew all the numbers by heart. Davide is the first
to leave this morning; he gets Daisy-Mae to follow him across
the grass but his own pet watches this disappearing pair without
budging from a spot near our exit. Peter and I have a lot of fun
speculating on who will blink first. Will Davide have to come
back some distance to fetch the Pug or will Winnie, facing up to
a serious case of abandonment, get those little legs into motion at
last? Winnie blinks first.
Friday, April 11:
Gray skies have returned to the heavens of Maida Vale as I begin
my morning march in the park. I am a late riser this morning and
I am a bit behind schedule; indeed, I feel as though I have not yet
shaken all the cobwebs from my brain. Still, my progress is soon
at my normal pace – a brisk walk for me, a shambling stroll for
others. I am overtaken, for instance, by the Israeli security guard;
he is being greeted in Hebrew by one his pals and, since some
of this conversation is in English, I can tell they are discussing
seder plans – with Passover nearing. As I walk through the
environmental area I can see Daisy-Mae and Dudley enjoying one
of their wrestling matches inside the five-a-side pitch. (Janet says
that these are always at Daisy-Mae’s invitation – since she often
finds that Dudley is a bit too rambunctious for her taste.)
The women have returned to our table this morning – Janet,
Wendy and Renata joining Peter and Davide. Janet says that she
will be looking after Dudley today and this means that she has to
hope that, in her absence, Karen’s white dog refrains from pissing
against the kitchen bin – his usual habit. Daisy-Mae, we now
learn, often retaliates, asserting her primacy in this territory, by
pissing in Janet’s bed! These dogs are on their best behavior this
morning, though Dudley would really like to be out on the green,
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playing with the other dogs. Davide says that he was up really
early this morning and that Winnie, anticipating his diet-busting
toasted cheese sandwich at the café, refused to eat her breakfast.
After a while Liam comes in with Pepper – his folks left for
Germany this morning. He is quizzed on his first year at King’s
College and says he has only a few exams to go; Pepper becomes
my chief biscuit beggar this morning, seconded by Tara.
Davide, who needs to buy a booster seat for his niece, makes
an early departure and so does Janet, who is finishing up her tai
chi classes. This leaves the old folks plenty of time to discuss
their favorite maladies. Renata says that, as she has been losing
her voice so often, there will be invasive throat tests next week.
“I’m not worried,” she says, “I know I don’t have cancer.” She
thinks about this a while and adds, “But if I’m not worried, why
am I telling you all this?” She also says that, still grieving for her
Sweep, Tracy has twice been on the phone to make sure that Maxi
will come to her if Renata should fall. Asked why she doesn’t just
get another dog Tracy has evidently argued that this would be
disloyal to Sweep. Outside our gate we now have Vincenzo and he
says, checking his phone calendar, that in just a few days Thomas
will become a father – and he is hoping he gets one of the puppies.
Wendy says that she has often seen the veteran Lhasa Apso aboard
the bus – where he rides regally in the luggage rack at the front.
Saturday, April 12:
It is rather overcast this morning, though the temperatures are
mild enough for this time of year, and I am soon sleepily making
my way along the familiar walkways of the park. As I pass the
bandstand I can see that one of the Rec’s many personal trainers
has commandeered this space in order to put four women through
his paces. (But surely, this is the first time I have heard the word
“burpee” since junior high school.) Organized activity on a
grander scale is still in abeyance but there are plenty of trainers,
joggers and dog walkers about – though, again, the only wildlife
in the environmental area is a domestic cat. Vlad is out walking
with friends today and so I encounter Tara on strange ground as I
make my way around the green for a second time. There is a long
queue at the café – but I decide to join it anyway.
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Our group this morning includes Dan, Davide, Janet, Wendy,
Renata, Peter and Hanna. Hanna brings us up to date on several
recent crises. First, she reports that when she finally got through
to the DVLA – which shunted her about mercilessly until a real
person was at the end of the line – this organization promised
to send her a pre-paid envelope in which to return the Iranian
passport they had erroneously included in her driving license
renewal. That is the clerk she spoke to would enter this problem
into the “system” since this official, evidently, doesn’t have direct
contact with her colleagues either. (No envelope has yet arrived.)
Next, Hanna reports that, at last, the drains man has showed up
at her flat, discovering four deep wells full of foul matter – all
of which had to be sucked dry. By contrast, Renata’s problem is
more visceral than olfactory – she is certain that if she gives Maxi
to Tracy for a “sleepover” that she may never see her pet again.
Janet has with her both Daisy-Mae and Tilly this morning and
Jo Lynn’s Border Terrier soon joins Tara in the biscuit queue at
my knee. Tara is a real pest these days – so eager to stick her wet
nose under my hands in an attempt to get them moving toward the
blue bag that I have to put them in my pockets. Winnie manages
to get hold of one biscuit but Dan is certain that this will not be
fatal to her diet. As we begin our back passage walkround he tells
us that he had a nightmare last night in which his guardianship
of thousands of theater tickets was imperiled. I tell him that this
was no nightmare – he does have to worry about this all the time
as part of his job. He tells me that Pajama Game starts next week
and this leads to a discussion of other famous shows of my youth
– Damn Yankees and Kismet among them. I am able to tell him, as
we near the exit gate, that I actually attended performances of My
Fair Lady and Westside Story while they were still in their original
Broadway runs. Janet and Dan discuss an afternoon rendezvous in
the park and then Janet, complaining that Tilly is like a boy dog,
squatting to pee every few yards, makes her departure.
Sunday, April 13:
Almost always, as today, whatever problems my ancient legs
might present disappear within a few minutes of purposeful
walking. Heading toward me is a jogger and, for company, he
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has the barking jaws of a pursuing Millie. Natasha, walking with
a real coffee cup instead of the usual mobile phone, is mortified
by this bad behavior and a stern lecture soon follows. (Always
there is the embarrassing fear that, as in the present case, this
canine desire to punish churning ankles will be seen as an instance
of racist indoctrination.) I pass this same jogger on four further
occasions as I make my way forward; it is a bright and sunny
day but it is still on the chilly side. The triplets are having a look
at the pond in the environmental area on my first go-round; later
they are taking in the activities of the cricketers as they practice
in the nets. These are built into a flank of Mt. Bannister and I
must say that the crack of bat on ball this close to our walkway
is not the pleasantest sound on a Sunday morning. But then I am
hopefully emerging from a long period of unwanted noise…a new
back garden being established (for the second time in a year and
a half) on one side of my house, an insistent car alarm repeatedly
issuing its distress call in the evening, and an intrusive helicopter
swooping low.
Our doggy compound has a lively turnout this morning, with
both of the little tables claimed by other dog owners – so that
Vlad has to shove in with the rest of our group: Janet, Wendy,
Makiko, Renata, Peter, Hanna and Debbie. (Dan is in charge
of the ticketing for tonight’s Olivier Awards, so he is already at
work.) Also visiting is the chap who owns the Shiba Inu, Kai. He
asks after Yoyo and Hanna has to share the sad news on this front.
Debbie announces that Pucci is nil by mouth but when some of
Winnie’s diet pellets are discovered he is allowed several of these.
Tara manages to bite my fingers as I am attempting to throw her
a treat – I know not to hand feed her but if she is this impatient
I may have to discover a new method of delivery. Daisy-Mae
accepts several biscuits as well – but this is just a prelude to
under-table mischief. She chases Kai away, her mere presence
is enough to set Emilio off, and at one point she is tied to the
naughty fence.
Janet gives Makiko her copy of Invasion of the Biscuit Snatchers
and after I have signed this it is passed around – Peter is charmed
by the picture of himself with his Holly on the Randolph walkway.
Debbie now tells us that the father of the triplets, who is a chef,
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has bought a café in Windsor and plans to open a restaurant that
will feature English food. Obviously more room is needed at
home and it will be easier to find such accommodation out of
London – still we will miss the triplets. Debbie is congratulated
on her ability to winkle out these local stories and we suggest she
needs to publish a weekly newsletter. She is not the first to tell
us, however, that a Lebanese café on Fernhead Road, The Cedar,
has been named as London’s best local takeaway. Makiko, who
now joins us on a back passage walkround, has been shepherding
visitors from Tokyo around the town and she says she is tired.
Revivifying, therefore, is the sighting of an exotic tulip at the head
of the running track and the song of a very loud robin high above
our heads in the new leaves of a birch tree.
Monday, April 14:
“Bright and sunny but on the chilly side” – so we have an echo
of yesterday’s weather in this morning’s version. Huge chunks of
masonry are tumbling from the summit of Brent Abbey (and we
only asked them to adjust the satellite dish) as I round the green,
moving at a fairly rapid pace for me. As I climb from Glenbeigh to
Mountain Stage (the parking lot to the summit of Mt. Bannister) I
see the first bluebells of the season. Pippa the Papillion waits for
me to catch up at one point and twice I pass that veteran pair of
Monty, the low slung brown Lab, and Tay, the Jack Russell with
the half-white, half-black face. It has been the better part of two
years since I have seen them in the park.
Again we have only a small turnout this morning – Vlad at the
little table behind us then and Georgie, Dan and Janet present
and accounted for. Peter, back from an appointment, also comes
in after we have been seated for half an hour – and so does
Wendy. Georgie gets an extensive grilling on her recent junket to
Glasgow. She says it went very well, though Bailey kept humping
her leg. That rascal and Sparkie did sleep on the train – except
for the moment when Georgie, not wanting to leave them alone,
had to take them with her when she squeezed into the little toilet
compartment. These two dogs resume their biscuit begging regime
almost at once – Tara and Daisy-Mae are here a well. Outside
the gate we also have Skye, begging admittance, and he too joins
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the queue. Eventually Olivia arrives to reclaim the family pet –
or is that Olivia? – for we remember Michaela’s daughter as a
teenager and this is a young woman. Just as our session is nearing
its conclusion Karen, back from Berlin, arrives with Dudley. She
says he spent time with a family who owned cats and that he ate
so much of their food that he smelled like a cat himself.
Dan reports that the Olivier Awards went very well and that the
box office was thanked from the stage on several occasions – and
he got to see some of the show from a seat midway between
Bernadette Peters and Judy Dench. Karen announces that she
will be taking off for Zurich next and Georgie is quizzed on her
availability as dog sitter – Pucci may come her way soon as well
and, of course, she still has Bailey for another week. Georgie
ought to be barred from overnight expeditions elsewhere (given
the reliance the other dog owners place on her) but, in fact, she
is planning another trip to Hereford. Peter has been to an early
appointment at the eye hospital, Renata has tests today and Janet
has a six-month hospital checkup as well. This explains why the
latter has to get started for home now – but most of the rest of us
are happy to follow along. (My mission is far more pedestrian
today – I need my sheets, a loaf of bread, some skim milk and a
cucumber.)
Tuesday, April 15:
Today’s walk in the park must be seen as an homage to one of the
footfall heroes of my youth, the Rams receiver Elroy Hirsch. He
was called “Crazy Legs” and my own seem to behaving in this
fashion today – they know that we are supposed to be moving
forward but surely there is a better rhythm to this endeavor than
I seem capable of today. It is again a beautiful morning, sunny
and bright – but with less of a wind than yesterday. I share the
walkways with joggers, dog walkers and pram pushers but at this
time of day there is always a large contingent of park users who
are here for neither relaxation nor recreation –they use the place
merely as a shortcut on their journey to the Maida Vale tube stop.
Again we have a small group around our table this morning
– just Janet, Georgie, Wendy and Peter – though the latter is
soon visiting Vlad at the little table behind us for yet another
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lesson in how to use the calendar feature on his mobile phone.
When he returns he stands staring down at a tin of shortbread
biscuits Georgie has brought back from Glasgow. This box is in
the unusual shape of the head of a member of that curious tribe,
the Highland Cattle. Peter has never encountered one of these
animals before (I have seem them many times on my walks) and
he wants to know if they use their horns for fighting – like stags.
When I explain these are domestic animals he wants to know if
Georgie has ever had one as a pet. Janet has brought both DaisyMae and Dudley with her today and this give us a chance to
note Karen’s triumphant phone shot of her pet and a retreating
Robbie Williams, taken in the park a few days ago. Janet says
she has seen this photo and that no one could tell that was Robbie
Williams anyway. We have also been told that Robbie’s minder
has insisted that photos of his boss in the Rec must be erased from
other cameras. (He’s too late to insist that this paragraph be erased
as well.) Meanwhile songstress Heather Small walks by and heads
for the gym. She doesn’t have a minder.
I have my hands full with biscuit duties – neither Tara nor Bailey
nor Sparkie seem to understand the word “finished” today. Janet
decides that she will take Sparkie home with her today since
Georgie will be abandoning her own home for a few hours after
the completion of a melancholy task – she is cleaning out her
husband’s closet today and taking his clothes to the charity shop.
