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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 lived in the first two decades of the 21st
Century, is now almost thirteen years old.
I must thank all of those who provided photographs for this project, the staff and management of the
Rec itself, and my sister-in-law, Naomi, who assisted in editing. Special thanks to “London Janet,”
Daisy-Mae’s mom, for designing the cover of Volume IX, one that features Fritz, 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.
The current effort, Volume IX, The Dogshank Redemption, echoes the famous film in highlighting the
many attempts made to escape imprisonment by my dog Fritz, who was very successful in his efforts
on a number of occasions. You will find it too on my website, anthonylinick.com.
To download click here.
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Sparkie looks a bit guilty, doesn’t he?

The Dogshank Redemption

Saturday, June 2:
We begin another year in Paddington Rec – and, though it is already June, we
still have a cold and damp morning indeed. My Fritz the Schnauzer is nine years
old and this is the beginning of a ninth year of investigation into the lives of the
dogs of Maida Vale and, of course, those of their owners. One of these, Georgie,
is having a lie-in (surely not needed because of her responsibilities in looking
after my dog for five nights) – for I have just returned from four and a half days
of walking on the Peddars Way in Norfolk and I am naturally a bit weary. I could
have used a good night’s sleep last night but this was hard to come by since some
of my neighbors, somewhere around the corner, were holding an all-night Queen’s
Jubilee party with shouting and singing until 6:30 this morning. Fritz is also out
of sorts because last night, during our late night walk, a loud noise spooked him
and he tried to head for home at every opportunity. This same nervous timidity
now manifests itself as we near the central footie pitch – Fritz shies away from the
thudding ball as it strikes the fence and I have to put him on lead before we can
make any progress on our way to the park’s central green.
On the way he finally squats for an anticipated poo (he did no such thing last
night) but part of this gift adheres to his bottom and I have to knock it off with
an ice cream stick. It isn’t raining any longer but it is just as well that the green
umbrella has been unfurled above the table in the café’s doggy compound – where
we head next. I leave Fritz in the care of Peter and enter the café itself; here I
encounter Ellen – whose charges, Jack the Jack Russell and Lucky the Corgi, I
have just spotted. Karen’s Dudley, the Coton de Tulear, is being looked after by
her mom, Pat, who is also here. And finally we have Renata, whose naughty Toy
Poodle, Maxi, is dancing at his mommy’s feet – in clear defiance of the the “no
dogs inside” rule. I have to answer many questions about my recent holiday and
this continues when I can take my cappuccino outside with me – where Dan and
Davide have brought their Pug, Winnie, Matthew, his own version of this breed,
Emilio, and Ofra have arrived with her Cavalier, Bailey. Bailey, who has forgotten
the routine I have taught him for biscuit begging, has to fight off the attentions
of Dudley, who either wants to play or, alternately, lick Bailey’s willy. Winnie,
growing bored on Davide’s lap, suddenly leaps onto Dan’s and then launches
herself at Daisy-Mae, the Shih-Tzu, who is seated innocently in Janet’s lap. Emilio
knows that Daisy-Mae is only pretending innocence; he has been attacked by her
so often that he begins a litany of warning barks over her mere presence in our
midst.
People are deciding which Jubilee weekend events to bother with – but they
are obviously discouraged by the weather. Peter passes out our choices in this
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afternoon’s racing activity – including the Epson Derby. (We are also part of a
syndicate in tonight’s lottery draw.) Davide has some advice for Matthew, who,
with Makiko, is heading for his native Sardinia tomorrow. Davide himself will
be passing out pretzels on a long-haul flight to Sao Paolo tonight. Karen arrives
to sweep up her Dudley and give him a fulsome cuddle, with lots of endearing
baby talk. “You can see why she’ll never find a man,” her mother says waspishly
– but several of us say that such behavior would not inhibit a dog-loving man and
someone adds that any man whom Karen would find suitable would have to be a
dog lover anyway. Thus order is restored among the dog people of Paddington Rec.
Sunday, June 3:
It is raining again. And there is a problem, as I discovered on my late night walk
with Fritz: Auntie Georgie still has his raincoat! There is nothing for it but to
brave the elements at our usual hour; almost immediately I can sense that this is
not going to be one of those days when our journey from entrance to café (with
its sheltering umbrella) will be a speedy one. Fritz begins by sampling the grass
shoots at the head of the track and thereafter he takes against our usual route,
perhaps fearing another encounter with exploding footballs, and reverses directions
altogether. He does look behind a few times, just to see that I am following his
lead, but it is clear that this is an assertion of independence: I am still being
punished for my desertion.
When we reach the Morshead roadway I can see the scurrying figure of Georgie,
Sparkie on lead, and I do note that she has a plastic bag at her side – no doubt
containing the missing raincoat. By the time I catch up and retrieve this needed
garment my own dog has streaked ahead and every attempt I make to saddle him
with this form of protection is unavailing. Nor does he stop at the café, as I had
hoped – instead we are off on an extended tramp in the rain – left at the tennis
courts and through the parking lot. I am hoping that I will be able to get his coat
on when he waits outside the doggy area door (his next port of call, most days) but
he isn’t going to let me control events in so simple-minded a fashion and I have to
track him down in the rain in order to accomplish this at last. Now with Fritz back
on lead, I can at last get back to some shelter at the café.
Our group this morning includes Georgie, of course, Janet, Dan, Matthew, Makiko,
Hanna, Ellen and little Pucci’s mom, Debbie. Makiko has with her some little
cakes that she has brought back from a recent trip to Bordeaux; this leads naturally
to a discussion of baking and Debbie says that yesterday she had to walk out on a
cupcake baking class at the Amberley Centre (another local amenity scheduled for
closure) when the instructor kept shouting at the students – the Gordon Ramsey
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of cupcakes. Matthew and Makiko are off on their Sardinian holiday today and
there is some lip-smacking smirking from Makiko over the fact that she will soon
be in the sun – while all the Jubilee celebrants will be watching today’s flotilla on
the Thames under the cover of umbrellas. Debbie is very impressed that I can get
Bailey to sit and stay with a withering glance – but this does not mean that Ofra’s
dog is any better at remembering to do this before putting his wet paws on my
soon soaked trousers. He is equally naughty as we get up to begin our back passage
walkround when the rain lifts a bit – squatting to poo in the café’s forecourt. Ofra,
who has decided to abandon her holey umbrella at the little corner table, cleans it
up but it is Georgie who performs this service when Bailey squats a second time
two minutes later.
Monday, June 4:
Well it isn’t raining – but it is extremely cold outside; I am glad I am wearing my
scarf and I wish I had my gloves too. Janet is wearing her mittens, I see, when
we meet at the Essendine entrance to the park. Fritz and I accompany her and
Daisy-Mae along the back passage and I tell her about last night’s expedition to
the Barbican – where I visited backstage with Michael Tilson Thomas, who had
just conducted a stupendous version of Mahler’s Fifth Symphony. I got thoroughly
drenched on the way home and Fritz was so discomfited by the rain that he wanted
to go home almost immediately when we went out for his late night walk. Now he
manages to keep up with the rest of us as we pass the café and turn left at the tennis
courts. In fact he continues on through the parking lot when Janet and Daisy-Mae
ascend Mt. Bannister and thus we arrive at the doggy compound on the Carlton
roadway. Here we find Ellen with Jack and Lucky and the chap who has the little
black and white Jack Russell, Baba.
The depressing weather contributes to a low turnout this morning at coffee: just
Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Dan, Ellen and Peter. Ellen says that Baba, who has an
unusual gait because of a pelvis injury, has gotten into a scrap with a fox in the
Grantully doggy area; he survived but the fox had her nose scratched. In our area
it is only feelings that are injured this morning. Emilio, in Georgie’s care, keeps up
such a hectoring critique of Daisy-Mae that the irritated Shih-Tzu eventually lashes
out and chases her critic away – thereby reinforcing his antipathy. Dan rushes over
to comfort the Pug and then he distributes Winnie’s diet pellets to the other dogs,
enjoying a fine cuddle with Fritz in the process. My dog is also a beneficiary in
the distribution of Ellen’s bacon sandwich – which she has ordered just for the
dogs. Bailey makes a pest of himself as usual and climbs onto the table several
times in pursuit of goodies – raking away at a cup and saucer that are hiding a few
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more pellets. Ofra merely chuckles over the antics of her wayward pet and then
poses him wearing her eyeglasses. “She’ll do anything to make him look more
intelligent,” I add, “but it’s a hopeless task.”
The foul weather is a permanent topic of conversation – Dan says that his phone is
telling him that it is only 7 degrees at the moment. No one seems to have braved
the rain to get close to the Jubilee riverine pageant yesterday and Janet reports
that a local street party, bouncy castle and all, was swamped in moisture. Peter,
who was not here yesterday, distributes our winnings from Saturday’s racing.
Unfortunately our horses were all so popular that the short odds produced a
prize of only £1.86 apiece. Many of the punters seem delighted with their little
envelopes until I remind them that they had each wagered £2.00 to begin with!
Janet reports on her quarrels with B&Q over plant purchases and Dan says he
bought a climbing hydrangea and a bottlebrush plant at Homebase yesterday. Let’s
hope that the brightening skies mean he will have the time to get them into soil
today. I am beginning to sneeze and so, after forty-five minutes, I decide that I had
better get home and turn on the heat.
Tuesday, June 5:
Skies are a bit brighter and temperatures have risen just a bit as we make our
preparations for a morning in the park – it is the last day of this interminable
four-day Jubilee weekend, thank goodness! I am a bit groggy today, no doubt the
consequence of downstairs revelers – who arrived home for a party coda last night
at 3:30. Fritz, who was so spooked by the sounds of distant fireworks that he spent
only the briefest time outside last night, seems to have recovered his aplomb and
he makes a lively enough progress toward the green. Here we meet up with Hanna,
to whom I give an article from the New York Review of Books comparing Finnish
with American school practices – to the considerable disadvantage of the latter, I’m
afraid to admit. Fritz and I now circle the green – where Winnie is just taking off in
pursuit of a jogger who is trying to keep within the chalked lines on the grass.
Our breakfast group includes Dan (who has had to give his madam a severe
dressing down), Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Debbie, Linda and Hanna.
The latter, Yoyo-less this morning, says that the black Schnauzer’s owner, Tim,
has expressed amazement that his pet’s fur no longer seems to knot up the way it
used to – without realizing that this is only because Hanna unknots it herself every
time Yoyo jumps in her lap. Taking a position in this place now is Linda’s gray
Schnauzer, Pepper, who is soon receiving an impromptu Reiki treatment. I am the
chief focus of doggy attention this morning and, on a few rare occasions, Bailey
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actually sits and stays without grabbing my knees first. Next: Sparkie and DaisyMae have to assume the position if they want their treats too.
Dan wants to know if he really looks cool in his outfit of shorts and clogs but only
Ofra thinks he does. Linda, who is still croaking after a bout of laryngitis, objects
to Fritz’s muddy paws on her raincoat. Peter says that he has made no progress
on plans for a group to visit Ronnie and Susie’s house – since he was dumped on
for trying to get a straight answer out of the would-be participants the last time he
asked. He is dumped on by Dan now – since Peter has bristled with vigor when
asked teasingly why he did not attend any of the Jubilee events in person. Much
of the breakfast conversation is devoted to an analysis of yesterday’s gala concert
– which most of those present watched on their television sets. Conclusions: Sir
Paul McCartney’s face seems to have fallen in on itself and Grace Jones, who
sang while keeping a hula hoop in play, is, at 64, an amazing physical specimen. I
undertake a back passage walkround with Linda, who leaves earlier than the rest of
them. She is still going on about the closure of the Jubilee Sports Centre (and the
construction of two eight-story apartment towers on the site) – no wonder she has
laryngitis.
Wednesday, June 6:
The sun is making an attempt at a breakthrough after days of rain and temperatures
are again on the mild side. Everywhere you go in the park someone is wielding a
leaf blower, though our one female staff member says that the park isn’t too messy
because Jubilee attractions and the weather have kept people away from the Rec
these last few days. Temporarily joining the staff this morning is Hanna, who,
every now, and then brings her secateurs to the park in order to trim the corkscrew
hedges in front of the café – a project begun many years ago (with Boyd’s
permission) by Cheryl. Fritz discovers quite a few of the dog owners over on the
grassy flanks of Mt. Bannister and he visits with each in turn before accompanying
me on a journey to the Randolph gate.
We have a substantial turnout at breakfast this morning: Karen, her mom Pat, Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Davide (just back from Brazil), Peter, Ellen, Hanna and Linda.
The latter has discovered that Karen’s marketing expertise might be conveniently
utilized in the Save the Jubilee Centre campaign and this topic again dominates –
whether we want it to or not. Peter tries to restart conversation on the subject of the
dog people’s proposed visit to Ronnie and Susie’s new house in Ickwell but Janet
is worried that we might not be able to take our dogs and if we do take them how
can this be managed if we go out to a pub lunch and what if it rains and maybe
we should go in two groups: Peter, who was only asked to come up with a date, is
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over faced by all this – I am staying firmly out of it. Hanna suggests that Davide’s
t-shirt, in blue and white stripes, reminds her so much of the Finnish flag. Peter
says it reminds him of the home strip of Queen’s Park Rangers.
While Fritz is clawing away at Ellen’s knee I am trying to repel my usual
customers. Now that Bailey sits and stays (some of the time) I have to work on
Sparkie, Winnie and Daisy-Mae. Dudley, dubbed a sex pest by Hanna, pursues
Pepper relentlessly – even when the Schnauzer is on her lap getting his Reiki
treatment. (Jumping on Pepper’s back would seem counterproductive after such a
therapy, wouldn’t it?) We get ready to depart, Linda handing Pepper’s lead over to
Janet so that she can get in a few more private paragraphs with Karen. As we pass
the central footie pitch Daisy-Mae makes one of her patented incursions – refusing
to retreat to the gate and getting herself stuck in a corner until a helpful little boy
in the livery of Ronaldinho helps usher her back to the correct exit. As we near the
head of the track we encounter Ellen, sitting on a bench with Jack and Lucky. A
delighted Fritz jumps up as well – making this a canine threesome.
Thursday, June 7:
I can see that the pavements are damp and so I wear my rain jacket as Fritz and
I hit the streets today. I would like to give this garment a good wash – since it
seems to bear the signs of some trailside ham sandwich mustard on its chest, but
I need some longer period of settled weather in order to be able to dispense with
its services. Fritz, coatless, makes a lively enough start, even disdaining his usual
short incursion into the environmental area, and when I catch up he is out on the
green – touching noses with the other dogs. It seems that he is intent on another
grand circle of this large space but before getting very far he spots more friends
coming in from the Morshead roadway and dashes across the green (dodging Toby
the Bulldog and his football) in order to greet them. Out here I catch up, hook him,
and head for the café – which has opened its doors a little earlier than usual.
Our group this morning includes Davide, Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Ellen, and Wendy
– but Tracy comes in with her own Sweep and Renata’s Maxi and takes a seat
in the corner and David the Dog Sitter soon arrives with Saskia’s Buddy. Ofra,
fearing a shower of Golden Retriever drool, shies away from any encounter with
the shambling beast, but Buddy is not drooling this morning and it is not too long
before Ofra is joining the rest of us in cuddling the fellow; he is so soft and so
sweet and his expression is such a mixture of innocence and joy that it is hard to
keep your hands off him. (Tracy is giving Fritz a cuddle too and, of course, he
insists on a lot of attention from David.) As for the other animals: Wendy’s T-bone
Ted is happy on his mommy’s lap and Daisy-Mae spends most of her time on
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Janet’s lap as well; her very presence, however, sends Emilio into a tizzy and he
barks out a non-stop warning to the rest of us – in spite of being told to pack it in
on a number of occasions. I have my usual customers in the biscuit giveaway – but
it says a lot about the basic indiscipline of so many of our pets (Sparkie, Winnie,
Daisy-Mae) that Bailey, who now sits properly, is held up as an exemplar.
The subject of an expedition to Ickwell comes up again; it seems that Susie is
not looking forward to opening the doors of her new house to all of our animals
and so the visit will have to take place at a nearby pub if these beasts are brought
along. Forms of transportation are also discussed; though at least five of the dog
owners have cars only Janet seems prepared to drive and how to get everyone
to Biggleswade remains unresolved. I say nothing. Ofra denounces the curtain
selection at John Lewis and receives suggestions from a number of the breakfasters
on where to look next. Janet has been to Rolf Harris’s Jubilee-inspired art show
and she offers pictures taken there on her telephone. David the Dog Sitter says
that he has at last given up his car – the little yellow Ka that he inherited from one
of our original dog people, the late Sue Wilkinson. We get up to begin our back
passage walkround – joined in the walkway between the footie pitches for a while
by Scout, the German Wire-haired Pointer.
Friday, June 8:
A windy night has passed without taking any of my windowsill pots with it. It has
been raining and we start out in our rain jackets, soon encountering Renata (who
has been in Lugano) and Maxi. Our two dogs trot along companionably toward
the green, where Fritz heads down the Randolph roadway. I am hoping that he will
return with me to the café sooner than usual, since there is a brief rainsquall, and,
indeed, he does turn around at the top of the green – but this is only to cross the
wide open spaces on his way to the Morshead roadway. I catch up with him just
before he starts his investigations here and return him to the restraints of his lead.
Thus, reluctantly, he has to accompany me on a return journey to the shelter of the
green umbrella.
Also hunkering down here today is the owner of Samson, the Alsatian. The
presence of a stranger alters the delicate seating pattern the others have grown
accustomed to. I end up in Ofra’s seat, Linda ends up in Georgie’s (Georgie is on
a course today), then Ofra arrives to take Davide’s usual seat while Davide, in
Janet’s seat, waits for Bailey to vacate this resting place. Bailey is also wearing
a coat today but in his case it must be for the sake of warmth alone – since we
have seen him last he has been shorn like a lamb. This process has not helped his
memory since he is soon back to his old bad feeding habits – raking away at my
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legs. Indeed, by the time we get to the end of the session Hanna says to me, “Brush
your trousers off; you look like you just crawled through the undergrowth.”