(I know how tough this task is; there are still pockets of Dorothy’s
things all over my house.) Janet pauses to take today’s picture of
the disappearing Brent Abbey, now a shadow of its former self –
its twin sister, having been emptied some time ago is next on the
list. As we pass the five-a-side pitch Dudley tempts Daisy-Mae
into a furious free-for-all on the green carpet – with Bailey joining
in the fun. This behavior is puzzling to a number of young football
players – who are momentarily at rest because someone has
kicked their ball into the environmental area – but finally I hear
one explain to another, “They no fight; they play.”
Wednesday, April 16:
If anything, the weather is even more wonderful today than
yesterday; my legs are better behaved today as well – just very
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slow (though I have noticed that this is often an illusion; on good
days and bad my time is almost always the same). Brent Abbey,
I note as I round the green, is now little more than a stub – I had
trouble figuring out where it was today. The triplets are waiting
impatiently outside the front door of the café as I pull in at last;
two are in their buggy, Marco is standing free range. There are
a lot of mysterious hand gestures as Dad at last emerges with
his coffee; thereafter they all run down the Randolph roadway,
shouting bye-bye to our dogs.
Our group includes Renata, Georgie, Janet, Davide, Wendy and
Peter. Renata (who always thinks I am lost in the clouds because
she can’t hear the answer to her greeting) is bewailing the
deficiencies of the National Health System and Janet is defending
this institution. Vlad comes in to take up his little table behind us;
he has a friend in Belgrade who collects stamps and he wants his
pal to bring his duplicates with him on a London visit so he and I
can trade stamps. Meanwhile his Tara heads the biscuit queue; I
continue to toss treats her way but she doesn’t see as well as she
used to and often these objects bounce off her head and we have to
start all over again.
I ask Peter if he has received that picture I sent him yesterday –
Highland Cattle on the Great Glen Way – but he says he hasn’t
had a chance to use his computer since he had the police at his
house for four hours yesterday. This is because a fraudulent
attempt has been made to access his bank account. Suzanne
comes in with Sunny and she tells me that, in fact, she marched
Peter over to his bank on Monday so that he could take action
immediately. As I head off for the bank myself I tell him the next
thing he has to worry about is a phone call from an organization
that will offer to make his account secure if only he will register
his password with them. It is meant to be a joke but I received a
call just like that a few days ago.
Thursday, April 17:
The splendid spring weather persists and I am soon into my
morning rhythm on the walkways of Paddington Rec. When I am
engaged in this purposeful routine I don’t like to be interrupted
but today is an exception – for heading toward me on the green
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in David the Dogsitter with the irrepressible Buddy. I pause,
therefore, as the Golden Retriever dashes to my feet, there to
begin his litany of need. I unwrap my biscuit bag while David
tells me he has just come back from shooting a music festival in
Austria. In fact I have two more encounters with this pair. I pass
through the environmental area, where a black cat is sitting on the
pond’s dock, hoping for some action, and continue on round the
track. Soon I spot David jogging toward me – he says that Buddy
will get a move on only when he does this. When I sit down with
my coffee cup at the café Buddy is also introduced, working the
table until he has arrived at my knee again. David says that he
isn’t quite sure how he got this assignment – having received a
text from Saskia with the message, “Are we still on for Easter?”
David has no recollection of having discussed his availability as
Buddy’s guardian over the holiday but there was no way he would
want to destroy the travel plans of Saskia and her family at such a
late date.
At our table this morning we have Georgie, Janet, Makiko,
Renata, Davide, Peter, Wendy and Karen. Peter has now received
my photo of the Highland Cattle – never before having seen
specimens of this breed. Renata now removes her dark glasses,
revealing quite a shiner; she says that she had a bad fall at home,
hurting her hand as well, but that her alcohol intake had been no
more than usual. Davide is in a bit of a state; his car wouldn’t start
this morning and his sister and niece are arriving this morning
from Sardinia. I ask him if he saw installment three of Monkey
Planet on BBC 1 but he says that last night he was mesmerized
by the performance of a singing nun on the Italian version of The
Voice. Two fried eggs are delivered to Wendy and the effect is that,
soon, several of the others want to order this appetizing entrée for
themselves.
The dogs, starting with Buddy, are also being fed with tidbits from
many a plate – and my blue bag. Even Dudley is a supplicant this
morning. Karen says that she is still feeling guilty because she
left her sleeping pet without saying goodbye when she departed
recently for Zurich and the little fellow set up such a howl that
her roommate had a difficult time comforting him. The chap who
owns Baba the Jack Russell comes in with Baba and a black
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Cocker, leaving them behind while he goes in to order his coffee.
The poor Cocker now sets up a howl of abandonment – insult
added to injury as this newcomer has fallen for Daisy-Mae’s
abandoned biscuit trick. Sparkie is picked up by Karen and posed
in various Meerkat attitudes. Winnie is sulking – after having
walked to the park when Davide’s car failed. And Bailey, still
hungry after his five-a-day, tries to get at some left over toast
by climbing onto a chair – but he can’t quite reach the prize
because the chair is too far away from the tabletop – with Janet
memorializing the struggle with her camera. We begin our back
passage walkround. Janet says that today must be the last photo
of Brent Abbey – only a nub now appears on the horizon and the
digger is at work on this relic as we speak.
Friday, April 18:
A short detour to the post box is indicated this morning – though
I note that my envelope will not be picked up until Saturday for
today is Good Friday and both it and Easter Monday have taken
on the trappings of the usual bank holiday. Today is one worth
celebrating for again we have clear blue skies, bright sun – and a
wind to keep temperatures depressed. Nothing has discouraged the
joggers and I find it quite annoying that a simple walk in the park
is accompanied everywhere by the sound of pounding feet – while
the running track is almost empty. On the top of Mt. Bannister,
where I find both Baba and Gus having a sniff-round, hopeful
sunbathers have taken off their shirts and are lying on the hillside
grass facing the sun itself. I pass Janet with Daisy-Mae and Karen
with Dudley before waiting out the holiday queue at the café.
In addition to the two aforementioned ladies we have Georgie,
Matthew, Makiko, Renata, Davide, Debbie and Peter this morning.
Georgie has brought with her Sparkie, Skye and Bailey and these
dogs are soon scarfing down their ration of biscuits. They do such
a good job of this that I have run out before Daisy-Mae shows
up to summon her bait-biscuit and I have to refer her to Karen,
who has brought with her the white tin from behind the counter
– indeed I actually get her to open it this time and the dogs seem
happy with this development. The one exception to this statement
must be Emilio, however. He is so alarmed by the presence of
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Daisy-Mae that he can’t stop barking out a dire message – and he
has to be comforted in the laps of his owners. Debbie has brought
a container (one that formerly contained Moroccan couscous)
and she passes it on to me – it contains Pucci’s special low-fat
diet pellets and, in fact, the little fellow does enjoys several tiny
morsels from this source.
There is a good deal discussion of recent TV fare, with Janet
bringing us up to date with a number of popular U.S. shows
including Nurse Jackie, The Good Wife and, in its last season now,
Mad Men. I watch all of these shows too. Renata takes advantage
of Matthew’s presence to quiz him about the injuries sustained in
her recent fall. “Is this cancer?” she asks, rolling up a sleeve. It
turns out that Debbie too has had a fall – landing on her face here
in the park in pursuit of Pucci. She seems to have fewer bruises
that Renata but I try to cheer these women up with the words of
my late friend, Tosh, “Ah, when you get to be our age you just fall
a lot.”
Saturday, April 19:
I am a bit late getting started this morning – the consequence of
rising too early and needing, therefore, a little nap just before
departure time. I also have to spend some time decanting Pucci’s
pellets into an old poo poo bag and refilling my blue bag with
Shapes biscuits. This means that I try to maintain a lively pace
once I do get started in the park and in this I am gratifyingly
successful. There are a few distractions. Heading toward me is
a neighbor with the large retired Greyhound, San. This fellow
rushes forward and the neighbor says, “I see he still remembers
you.” As I approach the green I encounter a black woman I have
never seen before, a neighbor of Karen’s it would appear, walking
with Dudley. The naughty white furball is paying no attention to
her calls for his attention and I can hear a dozen or so reiterations
of his name as I continue on my circular path. Rushing down the
hill we have the pair of Sparkie and Buddy, not the usual suspects
with these names, but the veteran Pomeranian pair. I also pass
Renata with Maxi. She says, “I’ve brought the goodies today.”
On my second circuit of the green I can see a dog resembling
Bailey but if this is true, who can that be walking with him?
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When I at last catch up with the others in our café compound
the mystery is at last solved – Bailey is accompanied by his own
mommy, Ofra, back, for once, before Georgie expected her. Also
explained is Renata’s remark, for she has baked us a plum cake. It
has competition however since Davide’s Sardinian visitors have
brought some of those famous macaroons. Also present today we
have Debbie, Matthew, Makiko, Wendy, Peter, Janet and Hanna.
Hanna takes over the job of doling out his health pellets to Pucci,
leaving me with the voracious attentions of Bailey, Sparkie,
Daisy-Mae and Skye. From the safety of Matthew’s lap Emilio
sets up his throaty protestations, an hysterical response to the mere
presence of Daisy-Mae.
Ofra spends some time describing the furnishing of the new flat
that she and Ricky are decorating near Tel Aviv. She is full of
complaint about the drop in temperature that she has returned
to – indeed, though it is again sunny, it is also quite chilly this
morning, with a wind whistling through the park. Hanna reports
that it took a week for a pre-paid envelope to arrive from the
DVLA but that she has at last mailed off the unwanted Iranian
passport. Today it is Hanna who is wrestling with a phone
problem – someone has sent her a birthday greeting with a photo
message but she doesn’t recognize the number of the sender and
can’t open the photo. Debby suggests that it be forwarded to her
phone, since she can open such messages, but Hanna is afraid the
greeting might be a rude one. Davide says he is exhausted after
a full day’s sightseeing yesterday and thinks he will just take his
visitors over to Portobello today. As we begin our back passage
walkround Janet and I discuss an important Coronation Street
issue – do all these recent references to Kirsty mean that actress
Natalie Gumede is heading back to the street? Janet says she is
soon to visit a pal whose daughter is a friend of the actress – so
she will see if she can find out.
Sunday, April 20:
It is cold and gray this morning and we have little to celebrate
on this Easter Sunday. I keep up a lively pace in a park that has
beckoned few visitors to this point, though the dog owners have
not forgotten their duties. Out on the green Toby the Bulldog
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seems to have a new football and he is barking at this toy as it
makes its way over the greensward. As I descend from the heights
I discover that someone has forgotten to unlock the gates at either
side of the environmental area and this necessitates something of
a detour. What makes this even more annoying – on a morning
when one would like to get in as soon as possible – is that by the
time I have made my second descent the gates are opened at last!
It is one of those mornings when a freshet turns into a flood – at
least as far as attendance at our table might be concerned. Initially
it is just Hanna and Peter here, but then Georgie and Janet arrive
from one side and Dan, Davide and Ofra from another. Makiko
then arrives with Emilio, Karen reports with Dudley, Wendy turns
up as well, and we even get brief visits from Linda, here with
Pepper and Chica, and David the Dogsitter, still accompanying
Buddy. Daisy-Mae attacks both Skye and Bailey under the table
– for Bailey this is injury added to insult, since Karen has been
trying to make a video for YouTube featuring the hooded King
Charles apparently feeding himself (with her fingers). Buddy is
the happiest dog – especially when he finds my feet and knows
that biscuits are to be had if he barks loudly enough. Emilio is the
unhappiest dog – since Daisy-Mae is present and we all need to be
warned. He sits in Makiko’s lap while she tries to hold his mouth
shut, his lipstick emerging at the same time. Someone says that
this proves he really loves Daisy-Mae. Dan, making it up as he
goes along, says that dogs and coyotes are the only animals with a
bone in their penis.
Soon after everyone is seated a member of the café staff comes out
to raise our green umbrella – though this plunges us into further
darkness. Hanna is incensed over an article in the Sunday Sun – in
which an ex-con, 68, father of four, wants a sex change operation
on the NHS. (Dan, just for the fun of it, defends this expense.)
I tell Karen that I have seen a TV program in which 80% of the
public agreed that you should not date a man who dislikes your
pet. Karen says this is no longer a problem in her life since she
has jettisoned the boyfriend who disliked Dudley – by email. Ofra
says that the new flat near Tel Aviv will have to be sold eventually
but, in the meantime, there should be a group expedition of our lot
to take advantage of its four bedrooms – Dan is soon looking up
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the costs of flights to Ben Gurion Airport. Janet has made some
scones and slow progress is made in the application of butter and
jam. Hanna, who has just polished off a cooked breakfast, wants
Peter to prepare one of these goodies for her. He is having trouble
mastering the art of making one for himself and staggering around
uncomfortably anyway – so he refuses. When Hanna says he has
no right to take his pain out on her, he says, “You were born with
a pain.” From St. Augustine’s the Easter bells signal our departure.
It is about to rain.