Samson’s mommy is holding forth on the incompetence of London’s bus drivers;
she has had her Freedom Pass stolen and some of the drivers have not been willing
to let her board their vehicles without this permission slip. Janet suggests she just
pay for her transport until a new pass arrives but this is denounced as “beside the
point.” Peter now collects racing money from the interested punters. Linda tells
us that she actually had a sleepless night as a consequence of worrying about the
council and its plans for the Jubilee Centre – though they seem to have dropped
the idea of tower blocks on the site in question. As we walk toward her car she
gives me an update on her campaign and I tell her that this is turning into a full
time job – with none of the perks of real employment. We are walking with Linda
and Pepper because that lady is giving us a ride to the Hamilton Vets on Boundary
Road. I am just as glad to have this assistance (even though it is not raining now)
and, after a quick stop for a booster shot, Fritz and I are free to walk home; there
are a few drops but no real rain.
Saturday, June 9:
After a long period of howling wind the walkways of the park are littered with
tree junk this morning – leaves, branches, fluff and stuff. It is still blowing a bit
and it is chilly and here I am, on June 9, still wearing my leather jacket and scarf.
(Throughout this day I am frequently drawn to the thought that today is the onehundredth anniversary of the birth of my stepfather, Ingolf Dahl.) As soon as Fritz
and I have reached the top of the track I can hear a familiar voice (Ellen) shouting,
“Jack, get off her!” This must mean that the neutered but still randy Jack Russell is
again mounting his sister, the large Corgi, Lucky. We soon fall in with this party,
overtaking them only as we reach the green. Here Fritz begins a slow progress
around the foot of the park’s only hill – a spot I have whimsically dubbed Mt.
Bannister – after the history-making miler, who trained for his famous sub-four
minute mark in the Rec many years ago. Gus the Schnauzer, his long pointed ears
flapping in the wind, comes up to greet us as we near the tennis courts but there is
no else in the doggy compound on the Carlton road side of things today.
We have a good turnout at breakfast this morning: Dan and Davide, Janet, Georgie,
Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Renata and Shefali – who has brought with her the lively
black and white Yaris. Conversation includes the European football finals, a
tournament that is being held in Poland and Ukraine, last night’s Euromillions
lottery (no winners here) and weekend social plans. It is Shefali’s birthday today
and Ofra’s on Tuesday and attempts are made to find a time to celebrate both.
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There are immediate complications. Davide is off to L.A., Dan has a conflict on
both Monday and Wednesday night next week, Janet has an art class on Tuesday
night and Renata has an Italian class the same evening. Also, Ofra will be flying to
Israel on Wednesday as part of the graveside ceremonies for her late sister-in-law.
Peter, after passing out racing information for this afternoon, leaves much earlier
than usual and Dan wants to know if our friend doesn’t seem a bit depressed of
late. Renata confirms this assessment and adds that he has been depressed ever
since no one asked to him to Georgie’s birthday party, an event that evidently took
place while I was in Norfolk. “I tried to cheer him up by saying it was just a girlie
affair,” Renata continues, “but he mentioned that Dan and Davide were there. I
told him, well, they are just like girls anyway, but now you are discussing another
social event and no one has thought to include him.” This analysis has a chastening
effect on our conversation; the problem is that Renata is probably right.
His primary profession these days is photographer (he has a wedding assignment
today) but we still think of him as David the Dog Sitter and he now makes two
visits to our compound this morning – accompanied again by the noisy Buddy.
Fritz goes crazy over the presence of his old pal and David picks him up amid
shrieks of delight. Fritz also gets to nose around in Ellen’s bag (tripe sticks)
while the other dogs (including Buddy) are queuing up for biscuits. Daisy-Mae is
guarding her treat under a chair and Emilio is having hysterics over this menace.
As we begin our back passage walkround Daisy-Mae, denied entry to the football
pitches, rolls over on her back on the walkway itself. As we near the environmental
area we see that this part of the park has been closed temporarily because of
vandalism and there is universal condemnation of the cretins who have spoiled this
space for others. Just before we reach the first exit gate I am spotted by Natasha’s
Miniature Pinscher. Natasha is on her mobile phone but Millie, like Buddy, never
forgets that I may have biscuits in my pocket – and she stays at my feet, staring up
longingly, until I produce the desired object.
Sunday, June 10:
The first thing I learn this morning is that I have missed a dog people’s social
event last night – Shefali’s birthday celebration at the Red Squirrel (formerly the
Skiddaw pub) and at a Persian restaurant to follow. I have learned this via an email
that Shefali sent me yesterday, one which I was able to access only today, however,
as the consequence of a breakdown in my BT broadband connection – which I
was able to repair only this morning. I am keeping a close eye these days on the
outdoor thermometer in my front window and I now determine that I can wear only
a sweatshirt in the park this morning. Fritz heads off in the direction of the green,
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threading his way through the active footie pitches and continuing on as far as the
Randolph gate. Even from this distance I can hear the deep resonance of Buddy’s
barking; the Golden Retriever sits at my feet as we near the loos but I tell David
that I am not taking my biscuit bag out until I have had my coffee.
With Ofra’s sister, Rachel, and Debbie (Pucci’s owner) we have two more people
at our table than usual – and the consequence is that there is again a major
displacement. Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Dan, Ellen, and Wendy have seats but both
Peter and I have to bring extra chairs over from the little table in the corner.
When Ellen departs David returns and takes her seat – while Buddy undertakes a
diplomatic round of visits, putting his head in each of our laps in turn and adding
spittle to my trouser legs on three separate occasions. For his part, Fritz is delighted
to have David at ground level and he spends most of the session in his pal’s lap –
growling whenever another animal commands any of the attention. (Earlier he has
growled at Zorro the Pug – who came too close while he was receiving a cuddle
from his Aunt Janet.) Dan has brought a supply of pellets for Winnie but Bailey
seems to have forgotten all his sit-and-stay lessons today. Bailey is evidently the
misplaced love object of another alien Cavalier, who stands outside our fence and
barks longingly throughout the entire session.
Renata has had a dream in which she came one number short of winning the
lottery. She seems to believe that if she doesn’t dream it, it will not come true and
Peter asks if she dreamt about Germany’s 1-0 victory in the their match against
Portugal yesterday. Ofra is back from a brief visit to Bristol, where she visited her
daughter, Lee – a student at university there. Janet says she ran into Rhiann and
her little white Otw yesterday and that our celebrity photographer has spent a week
snapping comedian John Bishop. David says that his wedding photo assignment
yesterday, at the Bleeding Heart (restaurant and crypt), turned out to be much more
time-consuming than he had anticipated. As usual, the ladies make plans for a
rendezvous at this same table this afternoon (I rarely attend such sessions) and we
begin our back passage walkround. Daisy-Mae enters the picnic grounds in order
to chase a squirrel and at the top of the running track we encounter two crows.
Dan says that he had placed their fledgling back over the fence last week and I am
reminded that at this same spot, many years ago, my Toby and I were mobbed by
anxious crow parents – who saw us as a threat to another squawking earthbound
baby.
Monday, June 11:
The rains have returned – indeed, last night’s late walk was a most unpleasant affair
as Fritz and I, trying to obtain some cover from the park foliage, made our way
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down a sodden Grantully road. Again the raingear has to come out this morning
for the relentless moisture is still falling from the skies. Fritz does not seem too
bothered by light rain and he makes very slow work of our progress along the back
passage, stopping to sample grass shoots as we head for the green. He disdains his
usual shortcut across the café forecourt (perhaps because I have taken it) and I find
him out on the Randolph roadway after a little looking around. Some of the ladies
are already heading for the counter and Ellen is grumbling, “They call this global
warming?!” Of course I would really like to take shelter under our umbrella but my
dog now begins a very slow circuit, often without cover of any kind, around the
green itself. I do find an abandoned tennis ball and I am able to speed things up a
little bit by kicking it to him as we splash our way toward the bandstand. Here he
goes back on lead and I can at last head for the comforts of the café.
There is only a small turnout today – just Ellen, Georgie, Janet, Hanna and Ofra.
The latter is soon in violent motion as she shies away from a visiting Buddy,
who approaches her with a froth of spittle hanging from his jaws. David takes his
charge off before he can cause too much damage, however. This means that my
chief efforts have to be devoted to deflecting the wet-pawed attentions of Bailey.
He becomes such a pest that Ofra eventually pulls up a second chair and makes
him sit quietly on it. Janet, meanwhile has both Sparkie and Daisy-Mae in her lap;
the former spends most of the session at attention while the latter spends most of it
asleep. Poor Jack is shivering in misery next to the fence – not knowing that he can
at least come in out of the rain by taking a place under the table. Fritz remembers
this and at one point Hanna reaches down and puts her hands under his raincoat –
“Ohhh he so warm; it’s like snuggling under a duvet.”
I tell Georgie that Glasgow, having been awarded the Commonwealth Games,
is now undertaking a charm offensive – worried that its citizenry might need
additional instruction in how to be kind to strangers. This causes our own
Glaswegian no end of merriment; she suggests that a good beginning would be
learning how to speak so that others can understand you – she admits even she
often has difficulty understanding her fellow citizens. Hanna wants to know who
won yesterday’s Canadian Grand Prix – since it was among those F-1 races shown
only on Sky and she is not a subscriber I tell her Lewis Hamilton was the winner
– the seventh different winner in a season that, so far, has had only seven races.
Still on the subject of motoring she says that the huge crashing sound (one that I
heard as I was walking Fritz in the park yesterday morning) was caused by a Range
Rover – which crashed into three other cars on Grantully. She was evidently first
on the spot and the dazed driver (who soon received a gratuitous tongue-lashing)
said that the accident occurred because he had bent over to search for his keys on
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the floor of his moving car. Janet announces that she has been exchanging emails
with Liz, whom she hopes to visit in Boston on route to Canada in July. This is a
reminder that yesterday Dan received a nice email from “Liz” – who said, “Thank
you very much for sending these photos, which I enjoyed very much, but I do have
to tell you that I live in Utah.” In the confusion sweepstakes, however, we seem to
have a winner today in Ofra, who has announced this morning that she is buying all
the coffees because it is her birthday – only to be told by Georgie that the birthday
in question is tomorrow!
Tuesday, June 12:
Well, it isn’t actually raining at the moment – though there was plenty of moisture
yesterday. I need to know whether to take our raingear with us as we make our
preparations this morning and, in the event, I decide not to bother. My preparations
are complex enough as it is and, it soon transpires, deficient. First I want to take a
bag of garbage with me for the black bin near the Essendine entrance, then I have
three letters to post across the street as well – and the upshot of all this is that I
have forgotten both my poo poo bags and my bag of biscuits. Fortunately I seem
to have a wad of the former in my jacket pocket. And most important of all, I have
not forgotten Ofra’s birthday card.
Fritz makes a lively enough start on his park routines and we have soon skated by
the café and begun our progress behind the tennis courts – where we encounter
Renata with Maxi. Today we spend some time in the Carlton Road doggy area –
exiting only when school groups from St. George’s and QK have marched past.
In addition to the birthday girl our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie,
Makiko (back from Sardinia), Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Renata and Vlad – taking
shelter with us when a sudden squall overtakes events. We have not seen Vlad in
some time (holiday in Belgrade), nor Tara, the Rhodesian Ridgeback. Tara is soon
sprawled across Vlad’s lap, her nose pointed at a plate of apricot cake (still warm
from the oven) that Ofra has brought for us (in addition to paying for everybody’s
coffee this morning). Tara now licks at this piece of cake but Vlad says, “She won’t
eat it.” “Fine,” Peter says, “but she has her ear in your coffee cup.” Bailey is out
of control this morning – made desperate, perhaps, by the absence of my biscuit
bag – fortunately Renata has a goodly supply. Emilio is delighted to be back in
his mommy’s lap but, unfortunately, his nemesis, Daisy-Mae, is sitting in the next
lap and twice she launches unprovoked attacks on the Pug. When he retaliates she
scrunches her face into a malevolent mask, growling at him as if she were some
prehistoric monster. All of the dogs rush the fence to protest the arrival of a large
Basset Hound. The latter, we soon discover, is named Shirley and Janet and I seem
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to remember a Basset named Shirley from years ago – though perhaps every third
female Basset bears this name.
Makiko shows some telephone pictures of scenes from Sardinia – which she
enjoyed thoroughly; she has a deep tan, which makes the other ladies jealous.
Renata has brought a European Football foldout from her German paper for Peter,
and he soon becomes fascinated by the team names in German. “What’s this
Frankincense?” he wants to know – well, that is his pronunciation of Frankreich.
Indeed we discuss yesterday’s England-France match, which ended in a 1-1 draw,
and Peter tries to explain to Renata how teams are made to progress out of the
group stage in this tournament. Ofra has a pile of cards and several presents to
open (including a Monet-like cherry tree painted by Janet) and we are a long time
at table. Happily, the latest shower is over now and we can take off for the exits
without getting drenched.
Wednesday, June 13:
I am feeling a bit dizzy this morning: I’d like to blame the reappearance of that rare
object, the sun, but a better diagnosis would have duly noted that I slept for only
five hours last night – don’t ask me why. I am in no hurry this morning and Fritz
takes advantage of this lapse in attention to prolong our journey to the green. He
does have to deal with the curiosity of Cracker, the white Shar-Pei, who on three
occasions rushes back to have just one more sniff. When we reach the green my
dog begins an early slow circuit and I take advantage of this pace to sit down on
several of our benches. Eventually I decide that we had better make some more
purposeful progress in the direction of the café and so I put him on lead and we
walk slowly past an incoming gathering of children from St. George’s, here in their
yellow livery to undertake a gym lesson.
The mild and sunny weather has had the effect of bringing people to the park in
large numbers and one consequence of this popularity is that there is now a long
queue at the cafe counter, one I decide I will not join in my groggy condition. I
take a new seat at our table anyway – today we have Janet, Georgie, Peter, Ellen,
Wendy, Makiko and, soon arriving with Tilly the Border Terrier, Jo Lynn. In these
somewhat reduced numbers Daisy-Mae occupies her own chair for a while, but
when Makiko takes it this puts Emilio directly above the biscuit-guarding ShihTzu and the Pug goes crazy in his anxiety. I have remembered my biscuit bag
this morning but I wish I hadn’t – since I am soon besieged by Winnie, Sparkie,
Daisy-Mae and especially by Bailey. I grow so weary of the Cavalier’s attempts to
command my attention by raking away at me with his sharp claws that for much of
the session I sit with a deflecting serving tray in my lap. Bailey tries to overcome
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this strategy by jumping into Jo Lynn’s lap. She says, after a while, “My, doesn’t
Bailey enjoy a good cuddle.” “I wouldn’t know,” I reply, “our relationship has
never advanced beyond food.”
Janet discusses her latest project in painting class and Makiko gathers information
on sofas and broadband providers preparatory to her big move next week. Peter
notes that there were European Championship riots last night in celebration of
the Poland-Russia match – but then these two countries do have a bit of unhappy
history to share. A number of breakfast club members have seen last night’s
episode of the BBC legal drama, Silk. Jo Lynn says that she has a friend who is a
judge and he says that, though there is dramatic license in the show, yes, members
of the legal profession do behave this way. She adds that she often sees one of
the actors, Phil Davis, on Hampstead Heath and that, in real life, he has the same
preoccupied, shifty look he portrays so well on the show. “He tries not to make
eye contact, afraid that he might be accosted by someone who had seen him on
the telly last night – as if any well-bred North Londoner would ever do something
like that!” Janet now admits that when she was in Thailand this is what she did
do, inadvertently. She was sure she recognized someone and finally broached the
subject. “Do I know you?” “I don’t think so.” “Do you live in London?” “No, I live
in Yorkshire.” Still puzzled, it took Janet only a little more time to realize that she
had been addressing Glenda McKay – who played Rachel on Emmerdale Farm.
Anyway, it’s time for me to get home; I’m dying for a cup of coffee.
Thursday, June 14:
I am obviously feeling a bit more like my true self today as Fritz and I, again under
sunny skies, make our usual appearance in the park – though my thoughts are
never far from the significance of today’s date in my life; this should have been my
48th wedding anniversary. By this hour the sports surface specialists have already
been at work for some time – every day there are signs of progress on the running
track and they have even removed some of the old low level fencing that surrounds
this space – it has been in need of repair for several years now. Fritz rushes out
to greet some of his human pals on the green and then he begins a rapid circuit
of Mt. Bannister; I have never seen him make such short work of the tennis court
passage but things slow down markedly when we reach the doggy compound on
the Carlton roadway – where he goes into a trance and emerges from the bushes
covered in fluff.
I don’t have much of a wait in the coffee queue this morning and soon I am able to
join a table grouping that also features Peter, Ellen, Davide, Janet, Georgie, Renata,
Makiko, Wendy and Carrie – who brings with her the fluffy white presence of
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Oggie. This spoiled citizen, as he often does, gets his own chair – but Yoyo (with
Hanna at the corner table), Winnie, Bailey and Daisy-Mae also make use of an
empty chair next to me the better to advance their chances at the biscuit bag. I also
have Lucky at my feet and Tara (here with Vlad, also in the corner) at my elbow.
Daisy-Mae contents herself with a single snarl in the direction of Emilio – but it
takes the Pug several minutes to calm down after this attack. Fritz, after filling up
on Ellen’s tripe sticks, manages to escape once – just as Lucky and Jack are leaving
and Luna and Luci, Yara’s Lhasa Apsos, are arriving.
Davide is just back from the coast, that is he has just flown back from L.A. He
tells us that one of his passengers was Katy Perry (still Mrs. Russell Brand on the
manifest), who slept the whole way. Makiko now presses her iPad on him, a device
on which she has stored dozens of pictures of her recent Sardinian holiday. This
is then passed around so that the rest of us can see a photo of every plate of food
consumed on the island – though Renata wants to see pictures of the slimmeddown Matthew on the beach. Our German friend does volunteer to help M&M
complete their forthcoming move with a big car she’s been driving these days; it
takes a while for her to understand that they are only moving one building away.
The Levenson inquiry into media matters is skipped over very quickly as a topic
– there seems to be a kind of universal cynicism at our table about political affairs
generally – but there is much local interest in the expulsion of squatters from
the former Westminster College on Elgin Avenue yesterday and a certain wry
amusement when it is noted that the Prime Minister and his wife left behind an
eight year-old daughter after a visit to the pub recently.