Monday, April 21:
Yesterday’s all-day rain has lifted and we have a lovely return to
spring this morning; almost from the outset I realize that I could
have made do without jacket or scarf. I can just see Linda letting
Rob off outside the Essendine entrance but these days nothing is
allowed to distract me from my quest – not even the sight of a
helmeted scooter boy screaming in terror because he has attracted
the attentions of a fearsome Pomeranian. (As often happens, he
does just the wrong thing – runs – a sure sign to the dog that he
has agreed to play.) As I make my first descent from Mt. Bannister
(meeting Janet with Daisy-Mae) I am gratified to see that the gates
to the environmental area are wide open. When I pass this way
a second time I am also pleased to note that we have no Bank
Holiday Monday crowds in the café – there is no one else in the
coffee queue.
Today we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Makiko, Davide,
Peter and Debbie. The latter has been carrying Pucci across the
green and he remains ensconced on her lap throughout the session.
He disdains any of his special formula dog pellets but many
of these are scattered beneath the table so at least Winnie has
something to eat. Debbie says that Pucci has received an Easter
gift of some dog treats he will not be allowed to eat – these are
tiny morsels in the shape of sandwiches, some chicken, some
pollock – and these are added to my larder. Daisy-Mae disdains
such minuscule provender but when I offer her a real biscuit she
uses it to taunt a passing Zorro – dropping this treat to charge the
Pug (while Bailey sneaks in and eats the biscuit). Then Rob pays
us a visit with Pepper and Chica.
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Renata says that Ofra looks tired and Ofra says she is still weary
from her recent trip. She and Makiko discuss some eyebrow
therapy. Renata has a friend who has just arrived in London and
suggestions are taken on where to have lunch. Debby recommends
La Petite Maison in Mayfair and sends Renata two texts to this
effect – even though they are sitting across the table from one
another. (This strategy is often useful since Renata hears so
poorly; even though yesterday I made a public announcement
about my spring party today she says she doesn’t know when
it is.) Makiko says she can’t come this year because she and
Matthew will be attending her niece’s wedding that day in Tokyo.
I tell her I already know this – after all, we share a cleaner. Now
Debbie remembers that she has entered my party on the wrong
date on her phone’s calendar and there are serious ramifications
(“I may have to come a day early”) but, though I suggest that
Peter is the man to see about phone calendar problems, she
manages to make an adjustment without having to call in the real
expert in these matters – Makiko.
Tuesday, April 22:
I am a bit uncertain about the weather this morning; I can see that
the pavements are damp, but is it raining now? It is both chilly
and very dark when I finally make it to the park but, though there
is a hint of moisture in the air, it is not raining and I am able to
complete my morning’s exercise without getting wet. There is not
much activity in the park and I am able to make good progress –
though some of the walkways are a bit slippery. Half way through
my usual schedule I encounter Janet with Daisy-Mae and here I
need to turn over to her a memory stick – she is helping me gather
photos for Volume VI of the “Dog People Of Paddington Rec” and
this will be a good way to transfer what she has. Simba is chasing
sticks in the doggy compound on Morshead Road and many of
the other regulars are following the footsteps of their owners this
morning: Millie, Gus, Molly.
There is no waiting in the coffee queue and I am soon taking my
seat under the green umbrella. Sheltering here today are Janet,
Georgie, Renata, Ofra, Karen and the owners of the charming
Grippet, Skippy – today we learn their names, Ruth and Paul.
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We do not learn where Peter has gotten to – but he often gives
inclement days a miss. Renata has a phone puzzle and tries to
discover if any of those assembled can help her out; Karen tells
her what the problem is but Renata doesn’t know how to fix
it. Georgie takes a call on her phone; there has been some sort
of mix-up in her assignment this morning but instructions for
tomorrow seem clearer. I am quizzed over my travel plans. When
I say I will be spending a day in Estonia Ofra says she wants to
visit Bulgaria, no, not Bulgaria – she can’t remember where she
wants to visit.
I hand out biscuits to all and sundry – and then some of Debbie’s
hand-me-down tiny dog sandwiches. Daisy-Mae wants a real
biscuit to guard and Janet expresses some concern over her
dog’s intentions. Sure enough, there is soon a shriek of fury as
poor Skippy falls into her orbit. Daisy-Mae is again admonished
by Janet, even though she tries this trick out on several of the
other dogs – while poor Skippy squeezes his long frame onto
his mommy’s lap. A late entrant in this doggy mix is Teddy, who
now arrives with Ellie. There is a good deal of concern over the
Cockapoo’s ludicrous attire – for he is once again dressed in his
blue boiler suit. He sits in his mommy’s lap when she comes back
with her coffee; soon thereafter the others make a break for it
but, since I am heading in the opposite direction today, I stay to
keep Ellie company. One of the hot topics of the day is definitely
on her mind – the London property bubble that has created such
a price inflation that ordinary Londoners are unable to afford
anything. Ellie says that her husband, who is in commercial
property development, says that at the root of the problem are
wealthy foreign purchasers who have so much cash that they can
buy property for investment purposes without ever actually living
in their properties or developing them in any way. I have now
been sitting at our table for close to an hour and I am beginning
to shiver; I have errands to complete on Maida Vale Parade so, at
last, I make a move.
Wednesday, April 23:
I seem to be moving very slowly this morning – perhaps this is
because I don’t sleep so well on the eve of my travels. As I near
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the green I encounter a lively young mid-sized dog named Luna
– she wants to chase down every moving object (to the dismay
of her owner) – including the Israeli security guard. Suzanne is
giving Sunny some exercise with the ball sling; she is having a lot
of trouble with her hearing of late and somehow gets the response
to how many minutes I walk every morning mixed up with how
many days I will be away. At the far end of the green I encounter
Gus, having his usual browse – his owner is sitting at the opposite
end of the green, reading the paper. After I have completed my
walk (picking up a little speed in the process) I can hear this chap
bellowing out the name of his missing dog.
While I am waiting for my cappuccino Ofra comes back to the
counter with her cuppa – something about it containing only milk
and no coffee. She is seated with Georgie (again let down by
the school run dispatcher), Wendy, Makiko and Peter. The latter
is focused on the premier league – where it looks like Fulham
will go down, his beloved QPR may go up, and Manchester
United have fired coach David Moyes after only one season. The
ladies are discussing travel, with Ofra saying that whenever she
is in London she pines for Israel and when she is in Israel she
misses London (“the best city in the world”). Someone mentions
Singapore and Ofra says that she knows she would be bored there
after only a day – in spite of its fabled cleanliness and high-rise
buildings and tropical climate. “And the vegetables aren’t very
good there,” Makiko adds – whatever that means.
Georgie has brought Daisy-Mae with her this morning as Janet
has an appointment at the hearing clinic. Naturally Emilio takes
umbrage over the proximity of his nemesis, though he and some
of the other dogs are mollified a bit with handouts from Makiko’s
sandwich. The other dogs just about exhaust my blue bag and
we are down to minuscule sandwiches by the time I pack up
and make my departure. As I make my way down the Morshead
roadway I encounter two famous pairs, Will and Grace and the
black Chows, Chinny and Bliss. Janet, come to reclaim her dog,
is just entering the park as I exit and is thus able to bid me bon
voyage as I get ready for my trip to Baltic climes.
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Tuesday, April 29:
I return to my park routines on a gray and overcast morning
– quite a contrast to the consistently sunny weather I had
encountered while away in Sweden and Estonia. I begin my usual
training ritual but, in fact, there has been no break in this routine
– for I certainly walked a good deal in Stockholm and Tallinn, not
to mention all those airport corridors. Little has changed in the
park scene, though I do notice that the park’s only pink-blossomed
chestnut tree has made a resplendent beginning on the flanks of
Mt. Bannister. On the descent I encounter Clare with the burly
Harley and the slow-moving form of the huffing Cassie. Also
heading my way is Ellie with Teddy; she waves at me without
breaking concentration on a phone call from a girlfriend in the
States.
We have only a small turnout at our tables at the café: just
Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Peter and Renata – though, after a while,
Ellie, phoneless at last, joins us as well. Teddy, who is due for a
grooming, sits on his mommy’s lap without benefit of blue boiler
suit today. Maxi also has a haircut scheduled for today and Bailey
was evidently shorn only yesterday. He is delighted to have me
back – the source of so many goodies – and I start everyone off
with a round of mini-sandwiches. Harley makes his first assault on
my knee and he and Cassie seem to enjoy this treat as well. When
the Pug makes a second visit, however, he is attacked viciously in
the head by Daisy-Mae, who is sitting in the adjacent lap. Janet
has to pick up her pet and exclude her from our compound – but
this never works for long as a form of punishment since the
naughty Shih-Tzu can still squeeze back through the bars. She is
all over the place this morning – having decided that she’d like
to sample some chicken treats that Renata has brought in a foil
package and then lying in wait with a bait biscuit, hoping to snare
her old partner in play, Dudley.
The ladies think I have picked up a lot of sun in my face but
this only encourages them to move on to a discussion of skin
cleansers, moisturizers and hair oil (zzzzzzz) and I long for some
other topics of conversation. These do come. Janet keeps my
up-to-date on the soaps and introduces the tragic story of the
veteran teacher who was stabbed to death by a pupil in Leeds
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yesterday. (Here we still have a plaque honoring headmaster
Phillip Lawrence, who was killed by a knife-wielding student
at nearby St. George’s in 1995.) Georgie now receives a call
from sister Jean in Glasgow – would she like to celebrate her
birthday with a train trip to Paris? Peter announces that there
will be no money collected for the horses this week – since his
computer is in the repair shop and he relies on this instrument in
his planning. Meanwhile I turn over to Janet, for the first time, the
top-up money I owe for my participation in the syndicate’s lottery
endeavors. Once there is a brief shower but it passes quickly. This
is especially good news for me since I have an errand to perform
at the post office later this morning. At that, I will not have to face
a watery trek to the American School since my accountant, his
own trip to this institution imperiled by the two-day tube workers’
strike, has now agreed to accept my materials by post.
Wednesday, April 30:
The sunshine has returned to our park scene today and, with
my new Boots clip-on sunglasses firmly in place, I can stride
out in some comfort. As I pass through the little circular garden
adjacent to the Randolph roadway (the garden resplendent in an
imaginative planting of spring flowers) I encounter Janet with
Daisy-Mae. I only hope there is a video camera focused on the
strange scene that follows – as Janet reaches into her jacket pocket
and passes over to me a memory stick – which I tuck into my
own pocket without any need for further conversation. It looks
like two spies completing a drop but, in fact, this is the handover
of some 35 photos that Janet knows I need to sample as potential
illustrations for Volume VI of “The Dog People of Paddington
Rec.” I manage to keep up a lively pace this morning and I can
report to the café only a minute or so after its doors have opened.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Dan, Ofra,
Peter, Makiko and Ellie – with Vlad making a late appearance.
Ellie has ordered the full English this morning and, brown sauce
and vinegar at the ready, she does a good job of polishing off
the lot. Her Teddy disdains even a mouthful of egg but Makiko
is inspired to order a fried egg on toast herself. When it arrives
it is rejected – it is quite runny – but when the accommodating
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Polish barista attempts to take it back she is beset by little furry
canines at her feet and the whole dish ends up on the pavement.
When she returns a few minutes later with a new portion Emilio
does enjoy some of the egg white. It does distract him from his
usual barracking of Daisy-Mae. That mischief-maker rejects three
biscuits in a row, licking each first, before accepting one – which
she only wants to use as bait. Dan playfully steals it from her but
when he drops it his Winnie makes off with it. Sparkie and Bailey
soon exhaust their five-a-day.
Makiko asks Dan if he is growing a beard. He doesn’t know yet
but I add, “Where I come from we call that designer stubble.”
Davide has been missing for a while and it turns out that he is in
Sardinia. This leads to a discussion of the parents of our Italian
friend – whom Dan describes as innocents abroad; Davide’s
mother has been known to show up with a whole suckling pig
inside her suitcase. Dan will be going to work on his bicycle today
and even he says that the addition of all those extra strike-induced
bikes on our streets is annoying. And dangerous, according to
Ellie, who says that she found a phalanx of riders on the wrong
side of the Westway while she was ferrying her daughters to
school this morning. As often happens when I make only a pit stop
at home I soon encounter some of these people as I head down the
street on my way to the 123 Cleaners – Makiko, Georgie and Dan
all wave to me as I pass opposite them and heading towards me on
her way to the park is a very tardy Wendy.
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Daisy-Mae guards her tennis ball on the springtime grass.
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Thursday, May 1:
It doesn’t look like an early morning exercise walk is likely
today – for there has been a fine rain falling for several hours. I
decide not to abandon my friends, however, and therefore, just a
few minutes before opening time at the café, I make my move.
I can see, as I near the clubhouse, that our green umbrella is just
being cranked into position and that chairs are being carried
into our compound. Some of these are being hefted by our Vlad,
who must think he needs to make amends again – they are late
opening the doors because of the continued disruption to the local
transportation system, even though the strike is over for now, and
behind the café counter they like to blame any handy underground
employee for delays. In fact it is the unpromising weather that
depresses our numbers, not tube or bus, and we have only Janet,
Georgie and Ofra at our table – and Ofra soon departs in order to
ferry son Guy somewhere. I suggest that we can blame the rain on
Ofra since yesterday she insisted that Guy wash the car.