I am the last of the diners to have a look at the Sardinian photos and, since Emilio
has already followed the others on their back passage walkround, Makiko and I
have to catch up a bit. A gym mistress is just closing the gates to the central pitch
after another incursion by Daisy-Mae and we suddenly have two oddly dressed
dogs in our midst. First we have a hound wearing a yellow singlet that, it turns out,
is actually the equipage of Ecuador. (He is accompanied by a woman also wearing
a yellow Ecuador top.) Then we have the odd sight of a shame-faced Whippet; he
is wearing a full body suit or perhaps his pajamas, legs and all, in Scottish tartan.
No wonder he looks embarrassed.
Friday, June 15:
I am wearing only a sweatshirt up top these days and today is no exception – a
mild and sunny morning in Maida Vale. Again Fritz freezes under the nose of that
bruiser, Cracker, and then – freed from these attentions – he heads for the green. I
pass Janet and Stephen, which also means I pass Daisy-Mae and the Maltese pair
of Will and Grace. Ozzie the Australian Shepherd is also here and there is a large
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contingent of humans sitting on the planters outside the gym – where they have
discovered a suntrap. Matthew is one these sun-worshippers – he soon takes a
phone call from “Makiko-san.” I follow Fritz through the foliage at the east end
of the park and then I hook him so we can make progress across the green in the
direction of the café.
I hand Fritz’s lead over to Peter, who is already seated, and head inside. There is
a bit of a crisis behind the counter – as one of the cash registers insists on spitting
out a long curl of receipt paper and none of the girls know what to do to make it
stop. Finally Lurch taps in some numbers and the machine ceases its utterance.
Outside we have a small group including those already mentioned plus Georgie,
Janet, Davide and Ellen. The dogs behave themselves tolerably well, though I
don’t actually distribute that many biscuits: Winnie scratching away at my hands
and Bailey raking away at my knees are out of luck. Matthew and Makiko are
careful to take up a position in the sun – there is no way they are going to let those
Sardinian tans fade.
Peter now gets a turn to look at the holiday pictures on Makiko’s iPad. He is
mystified by all the photos of plates of food but Davide says this is because none
of them look like fish and chips. Our BA steward is himself on holiday today –
and he will be flying to Sitges in Spain this afternoon. Matthew now reports that
he is in the doghouse (again). He has spent the better part of an hour arranging
for the installation of Sky in the new flat – only to be told by his irate wife that
he has failed to secure the start-up vouchers (worth £75 each) which should have
been forthcoming if only Janet had been mentioned as the existing Sky customer
recommending this service. He tries to escape a new bout of recriminations by
answering a series of medical questions (statins) and by quizzing Georgie on how
Emilio got on during his recent week-long sleepover. Georgie says that the Pug is
much more comfortable at her place these days and is just as eager as all the other
dogs to secure just the right place for a good snooze.
Saturday, June 16:
I almost regret that I have again chosen to enter the park wearing only a sweatshirt
up top for, although it is warm enough in the sun, it is decidedly chilly when the
sun goes behind the clouds – and this is most of the time today. At our first corner
we find Ellen in conversation with Janet and we follow the latter for a while – but
Daisy-Mae never stops for long and we are soon left with the canine company of
Jack and Lucky: Fritz even follows them around a bushy corner at the start of the
cypress walkway. From here we can see that only half of the running track pitch is
enshrouded in billowy black plastic – this puts paid to my theory that behind this
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barrier Paddington Rec is about to stage the first nude Olympics. After inching
through the Saturday morning footie traffic we reach the green and Fritz heads
directly for the walkway behind the tennis courts (also crowded today) before
spending some time in the Carlton doggy compound. Squirrels are chasing one
another around in here but my dog shows no interest in these antics whatsoever.
I decide to let him off the hook as soon as we reach the café – where my time in the
queue is not as long as it can sometime be on a Saturday. In addition to Janet and
Ellen our group includes Dan, Georgie, Makiko, Hanna, Karen, Pat, and Peter. The
latter is handing out lottery numbers to syndicate members (though Dan seems to
be getting closer to joining me in a move to scratch cards) and taking wagers for
today’s racing and the meeting at Ascot next week. Karen joins us in this activity
today. Next Peter, still standing, returns to the topic of next weekend’s outing to
Ickwell – since he has been nominated by Susie to get some definitive figure on
numbers. I’m afraid that there has been no further progress in this matter – most
of those assembled either having other commitments or are reluctant to agree on
this venture without knowing what the weather will be like or what to do with their
dogs. It is obvious that Peter, who says that he and Ellen are the only participants
to this point, is very reluctant to convey the news of this impasse to Susie – but his
repeated efforts to get someone else to make the fateful phone call are unrewarded.
It’s all very awkward – what is the etiquette here? How to you decline an invitation
that has not been directly proffered in the first place?
Under the table there are several growling scenes as Bailey has to fight off the
attentions of the randy Dudley. Karen says that the latter, who has also been
marking his territory on the carpets of friends, is now scheduled for the chop in
August. Fritz is getting a lot of attention from Janet but when he does show up for
a treat he attracts a crowd of biscuit sharks and Lucky makes off with his crumbs.
Dudley too loses his treat to the opportunistic Corgi and I have to hold on to her to
prevent a second act of theft when I give Dudley a replacement. Dan now receives
a phone call from Davide in Spain and shows us a photo of Sitges, just received.
It is the first time that he has had the opportunity of quizzing Makiko on her
Sardinian holiday and so we have to hear much of this all over again. They haven’t
unfurled the green umbrella today but I don’t think they are interested in giving
us more access to sunshine – it’s because it is so windy this morning. Indeed, it
looks like a squall could boil up at any moment and so we being our back passage
walkround – hoping that we will make it to our homes before there is any moisture.
I am shivering.
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Sunday, June 17:
On my windowsill thermometer it seems to show the same temperature as
yesterday at this time, about 60, but when Fritz and I sample the climate firsthand
it is much warmer – perhaps because the winds have abated. You can see the
aftereffects of the blustery conditions on the fence at the top of the trackside pitch
– yesterday’s solid black plastic sheeting has rearranged itself as a dramatic facade
of festooned bunting. I am again wearing my dark glasses – they help me to see
the rich deep canyons in the white clouds overhead. Fritz can see that there are
some pals he knows out in the middle of the green and here he heads as soon as we
have arrived at the café. As I follow I am greeted by a portly Staffie named Lexie.
She wants some attention and keeps bumping against my legs as I reach Dan and
Georgie. Fritz gets a fulsome cuddle from Dan, chortling in growling delight –
much to the amusement of some of the dog owners who are perhaps not used to
his noises. A minute later Winnie and Lexie get into a bit of a barney and Fritz,
assuming his role as park policeman, rushes in to protect Winnie – again provoking
much laughter. There are a lot of dogs out here this morning – including the fivemonth old Bailey lookalike, Lupa, and Casper, the black Alsatian. Fritz picks up a
ball belong to Winnie and makes off with it; fortunately he drops it by the time he
has reached the loos and I can command his attention with its promise when it is
time to hook my dog at coffee time.
Our group this morning includes Dan, Georgie, Janet, Renata, Peter, Ellen and
Makiko. My chair occupies the space between our two tables and this means that
there is plenty of room for the dogs to gather at my feet. I am trying to get Winnie
and Sparkie to sit and at one point I have to tell Sparkie that, strange as it may
sound, Bailey is actually in the correct posture for once and needs to be emulated.
The dogs have their work cut out in protecting us from alien influences. First there
is Charlie, also a Cavalier, who repeatedly escapes the control of a woman in a
spangled Jamaica sweatshirt, and then there is one of our local schizophrenics
– who also causes a good deal of unease. This gentleman, perhaps under the
influence of too much booze (or too few meds) stops at our gate and places a series
of berries along the top rung, bellowing out his frustrations at a number of aspects
of contemporary life. Blarina says most of the time he just orders an omelet and
sits quietly.
Peter passes around the table and distributes a grand total of 60 pence to each of
yesterday’s punters – our return on a £2.00 bet. I assume a Peter-like standing
position to pass around a printout on which my former student and walking
companion Gavan has listed all the Olympic tickets he wants to sell on: no one
seems that interested in shooting at the Royal Artillery in Woolwich, the men’s
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basketball prelims at Olympic Park, the men’s handball prelims also there, the
men’s boxing quarterfinals at the ExCel Centre, the beach volleyball semifinals at
the Horse Guard Parade, the horse jumping finals at Greenwich Park, the women’s
basketball semis at the O2 Arena or synchronized swimming at the new Olympic
pool designed by the famous architect, Zaha Hadid – who once offered my wife a
job running her office.
Dan says that Renata’s pink jump suit is actually in a shade deemed “nude” by the
fashion industry and after he has taken her picture with his phone he mischievously
adds nipples and pubic hair to this ensemble with his drawing app and then
“accidentally” sends this picture to Matthew. Makiko has again brought her iPad –
so that Dan can see the famous Sardinian holiday snaps. Dan is very familiar with
the island (and will be taking his parents there in two weeks) and he can identify
featured sites without prompting. When it comes to pictures of the food I suggest
that Peter ought to be at home on Sardinia – since he already spends so much time
evaluating horseflesh here.
Monday, June 18:
I need to make a deep study of all the clues before final choices are made in the
clothing department this morning. It has been raining but the sun is now breaking
through and my little thermometer is only showing a temperature in the mid-fifties.
Leather jacket it is. Almost immediately we encounter Natasha with Millie and
the later dances appealingly at my feet until I produce the desired treat. “I’m just
a large walking biscuit bag to you,” I tell Millie. Natasha is punching away at her
mobile phone in an attempt to get Google to produce an acceptable driving route to
Essex, where she has a work assignment this morning. As we pass the five-a-side
pitch one lanky lad is trying to borrow a ball from a soccer coach and when this
is refused they each end up calling the other “wanker” – though it doesn’t end in
fisticuffs.
Fritz always seems quite comfortable in the company of the Miniature Pinscher
and we four continue on around the green – once we have reached the café. The
fate of the Westminster College is discussed. Officialdom insists that it will be
refurbished as an educational institution. Many think it will end up as flats and
Natasha thinks this would be a good idea. We pass Bekki with the Boxer Chica
as we complete our circle, and I now free Fritz inside our doggy compound at the
café.
While I am in the queue an unknown long-haired Jack Russell darts through the
door and begins an investigation of the premises, though, after he has also gone
behind the counter on his way to the kitchen, he is ushered out of the place with
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some emphasis by the staff. In our little world the canine infractions seem minor
by comparison: Bailey is still forgetting to come to a rest in front of my knees
– instead of scraping away at them first, a wailing Fritz can’t believe that Ellen’s
bacon sandwich is all gone, and the brief visit by the small black female Pug,
Guinness, is the source of ill-tempered protest on the part of our self-important
pooches. We congratulate Emilio, however, on tolerating the nearby presence of
Daisy-Mae so calmly – but this turns out to be premature. Guarding a biscuit I have
just given her, Daisy-Mae lashes out at the burly Pug and sends him into a barking
frenzy. Makiko says that he can’t bark properly and Renata says that perhaps he
has a sore throat. “He will have now,” Peter adds – after a sustained period of
Puggish protest.
As I return with my coffee cup the others are actually discussing the outcome of
the elections in Greece and trying to demonstrate to Renata why the collapse of
Greek participation in the Eurozone might affect others as well. Many of those
present have seen footage of yesterday’s incident at the Queen’s Club tennis final
– during which Argentinian David Nalbandian replaced Danny Welbeck’s back
heel goal in the sports clips sweepstakes by kicking over an advertising board at
courtside – driving this object into the soon-bloodied leg of the adjacent line judge
and earning himself instant disqualification. In other sporting news Makiko says
that she will actually attend Ascot on Friday (Peter has been collecting our wagers
in this category). I tell her that in the old days I could never get people to sit down
for a slide show, an operation that required the loan of projector and screen and
one that soon exhausted the patience of the viewers – whose eyes glazed over
at the very thought – but that now, with digital photography and the iPad, as the
Sardinian pictures have recently demonstrated, there seems to be no escape – since
the show can be dumped in your lap, whether you want it there or not. Makiko
takes this teasing in good spirit; her move almost complete, she tells us that tonight
may be the first time she and Matthew will sleep in their new flat.
Tuesday, June 19:
Indeed, by the time I run into Makiko as we complete our late night walk, she
has (1) been to Harrods to get ready for her Ascot appointment and (2) seen her
bed transferred to its new home. This morning is an instant replay of yesterday,
weather-wise, so under sunny skies Fritz and I head for the park on a mild
Tuesday. There is already a good deal of sporting activity underway. The kids from
Paddington Academy (boys and girls) are playing some form of plastic cricket
on the five-a-side pitch – yesterday a mixed group from St. George’s was playing
softball in the central field – and today we also have perhaps the first of a number
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of school sports days on the green. This space is also full of plastic, plus piles of
sports gear, little knapsacks and (I have never seen this out here before) a portable
volleyball net. Fritz and I head for the Randolph gate as I wonder if the park people
aren’t regretting the construction of Mt. Bannister on our left – if they had leveled
the space off they could now squeeze in several more pitches and courts. We turn
around as we reach the gate, where two ladies have just entered on their way to the
tennis courts. One is saying, “brussels sprouts are highly recommended. They say
you even see how they visibly change your…..” Unfortunately I am out of earshot
and I have to complete this sentence on my own “Visibly change your cheeks,” I
muse, “because this is where you stuff them so you don’t have to swallow.”
Red, the Frisbee-chasing Alsatian, actually rushes into the café this morning while
I am waiting for my cappuccino. Outside our group today includes Janet, Georgie,
Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Karen and, back from Israel, Ofra. Dudley again makes a pest
of himself as he attempts to mount Bailey and Bailey makes a pest of himself with
his endless entreaties. (Talk about short-term memory loss: Bailey can’t remember
the sit-and-stay reward routine thirty seconds after getting his last treat.) Makiko
now arrives with Emilio – but almost immediately she disappears. When I ask
where she has gotten to the answer is that she has, according to Peter, “taken a
phone call decades ago!” Janet has brought her big camera with her today and
she is taking pictures of the dogs for next year’s calendar: Dudley won’t pose and
Daisy-Mae won’t stop posing.
Ofra has brought a number of gifts for her friends and a box of biscotti for the
table. Georgie receives a bottle of Hennessy cognac in a lurid pink coat. “I’m
going home, lie down under the table, and drink this,” she says, “that way I won’t
have to fall down when I’ve had too much.” Karen says that she has been asked
to advise a school in Kent, whose graduating girls only want to marry footballers
and therefore, perhaps, need a Plan B. She says she has a friend coming to lunch
and wants recommendations on inexpensive pub meals since her friend is “an
alcofrolic” and she anticipates a hefty bar bill. Wendy has brought with her today a
photo album, put together by her husband’s grandfather, and featuring fascinating
shots of British soldiers in the trenches of World War I and on duty in India in
the Twenties. This volume is studied with great interest by the breakfast gang –
and then many of us receive handouts from Peter covering the first of the week’s
meetings at Ascot. By this time Ascot-bound Makiko has returned to us; she says
that her new flat, though on the same floor as her old one, is on the other side of
the hall and its layout, a mirror-image of the one she has left behind, is initially
disconcerting. Nevertheless she slept well in her new home last night. “That one
could sleep comfortably on a washing line,” Georgie concludes.
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Wednesday, June 20:
The lovely weather persists – amid dire predictions of worse to come – as Fritz
and I begin our usual entry lap at the head of the track. I notice that the benches
here (and elsewhere in the park) have each received a little white sticker. Some
wit has labeled them all “Exercise Free Bench” – but whether this jibe as aimed
at park management or the legion of personal trainers (who do put their charges
through their paces on the benches) I cannot tell. For that matter, perhaps the
protester meant to write “Exercise-free.” While I am studying this a displaced
jogger is pounding up behind me and one of the cement blocks, into which the
temporary fencing has been anchored, trips him up. He does an excellent job of
righting himself but he is full of rage over the incident and, truth to tell, he has a
point– since workmen, instead of placing the blocks adjacent to and parallel with
the narrowed walkway, have put a number of them at right angles, letting them
protrude onto the pathway of walkers and runners. This error in judgment is soon
shared with the workmen on the other side of the fence and then our outraged
jogger says he is now own his way to complain to the park manager.
The charging athlete on the green this morning is Sparkie – w
 ho concludes one of
his high-spirited, manic dashes by running full tilt into a blindsided Fritz. There
are growls of protest but it is obvious that there are no hard feelings for in the next
moment Fritz has followed Sparkie over to an interesting patch of grass near the
Grantully exit. He makes a very slow progress around the green in the direction of
the Randolph roadway but after a while I grow impatient and put him back on lead
so we can join the breakfast crew. In our compound the dogs are reasonably wellbehaved this morning – even Winnie, whom Renata habitually refers to as “he.”
This is very upsetting to Dan and he is not mollified when Renata explains that her
mistake has something to do with Winnie’s having gay owners.
Peter is wearing claret and blue (shirt and vest) today, and I tell him that, for a
QPR fan, this is dangerously close to the colors of West Ham. Peter tells us that,
at Ascot, we had only one winner yesterday (instead of the three needed) and this
was the super-horse Frankel. (It didn’t help that one of our choices, The Nile,
broke a leg and had to be put down.) There is also a good deal of discussion about
last night’s UEFA football matches – England have defeated Ukraine and now
must face Italy in the knock-out stage. Too late we learn that Renata has found
£60 flying about on the street in Hampstead – the coffees should have been on her.
Janet has to leave early, something about needing to get an MOT certificate for
her car, and I join her on a back passage walkround – since I have several errands
today, including a long-overdue haircut. As we turn a corner near the cypress trees
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a chap walking toward us takes one look at Daisy-Mae and says, “That one looks
like she belongs in an early 90’s grunge band.”
Thursday, June 21:
The traditional first day of summer – but you wouldn’t have much of a clue from
today’s weather: gloomy and gray, with the threat of rain to come. Almost as soon
as we arrive the aggressive Cracker zeros in on Fritz and won’t leave him alone –
the white bruiser ignores his master’s entreaties and finally he has to go on lead;
already the owner of a Weimaraner has put his own dog in this position – fearful
of an encounter with the Shar-Pei. While all of this is going on there is a familiar
orange head playing through – it is undoubtedly that of Mary Portas, aka Mary
Queen of Shops, here with her little black Walter. These two are still on the green
when we arrive – we don’t stay long as we are about to undergo an invasion by
kids from St. George’s, but Fritz seems content to undertake his circumnavigation
of Mt. Bannister before we can return to the café. Here a woman is begging her
Beagle, Emily, to evacuate the ladies’ loo.