Bailey also makes an early departure but, even so, Tara’s wet nose
and Sparkie’s wet paws soon saturate the knees of my trousers.
Daisy-Mae, by contrast, remains huddled in Janet’s lap. She hates
the rain and her raincoat and she shivers disconsolately throughout
the session. Many of the other park dogs don’t seem to be
bothered by the moisture at all – Alaska and Molly take it in stride
and one naughty fellow stations himself in the center of the green
and stares at his maddened owner – who would really like to get
a move on. Dudley, in Georgie’s care while Karen returns from
another trip to Beijing, scratches away at Janet’s sleeve throughout
the session with his muddy paws.
Vlad returns to Georgie a lighter he borrowed yesterday. Georgie
is on the phone to sister Jean – who has had to rise early to accept
delivery of a new bed in Glasgow. Janet tells us that in late August
she will be undertaking a major expedition to Canada – with a
train journey through the Rockies and a cruise from Vancouver
to Alaska. Her traveling companion is the chap who used to be
in charge of the payroll at the university for which she worked –
they are still friends even though he refused repeated requests to
add additional zeros to the sums that appeared on her paychecks.
Georgie offers two bits of news – they now say that Peaches
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Geldof died of a heroin overdose, not good news at all, and that
Danielle, our transatlantic vet, will return from the States on May
7 – which is good news. Janet reports, however, that Liz, who was
also expected to fly in from the States, has had to cancel her visit
since son Ryan has been mugged. We get up to begin our back
passage walkround and this is made easier as the rain eases off.
I do need to get home and change out of these wet trousers. As I
near my front door the rains starts up again.
Friday, May 2:
Yesterday’s all-day rain has at last lifted and, though skies are
still gray, it is possible for me to return to my pre-Irish walk
warm-up routine in the park. The immediacy of this venture is
becoming ever closer – three weeks from today is the first full day
of walking on the Kerry Way. As I complete my paces I encounter
three dog owners I know – first Karen, back from China again
and walking just in front of me with Dudley, then Janet, near the
tennis courts with Daisy-Mae, then Mary McCartney, jogging with
Paddy. I have to pause briefly when I reach the Blackwater Bridge
(also known as the Randolph roadway crossing) in order to let a
file of boys pass with their bucket of tennis balls.
Our group this morning includes Karen and Janet, of course, but
also Ofra, Georgie, Peter and Debbie. Georgie has been looking
after Pucci and the latter is delighted to be reclaimed by mommy.
Bailey has the advantage of an empty chair next to mine and from
this height he scratches away at my arm, forgetting all his lessons
in decorum. Meanwhile Sparkie is attacking my knee, Daisy-Mae
is trying her appealing act at my feet and Tara is using her wet
nose to move my hands closer to the biscuit bag. Today Harley
the Pug also joins the queue before he and the slow-moving
Cassie make their exit. Ofra and I are most amused by the sight
of a delightful fuzzy-headed pup staring back at us as his master
carries him on one shoulder. Georgie says that this fellow also
trots along most of the time – he just likes the vantage point on
daddy’s shoulder because of the better view.
Karen is catching up on the news in the Daily Mail – but she is
having a tough time finding any there. Georgie announces that
Davide will return from Sardinia to find his car battery flattened
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again – this happens when the headlamps turn themselves on
without being asked. For her part, Georgie will travel soon to
Oxford Circus in search of a lamp at British Home Stores. She
says that she will not be distracted by anything else on offer in this
shopping mecca – a woman after my own heart. Debbie says that
she doesn’t know if her mother, who is in her eighties, is up for
re-election to Westminster City Council on May 22nd but we know
that our own Jan Prendergast is. (A shoo-in I would say.)
Saturday, May 3:
Although it is still quite chilly, we do have a lovely sunny morning
in the park and I am able to stride out quite efficiently. It is just
as well that I have a little early morning speed because after only
five minutes I am hailed by one of my former colleagues, Peter, a
Lower School teacher at the American School, here for a morning
jog. He reverses direction and slows his pace considerably as we
make our way together around the green. He says he hasn’t seen
me up at the school recently and I tell him that I will be there
tonight – in order to take in the high school play. Thereafter I
resume normal progress; near the Leylandia trees I encounter
Renata, Janet and Karen. Renata always has to make a joke about
my unusual direction, “Are you going home already?”
Surprisingly, I am the first in line at the café – unusual for a
Saturday morning. Here I learn that the coffees are on Vlad today
– as it is his birthday. We have a very respectable turnout today –
the three aforementioned ladies plus Georgie, Dan, Makiko, Ofra,
Wendy, Peter and Hanna. Karen complains that there is a huge
black tom in her backyard and that it seems to be the father of all
the other nearby cats. Hanna wants her to capture this fellow and
take him to the Mayhew for neutering. Good luck. Meanwhile
Karen’s Dudley makes a rare appearance at my elbow – and
actually accepts a biscuit. He is soon followed by Tara, Sparkie
and Bailey. For the dog owners there remain the remnants of a
box of Quality Street chocolates, kept behind the counter with the
dog’s biscuit box. Hanna says that the candies have been heatexposed and she won’t eat any of them and Karen throws it all
out – saving the lid as an impromptu Frisbee. This she lofts for
Dudley but the dozy white dog doesn’t seem to know what to do
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with it. I am reminded of other cheap dog toys, particularly the
clear plastic laundry ball that Winnie used to enjoy chasing about.
Dan says she still does this. Then he spends much of the morning
trying to get Emilio to suspend his eternal barracking of DaisyMae.
Travel plans are discussed. Karen is off next Wednesday for a
trip to South Africa with mother and sister (she too will miss
my party) and Makiko is off with Matthew in order to attend the
wedding of a niece in Tokyo. Dan says that in June he and his pal
Brian will be off to Sitges – which he describes as the gay capital
of Spain. We discuss the eight-year sentence handed out yesterday
to Max Clifford for a series of sexual assaults in the distant past.
I remind Karen, who is having trouble wading through the text of
an article in The Guardian, that many of the memorable headline
stories in the less prolix tabloids were evidently hand-fed to
these publications by the famous publicist. There are a number of
birthday cards for Vlad, including one with a photo of Tara and a
PhotoShopped version of Janet and Daisy-Mae, each with giant
teeth. Vlad asks me if we could call our breakfast club a “society.”
“Yes,” I reply, “either that or a group therapy session.”
Sunday, May 4:
I am able to make only slow progress in the park today, ambling
along on a lovely sunny morning as my legs, in protest, seek
the smoothest of paths. I blame a slight stumble, last night, for a
tweak here and there (including a stiffened ankle). The mishap
occurred as I was returning in the darkness from a performance
at the American School of Jean Giraudoux’s 1938 play, Ondine.
This eerie and pretentious piece of claptrap was ably executed
by a cast of fourteen high schoolers, under the direction of my
friend, Buck Herron. Of course, as this was a straight play (rather
than a musical) the house was not full – perhaps if Giraudoux had
possessed the foresight to use an “l” in his title instead of a “d”
modern audiences would have been far more receptive.
They have seen me coming at the café and, even though
weekenders are ahead of me, I am soon presented with my
morning cappuccino by Lurch. Outside our group is settled into a
leisurely Sunday circle. Peter has Emilio in his lap – just as well
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since the Pug is again down to all-threes, another cyst bothering a
paw. I learn that last night Dudley, Sparkie, and Daisy-Mae went
on a pubcrawl – well, they went to one pub, the Truscott Arts on
Shirland Road. Here they were on their best behavior; the staff
brought them a water bowl and other customers came over to
make a fuss. This morning Sparkie is still hungry and he and Tara
are my chief customers – though Sparkie has to head off to the
greenside gate in order to register his protest over the presence of
the French Bulldog, Bonaparte, looking in at our scene.
Renata has bought a bag of toys for the triplets; she says that Dan,
their dad, has told her that this famous trio were not IVF babies –
as had been popularly supposed. Our Dan receives from Makiko
a present of some courgette flowers and some tempura batter in
which to cook them; pity he was not here yesterday to hear one of
our members-lecturing Makiko on how to cook tempura. Matthew
comes in after a late-night hospital shift. He tells us that he had to
treat a sixteen year-old boy who had knocked himself unconscious
with benzedrine, ecstasy and a new favorite, 25I, an hallucinatory
chemical used in producing PET scans. The other coffee drinkers
are scandalized by this cocktail – their own experimentation with
drugs seems to have been far less exotic and no one reports any
great enjoyment. I have to marvel at the complexities of the social
mix that our mornings in the park can produce. While one of the
ladies, scanning a profile in today’s paper, looks up to say, “Oh,
I once slept with him,” another is saying, “I baked brown bread
yesterday.”
Monday, May 5:
I am able to abandon my scarf as I enter the sunny precincts of
Paddington Recreation Ground on a Monday Bank Holiday –
nice of them to schedule such a day in celebration of Mexican
independence. I am still doing little better than shuffling along as
I encounter Dan, just entering the park with Winnie – we will not
see him at coffee as, for him, this is just another workday. I meet a
second Pug, the hefty Otis, atop Mt. Bannister a few minutes later.
We are celebrating the sixtieth anniversary of Roger Bannister’s
first sub-four-minute mile, an event for which he trained on the
old track, which used to surround the green below us. Bannister
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is still around, though he is suffering from Parkinson’s. I do not
seem to have any such symptoms and my memory is usually
pretty good, but, now that I think about it, I have no memory of
how I managed to climb this hill.
In the café I encounter Ofra, who is carrying a tray with three
coffee cups. She is sure she has forgotten something and thinks
it might be the sugar but, in fact, she has forgotten Peter’s coffee
and she has forgotten to pay. More problems are revealed once we
are seated. Last night she evidently transferred the tight band that
encases her ponytail from the back of her head to her left wrist. At
4:30 in the morning she woke up to discover that the circulation
in her wrist had been interrupted by this gesture and that her hand
was numb. Things happen to Ofra. She and I are joined by Janet,
Georgie, Hanna, Peter, Debbie and Karen. Debbie is trying to get
up an expedition to see Miss Saigon this afternoon, but I note that
I have an appointment at Home Base, where Linda will take me to
get plants for my windows. Janet says that she fell asleep before
the final scenes of Vera last night and the same thing happened
when her clock radio went on this morning – thus she missed out
on whether or not they have caught the monster who tied a dog to
a tree and set fire to it. Peter is over his sulk about the forgotten
coffee and he tells us that his beloved Queen’s Park Rangers are in
a home-and-home against Wigan as these teams fight it out to see
if either will be promoted to the Premiership.
Pucci spends most of the session in Debbie’s lap but when he is
earthbound he bustles around in a lively fashion – all recovered
from that serious bout of illness. He does not visit my knee,
leaving Tara, Sparkie, Bailey and Daisy-Mae with this chore.
Winnie disdains her diet pellets and I have to slip her a few treats
as well. After a second helping Daisy-Mae squeezes through the
fence and begins an investigation of life on the green – where a
number of people have already settled down, their faces turned
toward the warming sun. I can see her out near the cricket crease
but a few minutes later we are surprised to discover her much
closer to us. She has inserted herself into a group of picnickers
and is sitting quietly in their midst – as though she were just
another member of the family. Five minutes later she has
abandoned this domestic pose for a bout of furious wrestling with
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Dudley – in the middle of the central footie pitch, where a game is
supposed to be in progress.
Tuesday, May 6:
There has been some overnight rain and the walkways are still wet
as I begin my Tuesday in the park. The sun is breaking through
the fluffy white clouds – what better accompaniment to the sight
of the skyscraping digger, just beginning the work of dismantling
another Brent tower block to the north. I pass Ellie, sitting on a
bench with Teddy and mobile phone, and continue over the hill
as far as the environmental area. To my great annoyance it is
padlocked again – at least on this side – when I make my detour
to get to the other side I note that this gate is wide open. I then
encounter Janet with Daisy-Mae; this gives me time to comment
on the wonderful cover design she has come up with for Volume
VI of “The Dog People of Paddington Rec.” But imagine an
author who says, “I have one complaint – you’ve made my name
too big.”
Our morning grouping includes Janet, Georgie, Dan, Renata,
Ofra, Peter and Wendy. After a while Makiko comes in as well
and Dan mischievously moves his chair closer to that of Ofra,
forestalling any tardy insertion. “I need to sit in the sun,” our
Japanese friend adds – getting the obligatory response, “as
long as the sun is named Ofra.” Renata insists that she must sit
with her left ear pointed toward the green, otherwise she can’t
hear the conversation. It is my turn to be mischievous – “Do
you realize how insulting that is to those of us on on your right
side?” The lady is unashamed, and, indeed, she has no time for
the hurt feelings of others today. She is obsessed these days
with her haircut and, after refusing to take Peter’s advice on his
local hairdresser (“I don’t want to go that down market”) she
continues to complain about her latest do. Ofra agrees that her
own hairdresser is often unsatisfactory – to which Renata answers,
“Yes, but you have no hair style in the first place.”