Our group this morning includes Davide, Georgie, Wendy, Peter, Ellen, Ofra,
Renata and Makiko. The dogs are circling Davide because he has a toasted cheese
sandwich (he has brought some Spanish cookies for the rest of us) – then they
switch their attentions to me, with varying fortunes. Bailey does best but I feel a bit
sorry for Fritz; every time he takes a biscuit he has to endure the attentions of the
greedy Lucky, who manages to stick her head under his chin as he chews – hoping
for some crumbs. Daisy-Mae is not one of my customers today; this is because she
is sitting by herself in a cold, miserable ball; she has the hump because Janet has
an appointment and the spoiled Shih-Tzu has been left with Georgie. Winnie does
make an appearance; Dan told us yesterday that his dog is so lazy that when he
takes her outside she stops at every car door on the street – assuming that there is
no way her owner is going to make her walk. She is not slow off the mark when it
comes to food, however
Peter collects money and distributes handouts. He is back to referring to our
Japanese friend as Makoko, but she doesn’t hear this. She is passing around a
phone image of herself wearing her new smart Ascot dress and the topic switches
to an appropriate hat for this occasion. Makiko plans to do some shopping at
Debenhams today but Ofra thinks she might just have the right number at home.
I suggest that whatever the style the hat needs to be waterproof – if the weather
predictions are right. I also tell Makiko that when she gets to Ascot she is to spend
some time in the paddocks, chatting with the jockeys… then she is to phone Peter
and tell him that all of his choices are wrong. We discuss the forthcoming football
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fixtures in the European championships. In the same round as the Italy-England
match we have Greece versus Germany. I suggest that if Greece beats Germany
that means that Germany will have to soften the economic bailout terms levied on
the failing Mediterranean country.
Friday, June 22:
It is again a gray and threatening morning as Fritz and I head for the Rec. I am
wearing my rain jacket and many others are carrying umbrellas today. Heading
toward us is Lisa with her Cavaliers, Zara and Dash, and she is soon followed by
Dudley – not Karen’s white fluff-ball but the solidly built Shih-Tzu of the same
name. We reach the open vistas of the central area – which now has its own little
low fence – a gesture that has to be seen as distancing the real villagers from their
own village green, the enclosure movement brought up to date. Fritz continues
forward down the Randolph roadway but at the little circular garden he hives off
and enters the deeply embowered walkways behind the right-hand tennis courts.
Here I lose track of him altogether, marching back and forth anxiously until I
discover that he has found Linda, with Chica and Pepper, out on the margins of the
green. Thereafter he rushes to the top of Mt. Bannister – just as Linda is greeting
Mabel, actor Danny Webb’s black and white pooch. I head up the hill to retrieve a
Fritz poo and when I turn around my dog is gone again!
He doesn’t seem to be following Linda, who is doing a grand circle now, so I check
out his favorite pathways and there is still no sign. They haven’t sighted him at the
café, where our group is already settling down to their coffees, and so I wander
up and down and retrace some of our earlier routes. In the old days I would have
been in an agitated panic by now but these days I know the independent fellow
will show up eventually. This doesn’t lessen my anxiety – which finally comes
to an end after I have been calling the miscreant’s name for some time – when he
suddenly appears at the northeast corner of the green. Naturally he goes onto his
lead immediately and together we march back to the café. I am fifteen minutes
behind the others in my coffee drinking.
This morning our group includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Ellen, Matthew and
Linda. The latter has just been to see Danny Webb in Witness at the Royal Court
and she describes this as a powerful experience. She then notes that Fritz’s recent
misadventures in the underbrush have imparted a nasty smell and I respond that
it is time for a bath anyway. We ask how Makiko got on in her search for proper
headwear. Ofra says that she couldn’t find the hat she wanted Makiko to wear at
Ascot and Matthew says that his wife tried four shops before settling for a fetching
number at Fenwick’s. I ask him how much gambling money she has taken with
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her this morning and he says he doesn’t know – “it took twenty minutes just to
explain how she was to get onto the Westway.” Matthew seems a bit frazzled
with all the problems attendant on starting all over again in a new flat. He was not
on strike yesterday but many doctors were – protesting changes to their pension
arrangements – and I explain that yesterday I wasn’t even allowed to make an
appointment at my surgery for next week. Peter is complaining about the purchase
of footballer Robert Green by his beloved (Queens Park) Rangers. I think he is
talking about (Glasgow) Rangers (which has declared bankruptcy) and I am about
to suggest that they should forget about goalies – they need an accountant. Peter
says the moral of the story is don’t get too involved in your support of any team
called Rangers, but I have to tell him that the Texas Rangers are in first place in
their division of baseball’s American League.
Janet, Georgie and I begin a back passage walkround – a phrase that has a special
resonance today. Daisy-Mae pauses to poo outside the kiddies’ playground but
there is no result on the pavement – she has produced what Janet describes as a
cling-on. Then Sparkie, who has been eating grass, has the same difficulty, though
in his case we have a classic case of flop-bot, as James Harriet used to describe it,
and the little fellow is scraping his backside on the walkway as we make our way
between the pitches. Then Fritz, uncharacteristically, does a poo right in the middle
of this space as well. This leaves only a lagging Winnie out of the synchronized
pooing team – but Georgie says that the little madam has a new trick…every time
her harness is put on prior to a trip outside she seeks out Sparkie and vents her rage
on his innocent self. As we pass the benches at the head of the track Georgie is
also able to confirm my theory about the origin and meaning of the “Exercise Free
Bench.” She has seen another sticker – “This is a place for sitting. Jog On!” Fritz
now buries himself in some bushes and I can’t extract him without letting him off
lead again. The origin of this incursion, I discover, is a small squeezy ball hidden in
the foliage, one that remains in his jaws from this moment on (and later serves as
the obsession of the day at home). Now we have reached our exit and Fritz is only
moments away from his appointment with the bathtub hose; it is time to get rid of
his cling-ons.
Saturday, June 23:
It’s a battle between sun and cloud this morning but a stiff wind helps to depress
temperatures and I wish I had brought my jacket. We make slow progress through
the walkways choked with footie parents and when we reach the green Fritz
darts through one of the openings in the new fence and rushes out to greet a large
contingent of Saturday dogs in the center. I don’t recognize any of them – with
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the exception of the Irish Terrier, Boris, here with Juliette. One of these fellows,
an inquisitive Yorkie, now follows my dog around for quite some time and then
we reach the far walkway and turn to the right. Remembering the disappearing
acts of yesterday (and not feeling that well at the moment myself) I put my freshly
bathed pooch on lead as we reach the grandstand and we soon follow some of the
other dog owners onto the green again. On the way I pass another bench sticker
and, again, I need to modify my analysis of the motivation for these protest notes.
Yesterday we thought the grievance had no financial sting to it – but today’s
message is “Exercise kills your wallet.”
Georgie is here with a new houseguest, Seamus, a four-year old Westie – who
has evidently just been attacked by Hercules, the intemperate Cocker. Georgie is
reluctant to let him off lead but Dan urges her to do so and he is very good about
coming back when called, There is a black Cocker out here named Cosmo and
Seamus and Sparkie gang up on him – Seamus even lifts his leg and pees on the
chap. (For this act alone Janet dubs him “Shameless Seamus.”) We now head
in for our coffee and there is soon a very large turnout: Dan, Janet and Georgie,
already mentioned, but also Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Makiko, Wendy, Shefali, and Renata
– though when Ellen departs her seat is taken by Karen. The latter explains that
Dudley has been ill – perhaps because she had left him alone for six hours – but
the emergency vet said it was more likely he had just contracted a virus. Curiously,
there is another Coton de Tulear on the other side of the fence – Casey. When
Dudley escapes our compound he is retrieved by Ofra and when she carries him
back inside our fence a jealous Bailey grabs hold of her leg and won’t let go. At
least this gives me a few moments relief from his insistent begging. Meanwhile
Daisy-Mae takes several opportunities to antagonize Emilio, who goes crazy in
Makiko’s lap.
Makiko now shows pictures of herself at Ascot yesterday – it was cold and windy
there and the horse named Emilio is still running, according to Peter. We haven’t
done well with our own betting but today is the day we are supposed to try our
luck on the seven scratch cards that have replaced half of our lottery wagers. These
are now distributed and we take turns scraping away; I come closest to a big win
with three of my numbers showing up twice (a third is needed for any payout)
though Renata’s card produces a one-pound win. Dan announces that, as one of
his theatres will soon be hosting the Spice Girls musical, he has been chosen to
introduce the five ladies at a promotional event to be held soon at the St. Pancras
Hotel; he is very excited. He says the musical will be like Mamma Mia! – a story
line that incorporates Spice Girl songs, but I have to observe that (at least for a
person of my generation) there is a difference. I knew a dozen of the Abba songs
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in Mamma Mia! but, with one exception, I can’t remember any of the oeuvre of
Posh, Baby, Ginger, Sporty and Scary. We begin our back passage walkround and
discover a new bench sticker. Now I am certain that the protester objects both to
the financial nexus in the exercise business and to the commandeering of public
benches by all the jocks. This one reads, “Go exercise on your sofas at home.”
Sunday, June 24:
It is quite wet outside, the aftereffects of rain that began just before Fritz and I
ventured out for our late night walk yesterday. In the event a brief mysterious
fusillade so unnerved the dog that I had to fight against his insistent desire to return
to the safety of his home base immediately – I persevered but he would not stop
long enough to do a poo and I am not surprised when he squats twice soon after
our entry into the park today. It is gray and blustery but there is no actual moisture
this morning. I am not feeling that chipper myself – perhaps a consequence of the
sleeplessness induced by the raucous laughter of returning yuppie toffs echoing
through our hallways at 4:00 in the morning. On the central pitch there is obviously
a Thai Footie Tournament in full swing but much of the rest of the Rec is quiet.
Fritz heads down the Randolph roadway – where Casper is up to mischief with
Zorro the Pug – and we walk behind the tennis courts, through the parking lot and
into the doggy compound on the Carlton roadway.
Peter is standing alone in our area at the café; often he does not come on days
when he has no dog in tow or the weather is inclement – but today he needs to
make final arrangements for the expedition to Ronnie and Susie’s that he, Ellen
and Janet will undertake later today and also because he has an announcement: we
have won twenty pounds on the lottery last night! This news is shared with Dan,
Janet, Ellen, Ofra and Georgie – quite a small turnout. Georgie has again brought
Seamus, Dan has brought a supply of diet pellets for Winnie, and Ellen has some
venison liver in her purse. Bailey can’t get it into his head that he needs to be on
the ground if he wants a treat – and that I don’t really appreciate his raking away
at my sleeve from an adjacent chair. When he gives up on me he hops into a chair
next to Georgie’s plate and helps himself to some scrambled eggs on toast. “Don’t
give him any more,” is Ofra’s admonition.
Dan tells us that he has been advising his friend Stephanie on how to fill in her
profile on a dating website – and the two have had a fight as a consequence. Janet
says that long before the Internet she listed her particulars in a personal ad and that
the results were less than happy. Georgie says she had better get home and fry up
some bacon for her hubby – since he won’t eat anything unless she cooks it – and
it is suggested that if she stops feeding him he might just go away. (Yesterday
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Georgie remarked that she has a tattoo with a Chinese symbol signifying
“husband,” but she tells people it means “wanker.”) Fritz, who has been trying to
lay wet hands on Dan’s trousers, now succeeds in making his escape when Ellen
departs with Jack and Lucky. I haven’t the energy to chase him but soon thereafter
an early start is made for home and I am able to sweep him up as we begin our
walkround.
Monday, June 25:
We begin a new week under sunny skies; mild temperatures make wearing just
a sweatshirt a possibility again – and I take advantage of this opportunity. Fritz
makes a steady progress against the army of dog owners who are heading toward
us on the walkway; this morning these include celebrity model Jasmine Guinness,
walking with her black Fly. Fritz takes the shortcut through the café forecourt and
we are soon strolling down the Randolph roadway. Here Bekki is heading our way
with the Boxer Chica, Renata is here with Maxi, and an American woman also has
a lively toy poodle named Lexie. There is the beginning of a dog people gathering
outside the café gates when we return but I note that they have just opened the
doors and we can now get started on our coffee orders.
In addition to Renata we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Makiko and Hanna this
morning. Sports dominate the early conversation, though we no longer have to
worry about England’s progress in the European championship since they have
fallen to Italy – after another penalty shoot-out disaster last night. Hanna and I also
talk about yesterday’s Formula 1 results – and she is cheered that her countryman,
Kimi Raikkonen, has at last finished on the podium. She tells me that yesterday she
went to Rotherhithe to visit the Finnish church and that this institution even has a
sauna – which can be rented out to families for £18.00. (She doesn’t see the humor
in my suggestion that we ought to make this into an expedition for the dog people.)
Janet and Peter offer commentary on yesterday’s visit to Ronnie and Susie’s new
house in the country. Peter says that Ronnie’s condition has deteriorated somewhat
since we last saw him; he says he still drives, Susie says he doesn’t and, in truth, he
hasn’t been behind the wheel since Christmas. Our country cousins do have a new
puppy, a six month-old black Labrador named Margo. Peter says that in chasing
Daisy-Mae around the sitting room the puppy managed to knock over the glass of
beer in his hand – and that he had “wet balls” for the rest of the session. I want to
know why no one offered him a blow dryer.
We get up to begin our back passage walkround – with Winnie hanging back as
usual and Daisy-Mae enjoying a wonderful session rolling on the carpet of the
central pitch. I note that head groundsman Boyd is cultivating a superb patch of
28

The Dogshank Redemption

nettles along our walkway – though perhaps this is not the best ornament for a
flowerbed. As we near the track-top benches I can see that, while we have been at
coffee, our secret sticker imp has been at work. One sticker now reads, “Laughing
ten minutes a day burns 300 calories,” while a second reads, “I’m pushing 70;
that’s enough exercise for me.”
Tuesday, June 26:
I can tell that we will have another mild and sunny day as I stare out my front
window – with a sideways glance at my outdoor thermometer. There is no
impediment to our rapid progress toward the green – though these days I don’t
seem to be capable of “rapid” – indeed I have advanced my visit to the GP from
Friday at 3:10 to this afternoon at 5:10. We pass the playground – where young
mums are discussing how long it takes them to recover from hangovers these days.
Fritz now rushes out to the center of the green – where some of his pals are already
foregathered. Then we begin a slow circuit of the eastern end of this space as I try
to keep a close eye on my pet – just in case he gets wanderlust again. As we near
the Grantully exit I pause to put Fritz on lead and then we head directly across the
grass in the direction of the café. This would have been a much speedier journey
were it not for Alfie the Poodle, who, in spite of the entreaties of his mistress,
continues to follow us all the way to our gate.
Our group this morning includes only Janet, Georgie, Davide, Ofra, Peter and
Ellen. They haven’t lofted our green umbrella today but there is a little shade for
me to hide in at the head of the table. Ofra has made another version of biscotti
and these are passed around for our delectation. (The recipe has been purged of
all those ingredients that could in any way be branded unhealthy – and the result
is a rather tasteless concoction.) Ellen is the chief focus of the treat-seekers and it
is interesting to note that all of my efforts in requiring a seated posture before the
administration of such goodies are forgotten when the dogs have a new distributor.
When they are not cadging treats our pets are charging the fence to protest the
proximity of some innocent toddler. Emilio is protesting the mere presence of
Daisy-Mae; since Shih-Tzus and Pugs are both from the same part of the world I
suspect that these dogs can actually bark at one another in Chinese.
Many of us have seen the program about Manchester’s Jewish Community,
Strictly Kosher, on ITV last night – though not Ofra. This is a shame because there
were many scenes set in parts of Jerusalem that she must be very familiar with.
Davide is in a somewhat sour mood since, after he had checked in for his flight to
Washington yesterday, his identity badge went missing, he wasn’t allowed to board
the plane, and today he probably has to pay for a new ID. Meanwhile Georgie is
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complaining that they made her work every day last week and the same may be
true of this week as well – and she’s tired. Behind us there is an interesting scene
taking place near the bandstand. Bleachers are being erected and there is much
speculation as to their purpose here. Then we remember that school groups use
to line up in the trackside bleachers (now off-limits) and, sure enough, soon we
can see line after line of uniformed kids (these from St. Joseph’s) filing into this
impromptu structure for the obligatory school photo. After I have left the park I
pass these kids on the street as I follow Davide (with Winnie) and Georgie (with
Sparkie and Seamus) as I carry my laundry down the pavement on the way to the
123 Cleaners.
Wednesday, June 27:
I hit the streets for the second time – having already reported to my doctor’s
surgery for a blood test at 8:00 this morning (she doesn’t suspect anything serious
in my recent indisposition). It is a gray and humid day and the temperatures are
quite mild as I unhook my dog near our entrance gate. In front of us dog walker
Tracy is just passing with her own Sweep and the black Chows, Chinny and Bliss
– though I note that only the younger of these two animals has had her summer
haircut. Next we meet Hanna with Yoyo – and they turn around to accompany us
on our way to the green. We spend a little time here but soon the other dog owners
are heading for the café and I manage to snag Fritz before he wanders off. They are
already opening the doors.
This morning, in addition to Hanna, we have Matthew and Makiko, Ofra, Janet,
Georgie, Davide, Renata, Peter and Ellen. The coffees are on Ellen – in honor of
Jack’s eighth birthday, which she neglected to celebrate on Sunday. The randy Jack
Russell has already had several abortive attempts to mount his big sister Lucky,
but he manages to stay pretty much in the background, as usual. Seamus has taken
to barking at me noisily – until I have acknowledged him is some way. I ignore
Bailey’s importunities for as long as I can – every time he accidentally sits at my
feet I offer him a biscuit. The only excitement comes when Tracy tries to insert the
Chows into our compound – they resist this and Fritz makes a brief escape. Hanna
insists that the Chows are never brought into this space by their owner and that, in
fact, they don’t like it here, but Tracy says that none of that is true.