The dogs are behaving decorously this morning – with DaisyMae uninterested in any of my treats and Bailey taking his onto
the chair at an empty table behind us – since he likes to eat off
a flat surface. Dan will be heading off to work soon and he is
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in his cycling outfit, including shorts; Renata strokes his bare
legs, accusing him of flirting with her, and wants to know how
he manages to get his work clothes folded so neatly within the
confines of his bike bag. Wendy announces that she will be
heading for the West End today and Peter wants to know why. “A
day of discoing,” is the tart reply. I announce that I have errands
on Maida Vale Parade – but there will be no discoing. During
my visit to this one block-long local shopping mecca I notice
two changes. The bridal fashion shop (the one that replaced the
florist) has gone bust and the Persis beauty salon is “closed for
improvement.” Perhaps Renata and Ofra can be called in for a
much needed consultancy.
Wednesday, May 7:
I am somewhat late getting started today – first because a brief
shower puts an end to my power-walking plans and then because
I am waiting for a companion. Thus I am able to enter a breezy
Rec with Michigan Janet, here for a two-week visit, in tow at
last. Janet has been a regular visitor in the fall of late and so the
springtime sights are rare for her – these include the flowering
chestnut trees that line the Morshead roadway and, at a less poetic
(but more elevated) level, a view of the digger taking another bite
out of a Brent high-rise. Janet’s arrival has come as some relief,
since she discovered, only two days before her departure, that
her passport expires on the day of her return flight. I have to say
that I spent a rather restless night, wondering if she would make
it in spite of this issue, but in the event there seemed to be no
problems.
Two gents I have never seen before are sitting at the end of our
table setting – one does have a dog – but I am sure they have
ended up here (that is, under our green umbrella) because of the
recent wet weather. Others already seated include London Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Wendy, Dan, Davide, Peter and Wendy – with Jo
Lynn eventually joining us as well. London Janet does not remain
for long – today she has a class, tomorrow she will be off for
several days on a junket to France. (Yesterday she had the first of
a series of NHS-funded slimming sessions in the adjacent gym.)
Michigan Janet knows everybody well, having visited so often,
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and she is soon bringing everyone up to date on life in Lansing
and discussing with Dan what to see in the London theater scene.
With Jo Lynn present I have a new customer for my biscuit
bag, Tilly the Border Terrier. Of course she has to take turns
with Bailey, Tara, Sparkie and Winnie. I notice that Bailey is
getting ever harder of hearing. If I tell him to sit before I dole out
his treats he makes no move whatsoever – continuing to stare
beseechingly into my eyes with his paws planted on my knees.
If I point to the ground, however, the penny finally drops and he
adopts the correct posture. When he has exhausted his five-aday he heads over to Michigan Janet’s chair in order see if she
needs any help with that toasted cheese and tomato sandwich. I
am almost out of Shapes Biscuits, which I continue to supply our
dogs, but I can remedy this deficiency shortly for Linda, bless her
heart, is scheduled to take Janet and me to Sainsbury’s as soon as
we get home.
Thursday, May 8:
Again my plans for a pre-breakfast walk are thwarted by a steady
rainfall and I leave for the park only a few minutes before the
café doors open. There is a surprisingly good turnout, given
the substandard weather, for our group this morning includes
Ellie, Claire, Renata, Georgie, London Janet (on her way to the
airport), Davide, Ofra, and the owner of the Lab, Pippa. After we
have been seated for a while Wendy arrives with little Bobby in
tow – today Peter is having his eyes measured in advance of his
forthcoming cataract surgery. This leaves only Michigan Janet
unaccounted for – when she does arrive, at about 10:00, the rest
of us are so fed up with rain blowing in at us under the green
umbrella that a mass exodus is about to take place and she has to
turn around and make the homeward journey without a cup of café
cappuccino.
Pippa is a lively lass and this is just as well since she soon attracts
the attentions of our Dudley, who has to stand at attention in order
to reach her back. At least Pippa knows enough to come in out of
the rain, assuming a prone position under our table – by contrast
her elderly cousin, Cassie, lies patiently on the unprotected
flagstones. I have the usual suspects at my knee – Tara, Sparkie, a
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limping Bailey and Winnie – but when I beg Winnie to sit down
Davide reminds me that his pet is on his lap and that I am actually
addressing Harley. Daisy-Mae, in London Janet’s lap, is looking
quite miserable, clearly sensing that she is about to be turned over
to her Auntie Georgie (who has a bad cold) while mom basks in
sunny, warm temperatures in France. Pippa’s mom, who walks
with the assistance of a cane, says that she is thinking of turning
her boisterous pet over to her son – in favor of a smaller, more
manageable model.
Much of the conversation is devoted to the weather – with Vlad
giving us an hour-by-hour summary of what is to come – after
looking it up on his phone. Ellie says that she has gotten drenched
on other occasions after the BBC’s site promised clear skies, but
she doesn’t answer when I ask her if she then withheld her license
fee. Ellie is also being teased a bit when, complaining that she
needs food on such a chilly morning, she bites into a ciabatta
sandwich with cheese and tomato. (I tell Ofra, our senior anorexic,
that she could do the same thing some time.) Georgie says she is
thinking of an expedition to Oxford Street, though our own plans
to visit Westfield in Shepherd’s Bush (which is weather-protected)
seem more sensible. Asked what she will do today, Ofra’s face
settles into a disappointed protest – “Cleaning.”
Friday, May 9:
Yesterday’s daylong moisture seems to have dissipated, at least
for a while, and I am able to resume my pre-coffee walk in the
park. The better weather seems to have brought out the dog
owners in their numbers and I pass Barney and Dubbs, Simba,
Pippa the Papillion, Ziggy, Frankie and Cris as I make my usual
circuit – in addition there are a dozen or so dogs contesting
ownership of the green with a fast-moving chap on his powerdriven lawnmower. I wonder which dog had an early morning
swim in the environmental area’s pond – the splash marks on the
adjacent walkway would certainly indicate the presence of such
an animal…unless we now have dugongs or pygmy hippos in the
Rec.
The morning turnout includes Ofra, Makiko, Matthew, Georgie
(now with Dudley and Daisy-Mae in tow), Davide, Claire and
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Peter – with Michigan Janet making a late appearance as well.
Tara gets a chance to haunt Clare’s space and there are a few
bread crusts going, though we warn Claire not to hand-feed this
snatcher. Clare’s Harley is soon in the biscuit queue, sharing turns
with Tara, Sparkie and Bailey. The latter, who is also suffering
from a case of flop bot, also manages to climb onto the table top –
the better to rake a saucer toward the edge. But why? – since there
is no food up here at all. Down below Emilio has joined Sparkie
in barking at each and every passerby.
The session begins with an old topic – hair – and this requires
Ofra to have a go at the shape of Makiko’s crown. Matthew
notes with some surprise that his wife bought four meat pies at
the butcher’s counter yesterday – what about all those furred
arteries? The pair are planning their summer holiday on Ibiza and
Davide is able to look up fares for them. They stay at a hillside
establishment once favored by ancient rockers, like the Stones.
Makiko says that after taking advantage of Davide’s BA discount
(as I did on my India trip) they can never go back to EasyJet. I
have to describe yesterday’s expedition to Westfield, where we ran
across Ellie in Marks and Spencer. Peter says he always gets lost
in this huge mall and that he much prefers John Lewis on Oxford
Street. He adds that, again, there will be no horse racing this
weekend. Yesterday he got a text from the computer shop advising
him that his stricken computer could now be picked up, but when
he arrived it hadn’t. Technology gone mad – twice.
Saturday, May 10:
An overnight rain is just lifting as Janet and I head for the park on
a damp May morning. We do not encounter any more moisture
during our session here, but the skies are a rich mixture of sun
and cloud and no one would be surprised if more rain were to
come today. From a distance it seems that we will have the doggy
encampment at the café to ourselves, but as we arrive it is obvious
that Peter is here and so is Clare, with Harley and Cassie. Vlad
is also at his little table behind us – soon joined by his friend, the
one who owns Sonic the Westie. Then we have a long parade of
late arrivals: Davide, Ofra, Georgie, Renata, Wendy and Dan –
quite a respectable turnout after all.
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Georgie has brought with her Danielle’s Bella, always a lively
character – she is immediately at home even though she has been
in California these last four months. Georgie also has Dudley,
who is soon scratching away for attention. Her own Sparkie heads
the biscuit queue, with Bailey, Tara and Winnie not far behind.
Another member of Georgie’s entourage these days is Daisy-Mae,
but Davide notes that she is standing guard on a bait biscuit and
this is taken away from her before she can cause a fight. Ofra
(wearing her dad’s watch and her daughter’s Bristol sweatshirt)
wants to know what she should do about the muscle strain that is
slowing her Bailey down – and Hanna proposes the use of a hot
water bottle wrapped in a jumper. It is a busy Saturday in the park
and this means that our barkers have a lot to say (none of it nice)
to the many passersby.
Michigan Janet has a long conversation with Dan about the
current London theater scene – as she gets ready to buy some
tickets from his operation in Leicester Square. I think Dan does a
really good job of holding up his end of the conversation – having
just gotten out of bed – but Renata (who has brought a lemon
cake) is having a lot of trouble hearing what people have to say
this morning. Hanna denounces Westfield, calling its restaurants
plastic and complaining of exhaust fumes rising from the car
park, but she has nothing to say when I point out that the men’s
department at M&S is much easier to use and has a far wider
selection than the Oxford Street store which she prefers. Hanna
also wants Janet to take in the Veronese show at the National
Gallery and I am directed on how to get discount tickets on the
Internet. We get up to begin our back passage walkround. This
means that Winnie immediately stages her patented sit-down and
Dan has to go back and put her in the basket of his bicycle – but
somewhere in the crowded chasm between the footie pitches
Davide takes her out of the basket – reasoning that she will never
do her poos and pees if she is allowed to ride all the way home.
Sunday, May 11:
A blustery night has given way to a blustery day – but there
seems to be no moisture (and there was plenty of that yesterday)
and so I decide to undertake my usual early morning walk. It
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is surprisingly cold this morning and I am glad that I am still
employing my scarf. There is a lot of activity in the park –
preparations are even being made for a cricket match on the green.
I can also hear Ofra’s raucous laugh echoing across the open
spaces as she, Dan and Georgie are entering along the Morshead
roadway. These people are seated, along with Debbie, Hanna, and
Wendy, by the time I have completed my exercise. Peter is here
too but he is sitting at a little table inside the café – he says it is
just too cold for him to be outside today – but Michigan Janet
soon arrives as well.
Pucci is bustling about, quite recovered from his recent
indisposition, and he accepts a few of Winnie’s pellets from me
– and half a clandestine Shapes biscuit. Winnie tends to spit out
her miniature treats – especially if there is something better on
offer. A few minutes later Makiko arrives with Emilio and there
is a surprising confrontation between Emilio and Pucci – Debbie
admits that Pucci, feeling territorial, is to blame; we have never
seen this tiny presence bare his teeth. As for Emilio – he now has
another enemy in his sights – as if Daisy-Mae were not enough.
That madam does accept several biscuits from me but she is
actually eating them today. Sparkie and Bailey both exhaust their
five-a-day apportionment.
Dan, Debbie, Ofra and Makiko have been to see Bad Neighbors,
which does not get a good review from these filmgoers – who are
also scandalized by Makiko’s driving, which they were able to
observe from a trailing vehicle. Makiko arrives too late to hear
this critique. I have to tell her, as I have done earlier with Dan, not
to discuss last night’s other entertainment story, the Eurovision
Song Contest. I have recorded this because last night Janet and
I were at University College School in Hampstead (alma mater
for Linda’s son Liam and Ofra’s son Guy) in order to hear Linda
sing in the choir that performed Brahms’ A German Requiem. For
those who fancy neither film nor concert, as we learn from a café
handout, there is another possibility this Friday – the unveiling
of a Bradley Wiggins statue at the Tour de France winner’s old
school, St. Augustine’s. As Janet and I stroll down the Morshead
roadway we can hear the Sunday bells from St. Augustine’s
church behind us.
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Monday, May 12:
The sun has returned to the skies, after several rainy days, and
temperatures have risen considerably as I make my way into the
park at the start of a new week. Hard to believe that in just ten
days I will be walking the Kerry Way for real – since it is still
by no means an easy progress in the Rec as I near the end of my
training regimen. I can see that Simba is running in delighted
circles as I pass the Morshead doggy compound; soon I have
passed Fly and come face-to-face with a large party including
Alaska and the boisterous Frankie. The latter senses a dog lover
and jumps up on my legs – to the considerable chagrin of his
owner. When I have completed my circuit I find only two figures
ahead of me in the coffee queue – the notorious tandem of Ofra
and Makiko.