Hanna has the hump over the new front doors that are being installed as part of the
fire safety remedies in her block. In fact they are wildly out of synch with a late
Victorian mansion block and I have seen them myself as I walked to the surgery
this morning: huge white things with gold trimming and fixtures – sort of like
Miami Beach comes to Maida Vale. In other artistic matters Renata is nagging
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Matthew about his painting of Emilio (I hadn’t realized we had another dog painter
in our midst). Renata is so charmed with this effort that she now wants him to
do one of Maxi, and poor Matthew has to explain that he doesn’t have an extra
three days (which is how long it took him to memorialize his own dog) for such
an undertaking. Davide (whose ID has not turned up) says he spotted Dan at the
televised ceremonies at the St. Pancras Hotel – where the Spice Girls appeared to
puff their new musical yesterday. Georgie says she could never stand this quintet
and that Posh “has a face as wet as a slapped ass.” I note the irony of all the hype
about reviving “girl power” for a new generation – since this lots’ definition of
such a concept is, “Let’s see how long it takes us to snag a football player.” We get
up to begin our back passage walkround (during which we are joined by Suzanne
and Sunny). Today it is Bailey who is reluctant to join the parade; he has spotted
half an abandoned sandwich on our tabletop and he cannot believe that he must
forego this tempting treat and go home instead.
Friday, June 29:
It would seem that I have missed a day in the park – but this statement would apply
only to my usual breakfast hour session with the dog people. I was here yesterday
but this was an hour or so before our usual time – I needed this early start because
a few minutes before 8:00 Linda drove by to take my Fritz to his appointment with
Karen the groomer at St. John’s Pets. He was returned in a state of great beauty a
few hours later, and he seemed to forgive me pretty quickly for consigning him to
this fate.
We were not entirely without the company of other canines yesterday because
during our afternoon session in the doggy compound on Morshead Road we
encountered Mark and his wheelchair-pulling pet, Rizzy. The latter, whose head is
Staffie-like, is actually three quarters Labrador – a dog who is very friendly as well
as very strong. Rizzy’s great joy is pursuing his tennis ball and I have obliged by
kicking this object to him on a number of occasions. Yesterday I borrowed Mark’s
ball sling – but Rizzy was a little less energetic; it was a hot and humid afternoon.
Our nighttime walks often also involve canine encounters and so it was last night.
First there was Bonaparte, the French Bulldog, now mostly grown, and then we
met a large Westie named Harry as well.
Today I am surprised to discover Jasmine Guinness, with baby in stroller and Fly,
on the pavement in front of my dwelling. Fritz and I head for our entrance gate
and Janet is coming in behind us with Daisy-Mae. She says that she is on her way
to Kenilworth – where a niece is one of the Olympic torchbearers this weekend.
Renata is encountered near the café and she wants to know where I was yesterday.
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She is a bit miz over the surprise exit of Germany in the European football
championships last night – it was the second surprise exit since Rafael Nadal was
also beaten by a 100th-ranked Czech. Fritz and I make a complete circuit of Mt.
Bannister and then I start a second one – since I have printed for Ellen some of the
Internet chatter about the famous caravan owned by Lucky and Jack’s human older
brother, Kevin – who can’t access this material directly and is having a paranoid
meltdown over what has actually been said. Once again I can’t participate in
the table talk this morning since now Linda is coming to pick me up for another
appointment – though this time it is mine. (Linda appeared on the front page of
Thursday’s Wood & Vale in connection with her campaign to save the Jubilee
Sports Centre.) Fritz has received many compliments on his appearance but now he
will have to endure a brief abandonment. A Jumbone tossed down the hall will help
him overcome his discomfiture.
Saturday, June 30:
I can’t believe we have already come to the end of the month – but so it is. It is
mild enough for a short-sleeved shirt today but the sky is cloudy and the sun makes
only an occasional appearance. As soon as have made our entrance I notice that the
secret sticker has been at work again – for opposite the climbing apparatus near
our entrance we read the following: “How much do you pay in council taxes? How
much does the personal trainer play? £0.0!” In fact there are no personal trainers
about at this end of the Rec today – but the joggers are out in their legions and it
is impossible to take a step without being overtaken by the sounds of pounding
shoes and heavy breathing. Fritz, perhaps sensing that there will be a traffic jam
on a footie Saturday, clearly wants to reverse direction before encountering this
obstruction and so we walk over to the Morshead roadway. Here we encounter
Renata, who is studying a piece of grass inside the rose garden in a vain attempt
to locate Maxi’s last poo. Maxi and Fritz now trot along as far as the Randolph
roadway, where I hook my dog. Even the girl who often brings the Pomeranians
Buddy and Sparkie to the park is jogging this morning – her pets following her
resolutely.
In the café two dogs make several forbidden incursions. One of these if Maxi,
of course – Renata soon expels him with “Raus!” The other is a honey-colored
Cocker Spaniel – who is similarly expelled. Our breakfast group is somewhat
reduced in numbers because Janet is in Kenilworth and Dan and Davide in
Sardinia. Present today are Renata, of course, but also Georgie, Peter, Ellen,
Hanna, Wendy and Ofra. Georgie has the care and feeding of Winnie – who
snatches at treats aimed at the mouths or all her pals. I am surprised to see that
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T-bone queues up at Ellen’s feet when it is time to hand out pieces of tripe stick.
(T-bone rolled in fox poo upon his entrance into the park yesterday.) Tara gets to
lick the container once bearing pieces of leftover birthday cake – which Ofra has
baked in honor of her son Guy’s eighteenth birthday yesterday. Fritz spends a lot of
time at Ofra’s feet for some reason and then he is the subject of his Auntie Hanna’s
enthusiasm; she clearly approves of his shorter beard – since the longer version
often became a food trap. Georgie’s Sparkie has a sore foot and Hanna applies her
healing fingers to it next.
Wendy says that she saw her own wheelchair-bound 96 year-old uncle on TV this
week – as part of the celebrations that have accompanied the erection of a Bomber
Command monument in Green Park. Ofra says that they celebrated Guy’s birthday
at the entrecôte restaurant in Marylebone Lane last night – where she had to fight
with the waitress who kept snatching plates away in this crowded assembly line
outfit. She says that Rafael Nadal’s exit from Wimbledon gave her a stomachache
and she is not mollified when I remind her, “It’s only a game!” Only Peter seems
to be cheering for Andy Murray – with a number of those present still unhappy
at the sulky manner and posturing of the Scot. Peter now distributes six scratch
cards so that we can have our Saturday morning scrape. In the event we win seven
pounds for our six pound investment – but this is seen as a victory. We begin our
back passage walkround – Georgie complaining that oncoming joggers expect her
to get out of the way as they come pounding forward. As we near our exit I can
see that in the intervening hour the secret sticker has added a second contribution
to the light pole; this one attempts to estimate the annual income of a personal
trainer – and infers that he/she is just not passing any of this on to the taxman. I
tend to think that such individuals are unlikely to earn £76,000 a year – which is
the estimate on offer.
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By Anthony Linick
Chapter 2—July, 2012

Paddington Rec’s famous green, lush in its summer shades.
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Sunday, July 1:
And so we begin another month in Paddington Rec. It’s rather breezy outside this
morning – though there is a lot of sunshine about. Fritz makes a lively enough
progress as we reach the café and then he rounds the corner to begin a stroll
along the Randolph roadway. Here we encounter Georgie – who is on her way
to refill the dog’s drinking bowl with water from the ladies loo. Heading toward
us is another new entry in the jogging sweepstakes – this time it is Carl with the
floppy-eared Gus. I have never seen this chap jogging before but what really
makes this an unusual sighting is that Gus is on lead! (How it used to worry us
that this Schnauzer was on his own recognizance as he trotted down the pavements
of Maida Vale.) Fritz turns left at the tennis courts. Here we pass a lime greenvested Vista security guard, who is receiving instructions over his walkie-talkie:
“It’s your job to see that each of them has a ticket and they are in the right court!”
As the recipient of this advice can barely speak English this will be an interesting
encounter – but by this time Fritz and I have already reached the dog exercise area
on the Carlton roadway. Fritz seems to want to head for home, turning right as we
reach the back passage walkway, but I am intent on my coffee.
I am the first through the doors as the café opens at 9:30. By the time I have
returned Fritz has already made a successful escape – and Ellen is dragging him
back to our area by his collar. We are a surprisingly reduced rump this morning
– with Makiko, visiting Manchester (so she can see the garden that Matthew’s
dad has opened for visitors) missing today – along with Dan, Davide and Janet.
(Someone says that Ofra is helping her Guy’s last-minute preparations – prior to
his three-week post-graduation travels on the Continent with some of his pals.)
This further defection means that there are only four of us present: me, Peter, Ellen
and Georgie. The dogs get their fair share of croissants and sandwiches, though
Fritz won’t take any sustenance. Indeed he seems to have the hump this morning
and it is suggested that he is still making peace with his new, shorter haircut: “Does
my bum look good in this fur?”
Peter has some special news for me and Ellen – who are part of his horseracing
syndicate. Thanks to the efforts of Maarek, Polygon (at 33-1) and Libranno at
Newcastle and Newmarket yesterday we have each won (for our £2 stake) a total
of £61.39 each! This is almost three times as large as any previous payout and
Peter proudly shows a check from William Hill in the amount of £1100 – which
he will have to cash and subdivide among the winners in our group. He says he
doesn’t want to carry this much cash with him but Ellen and I say he can pay us
in dribs and drabs. Energized by this news we begin our back passage walkround.
Fritz is pulling me forward and it takes me a while to understand why: he has
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spotted Suzanne with Sunny and Linda with Pepper up ahead of us. I tell these
people about my win on the horses and they want to know when I am taking them
to McDonalds. Suzanne is complaining that her Sunny seems to have lost a lot of
her energy lately – it is true that our dogs are getting older.
Monday, July 2:
We are about ten minutes late in our starting time today – the consequences of
an early morning telephone conference with my GP, who says my recent blood
test reveals no abnormalities beyond a slightly elevated white blood cell reading,
perhaps the aftereffects of an infection. Unfortunately there is a very gentle
shower coming down this morning and so both Fritz and I start the day in our rain
jackets. We pass the benches at the top of the running track – “This is a bench for
sitting; go exercise in the gym.” No one has taken up a position in either of the
footie pitches and the only sign of its usual life is an abandoned ball in the corner
– bearing the livery of Paris-St. Germain. On the Carlton roadway we encounter
Linda with Pepper and Michaela with Skye the Cairn. (I walked around the park
with Linda and Suzanne yesterday afternoon as these two ladies sought signatures
on their “Save the Jubilee Centre” petition – the only person who wouldn’t sign
was a property developer and that tells you a lot, doesn’t it?)
Pursued by Cosmo the Cocker Fritz now heads down the Randolph roadway – and
so on to his circuit of Mt. Bannister. By the time we have reached the parking lot
it has started to rain a bit harder and so I decide that we need to make a speedier
return to the café. Here there is a very poor turnout indeed – just Georgie, Ofra,
Peter and Ellen, though Vlad, in an attempt to escape the moisture, pulls his little
table up to the end of ours. Not so lucky are the participants in a school sports
day out on the green. The moms are hunkered down under their umbrellas but the
little tykes are being put through their paces in the rain – urged on by the sound of
megaphoned instructions that are almost as annoying as Bailey, scraping away at
my arm – since he has forgotten again the need to assume a seated position if he
wants a treat.
Peter gives several of us little green envelopes containing our £61.39 winnings in
cash. Then he takes a phone call from someone named Mary-Anne and he takes it
in good humor when I suggest that this is just a codename for Renata. Ofra says
that yesterday she not only helped her son pack for his European junket but also
helped move her daughter to new digs in Bristol, where Lee has now passed her
end of year neuroscience exam. Last night’s football final is discussed – a onesided affair in which Spain triumphed over Italy 4-0. Now there is speculation that
today’s Wimbledon schedule may be affected by the rain – though it is obvious that
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Peter is not looking forward to the grunting vocalizations of Maria Sharapova on
Court One. Ofra is wearing a very sporty jacket in honor of all this jockular activity
and I make a close study of it. It purports to represent the Detroit “Athl” team and
also bears a year, 1958, and the phrase “National State Campus.” (This is a close
as Primark can get to American sports lingo.) It is time, however, to button up our
jackets because the rain is lessening in intensity and we can now head for home.
Georgie asks me if I have anything special on the agenda today and I say I may
head over to the 123 Cleaners for my sheets. By the time I get home the rain has
picked up again and I have to postpone this errand yet again.
Tuesday, July 3:
The weepy weather persists – though I did manage to get over to the cleaners
yesterday afternoon. We had a light rain as an accompaniment to our late night
walk and today the streets are still damp. I don’t trust it. There is no moisture
at present but I decide to wear my rain jacket and to put Fritz’s version of this
garment in my pocket. In the event we escape further rain this morning – on a
warm and somewhat muggy day. The handsome Vizsla duo of Suki and Bronny
are just passing our entrance as we begin our day in the park. Then we encounter
Sabina, sitting on a bench at the head of the track, with her pets: the shaggy
Schnauzer Oscar and the bustling Westie Scamp. It has been a while since we
have seen these dogs – mostly because Scamp has had a leg injury that limited his
exercise. Sabina says this has made him fat – and that Fritz looks like he has lost
weight. I respond that this seems so only because of his recent haircut – which
always makes him seem much smaller.
Janet now comes up behind us with Daisy-Mae. She offers Scamp a cuddle but
Fritz jealously inserts himself into this greeting and Daisy-Mae jumps up on the
bench to sit next to Sabina. As we continue our walk Janet gives me the details of
her recent visit to Kenilworth, where her niece carried the Olympic torch in the
famous street procession – which has been going on all over the country for weeks.
Janet says that she was very impressed by the organizational efforts of the Olympic
committee; they had asked each runner for a photo and when Gail sent in one of
her late grandmother this appeared on a banner supplied by the organizers. Fritz
and I now continue down the Randolph roadway as far as the gate and by the time
we have returned they are just opening the doors of the café.
This morning we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Ellen, Peter and Makiko – but the
latter’s Emilio is only one part of a quartet of blonde Pugs who dominate the
scene this morning. Winnie is number two but outside our bars we also have
Debbie’s Zorro and Margaret’s Mutley. The latter takes off after the heels of a
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jogger – just as Winnie often does. I have made some small progress in getting the
greedy madam to sit, like the other dogs, but it is a struggle. No one is greedier
than Bailey, of course, and when he discovers an uneaten piece of buttered toast
he climbs onto the table and helps himself. Then all of our dogs, led by the tiny
presence of the white Poodle Bobby (in Peter’s charge), rush the fence to have
hysteria over the sudden appearance of two burley Bulldogs. I wonder if they
would be so brave without the intervening fence –but Janet says they probably
would.
Ofra, Janet and Makiko each receive envelopes containing their turf winnings –
though Ofra has asked for hers in two pound coins so she won’t be able to spend
it all at once. Georgie, who is a bit groggy after a dream-disturbed night, says that
her sister Jean is promising a visit later this summer but Janet may be away – with
a trip to New York, Canada and Cape Cod – and Makiko announces that she is
planning a trip to Ibiza. Ofra announces that Sicorso’s wife is pregnant again and it
takes quite a while to figure out that she is referring to Mrs. Sarkozy. We are about
to begin our back passage walkround when Peter notices my dog under the table –
“Fritz, you’ve gotten smaller!”
Wednesday, July 4:
There is the thinnest of drizzles accenting our entry to the park this morning –
but Fritz is not wearing his rain jacket (though this garment is in a pocket of my
own); instead he is sporting his special Fourth of July bandana and from Janet, just
coming up behind us with Daisy-Mae, he receives the first of many compliments
on his stylish (and patriotic) attire. As often happens with Janet as our walking
companion we turn left at the Carlton roadway and climb to the top of Mt.
Bannister. Here we are comparing notes on the subject of cold calls, a nuisance that
bedevils both of us – and from which no agency of government seems interested
in protecting us (I get an average of three a day). Very gingerly we make our way
down the hill on the wet pavement and here we encounter Karen, walking with
a Dudley growing muddier at the edges. Fritz would really like to continue on
around the green but I manage to get his lead on and to deliver him to the care of
Peter, who is standing under our umbrella at the café.
Our group includes those already mentioned but also Georgie, Ofra, Ellen, Makiko,
Hanna, Wendy and a sheltering Vlad. I have an ally in my efforts to deflect the
forgetful Bailey this morning – and this is Dudley, who pursues the Cavalier with
amorous intent; every time Bailey puts his naughty paws on my knees he gets his
willy licked by the randy Coton. Then there are words and a few minutes later this
process starts all over again. (Dudley would also like to pounce on poor T-bone.)
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Quite safe is Debbie’s Pucci, here in a dog bag in the care of Georgie. (This little
Yorkie spends the session trembling at the enormity of his abandonment.) Tara,
meanwhile, is so tall that she can easily see a half-eaten sandwich on the tabletop
and this keeps her rooted to the spot. Bailey also manages to use a chair to reach
some plates that need a good licking. My last customer today is Pepper, who
arrives with Linda just before we are ready to depart.
Karen announces that she will also be going to Ibiza – though she certainly makes
Makiko’s holiday there seem the height of decadence by announcing that hers
will take place at a yoga retreat. Wendy wants to know if she can still watch the
program on Bomber Command on ITV’s version of the iPlayer. I watched it last
night – hard to believe that you could get anyone to offer such self-sacrifice on
behalf of anything noble in today’s world. Peter says that at the post office they
used to call him “Bomber” in honor of Bomber Harris. I remember to give him my
stakes for this weekend’s racing – after our big win last time there is no way I will
be left out next time. (Dan, having heard of our big win in a phone conversation
with Georgie, says he will not tell Davide about this until the end of their Sardinian
holiday – since his partner did fail to keep his turf accounts in credit.) We begin a
back passage walkround – at the end of which I receive a nice hug from Linda –
for tomorrow at this time I shall be in Paris.
Monday, July 9:
I return to the park with my dog – though he has been here every day with his
Auntie Georgie – and Fritz even has an entourage this morning since we bring with
us Naomi and Adrian, my sister- and brother-in-law from Philadelphia. Skies are
threatening but this is nothing new – we had innumerable showers to dodge on our
recent adventures in Paris and Chartres. We have debated whether to bring the Bon
Marché chocolates or the macaroons with us this morning and the upshot is that we
forget to bring any of these goodies. (Perhaps this is just as well, as my tummy is
still in revolt after all that French food.) Heading toward us is Pippa the Papillion,
and – I want to say Dudley, since Karen is definitely heading toward us, but the
Coton has juts met a lively tiny Jack Russell. “There’s no way he’s going to follow
us now, ”Karen says to her mom, “he’s heading in the opposite direction. “I should
hope so,” Pat replies waspishly. I am prepared to drop Naomi and Adrian off at the
café and continue along on one of our normal peregrinations but, for some strange
reason, Fritz wants to go into the doggy compound here (perhaps because he
expects a cuddle from Karen) and so in he goes.
Karen does not stay long – though she does admit that she had too many Pimm’s
yesterday afternoon and fell asleep in front of the TV, leaving her guests to suffer
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through Andy Murray’s Wimbledon final defeat alone. Pat soon departs with
Dudley and we now have Matthew and Makiko instead; we also have Georgie,
Janet, Ofra, Davide, Wendy, Suzanne, Peter and Ellen – a very large turnout for a
gray Monday morning. Travel is naturally the dominant topic of conversation, with
Janet off next week for the States and Canada, Davide on assignment in Bangkok,
and our own contingent heading for Guernsey on Friday. Matthew and Makiko
now mention for the first time that (when Matthew was still a medical student) they
spent six weeks in Madagascar. Meanwhile Ofra is having trouble keeping in direct
touch with her daughter, who hasn’t checked in recently, though her progress can
be followed on Facebook.
We may have forgotten the human treats but the dog treats are very much in
evidence. I have my biscuit bag at the ready and Naomi has brought a number
of special treats from Philadelphia – today the dogs dine on LambLicious. It is
interesting to note that Bailey seems to have forgotten all of his lessons in sitting
before treat-time and Sparkie and Winnie are no better. Georgie has also brought
with her the Yorkie-in-a-Bag – otherwise known as Pucci. I am pleased to see that
this tiny fellow is made to walk on his own four feet as we begin our back passage
walkround – though he is so tiny he has to take twice as many steps as some of
the bigger dogs. As we near our exit I can see that the secret sticker has been busy
of late: he is still going on about the crimes of park management and the free ride
enjoyed by the personal trainers but now he has claimed that the latter are being
filmed and that the footage will be made available to the taxman. I’ve missed my
daily dose of paranoia and grief.
Tuesday, July 10:
Still suffering from tummy troubles I make my way into a park that is just
recovering from a little early morning moisture. Tackis the black Cocker takes
an unwanted interest in my dog – but he takes off when a summoning whistle
is blasted from the cypress trees. I leave Naomi and Adrian off at the café and
Fritz and I continue all the way around Mt. Bannister. On TV I have just watched
Sir Roger Bannister, who trained for the first sub-four minute mile on the old
Paddington track, carrying an Olympic torch in Oxford; my use of “Mt. Bannister”
for the Rec’s only hill is, at best, ironic.) Fritz now spends a lot of time in the
doggy area on the Carlton roadway side of the park and then we make our way
back to the café where, again, a large group is forgathering.
Today we have remembered to bring the macaroons from Bon Marché and these
are well-appreciated. “They’re my favorite,” Ofra complains, “how could you
bring them now?” From this one gathers that our thinnest participant is again
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worrying about putting on weight. Her solution to this dilemma is to pick the
heart out of two of the brightly-colored treats, discarding the rest. I think everyone
else in our group gets one: Makiko, Janet, Renata, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Naomi,
Adrian, Karen, and Pat – with a late-arriving Wendy getting the last. Given the
choice of dozens of cultural venues tourist Pat has asked to be taken to the North
London Ikea – which is three times as large as any in Australia and evidently well
worth a visit. Karen discusses marketing strategy with Adrian, Renata announces
that she has a medical appointment with a professor at UCL, and Pat (still in
sightseer mood) says that the best food value in London is the top floor restaurant
at John Lewis).
Ellie now enters our compound with her Cockapoo, Teddy, and, denouncing
macaroons, takes a place at the little table in the corner. She has to lug two extra
chairs into our space – since Teddy likes his own and, at any rate, this means that
he is out of the range of the marauding Dudley. The latter is also trying to wind
Maxi up by pretending to steal his blue ball. This gesture requires Maxi to chase
the naughty Coton around the table several times. Another dog who commands
a seat of his own is Pucci, nestled into his doggy bag. This is a problem, since
seats are at a premium, and after a while the bag ends up in Georgie’s lap. Emilio
keeps up a non-stop commentary of the dangers of Daisy-Mae; perhaps he is only
undertaking a sartorial critique since the rumpled madam is on her way to the
beauty parlor.
Wednesday, July 11:
The sun is shining brightly, a most unusual sight, as we head down the stairs for
another morning in the park. The movers are completing the last of their tasks with
one of the adjacent flats and I now have to break the news to Fritz: you won’t have
the red cat, Ginger, to kick around any more – as he and his family have left the
building. I pass my dog’s lead over to Naomi, since I want to put something in the
post box, and then we all continue along the back walkway in the bright light of
summer. (I can see, over on our right, some new wire fencing that will be installed
as part of the track refurbishment: a much needed improvement.) Fritz gets well
ahead of us here – does he do a poo? I never see him squat. As soon as we reach
the green I can see that we are in for another school sports day: this time it is QK
setting up tents and chairs preparatory to an all-day invasion. Up behind us comes
Pepper and, since I am afraid he will follow us, we turn around and head back to
the café; here Linda is chatting, Chica on lead.
She leaves almost immediately, with Fritz stealthily sneaking out of our compound
in pursuit. He is made to resume his position at our feet – sharing space with the
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usual collection of spoiled canines. Bailey, not for the first time, is the worst of the
scroungers, scraping away at my leg, trying to scramble onto the tabletop in pursuit
of some leftover scrambled eggs on toast – and that is not the worst of it. Naomi
has brought with her today the orange-inflected chocolate fingers from Bon Marché
and while others are distracted, Ofra’s dog climbs up on a nearby chair and helps
himself to this delicacy – which has to be yanked from his greedy mouth: chocolate
and banditry both being taboo for dogs, it must be agreed. Meanwhile a freshly
coiffured Daisy-Mae lunges for a passing Emilio, thereby exciting his chronic
discomfiture in her presence – and Makiko has to calm him down on her lap, where
he continues to bark hoarsely for the next five minutes. Tracy now comes in with
her Sweep and a pair of hands that are already swelling as the consequence of cat
bites. It seems that she spotted a stray, thought it needed rescuing, and – in picking
it up – suffered a serious attack. (When she called the number on the cat’s tag she
discovered that this one wasn’t on the missing list at all.)
Our morning conversation has to be conducted over the racket coming from the
green, where QK is marshaling its forces – even using a starting pistol to send
out-of-shape athletes on sodden circles just as the heavens open up again (by the
time they are into a second lap the lady athletes have all slowed to a walk, save for
a stalwart four at the front.) Over the next few minutes members of the breakfast
circle wait for a break in the weather – in which to make a homeward dash. As
usually happens on such days, when our turn comes we head directly down the
Morshead roadway – which is shorter and offers better cover. We only take on a
little of the next downpour, soon arriving back at our steps – where we no longer
have to be on the lookout for any cats.
Thursday, July 12:
The sun continues its provenance in our Maida Vale skies as Fritz and his posse
hit the streets. Fritz (who has again refused to participate in last night’s late walk)
finally squats when we reach the cypress tress and thereafter we lose sight of him
as he races on in the direction of the café. Here he encounters another Schnauzer,
a lively be-tailed version named Ruby. Thereafter we begin a slow circuit of Mt.
Bannister – whose lower slopes (which used to serve as a replacement venue for
dog owners displaced by activity on the “village green”) is now itself in use by
some school group. Ofra is just parking her Smart car in the parking lot as Fritz
and I enter the adjacent doggy compound; we don’t remain here long and soon we
are among the other dog people at the café.
Our circle includes another bumper turnout this morning: Ellen, Peter, Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Renata, Wendy, Pat and Karen – with Naomi and Adrian
42

The Dogshank Redemption

acting as hosts today, buying everyone’s coffee in honor of their non-existent dog,
“Phantom.” Pat and Karen have brought with them Alexander, the little boy of
a friend, and he races around the table with the dogs – who are finishing off the
Lamb-Licious treats. It isn’t easy to hear much of the morning’s conversation with
all of the doggy noise (led by Emilio and Pepper) and the sounds coming from
the green, where another sports day is underway (at least they ring a bell at the
start of a race). It is in this context that Renata leans forward and sighs in relief.
“Sometimes it’s not so bad to wear a hearing aid. I just turned mine off.”
We begin our back passage walkround. Hanna, who has been sitting by herself
with Yoyo at the little corner table, says that Fritz has doubled the size of a scab
on the back of his neck – just the worrying news I need on the eve of another trip.
As we clear the cypress trees we see the familiar shape of the crow-feeding chap
disappearing in the foliage; there is a growing suspicion that he is the secret sticker
but when Hanna asks about this Janet makes the mistake of saying, “We thought it
was you.” This doesn’t produce the laughing reaction we received when Ellen was
mockingly accused of the same crime; instead Hanna marches off in high dudgeon.
As if there wasn’t enough upset we now notice that the new top of the track
fencing may be extended right up to our walkway – eliminating our dog’s access
to the ribbon of green grass that has always been part of their territory. (Hanna has
reported that a fountain is going to be installed on another green site as well.) By
the time we get home I am thoroughly depressed. I guess I haven’t started in the
best of moods: today is the fifth anniversary of the passing of my wife, Dorothy.
Friday, July 20:
I now return to the park – after almost a week on the island of Guernsey, where I
walked the coastal path, almost forty miles over four days, with Naomi and Adrian.
The walk was quite successful but on the morning of our departure I began to
experience my chronic lower back pain and thus, just minutes after my relatives’
departure for Heathrow, I am back to using my cane as Fritz and I return to our
park routines. Almost immediately we draw the fascinated attentions of a lovey
Cavalier puppy named Pippa; then it is the turn of Millie, here with Natasha (who
also has Jonesie in tow). Whatever Georgie has been feeding my dog has resulted
in beautiful poo – though it is a struggle bending over to pick it up. I also have
to go in after my dog when we reach the environmental area – since he wants to
graze. Now I head straight for the café, where Fritz has to rebuff the attentions of a
Beagle named Hugo.
Our morning group includes Janet and her visiting friend, also Janet, Georgie, Dan,
Peter, Makiko, Ellen, Karen and Pat. Peter has a new BlackBerry and he gets some
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technical assistance from Dan and Makiko – who want to know why he has Jude
Law’s telephone number on his call list – but dedicated readers of these accounts
know the answer to this puzzle, don’t they? Peter distributes tomorrow’s lottery
numbers and, a day early, some scratch cards for us to scrape while sipping our
coffee. This is a laborious and unrewarding process. (“I can’t believe I’m watching
this!” Karen says.) In the event we have two one pound winners – a card costs a
pound so I’m afraid this isn’t much of a return. Pat announces that she and Renata
are going to a drag show tonight and we demand a full accounting of this event.
Georgie says that she is experimenting with a new nicotine-infused fake cigarette
– in yet another attempt to conquer her addiction. Makiko says that the former
Porridge on Lauderdale Parade, the eatery that has been The Mulberry for a year
now, is again being transformed, this time into a Japanese restaurant. She adds that
the shisha café on the same stretch of shops has closed – which must be a blessing
for nearby residents who had to endure all that smoke and noise. Dan says that it is
still too early to tell whether the London theaters will lose out during the Olympic
festivities – now only a week away – but that many houses are offering special
tickets for £20.12.
Georgie has brought with her T-bone and Pucci – as well as Sparkie. Last night,
when I picked Fritz up, I also received a rapturous greeting from Daisy-Mae,
who is among those canines who have missed my biscuit bag mightily during my
absence. (Emilio warns me every time the Shih-Tzu approaches my knee.) Pucci
spends most of the session in his bag on Janet II’s lap and T-bone, who is several
shades darker than I last remember him, keeps staring at the fence – as though
the absent Wendy might appear from the café door at any minute. A woman with
two little girls asks is she can leave her Miniature Pinscher with us while she gets
some drinks. This is Jackson – and he, too, is suffering from separation anxiety
and at one point he gets caught as he tries to struggle between the bars. We begin
our back passage walkround and I have to answer yet more questions on my trip
to the Channel Islands. (The two Janets met on Jersey while working here thirtyeight years ago.) I let Fritz run free on this last lap; he seems to be in much better
shape than I had feared – Georgie and Linda decided not to take him to the vet in
my absence but to treat his sore neck with frequent washings and the application of
salve and this seems to be working. How empty the house seems when we two are
at last home.
Saturday, July 21:
I am still using my cane as Fritz and I enter the park on a mild and sunny
Saturday. Bending over to retrieve my dog’s poos slows me down considerably,
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and Fritz gets well ahead of me – though I can see him waiting for me outside the
environmental area. As soon as he spots me he shakes his head in a triumphant
flounce and continues his run to the green. Here he works the crowd, getting
extensive attention from two dog-owning chaps (whom I don’t recognize) before I
can hook him for a slow transit back to the café. I ask Ellen to get my coffee for me
this morning and then I sit down heavily in my chair and prepare to fend off biscuit
seekers and interminable questions on the subject of my back.
Today we have Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Dan, Davide, Debby, Renata, Peter and Ellen.
Makiko arrives as well, but Matthew is soon off to the gym – Makiko says this
is because he has to get in shape for the Ibiza holiday, which gets under way this
afternoon. Janet is scheduled to take off on her North American junket on Tuesday
– and this will mean that Emilio and Daisy-Mae will be flatmates for several days.
We can’t understand why the Pug is barking hysterically now – since Daisy-Mae
has her back turned to the scene – but then someone notices that she is guarding a
biscuit and this is always prelude to trouble. She has, of course, gotten the biscuit
from me and at one point, while Winnie is trying to hypnotize me from the chair
on my left, Daisy-Mae is giving me her most appealing come-on eyes from the
chair on my right. To my surprise T-bone joins the queue this morning – though I
have to break his treat in half so he can manage it with his remaining teeth. Ellen
also distributes goodies – including a cheese croissant; unfortunately she lets Fritz
know that she has a squeaky ball in her purse and he whines at her feet in a vain
attempt at securing this prize.
Peter is busy collecting racing money and reminding everyone that lottery stakes
need to be refreshed this week. (Dan confounds expectations by coming up with
his fiver immediately.) Dan has downloaded a scene from French and Saunders –
which he presents to the rest of us as a picture of home life at Renata’s. The clip
in question was a YouTube download and we discuss recent adventures with this
resource. I say that when, recently, I became interested in the popular music of my
youth I decided to look up “Lucky Lager Dance Time KMPC” and discovered, to
my great surprise, that the fourth Google listing was a reference to my own book –
since I had mentioned my affection for this program in The Lives of Ingolf Dahl!
Renata reports great disappointment over last night’s amateurish and vulgar South
Bank drag show –which she and Pat walked out on after only twenty minutes.
At least they paid only £13 for their tickets; earlier, I am told, Karen had reported
disappointment with a Hyde Park Madonna show – for which she paid £70. Again I
let Fritz run freely on our back passage walkround but when I sit down on a bench
just before our exit he comes obediently to my side so that I can hook him more
comfortably for our passage over the street.
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Sunday, July 22:
It is a lovely sunny morning and I seem to be moving a little more easily – though
I am still utilizing my cane. The only early morning park activity is represented
by the perpetual contingent of Thai footie players. Fritz gets far ahead of me and
I have trouble spotting him on the green – finally I see that he has rushed over to
the Morshead roadway side in order to greet Georgie, just arriving with Sparkie,
Emilio and T-bone. Thereafter he rushes out to the cricket crease – which this
morning bears the comatose body of Dan. I would really like to rein my chap in at
this point but, somehow anticipating my purpose or just taking advantage of my
tardy pace, my dog has other ideas. First he rushes to the margins of Mt. Bannister
and begins grazing on some long grasses. Of course he will not answer my
repeated calls for his return.
Instead, he spots a family at the east end of the green and rushes here to check out
their Jack Russells. He has a special reason for this visit – one of these animals
has a squeaky ball! Or had – for it doesn’t take long for Fritz to seize this object.
A little boy chases after him (which is the last thing to do in such a situation)
and the mom asks me to call my dog and get him to give up the ball. (And you,
King Canute, see if you can get those waves to stop.) I promise to return the ball
– perhaps tomorrow – but I have no hope of chasing it down now. Just at this
moment, however, Linda arrives on the green (taking a break from her uphill battle
to save the Jubilee Centre) and she has a go – succeeding at last. Then we just have
to get the naughty rascal back on lead – so that I can get some coffee while the
others, who have been here for ten minutes, finish their sandwiches.
The others include Dan, of course, and also Davide, Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Peter,
Ellen, Renata, Pat and Karen. I have only been seated for a moment when it
happens again! Fritz, who enjoys poking his nose into Ellen’s purse, has winkled
out Lucky’s favorite squeaky ball. Unfortunately Ellen really need this back – since
Lucky barks down the hallway if she doesn’t have it in her mouth when park time
rolls around. Again it is fortunate that Linda is still nearby; she places Fritz in her
lap and
then puts my dog on lead and, much to the annoyance of Pepper, walks around a
bit with the thief – returning at last with the prize in her hand. After these hijinks
things return pretty rapidly to normal – with the usual suspects lining up for treats
from my biscuit bag (none for you, Fritz). Bailey climbs into an empty chair and
helps himself to biscuit crumbs atop a bag that Renata has brought and Daisy-Mae
hops into my lap, and, on queue for a much amused Pat and Karen, barks out B-IS-C-U-I-T before receiving her reward.
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Ofra has baked some sesame-seed encrusted biscuits and these are passed
around. Peter reports that the Queen’s horse has destroyed our hopes for a win in
yesterday’s action. I say that this has not destroyed my faith in the Queen or even
Peter’s handicapping – it has destroyed my faith in the Chinese. Here I pass around
my fortune from a recently opened fortune cookie: “Saturday will be your lucky
day. Enjoy it.” Pat and Karen have been to see Billy Elliott, but their reviews are
lukewarm – not enough dancing, too hard to understand the Northern accents.