These ladies are among a handful of dog people at our table this
morning – for we have only Dan, Georgie and Peter as well,
though Michigan Janet makes a late appearance. Ofra says she
has a stomach ache and it would not be hard to figure out why –
her Guy has totaled his car in a rear-end collision and Ricky says
he’s not getting another vehicle. At least Dan is able to cheer his
friend up a bit, since he has an app on his phone that can translate
text in one language into another and, in many cases, pronounce
both versions as well. It can’t pronounce Hebrew but Ofra is
delighted to see Dan’s English sentences come up in her native
alphabet. Seeing how savvy Dan is in such matters Peter now
attaches himself and gets Dan to agree (in principle) to make a
house call on Friday – since Peter’s newly returned PC is giving
him all sorts of difficulty with newly installed programs. As usual,
Peter can’t focus on anything else and he repeatedly asks Dan
to nominate a time on Friday. Horseracing is on hold until his
problems are solved; now that he gets all the runners on-line he
seems to have disdained his reliance on the daily paper. Janet says
that a departing Makiko has recommended a visit to some canalside gardens and by the time Dan, Ofra and Georgie have all given
directions I can tell that a totally confused Janet has given up on
the idea.
Dudley and Emilio outdo one another in ruckus-raising and
Dudley compounds the crime by scraping away at Peter’s arm
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just as that gentleman is holding his coffee cup aloft. “Gordon
Bennett!” Peter cries, as he stares at his damp lap. When Dan
argues that it is the male dogs who always make so much noise
Makiko says that Emilio’s maleness is under review – and much is
made of the gay-Pug status of her pet. Janet has brought with her
some U.S. dog treats in the form of little steaks – and these soon
establish their popularity. When it is time for us to disperse Dan
hands Winnie’s lead over to Georgie, who already has Sparkie
and Dudley in tow. This leaves only Daisy-Mae to follow along,
off-lead, and this freedom soon becomes an excuse for much
mischief. The Shih-Tzu watches the others head for the Morshead
roadway – and sits down in the middle of the green, refusing to
follow. Georgie tries to attach a lead to London Janet’s pet but
the furry madam evades capture. Georgie announces that she is
leaving and we can see her disappear beneath the roadway trees –
with Daisy-Mae still refusing to budge. Eventually Georgie has to
come all the way back a second time – with Daisy-Mae, evading
Debbie and Zorro as well, making it all the way back to the café,
where Michigan Janet at last snags her. This scene has not been
without its amusing moments – but Georgie is not laughing.
Tuesday, May 13:
There are no signs of life from Janet’s bedroom as I make my
final preparations for the park – so I add the mini-steaks to my
biscuit bag before reaching the wet pavements of Maida Vale.
Yes, there was more rain last night – as Janet and I discovered
after an evening at Rob and Linda’s. This morning there is just an
occasional flash of sunshine in an otherwise quite gray sky. As I
pass behind the tennis courts I meet Renata, heading toward me
(as she often does at this spot) with Maxi. Similarly I meet Ofra
on my second circuit; she is near the Randolph roadway and is
applying a tissue to the fur of her pet – Bailey having just rolled in
something quite unsuitable.
In addition to these two ladies we also have Peter, Georgie,
and Clare – Michigan Janet (complaining of an alarm clock
malfunction) never makes it but another former Spartan, Danielle,
does drop by with Bella. (It is the first time she has had the
opportunity to talk to me about Fritz.) Danielle has left builders at
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home and has to rush off; Ofra has workmen too (one complained
that she was not to go the park without making him some coffee
first), and Renata takes a call on her mobile phone – indicating
that the painters are on the way to her flat at 10:30. She says she
wants them to finish the job while she is in Greece, staring next
week and, as I have only recently gone through this process, she
asks me lots of questions about the intricacies of this job. For once
Peter has nothing to say about computer problems but he does
seem cheered by a Queen’s Park Rangers victory over Wigan in
the playoff semi-finals last night. Ofra shares some of Georgie’s
bacon sandwich. My former student Marty come by; he tells me
he has been to New York to attend the wedding of Gavan’s sister,
Aiofe, and I invite him and his Danielle to the party on Sunday.
The dogs (far more of them here than owners) are also able to
share out the last of the steaks and the rest of my biscuits and at
the end there is nothing left but Winnie pellets. Harley is again
my first customer – hopefully he has not heard Renata denouncing
Pugs as the ugliest dogs on earth. Harley’s sister Cassie is
encouraged to continue her walk and this requires an almighty
struggle to resume a standing position – sort of like me these days.
Georgie makes a necessary adjustment to her homeward-bound
strategy today – securing Daisy-Mae by lead before we start off
on our back passage walkround. Now the menace is provided
by Dudley, who launches several attacks on his petite playmate
before rushing forward to see if the gate to the five-a-side pitch
has been left open. It hasn’t and he has to settle for a poo in the
middle of the walkway beneath the cypress trees.
Wednesday, May 14:
Bright and sunny and much warmer than recent temperatures,
today we have a glorious morning in the park. As I have to walk
up to the American School this afternoon (and back) I have
decided that I don’t need to undertake my usual conditioning
march – but, almost absent-mindedly, this is exactly what I do.
Ahead of me I can see the retreating form of Mary McCartney,
with son, scooter, and Paddy the Beagle. There are lots of other
people (and their dogs) in the Rec this morning – a sure sign
of improved weather. I manage to stumble once (again in the
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environmental area) and this is a reminder that I had better pack
this in soon – I don’t want to begin next week’s walk with an
injury.
As it is, I arrive at our table about ten minutes after the others
have taken their seats. The turnout continues to be on the small
side; today we have London Janet (back from France), Davide
(back from Hong Kong), Makiko, Georgie, Peter and Wendy –
with Michigan Janet soon arriving with another bag of goodies
for the dogs. The steaks have been consumed in their entirety, so
today we have “beggin’” strips in the shape of fried bacon. One
or two of the human participants in this drama are tempted – since
these treats are so lifelike. I have plenty of customers for my
biscuit bag as well – with Bailey, Sparkie and Winnie taking turns
at my knee. Daisy-Mae comes by for a biscuit as well – though
she doesn’t eat it. I notice that Georgie keeps Dudley on lead
throughout the session today. I don’t know why – since his usual
crime here is merely barking and if this were the case Sparkie
would be under restraint as well.
While Michigan Janet had brought treats for the dogs London
Janet has brought some human biscuits for the table and several
packages of this treat for Ofra. The latter continues to complain
about window workers in her building and she wants to know why
Makiko has not yet joined her in some eyebrow treatment and
why Makiko insists on adding ketchup to her egg sandwich. Peter
and Michigan Janet spend some time discussing turf matters and
Janet decides to join Peter in this afternoon’s flutter. Janet also
discusses her theater plans with us and Makiko says she is going
to see a play in Regent’s Park and Davide says he is heading for
the West End too. When we get up to make our move Bailey stays
behind – the better to climb onto the tabletop in pursuit of a piece
of Makiko’s uneaten toast. I have time to study the “Responsible
Dog Owners” bulletin board on the gym wall behind us. (It isn’t
the users of this doggy compound who need to be bombarded with
such advice since we are the responsible owners.) I note that we
can pick up the odd poo bag at the office – amid warnings about
keeping Pad Rec clean – but I have to say I have never heard
any of my neighbors refer to our park by this name (which must
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be a public relations coinage). Besides, Pad Rec sounds like a
particularly unsuccessful piece of Thai cooking.
Thursday, May 15:
We have another beautiful morning in the park and so I set off
once again, hoping to complete a reasonably rapid circuit or two.
It would help if my bootlace were a bit tighter so I do sit down on
a bench to make this happen – receiving a greeting with a passing
Jasmine Guinness, here with mobile phone and Fly. Davide is
also just entering with Winnie as I march by. Just as I am about
to reach the café at the end of this process a woman I don’t know
stops me in order to let off a little steam. “Well,” she says, “we
(meaning her little brown Poodle) have just interrupted two sports
lessons.” It soon becomes clear that she has just seen her pet
disappear through an open gate onto one of the footie pitches –
though in this case insult is added to injury because (instead of
closing the gate behind them) the gym teachers have yelled at her
for this egregious crime.
Our group this morning includes Ofra, Makiko (off tomorrow
for Tokyo), Davide, Georgie, Peter, Renata, Wendy and the two
Janets. Michigan Janet has forgotten the bacon-flavored treats but
there is plenty to go round in my blue biscuit bag – if I can just
get it back from Renata, who always grabs it first to see if there
are any examples of the one Shape biscuit that Maxi will eat.
The others are not so fussy and today I even have Bella jumping
into my lap in order to improve her chances. This means that the
competitive Daisy-Mae has to jump into my lap as well and that
Emilio, never ceasing in his dutiful vigilance, has to court a sore
throat in his warnings over the presence of this dangerous being.
Sparkie, Dudley and Bella are also charging the fence to bark at
passing canines – though Bella is so tiny she can squeeze through
the bars in order to pursue her imaginary enemies and Georgie has
to get up and fetch her back.
I place next to Ofra’s cup five £2 coins; she says that this makes
£14 pounds so far – so she must have been spending some of
her earlier treasure. London Janet says she is now saving up
such coins as well – hoping to allay some of the expenses of her
Canada-Alaska adventure in the fall. Michigan Janet learns from
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Peter that she did not win anything in yesterday’s turf action but
she plunks down another £2 for today’s runners. Peter says he
thinks his computer will have to go back to the shop and Davide
heads off to retrieve his car from the dealership. It is a very
pleasant morning and people are reluctant to move but at last we
start our homeward journey. We learn that Ofra now approves of
Makiko’s eyebrows.
Friday, May 16:
My departure for the park is a tardy 9:25 today – I have decided
to suspend my conditioning walks. (Whatever advantage I might
gain from these must be outweighed by the possibility of a tripendangering fall or stumble.) It is another gorgeous morning in
the park and as I head into the café I can see that a large turnout is
already gathering at our tables. There are two unusual occurrences
in the coffee queue. At the head of the line we have Maxi – this is
not noteworthy in itself, for he is often there waiting for Renata.
But today, we can soon see that the lady has already taken her
coffee with her and is seated outside. Meanwhile the confused
Poodle resists all suggestions from the rest of us that he joins
his mommy, though finally a chap succeeds in ushering him out.
(Renata shows no enthusiasm for getting up and retrieving her
pet.) A second unexplained occurrence follows when a strange
woman comes up behind me and hands me a £10 note. No, this
is not a strange woman after all – it is Ofra in dark glasses and
headband, repaying me for all those £2 coins yesterday.
Our group includes Ofra, Georgie, London Janet, Jo Lynn,
Peter, Wendy, Ellie, Michigan Janet, Davide and Dan – who is
standing at the gate having a chat with a visiting Michaela. The
latter’s Skye is one of my supplicants this morning and I am soon
dispensing biscuits and bacon treats to the canines at my feet.
Tilly and Tara are insatiable and Sparkie and Bailey do a good
job in the hunger games themselves. On several occasions there
is a mammoth outcry of distrustful rancor from our dogs – who
object to the passing presence of any other animal, especially
the larger models. Bobby, sitting in Wendy’s lap, is particularly
apoplectic over these imagined enemies. Bailey, denied any
further treats, spends some time on Ofra’s lap. Stroking her pet
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she pronounces him just so “squishy.” “And that describes his
brains more than accurately,” I add. Meanwhile everyone seems to
have seen another YouTube classic – the one in which the family
cat, spotting the neighbor’s dog savaging the family toddler, has
sprung into furious action and driven the dog away. I am reminded
that when we spent the first few minutes of our daily session out
on the green my Fritz used to do this – if he thought any of his
pals might be harmed by a stranger.
While property prices seem to be the chief topic of conversation
at the other end of the table, horses dominate our area. This is
because Peter presents Michigan Janet with a brown envelope
containing £10 – her winnings in yesterday’s action. He even
produces a Racing Post image of the triumphant horse in question
– The Grey Gatsby. Of course Janet has to invest in today’s action
(the rest of us need to wait for Dan to see if he can fix Peter’s
computer) and she is soon handed a list of Peter’s choices in this
afternoon’s action at Newbury. As we get up to begin our return
march a new record is set in the annals of dog-minding – when
Ellie secures the services of Georgie for two weeks beginning next
December 21st!
Saturday, May 17:
The day begins about 7:45 when Gavan, fresh off a flight from
Newark, rings the front doorbell. Within an hour I have unmade
my study sofa bed and he has settled in for a long morning’s nap.
This means that Janet and I are then free for our usual park entry
– at abut 9:30. As we make our way up the Morshead roadway I
notice that we are following two familiar characters, Georgie, who
has Sparkie, Emilio and Bella in tow, and her assistant, Ofra, who
has her own Bailey, plus Dudley on lead. When we get to the café
there is already quite a crowd. At our end of the table we have
Suzanne with her Sunny and Lawrence with his Vizsla, Bronny,
then we have Vlad at one little table along with his Tara and his
friend, the one who owns the Westie, Sonic, and, finally, at another
little table we have Jan, the owner of Pippa the Lab, who is having
something to drink with a granddaughter.
Our own contribution to this assemblage includes Davide, both
Janets, Georgie, Wendy, Hanna, Renata, Peter, and Ofra. The noise
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is deafening and most of it is coming from our dogs – who insist
on rushing the fence in order to protest against the presence of
every passing dog. Bella, the smallest of these pets, is the fiercest.