Karen says that London is surprisingly quiet and that many people seem to have
gone away. Peter says that the loss of lanes to the Olympic bigwigs is going to
delay taxi journeys everywhere; his son drives a cab and there are still complaints
that the bus drivers and the tube staff have received Olympics bonuses – but not the
cabbies. Dan makes no complaint this morning (still sleep-deprived after a heavy
night) but, as we get up to leave, he does have a request for Davide – who has a list
of household chores today… please, no vacuum cleaner!
Monday, July 23:
I can tell that the temperatures are already climbing into the 70’s on this sunny
morning and so I leave the house wearing just a t-shirt up top: summer at last. We
make fairly rapid progress, for us, in our assault on the green – where the black
Chow pairing of Chinny and Bliss are in residence near the flagpoles. In order to
avoid a repetition of yesterday’s wayward behavior I decide to follow a traditional
agenda this morning – a circuit of Mt. Bannister. This works well enough until we
reach the doggy compound on the Carlton roadway – where a buzzing lawnmower
discourages our entrance. I can now accompany my dog back to the café; here our
lot are slowly taking seats around our table and, for some reason, Bliss is being
carried into the forecourt. There is a long queue at the coffee counter but at last I
am settled in my usual chair.
I have brought with me another treat packet from Philadelphia and its contents,
duck-flavored today, are immediately a popular choice among our canine
participants. Daisy-Mae in particular enjoys these tidbits and, since they are so
small, she stations herself on my lap and barks raucously so that I can keep up a
steady supply. For his part, Bailey snatches the treats aimed for other mouths on a
number of occasions, and Dudley, still a beat behind his more senior companions,
stands behind my chair – wondering why none of the goodies is coming his way.
Emilio, who never joins the queue, is off in a corner and it is noted that, now that
Makiko is not here to listen to his usual protests over the presence of Daisy-Mae,
the little fellow is unusually quiet. However all of this is a premature diagnosis
and, soon, he is quacking out his warnings as usual. Yoyo and Tara, here with
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Hanna and Vlad at the little corner table, are among my customers today as well.
At our table we have Davide (soon off to Madras), Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Karen,
Pat, Peter and Ellen.
Davide has brought in some promotional materials from BA – including a Union
Jack hat and three balloons and these are passed on to the visiting Pat – whom
Janet mistakenly addresses as Mary. Pat says that in Australia her home is near
the wineries and I suggest that, especially with Peter in charge, our enclave could
also bear this name – as long as it is spelled whineries. Each day Karen undertakes
another expedition with her tourist mom and suggestions are elicited for today’s
venture. No to Kew Gardens – can’t take Dudley. No to a walk along the canal
to Camden Town – too boring. Yesterday mother and daughter visited one of
the villages frequently used in the filming of Midsomer Murders. Suzanne now
comes in with her Sunny and we discuss the American invasion we expect later
this week – as the Olympics come ever closer. When we get up to begin our back
passage walkround I notice a new endeavor in the five-a-side pitch. I am alerted to
this activity by the presence of a dozen baby carriages parked nearby – for today
we have infant football. With all the moms patrolling the perimeter the instructor
makes a stab at the first exercise: “Now, can everybody please sit on the football.”
Fritz and I now streak ahead, encountering the other Peter – with his Romanian
rescue dog, Gypsy. No one has noticed that I have accomplished today’s chapter
without the assistance of my cane.
Tuesday, July 24:
It is going to be a scorcher and so, again, I have need for nothing more than a
t-shirt up top (still wearing one of Janet’s old Michigan Film Office offerings).
I have even abandoned my usual hiking boots for today’s expedition in the park
where, I can see, most of the track now has its brick red layer in place at last. Fritz
makes a lively enough advance on the green where, after touching noses with the
little curly white Blanco, he heads down the Randolph roadway and, while my
back is turned, out the gate itself! This error is judgment is soon corrected and we
make a slow journey back to the café, where a number of the usual suspects are
foregathering.
Today we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Dan, Hanna, Peter, Renata and the glamorous
Yara – here with Luna and Luci. Luci agrees to accept a sample of the duck treats
I have again brought with me – but he is soon shoved out of the queue by Fritz,
Sparkie, Winnie, Daisy-Mae, Yoyo and Bailey. Pucci is sitting in his bag, nipping
at Yara’s exploring fingers, and Bobby, in Peter’s care, sets up a racket when an
alien black Lab appears at our gate – only to be thrashed for these efforts by an
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agitated Daisy–Mae (as Emilio sets up a litany of “I told you so” in reaction to this
example of bad behavior in his nemesis). People want to know why Dan is here
on a weekday and he admits that, even on his bicycle, getting to work is a bit of a
nightmare with all of the Olympic restrictions – indeed yesterday he accidentally
pedaled into a ceremony near Buckingham Palace and had to walk his bike out of
there, embarrassedly, when the police intervened.
“I’m here,” he continues, “to nominate Peter as the new chairman of the board.”
“Wait a minute,” I intervene, “if Peter is chairman we’ll all be bored.” With that
Dan reassembles his fold-up bike and heads for work – his place soon taken
by Wendy. She says her home is covered in cement dust as the result of the
refurbishment of an adjacent flat. (Tell me about it.) Ofra reports that her Guy is
returning from his Eurorail adventures today – and wants to make sure that there
is plenty of food in the house. Yara says that, after seven weeks of virtue, she has
gone back to smoking – indeed she tries to get the struggling Renata to join her
in a cigarette now. “Wait another minute,” I interrupt, “you’re contributing to
the delinquency of a gummer.” Somewhat earlier than usual we begin our back
passage walkround; the infant footie students are running in a big circle and I
suggest that the next stage for this sports-mad fraternity will be “womb football”
– the ball is bounced off mommy’s stomach and we see who kicks back. There is a
somewhat poignant scene at the exit gate as Janet must now turn Daisy-Mae over
to Georgie, who will have the care of the Shih-Tzu for the next three weeks. Fritz
and I cross the street (in pursuit of a wayward cat) and I can hear what sounds like
a brass ensemble rehearsing on the bandstand – part of the cultural Olympics that
will be followed by opera and drama in the park as well. Anyway a brass band in
the bandstand is a refreshing change from the usual sound of pummeling boxing
gloves issuing from this site – but why is the band playing excerpts from Bernard
Herrmann’s score for Hitchcock’s Psycho?
Wednesday, July 25:
Temperatures are streaking toward the 30-degree mark as Fritz and I head for the
park on another warm and sunny morning. I catch one passing woman turning
around in order to see if I am going to pick up the poo that my dog has just
deposited on the grass – in fact there are quite a few members of the poo police
in our neighborhood these days. There is a second helping once we have reached
the Randolph roadway and, as I stop to pick up this contribution as well, my dog
disappears! I have last seen him in the little circular garden at the northeast corner
of the green so I penetrate the nearby walkways but he isn’t here after all. I do spot
him as I emerge onto the hillside where, at the cost of yet more green space, they
are erecting some some sort of fountain.
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I am outside the door of the café as Blarina, just back from her holidays, is opening
up. Outside our group includes Yara, celebrating her birthday today, her friend
(whom we often see with Luna and Luci but whose name eludes us), Georgie,
Ofra, Peter, Ellen, Karen, Pat, Wendy, and, here on a visit from Glasgow, Georgie’s
sister Jean. The latter is wearing the livery of France today and I speculate that
she is taking an early opportunity to divorce herself from Team GB (in sport and
politics) but Jean says she is not voting for Scottish independence. She has not
brought her new dog Ziggy with her but there are plenty of others in evidence
– and today they line up for specimens of the last of the Philadelphia treats, this
one in bacon and cheese flavor. Winnie snatches at the offerings intended for the
mouths of other dogs and Bailey quite forgets the discipline we have been trying to
instill. Then all the dogs rush the fence to protest the presence of Chinny and Bliss
on the other side – but no one can figure out why this is necessary. Pucci begins in
his bag (on Yara’s lap) but after a while she tips him out so that he can mingle with
others of his own species beneath the table.
There has been another monumental water main flood on the Kilburn High Road;
this street has been so regularly inundated and business has been so damaged by
all the subsequent road works that many shops are shutting their doors. (I suggest
they just ought to call themselves Kilburn-next-the-Sea and be done with it). Yara
now takes over to complain that they are so old-fashioned at her current place of
work that the wearing of a dress above the knee or boots or, indeed the accidental
appearance of a bra strap are all considered “provocative.” Yara’s friend can’t
believe that Ofra is old enough to have children at university but Ofra says that one
of her proudest moments came when someone asked her if she were Yara’s mother.
Next there is some conversation on the subject of yesterday’s rockfall on the Dorset
coast near Burton Bradstock. On the telly you could see the coast path only a few
feet away from the cliff edge here and I must have walked this stretch myself on
the morning we left Bridport. The park’s walkways are not subject to subsidence
but as we head for home I have decided that all of my Wednesday errands must be
local ones – I am not going into the West End in this heat.
Thursday, July 26:
After another steamy night temperatures seem just a tad more humane this morning
– though it is still sunny and warm. When we reach the green Fritz spots Dan in
conversation with Ellen so he heads for the cricket crease; soon he is rolling on
his back in the ecstasies of a fearsome cuddle from Uncle Dan – though at such
moments it always sounds as though he were being tortured rather than pampered.
He does have to share attention with a ten month-old Jack Russell/Papillion mix
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(or so we think) named Tinker. The later is a fiery miss and she is soon telling
a distant Alsatian that there isn’t room in this park for both of them. From the
Morshead end Georgie and Jean now arrive with Pucci, Sparkie, Emilio and DaisyMae. Fritz manages to steal Sparkie’s ball (even though it doesn’t squeak) and he
is quite indifferent to Sparkie’s resulting barks of protest. I am worried that he will
elude capture in defense of this prize but I manage to get his lead back in place so
that we can head for the café at 9:30.
Our group this morning includes Yara, Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Karen, Pat, Wendy,
Ellen and Peter. I like the atmosphere of mutual support that presides over this
gathering. As I often do, I hand Fritz’s lead over to Peter – who keeps an eye on
the escape artist while I am inside. When I return I supply Yara with a wad of poo
poo bags – which she has forgotten today. Yara then tells Peter that if brings his
BlackBerry to the park tomorrow she will complete the set-up on this new toy.
Finally, Karen says that she has ended up (after an Internet order) with two items
of surplus puppy clothing, ones that are too small for her Dudley. One of these
is a harness that Georgie is happy to accept on Sparkie’s behalf. Peter reminds
everyone of his or her standing in the lottery sweepstakes and Yara rejoins the
syndicate.
There is considerable discussion on the topic of the Olympic torch – which is
getting ever closer; some of those present are thinking about lining up to see
it pass. Karen reports that Dudley had to go out to do a pee at 3:00 last night –
evidently sleeping arrangements are a bit disturbed at her house since she, like me,
is expecting the arrival of an Olympic guest. Speaking of pee, someone notices
that Emilio has his face in a pool of this substance near the gate. Georgie says that
long ago she vowed never to kiss this animal – “I’d rather kiss his bum than his
face” – but when the Pug begins to lick the pool she has to get up and put him on
lead. We begin our back passage walkround. They are supposed to finish the track
resurfacing project this weekend but, if so, they better hurry up…as yet there are
no lines separating the lanes.
Friday, July 27:
It is grey this morning and the temperature has dropped a bit; it is unpleasantly
muggy outside and I am still able to wear my t-shirt. They are at work on the new
fence that will separate the track from the back walkway and I notice, again, that
the dogs will lose a patch of green on our side of the fence. When we reach the
green Fritz begins what turns out to be a circuit of Mt. Bannister. This time we are
able to penetrate the doggy compound on the Carlton roadway – an area foreclosed
to us last time by the presence of the lawnmower. There are lots of people about
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and kids and dogs as well as we make our way back to the café, not quite open as
yet, and I take my seat at our table.
This morning we have Renata, Ofra, Jean, Georgie, Peter, Ellen and Makiko – just
returned from her holiday on Ibiza. She is several shades darker and Ofra says that
in Israel, where she is heading next week, they call such a beach adventure (where
you fry first one part of your body, then another) a “schnitzel holiday.” (Makiko
now wants to know why there isn’t a beach in Jerusalem.) Renata turns to me in
order to show off the final version of her implanted teeth; to her credit she takes it
well when I say, “Well you were always a bit of a barracuda and now you have the
teeth to go with it.” She is also unfazed when I have to correct her a few minutes
later.
She is attempting to tell us that, in spite of valiant efforts not to publicize the
event, there will be an all-day fete in the park tomorrow and that there will be an
inflatable hengestone for the kids. It takes a while for me to work my way through
this – “You mean an inflatable Stonehenge.”
There is a bit of bad temper on display this morning. Peter is upset that people
are behind in their lottery top up dues and their turf stakes and he hectors the
“slow burners.” “Why do you have to be so aggressive?” Makiko wants to know.
“Because it’s the only way I can get people to pay any attention to what I am
saying!” Peter responds. Our dogs, too, have several episodes of ill-tempered
barking when alien animals pass by and once they succeed in making a baby boy
cry. Meanwhile another woman is frightened by two of the aliens, bruisers by any
standard, but when she objects to their aggressive behavior the owner tells her
she is free to complain to park management – “and good luck with that.” I have to
head for home early since I am anticipating the Sky television technician, here to
work out why a number of the flats are not receiving their signal (talk about bad
temper if they don’t get it fixed soon) and to welcome Gavan, here to enjoy the
Olympics and a walk with me in Norfolk. He has already called me from the spot
near Paddington Green where the egregiously inefficient Cosport are doing a lastminute job of distributing tickets – Gavan is already cross.
Saturday, July 28:
“Oh my God,” I tell Ellen as I speed by Lucky and Jack, “my dog has just pissed
on Stonehenge!” There is a brief protest from one of the crew members – who is
pumping air into this bouncy castle in the middle of the green – but I am quick to
shift the blame: “He thinks it’s a real rock.” In fact, Fritz has only pissed on one of
the circle of faux boulders that form a cordon around the ancient monument. He
lifts his leg against a second one as I try to catch up with him and by this time we
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have reached the walkway near the Grantully gate and from here we can continue
forward as far as the tennis courts – where we begin our usual transit – ending up
in the doggy area on the Carlton roadway. From here it is not far to the café, where
we are soon part of a very large Saturday breakfast mob indeed.
This morning we have Dan, Peter, Georgie, Ofra, Hanna, Wendy, Ellen, Shefali,
Suzanne, Karen and Pat. It is Pat’s birthday and there is a box of fudge and a
Royal Wedding frosted fruitcake from the shop at Buckingham Palace – and
Wendy has brought with her a box of 2012 Olympics biscuits as well. For that
matter I am wearing a new white baseball cap, a present from Gavan, bearing the
logo of the U.S. Olympic Team. Yes, seven years after winning the bid one July
day in Singapore, London is now hosting the Olympics themselves. Much of the
morning’s conversation is devoted to an analysis of last night’s stupendous opening
ceremony spectacle, directed by Danny Boyle, one lasting three and a half hours
and witnessed by most of those present today on their tellies and by Karen and her
visiting friend from Houston, Chris, in person. As a prelude to the night’s festivities
there was a fly-by featuring seven jets of the Red Arrows squadron and as they
were flying from east to west Gavan suggested that we might soon have them
overhead ourselves. Sure enough, two minutes later, we heard the drone of aircraft
and, to our great delight and surprise, we could see the planes, having turned
around to head back to the east, flying low over the rooftops outside the window of
the TV room – as though they were just about to strafe Kilburn. Then, as the night
drew to a close, there was a thunderous fireworks display and I turned the sound
off for a moment so that we could hear the blasts themselves echoing over all that
intervening distance. This morning Gavan left at 6:00 so that he could watch lady
shooters in Woolwich (better him than me) – one of the twenty or so events that he
has tickets for.
Peter is still badgering forgetful punters over their lottery and horse stakes (he
should just exclude them from the action at such moments) and he now passes out
some scratch cards – through which we win a mighty £2. At 10:00 the first visitors
are admitted to the bouncy castle and after a while Dan, Shefali and Ofra have to
go out to the middle of the green and have a turn themselves. While they are out
there the rest of us rush the fence because we can hear cries of distress coming
from a corner of the green. They come from Lucky, who has been attacked by the
black Alsatian, Jazz; Thomas the Shih-Tzu is also attacked.
The dog causing the greatest worry, however, is Fritz – who is clearly out of sorts,
though no one can determine why he just stands there shivering, taking no food
and resisting attempts at affection. I suggest that he is feeling displaced – the green
again overrun and the house in a turmoil after Gavan’s arrival (he howled with
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disappointment when we went out to dinner without him last night and then he
refused to eat his own food). I also suspect that he senses that I am on the move
and that he will be abandoned yet again tomorrow. At any rate his Auntie Hanna
eventually gets him into her lap for an extended cuddle and he seems a bit brighter
– though she has to put him down after a while because Rowena has handed over
her Timmy and the latter doesn’t get on well with other dogs.
We begin a back passage walkround and Ofra asks Dan if she can have a go on
his bicycle. She takes off down the Carlton roadway, Bailey in pursuit, and when
she turns around her pedaling is impeded when her own dog grabs hold of her leg
and hangs on for dear life – another dog about to be abandoned. She ends up with
scratches on one leg and oil on the other. As we pass the five-a-side court Shefali’s
Yaris spots an unclaimed football and tries to make off with this prize – which
will soon be flattened if she can get her teeth get into it. Shefali is chasing Yaris in
circles – which is not the right strategy. “Pick up the ball! Pick up the ball!” I shout
– and at last Yaris is hustled out of there. As we reach the running track we meet
an advancing Millie with Tess and Natasha. The latter wants us all to buy copies
of the Daily Mail since she is featured with some of her makeup designs in the
“Weekend” section. It has been a busy morning.