Food is not enough to shut them up, even though I do hand out
a number of biscuits and bacon strips. Georgie says that she has
had to give up on this morning’s task, the mopping of a wooden
floor, because her entourage insists on following her around, clickclacking on their manicured paws before the floor is dry. Bailey
has to be restrained as he attempts to climb onto the tabletop in
pursuit of some foodstuff.
Davide has been to see Miller’s All My Sons; he says he liked the
play but not some of the actors. (“How many sons were there?”
– Renata.) Georgie says she is expecting an overnight visit from
her Hereford family. I tell London Janet, who has been known to
saw cumbersome but redundant furniture in half, that I won’t be
borrowing her saw – since John Lewis has agreed to remove an
old sofa, which I will soon be replacing with a new model. Peter
says that he did have a restorative visit from Dan but he is so
reluctant to try anything new on his computer that the others grow
weary of telling him what he should do next. While we are seated
the triplets rush by and, on their own, head for the cricket crease.
Their mom comes by to thank Renata for passing on some of her
grandson’s toys – but, she adds, the triplets all want the same toy
at the same time. We have had another lovely morning in the park
but it is time to make a move for home; if I don’t wake Gavan up
he’ll have a terrible time getting to sleep tonight.
Sunday, May 18:
Janet and I leave Gavan behind as we make our way into the park
on another delightful May morning. We will see him again at
about 3:00 this afternoon – when all of my park pals and many
others as well foregather for my annual spring party. (Gavan has
many friends in London and he was out visiting some yesterday in
what turned out to be the home territory for Arsenal Football Club
– which enjoyed a famous come-from-behind victory over Hull
City in the FA cup final at Wembley.) I have to move chairs as
soon as we arrive at the café – for today we will have a very large
turn-out indeed: Georgie, the two Janets, Dan, Davide, Debbie,
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Peter, Wendy, Renata, Ofra, Hanna and Georgie’s daughter, sonin-law and grandson – visiting from Hereford.
Debbie hands me a new species of special formula dog pellets –
so that Pucci can enjoy treats along with the other animals but I
am unable to return the original recipe ones since our dogs have
eaten all of them. I still have some bacon strips to distribute and
when these and the daily ration of biscuits are exhausted some
of the dogs, notably Bailey, begin to haunt other knees. Today,
incidentally, Georgie has a new charge, the delightful Mitzi, who
sits on her lap and scarfs down the surplus bacon from Michigan
Janet’s Eggs Benedict. We do have the usual defensive hysteria
when another dog passes by but, to our surprise, today this attack
is answered in kind by the tiniest of champions, Bob, an eightyear old rescued Maltese.
Bailey has been haunting the knees of Georgie’s family because
Oliver is eating a comfort sandwich – having come off his famous
scooter and gashing the side of one foot. If they failed to salt his
sandwich properly then Oliver’s tears do the job for them. It soon
becomes obvious that the lad is making a meal of it in more ways
than one. At one point the entire family heads for the clubhouse in
order to get a plaster – but the tears continue until Georgie offers
the bribe of a £20 note. Ofra has been watching Britain’s Got
Talent – but no one else seems to have done so. Hanna is reading
a tabloid devoted to the adventures of Joey Essex, however. Peter
tries to start up again with his computer problems but the others
agree that they have had enough of this topic. Wendy says that she
actually climbed a tree in her backyard yesterday – in order to saw
off some offending branches – and Peter tells her she mustn’t do
it again or she will do herself a mischief. I learn something new
as Dan now tries to cheer up the snuffling Oliver – and that is that
Wendy’s actor husband, Vass, was actually in the original Stars
Wars. Davide has already abandoned us to get some sun out on a
green that is now occupied by Sunday cricket players as the rest of
us rise to head for home – and party time!
Monday, May 19:
Somewhat groggily Janet and I (with all the party recycling
byproducts) make our way downstairs as we head for the park
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at 9:30. I am very sleepy but, at that, I have the advantage over
Gavan who, after a long session with my neighbor Marty, can’t
remember much of what happened last night – he eventually fell
asleep in his clothes with a bright light in his eyes. We now meet
Michaela, heading for the park with Skye, and head with her to
the park under clear blue skies on another warm day.
Many of the dozen or so dog people, who came as guests
yesterday afternoon, have reassembled and are already seated at
our outdoor table. Naturally there are a number of comments on
the party and its personnel – I am able to report that we drank
eight bottles of white wine and six of red. Ofra, to whom I passed
on a redundant blue jean shirt – which I had not worn in twenty
years – says that Macabbi Tel Aviv enjoyed a famous basketball
victory over Real Madrid in the European championships last
night. This news is not carried in the tabloid selected by Hanna
at the other end of the table. London Janet announces that she
has a tai-chi class later this morning and that she is now able to
paint your dog’s portrait directly onto tiles. (Evidently she has
been commissioned already to design holiday greeting cards with
images of our pets thereon.) Janet adds that she will be voting in
Thursday’s local and European elections by postal ballot. This is
true of Georgie and Davide as well. Davide says there are half a
dozen anti-Europe parties on the ballot.
Georgie says that Karen’s plane from South Africa has touched
down but that our Australian friend has to go to a meeting before
picking up Dudley – who keeps staring pensively at the green
from behind our bars. Sometimes he comes over and scratches at
the arms of the coffee drinkers. This is also happening on my left
side with little Bobby, whose lead Peter holds. Bailey, Sparkie and
Daisy-Mae line up for biscuits; Sunny gets one as well, but Tara is
surprisingly reticent this morning. This leaves only the orphaned
Emilio, who keeps up his message of distress (Daisy-Mae is
on the loose), a percussive repetition that earns the inevitable
comment, “Shut up, Emilio!” We get up to begin our back passage
walkround – but this time there are hugs for Michigan Janet, who
returns to the States tomorrow.
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Tuesday, May 20:
The day begins at a very early moment for all of us – as Michigan
Janet makes the final preparations for her departure. At 6:30
Gavan drags her large case downstairs and she is soon off in a
minicab bound for Heathrow Terminal 3. I think Gavan and I each
try for a little more sleep thereafter but this is not easy to achieve.
Gavan will spend much of his last full day in London visiting old
friends. He also wants to buy a birthday card for his grandfather
but he rejects, for some unfathomable reason, the wonderful
supply of doggy-themed cards that Janet has purchased for me
recently. I head for the café at 9:30 – temperatures are still on the
mild side but it is gray and overcast this morning.
We have a good turnout at breakfast though both Clare and Jan
leave rapidly. Remaining are Ellie, Renata, London Janet, Ofra,
Peter, Wendy, Georgie and the transatlantic vet, Danielle. The
latter has had some difficulty in evaluating the picture we have
painted of her little Bella – whose noisy and aggressive postures
are evidently local to park life. It doesn’t take too long before
we have ample illustrations of this raucous behavior from this
madam. Renata now presents Maxi to Danielle – with some
questions about his skin, which Danielle dismisses as not worth
worrying about. (The absent Matthew gets the same type of
questions from the dog owners about their own ailments.) Danielle
is also able to see for the first time some of the naughty behavior
of Miss Daisy-Mae – who does gets answered in kind when she
attacks poor Harley. Bailey can’t believe that he has exhausted his
five-a-day supply of dog treats so quickly. But he has.
Danielle, who rarely has time to sit down with us, has to field
many questions on the management of her transatlantic career.
We learn that she has a unique wardrobe (which doesn’t make
the journey) in both London and L.A. We learn that she was able
to produce documents designating Bella as an emotional support
dog in order to be able to travel with her pet on her lap during
the air journeys to and from California. And we learn that she
drinks a lot more in London than L.A. – since she drives in the
latter spot. Somehow the size of the bill at Nobu gets onto the
agenda as this point – with the total depending so very much on
the alcohol consumed. Ellie, Ofra and I add a little bit about our
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own experiences at the expensive Japanese eatery – and a louche
couple of cyclists at a little corner table stare at our group in
bafflement. Danielle says that she will be having lunch today with
her fiancé’s parents at a fancy new restaurant in King’s Cross –
near the Eurostar headquarters. As we begin our exit walk she is
very grateful to me for a final remark, “Danielle, there is a small
problems in your plans – Eurostar operates out of St. Pancras, not
King’s Cross.”
Wednesday, May 21:
Another early morning begins with the departure of Gavan at 7:00
– I will be on the same flight to Cork tomorrow. Gavan has left
behind some breakfast version of trail mix – with a note that this
foodstuff is too nasty to eat. Cathy arrives at 9:00 and, once again,
we have to have a detailed review of Sunday’s party – she knows
many of the guests from their pictures in Janet’s calendar but
others are a mystery and I have to identify them and their dogs.
In the park I can see that filming is taking place on the central
green – where Dan is just turning Winnie over to Georgie. The
filming (which has closed the café loos – don’t tell Ofra – seems
to be devoted to infant football. Winnie is chasing an Alsatian and
growling with menace.
The other dogs are no better behaved. Teddy, in Ellie’s lap, is
trying to get at her toast before she has had a chance to butter it.
Tara manages to escape our compound in pursuit of Vlad, who
has just joined the coffee queue. Bailey and Sparkie have soon
completed work on their daily ration of biscuits but Daisy-Mae
is using hers as bait and poor Bella is the subject of a vicious
attack. This sets Emilio off, of course, and he and Bella both have
to be comforted. (Georgie says that with his slurping, licking and
snoring Emilio is not the best bedtime partner.) Winnie attacks
Sparkie just for the hell of it.
Danielle reports on a lovely tea at the fancy hotel at St. Pancras
(having showed up at the right station) and tells us she wants to
plant grass on her balcony for Bella’s benefit. Ofra disappears to
hold a phone conversation in Hebrew at the next table. I have to
answer many questions about my forthcoming walk in Ireland
and I know I will miss all these people a good deal while I am
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gone. Georgie, whose birthday I will miss while I am away,
talks about missing the presence of her husband, Jim, though his
bedside photo of Cher, for whom he evidently had a great passion,
is still in its place. I note that this doggy year, which reaches its
conclusion today with the end of the tenth volume in the “Dog
People of Paddington Rec” cycle, has certainly provided me with
many a moment of loss as well. Before I go to bed I find myself
absent-mindedly checking one last time to see if the water bowl of
the missing Fritz is still full.
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Index: The Dogs Of Paddington Rec
In the following list I have tried, by date, to note every time
each of the dogs of Paddington Rec has been mentioned in this
text. If they have only been mentioned, though not actually seen
by me, I have recorded the date in italics. Of course many dogs
share the same name, so I have tried to indicate (in parenthesis)
which animal is being referred to. Apologies for the occasional
misspelling of a dog’s name – but this is inevitable in our world.
Dates begin with June, 2013 and conclude with May, 2014.
Alaska: July 20-21, August 11, September 15, October 1,
November 11, January 17, February 4, 27, March 19, 27, April 2,
7, 9, May 1, 12
Alexa: July 21, October 1, November 2
Amy: March 19
Arthur: April 10
Baba: July 16, November 4, April 17-19
Bailey (brindled pup): January 20
Bailey (King Charles): June 1-2, 5, 7-10, 12, 14, 18, 20, 29, July
2-3, 6-7, 10-17, 19, 20, 28, August 3, 7, 9, 10-11, 24, 26-28,
September 1-2, 5, 9, 11-12, 13-14, 15-18, 21, 23-25, 27, 29-30,
October 1, 6-7, 9-10, 16, 19, 21-22, 24-26, 29, 31, November
1-2, 7, 10-11, 14-19, 23-27, 29, December 1, 8, 11, 14-16, 18-19,
January 8-14, 15, 18-20, 22-24, 26, 31, February 2, 4-5, 7, 9, 1520, 22-25, 27, March 1-8, 11-20, 22, 23, 29-31, April 1-7, 8, 1415, 17-19, 21, 29-30, May 1-3, 5-11, 13-14, 16-21
Bailey (Miniature Schnauzer): August 23-24
Barney: July 3, 10-11, October 16, November 25, January 17, 22,
February 24, March 17, April 7, May 9
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Bella: June 4, 7-8, 20, July 1, 11, August 23, 29, 31, September
1, 13-14, 23, 25-26, 28, October 3, 5, 24, November 23, 25, 27,
December 7-9, 18, 20, January 8, 10-12, 14, May 10, 13, 15, 17,
20-21
Biddy: June 21, September 6, 9, November 17, January 22
Bill: September 19
Binky: June 30, July 12, 14, April 8
Blanco: June 3, August 1
Bliss: September 10, 16, October 5, 27, November 10, December
17, April 23
Bob: May 18
Bobby (Poodle): June 7, 19-20, July 2, 15, August 1, 12, 28,
September 2, 11, 18, 24, October 3, 11, 16, 21, 23, November 14,
December 17-18, January 13, 14-16, 17, 22-23, 30, 31, February
6, 18, 20, March 11-12, 26, April 1-2, 10, May 8, 16, 19
Bobby (Shih-Tzu): July 25
Bonaparte: December 14, January 14, May 4
Boris (Cockapoo): December 17-18
Boris (Irish Terrier): July 7
Bounce: August 7
Bronny: July 8, September 27, December 3, 5, March 21, April 1,
May 17
Bubbles: September 10
Buddy (Pomeranian): June 5, July 18, March 2, April 19
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Buddy (Golden Retriever): June 5, 11, July 14, 26, September 6,
19, 28, October 3, 19, 21, 24, January 20, April 17, 20
Callie: June 3-5, 7, 12, 17, 20, July 1, 9-10, 17, 29-30, August 1,
7, 9, 11
Cassie: April 1, 3, 29, May 2, 8, 10, 13
Charlie: March 15
Ché: October 7
Chica (Boxer): August 7, February 27
Chica (Jack Russell): June 7, July 24, August 2, 23, September 12,
14, 21, October 1, 2, 6, 12-13, December 18, February 3, March
17, April 2, 20-21
Chicca: July 7, October 4, November 29, March 30
Chili: March 15
Chinny: September 10, 16, October 5, 27, November 10,
December 17, April 23
Cleopatra: October 24, December 13, February 21
Coco: July 10
Coco (Shih-Tzu): December 14
Cosmo: September 13
Cracker: July 11, August 6, September 26, October 22, January
19, February 19
Cris: March 13, 19, 24, April 9, May 9
Daisy: March 26
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Daisy-Mae: June 1-4, 6-8, 10, 12, 14, 16-18, 21, 29-30, July 1-2,
5-7, 9, 13, 14-16, 20, 25-27, 29, 31, August 3, 7, 9-11, 23, 29,
September 1-7, 9-17, 19-28, 29, October 3, 6-8, 10, 13-15, 19,
22-23, 25, 27-31, November 1, 4, 7, 9-12, 14, 17-19, 23-24, 26,
29, December 2-4, 7-8, 10-11, 13-15, 17-18, 20, January 8-13, 15,
18-20, 23-24, 26, 31, February 2-4, 6-7, 15-19, 23-28, March 2-3,
5-6, 7, 9-11, 13-18, 20-24, 27-31, April 1, 5, 7-15, 17-23, 29-30,
May 1-6, 8-15, 19-21
Dash: November 9
Diesel: July 19
Dior: July 10, October 8, 10
Dizzy: October 5
Domino: April 10
Dubs: July 3, 10-11, October 16, November 25, January 17, 22,
February 24, March 17, April 7, May 9
Dudley: June 2, 3-6, 9-10, 12, 16-18, 30, July 4, 7-8, 12-14, 1819, 21, 25, 27, 29, August 2-3, 7-8, 10, 24, 28, 31, September 1, 4,
9, 11-12, 14, 17-19, 23-24, 26, 28, 30, October 5-6, 8, 13, 21, 27,
30, November 3-4, 8, 11, 14, 19, 26, 30, December 1, 3-4, 10, 1415, 17, January 8-9, 11-12, 17, 19, 22, 31, February 4, 16-17, 23,
27, March 1-2, 5, 7, 9-13, 18-20, 23, 29-30, April 2, 7, 11, 14-15,
17-20, 29, May 1-5, 8-10, 12-15, 17, 19
Eddie (guide dog): December 14
Eddie (Jack Russell): June 20
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Emilio: June 1-2, 7, 13, 18, 21, 29, July 1-2, 7, 9, 11-13, 15, 17,
20, 26, 30, August 2-4, 6, 8, 10, 24, 28, September 6, 10, 13, 15,
19, 21, 23-26, 28-29, October 2-3, 7, 9, 21, 23, 25, 27-28, 30,
November 1-2, 7, 10, 17-18, 22, December 17-18, January 12, 26,
February 19-20, March 7,10, 14-15, 23, 26, April 13, 18-20, 23,
30, May 4, 9, 11-12, 15, 17
Fly: September 1, 7, 20, 27, October 7, 11, 23, November 6,
January 15, February 24, 28, March 10-11, 13-15, 19, April 30,
May 3-4, 9, 11-12, 15, 17, 19, 21
Fonzi: November 17, January 15
Frankie: March 31, April 2, 7-9, May 9, 12
Freddie: January 18
Fritz: June 1-21, 29-30, July 1-21, 24-31, August 1-12, 23-31,
September 1-30, October 1-16, 19-31, November 1-30, December
1-20, January 8-20, 22-28, 30-31, February 1-9, 15-20, 25-26,
March 1-3, 6-7, 9, 16, 22, 26-27, April 1, May 13, 16, 21
Gaby: July 5, August 6, April 3
George: July 10, October 8, March 14
Grace: July 15, August 7, January 22, March 9, April 23
Gus: June 16, 19, August 4, October 12, 15, December 6, March
14, 17, April 18, 22-23
Hannibal: July 8
Harley: April 1, 3, 29, May 2, 8-10, 13, 20
Harry: June 29
Henry: November 1, 6
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Henry (Cocker): July 26
Holly: June 11
Hugo: July 7
Inca: August 11
Jack: June 6, 12, July 5-8, 13, 16, 20, 26, August 23-24,
September 2, 8, October 3, 4, 11
Jazz: November 12, 17
Kai: April 13
Kiki: July 21, October 12
Koji: July 21, October 12
Lola: September 26
Leon: November 17
Luci: June 4, 8, 20, 29, August 24, March 31
Lucky: June 6, 9, 12, 17, July 5-8, 10, 13, 16, 18, 20, 26, August
3, 5-6, 23-24, September 2, 8, 21, October 3, 4, 11, 26
Lucy: August 10
Luna: April 23
Luna (Lhasa Apso): June 4, 8, 20, 29, August 24, March 31
Mabel: December 20
Maggie: October 12
Marley: August 10
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Marlon: June 16
Maxi: June 1-2, 8, 13-15, 21, 30, July 19, August 1, 3, 11, 23, 27,
30-31, September 16, October 2, 7-8, November 3, 10-14, 19, 2627, January 10, 23, 31, February 8, 16-17, 19, March 4-5, 7, 14,
16, April 1, 3, 11-12, 19, 29, May 13, 15-16, 20
Millie: June 3, July 1, 26, August 6, September 3, 4, October 14,
February 26, March 10, April 8, 9, 13, 22
Mitzi: July 27-29, August 1, 3, November 8, 17, March 28, May
18
Mocha: November 22
Molly: March 31, April 1-2, 8, 10, 22, May 1
Monty (Cocker): August 1
Monty (brown Lab): April 14
Monty (Schnauzer): December 6, January 14
Mutley: June 21, September 6, 9, November 17, January 22
Ned: November 27
Nelson: April 1
Ninja: June 14
Oggy: October 16
Olive: October 12, 29, November 28, December 6
Oona: January 16
Oscar: July 28, February 17
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Otis: May 5
Ozzie: June 19, August 28, October 23, February 19
Ozzy: July 7
Paddy: October 1, February 4, May 2, 14
Pasha: July 7, October 4, November 29, March 30
Pebbles: June 29
Pepe: March 10, 19
Pepper: June 7, 15, 20, July 24, August 2, 23, September 12,
17, 18, 21, October 1, 2, 6, 12-13, 29, 30, November 13, 30,
December 18, January 8-11, 12, 24, 27, February 3, 8-9, 26,
March 9, 17, April 2, 11, 20-21
Pippa (Labrador): July 4, May 8, 17
Pippa (Papillion): August 24, September 5, 29, November 2, 4,
December 4, March 3, April 3, 14, May 9
Popcorn: August 4
Poppy: March 10
Pucci: July 7-8, 15, 18, 20, 26, August 4, 9, 10, 11-12, 30,
September 4, 20, 29, October 20, 25, November 3-5, 7-8, 16-17,
23-25, December 1, 3, 7, 9-10, 14-16, 18, January 9, 11-12, 16,
18-19, 22-26, February 2, 8-9, 15-16, March 22, 23, 26, 29-30,
April 13, 14, 18-19, 21, May 2, 5, 11, 18
Pumpkin: December 2
Pup: September 20, 27, October 7, 11
Rebecca: September 1
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Rebel: June 1, 30
Red: July 5, October 8
Ripley: September 11, October 1
Rory: January 31
Rufus: January 9, February 27, April 2
San: November 9, April 19
Scamp: July 28, February 17
Scooby: September 18, October 4
Seamus: September 28
Simba: June 18, July 2, 16, 29, August 6, 28, September 17,
October 1, 23-25, November 19, January 14, February 18, 27,
March 6, 11, 13, March 17, 19-21, 26-28, April 22, May 9, 12
Simon: July 9, March 11
Sinbad: June 5
Skippy: November 28, December 18-19, March 3, April 22
Skye: June 1, 3-12, 14, 17-21, July 1-2, 8, 10-11, 17-18, 20-21,
28, August 1, 3, 7, September 7, 23-25, October 3, 7, 9-10, 2126, 29, 31, November 1, 4-5, 7, 9, 11, 14, 17, 18, 19, 25, 27, 29,
December 10, January 14, 23, March 1-3, 7-8, April 14, 18-20,
May 16, 19
Snowdon: July 21, March 23
Soda: June 6, 14, July 7
Sonic: May 10, 17
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Sparkie (Pomeranian): June 5, July 18, March 2, April 19
Sparkie (Yorkie): June 1-5, 7-8, 12-13, 16-17, 19-21, 29, July 1-2,
4, 8-14, 16-17, 26, 28, 30, August 1-2, 4, 7, 9-11-12, 23, 29, 31,
September 1-2, 4, 6-7, 10-11, 13-14, 16-21, 23-26, October 1-3,
5, 7, 9-10, 16, 19, 25-26, 29, 31, November 3-4, 7, 9-10, 14, 1617, 25-27, 29-30, December 1, 7-8, 10, 14-16, 18-19, January 8,
11-17, 19-20, 23-24, 26, 30-31, February 1-5, 7, 9, 15-20, 22-24,
March 1-8, 10-14, 17-24, 26, 29-31, April 1, 4-7, 8, 14-15, 17-19,
30, May 1-5, 7-12, 14-17, 19, 21
Stanley: September 13
Stella: January 10
Stringer Bell: July 29
Sugar: January 17, March 10, April 1
Suki: July 8, September 27, December 3, 5, March 16, 21
Summer: August 4
Sunny: July 11, August 24, September 2, 21, November 14,
December 3, 5, March 16, 21, April 1, 16, 23, May 17, 19
Sweep: September 10, November 19, March 7, April 11
Tara: June 1, 21, July 6, 12-13, 26, August 1, 5, September 14, 1718, 23-26, 29, October 1, 3-4, 7, 9, 23-24, 29, November 8-9, 11,
16, 18, December 20, January 8-9, 13-16, 18-20, 23, 31, February
1, 5, 7, 21-22, 24-25, 27, March 2-5, 10-12, 18-19, 21-22, April
5-7, 9-16, May 1-5, 7-10, 16-17, 19, 21
Tay: April 14
T-bone: June 2, July 4, September 6, 9, 14, 17, 18-19, October 1,
23, March 1, 7
Ted: August 28
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Teddy: July 9, August 1, September 5, October 8, 15-16, 22,
November 1, 4, 6, January 17, February 28, March 4, 7, 10, 21,
24, April 22, 29-30, May 6, 21
Thomas: February 26, March 1, 9, April 11
Thor: September 1
Tilly: July 12, 16, August 11, September 17, October 1, November
1, December 9, 20, January 13, 17, 26, February 5, 16, 19, March
20, April 2, 9, 12, May 7, 16
Timmy: March 3
Tinker: July 19
Toby: August 7, March 10, 26, April 20
Trampas: November 2
Whisky: June 6, 14, July 7
Will: July 15, August 7, January 22, March 9, April 23
Winnie: June 1-2, 5, 14, 16, 19, 20-21, July 3, 7, 13-14, 17,
August 2, 5-6, 10, 12, 24, 26, 28, September 4, 6, 12, 15, 1718, 20-21, 23-25, 27, October 3, 5, 9, 12, 15, 19, 22, 25, 29, 31,
November 1-4, 10, 12, 14, 16-17, 19, 23-24, 27, 30, December 1,
15-16, 19, January 10-12, 13, 15-16, 19, 23-24, 26, 30, February
3-7, 9, 15-19, 22-23, 28, March 3, 5-8, 10, 12-14, 15, 16-21, 2324, 26, 29, 31, April 1, 5-12, 21, May 3, 5, 7-8, 10-15, 21
Yoyo: June 2, 5, 7, 10, 16, 19, July 7, 14-15, 25-29, August 1, 6-7,
23-24, September 9, 13, 16, 20, 26, October 1, 6-7, 9-10, 12-13,
21, 24, 27-28, 31, November 28-29, December 3, 12, 14, January
26, February 9, March 7, 26, April 13
Zara: November 9
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Ziggy: June 10, 18, September 24, 27, November 4, 6, January 14,
February 24, March 3-4, 13, 19, 27, April 2, May 9
Zorro: June 13, 21, August 25, November 17, January 22,
February 26, March 23, April 21, May 9, 12
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