Sunday, July 29:
Fritz and I are unaccompanied as we head for the park this morning because Gavan
is off, once again, on Olympics business – since he is in the process of passing
on a plethora of overbought tickets, this time to staff and teachers at his alma
mater, ASL. I have put together my dog’s overnight bag (with food, medicine and
raincoat) but in the process I have forgotten all about my poo poo bags. One is
discovered in my front pocket and it will have to do until I can meet up with one
of my friends and borrow a few more. Fritz seems to be in a much cheerier mood
today perhaps because I remained at home all day yesterday except for a brief
foray to the chippie on Malvern Road – whose bounty he later shared. We seem to
hover near the east end of the green this morning but eventually Fritz spots some of
his pals in the center and we head here. As we do so an unknown gentleman is just
heading this way as well and Linda quite unnerves the fellow by saying, “Ah, you
must be the famous Gavan.”
In fact the real bearer of this name soon shows up after his early morning errands
and takes a seat at the head of the table – where a sumptuous omelet is soon
delivered. We again have a large turnout including, today, Renata, Ofra, Georgie,
Dan, Davide, Peter, Ellen, Makiko, Debby, Linda and Hanna. Renata is wearing
the interesting color combination of yellow and purple and I tell her that these are
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the colors of the University of Washington – though they are not the Washington
Poodles (sorry, Maxi) but the Washington Huskies. On cue, Dan and Davide have
a spat at their end of the table – though it turns out that the remark that has sparked
Dan’s sulk had nothing to do with Dan at all. Then Hanna takes an empty seat next
to Gavan in order to complain about American foreign policy.
When he is not eating his omelet Gavan is tapping away at telephone or laptop –
he is in the process of writing a daily blog for the online version of Connecticut’s
Hartford Courant and today’s entry will include an account of this morning’s
session in the park and even a photo of Davide and Georgie. The latter now takes
off on the back passage with her overnight guest, my Fritz, and I urge Gavan to
stop clicking so that we can take the fast route home and thus avoid running into
my abandoned pet in the process. Now it will be five nights before I see him again
– since Gavan and I will depart at 1:00 for an expedition on the Norfolk Coast
Path.

55

The Dogshank Redemption

The Dogshank Redemption
Life Among The Dog People of Paddington Rec, Volume IX

By Anthony Linick
Chapter 3—August, 2012

On the bench (from the left) we have Ellen, Peter and Georgie; the
dogs (also from the left) are Lucky, Skye, Pucci, a bit of Bailey, and
Sparkie – and in the background that massive tor, Mt. Bannister.
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Saturday, August 4:
After a very successful outing on the Norfolk Coast Path Gavan and I returned
to London at 11:15 yesterday morning. A taxi took Gavan back to Maida Vale,
where he entered my building with all of our luggage and a set of the house keys,
and then it took me on to Sainsbury’s Ladbroke Grove – where I had my first
substantial shop in weeks. At 4:00 Georgie brought Fritz home and I must say that
he seemed to forgive me for my desertion much more rapidly today than in times
past: he had a nap, ate his carrots, wolfed his evening meal, and indulged in a
spirited play period before welcoming Gavan, back from a day at the Olympics, at
10:30 or so.
This morning Gavan is downstairs at 7:00 – coming right back up after exchanging
yet more redundant Olympic tickets for cash. He puts in a load of wash at 8:00
and then heads out for another day of sporting activity. (I begin tomorrow.) As
soon as Fritz and I enter the park a chap asks me if that’s not another Miniature
Schnauzer. This is because he has with him a large seven month-old be-tailed
black representative of the breed, Max. There is no one about when we reach the
green so Fritz begins a slow circle of this space, accepting a greeting from Peter
(of Peter and Gypsy fame) and touching noses with one member of the park’s trio
of Newfoundlands, Bo. A Bull Mastiff is being walked on a heavy chain and this
is just as well as he seems to be an unfriendly chap and his very presence incites
hysteria in many of the other dogs. We complete our circle and I sit down in the
doggy area while the others slowly filter in.
Our group this morning includes Dan, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Suzanne, Renata, and
Karen. Janet is still in North America and Ofra is now in Israel and this means
that Georgie has Daisy-Mae and Bailey in her charge – and tomorrow she will
get Dudley, as Karen goes off on her yoga holiday in Ibiza, and Fritz again – as
I will miss the next two nights at home due to Olympics activity. Georgie says
that when Jean returned after a night at a friend’s house all of the dogs gave her a
raucous greeting but none more so than Fritz, who chased all the other dogs away
so that only he would be the object of Jean’s attention – too bad she has returned
to Glasgow. Peter distributes scratch cards and we each have a go – one card is
a one-pound winner. Racing choices are also passed around and I note that, with
the hundred meters final scheduled for tomorrow night, one of our selections is
appropriately named Usain Colt. Karen, her mom gone home at last, reports that
she overstuffed her washing machine and it refused to function thereafter – so
that her washing is now spinning around at the 123 Cleaners. She also adds that
squatters made themselves at home in Pat’s house in Australia, taking nothing
but leaving poos in the toilets. The dogs now begin to rush the fence to bark at
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passersby. “Lucky, shut up!” Dan says. “Sparkie, you shut up!” he adds, then,
“Winnie you shut up as well! In fact, all the ‘ees’ shut up!”
We have a lot of synchronized pooing from our dogs as we complete our back
passage walkround, joined on this journey by the little black Pug, Guinness. The
latter manages to squeeze beneath the temporary barrier fence at the head of the
running track and while we are waiting to see if she scrambles back Dan and I
have an argument over the positioning of the new permanent trackside fence. I say
that its positioning has gobbled up a strip of grass that used to be doggy territory;
he says that it hasn’t budged at all. There are two ways of settling this important
debate. We could see if there is an appropriate view of this scene captured of
Google Earth – or we could wait and ask Hanna.
Sunday, August 5:
Gavan departs early (something about getting to a good spot from which to view
the Olympic marathon) and Fritz and I, under sunny skies, follow on a few minutes
later. We make a rapid progress toward the green but the dog owners seem to
have chosen a spot at the foot of Mt. Bannister, where Tinker is barking madly at
Chinny and Bliss – these mild-mannered Chows always seem to arouse suspicion
in the other canines. Thereafter Fritz begins another circuit of the green itself –
almost exiting through the Grantully gate. From here he can see Sparkie, Dudley
and Daisy-Mae entering with Georgie – and he has to rush forward to give her a
big greeting. Dan and Davide are out here as well and soon we are heading for the
café, where Peter, Ellen, Renata and Vlad are waiting in the doggy compound.
“You look like something has gotten up your liver,” Renata says to Davide – who
is out of sorts after returning from Dubai and straight into an obligatory party that
Dan had been invited to (and wouldn’t leave in a timely fashion). “All couples
have such disagreements,” I add, “only in our case I was the one who wanted
to go home and Dorothy was the one who wanted to stay at the party.” I have
sent Dan the link to Gavan’s Hartford Courant blog and he can now summon the
picture of Davide and Georgie that appeared there last week. At a second table
Suzanne is playing backgammon with Ray – whose handball ticket (a sell-on
from Gavan) I have brought with me this morning. Gavan himself has managed to
get into a squabble with a famous Olympian – blurting out, “Look, there’s Daley
Thompson!” as the two were going through security at the Olympic Park yesterday.
(The two made it up when Gavan said that, as a kid, he used to watch Daley
practice in Battersea Park.)
While we are drinking our coffee it has grown noticeably grayer and soon the rain
begins. It is not the scattered shower the weathermen have been talking about but a
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true downpour, one accompanied by lightning and thunder. Fritz starts to tremble,
of course, but Tara is also looking quite worried and I am trying to figure out how
this weather may affect my visit to the stadium tonight – where the men’s 100m
final is scheduled (Peter says that Usain Bolt could certainly have outrun Usain
Colt yesterday). The idea is that we will wait for the squall to pass before heading
for home but the rain continues for some time – long enough for Hanna to join us
with her umbrella. Ellen is the first to brave the elements but after half-an-hour or
so there is a brief respite (that is dripping replaces showering) and we make a dash
for it down the tree-covered Morshead roadway. I want to make as quick a progress
as I can, though Fritz (with a third poo on the agenda) has other ideas. He will be
taking up residence with his Auntie Georgie again for a couple of days – since now
I have late Olympic activities for the next two nights.
Tuesday, August 7:
Of course I have missed a morning in the Rec – though Fritz was here with
Georgie as usual. It now feels strange to walk through the park without a dog, and,
indeed, I am able to arrive much later than usual. By the time I get to the café its
doors are open and, even though I have spotted my dog, I sneak inside in order not
to have to abandon him a second time when I need to satisfy my craving for coffee.
With my cuppa in hand I sit down quietly while Georgie says, “Where’s Daddy,
then?” Fritz begins a mad search, sniffing at everyone’s trouser legs before finding
me – he is delighted but not obsessed by his discovery and soon he if off on his
usual quests, with Ellen’s purse an object of special attention.
In addition to Georgie and Ellen our group also includes Peter, Makiko, Renata,
Suzanne, and Hanna. British success in the Olympics has intensified the interest
of our formerly blasé assemblage in this festival and Makiko says that she has had
to get some tickets herself. I am quizzed for half an hour on my journeys and the
events I have witnessed – including the 100m final on Sunday (when Usain Bolt
demonstrated that he is still the world’s fastest man) and last night, when I saw two
games in the basketball arena – where Brazil came from behind to defeat Spain 8882 and the USA team thrashed Argentina 126-97 in game that did not begin until
10:15 (no wonder we did net get home until shortly before 2:00 am). Suzanne is
attending the same synchronized swimming event that my friend Tosh and I will be
viewing on Thursday, and I have to answer many questions about how to get to the
Olympic Park and what to do when you get there (take the Bakerloo Line to Baker
Street, switch to the Jubilee Line, don’t be swayed by attempts to get you off the
train at West Ham rather than Stratford, and no, you don’t need to get to the venue
two to three hours before the event – also don’t bring any liquids through security).
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Suzanne has brought with her not only her own Sunny but the Vizsla sisters, Suki
and Bronny. The latter is still a puppy but Suki is able to hold long conversations
– whining and cooing like a pigeon. The prize for most dogs goes to Georgie, who
has brought Sparkie, Dudley and Pucci – as well as Fritz – but today she has left
Bailey and Winnie at home. She now gets a call on her cell phone from Janet – not
Daisy-Mae’s mom but that Janet’s friend (also Janet). This one has been staying
in the missing one’s flat and has shut the door behind her, locked up and shoved
the keys back through the slot – only to discover that she has forgotten her own
cases inside. (Fortunately Georgie has an extra set of keys, which she must now
hand on.) I walk down the Morshead Roadway with Suzanne, who chides the track
resurfacers for their tardy progress (still no paintwork) while her dog is trying to
get them to share their sandwiches. Then we meet Jo Lynn, who kneels to give
Fritz a cuddle – while her own Tilly disappears into the forbidden rose garden.
Wednesday, August 8:
Gavan is still here when Cathy arrives for her weekly visit – she is almost as
excited over Olympic events as he is, and I am happy to make my escape with the
dog at 9:10. I make my escape twice – for no sooner have I reached the hallway
then I can see, from a conveniently sited window, that there is a light drizzle
outside and I better go back for my rain jacket. This proves to be an unnecessary
gesture for as soon as I get it on – Fritz freed from his lead – it stops raining and
bright sun becomes the order of the morning. We make it to the café – where Fritz
takes a quick shortcut through the forecourt to the green – and this is just about as
far as we get. Dudley, Bailey and Pucci are making their way toward the doggy
compound (Georgie having decided to leave Winnie, Daisy-Mae and Sparkie at
home this morning) and, seeing this enthusiasm, my dog surprises me considerably
by entering our breakfast place voluntarily.
In addition to Georgie we have appearances today by Hanna, Peter, Ellen, Suzanne
and, another surprise visitor, Denise – here from Amsterdam to take in some
Olympic events herself. We are keenly interested in the activities of the dogs
(Saffy and Tinkerbelle) – whom we used to see with her late father, Albert, and
Denise produces photos of the girls riding on a Dutch canal boat. Her own girls,
Chloe and Sophie, are the subject of additional updates and she gives us a detailed
review of her own working life as a care and catering assistant. She says that she
would really like to spend more time in England and visit the Lake District for the
first time – “You know I’ve never been north of Camden Town.”
We continue our Olympic chatter and I have to review the events I have seen and
those I will be attending again soon. Denise has tickets to the men’s volleyball at
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the Horseguards Parade – “Just show me all those men in shorts,” she adds. Fritz,
who seems unaffected by all the changes of residence that my Olympic schedule
requires, eats a lot of biscuits. Dudley seems to have discovered the delights of my
treat bag as well and Bailey, who just can’t remember to sit and stay before getting
a treat, climbs onto the tabletop while Georgie is eating a sandwich. “I’d like to say
that his behavior is worse than usual because his mommy is away,” I say, “but this
isn’t true at all – since he gets no discipline from that quarter at all. “He’s worse
when Ofra is here,” Georgie concludes.
Thursday, August 9:
I touch base briefly with Gavan (who got in very late last night after greeting his
brother Jim – who has also arrived with his family for some Olympic action).
Gavan tells me that he offered his American flag to the silver medalist in the 110m
hurdles last night and that Jason Richardson accepted this, wrapped himself in
the stars and stripes, and ran off to celebrate – taking the flag with him forever.
Gavan leaves early again for another busy day and Fritz and I head for the park
at our usual time. It is warm and sunny today. I see that the stripe painters have at
last arrived to apply their finishing touches to the track – the park would be very
quiet if it were not for the refurbishers still grinding away. Fritz follows one of his
favorite routes today, a circuit of Mt. Bannister. This reminds me that it has now
been confirmed that cycle champ Bradley Wiggins did bring his bike to the Rec as
a kid. He lived, evidently, in Dibden House, across from St. George’s school – and
this is very close to us indeed.
When we have completed our circuit I sit down with an assemblage that includes
Davide, Georgie, Wendy, Peter, Ellen, Makiko (who has now secured an Olympics
volleyball ticket) and Denise. The latter says that she may have to go to Lithuania
if her friend Nikki marries her current boyfriend. “What do you want to do that
for?” Peter asks. “Well, I may have to be maid of honor,” she replies. “You’re no
maid of honor,” Peter concludes, “You’re just Maida Vale.” Denise is congratulated
on a considerable weight loss and then she begins to fret how to get to Luton
Airport for an early return flight to Amsterdam on Sunday. She talks about bringing
Saffy and Tinkerbelle with her on her next visit but if she does so they will have
to compete with all our ravenous dogs. Fritz is whining for treats at Ellen’s knee,
Winnie is licking Davide’s empty sandwich plate and poor Lucky, who is on a diet
again, is staring at every scrap with ardent longing.
I tell the others that I ran into our esteemed councilor, Jan Prendergast, while I was
doing errands on Maida Vale Parade yesterday. Jan told me that, after listening
to me complain about the paucity of posted information in the park, she has now
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persuaded management to add a community notice bulletin board and, indeed,
there it is – to the left of the café door. Jan also says she is working on the idea of a
Jubilee-themed Good Neighbours Day in the park in September and thinks it would
be a good idea if we had a dog show element as part of these festivities. This leads
to a discussion of categories in which our own dogs might triumph: most dedicated
jogger chaser: Winnie; noisiest barker: Sparkie; greediest scrounger: Bailey. Well,
I have another category of endeavor to witness soon – synchronized swimming
in the Olympic Aquatic Centre and so, somewhat earlier than usual, I get ready to
hand Fritz over to his Auntie Linda.
Friday, August 10:
As I was returning from another long day in Olympic Park I rounded a corner and
uncovered the unexpected sight of Hanna, standing on the pavement with Yoyo,
Pepper and Fritz. Linda was nearby – but she had discovered that someone had
been throwing hunks of meat into the doggy compound on Morshead Road and she
needed to get rid of the offending (and potentially dangerous matter). So I was able
to return home with my dog on lead and here I spent some time preparing for his
next handover to Auntie Georgie – for Olympics activities will again dominate my
schedule though Sunday.
This morning I am greeted by two people as we make our way along the back
passage – and both of them are photographers by profession: first we have the
exercising Richard Dunkley (still thrilled by Olympic bicycling) and then by a
jogging Mary McCartney – whose sister Stella has designed Team GB’s strip.
Mary is accompanied by her Beagle, Paddy, and we pass a few other canines as we
make our way out to the green. Here I meet Suzanne and we do a full circle of the
central space with Fritz and her Sunny.
Suzanne also joins us at breakfast – well she is at the little corner table playing
backgammon with Ray; at our table we have Georgie, Makiko, Davide, Peter,
Ellen, Denise, Wendy and Vlad. The latter decides to add his wager to our horse
racing ventures; his Tara adds her weight to my lap – the first time she has
sprawled across me ever, and I am honored. I tell Georgie that I had a dream last
night in which I had to take Dudley for a walk. “That would be a nightmare,” she
adds – since the little white fellow is forever active, jumping on the other dogs and
playing tug-of-war with his lead. A little Chihuahua-cross named Bella joins us for
most of the session – while her parents eat their breakfast at a table in front of the
café.
I have to answer many questions about my adventures yesterday. These began at
11:00, with a tube ride (including a change at Baker Street) to Green Park. Here
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I met my friend Tosh and together we travelled the rest of the way to Stratford.
On our train was an American javelin thrower named Rachel Yurkovich and we
chatted about her future Olympic ambitions. Tosh had insisted on a guided tour
of the Olympic Park, which is why we were so early, but I hadn’t counted on the
necessity of spending over two hours in the broiling sun – since the trees here are
all so young there is no shade or shelter and every inch of shade near buildings was
colonized by other desperate sports fans. Our event, which got under way at the
Aquatic Centre, was synchronized swimming and members of the Australian team,
who swam first, sat down, after their stint, with their parents in the row directly in
front of us. I must say that there was something disproportionate about the day’s
activities: six hours and forty-five minutes from beginning to end – of which only
forty-five minutes were actually devoted to sport. I was so hot and so dehydrated
by the time I got home that I had to climb into the shower and down lots of liquid
– before falling asleep in front of the evening’s athletic competitions on the telly.
Georgie, who says she enjoyed the dressage immensely, now starts to gather her
troops together for the back passage walkround with Makiko and Davide. She puts
Fritz on lead and this is my cue to leave by the front gate – for a quick passage
home. I will not see my dog again until Monday morning.
Monday, August 13:
Somewhat groggily I make my way into the park shortly before 9:30 on a gray,
muggy morning. Heading my way is a somewhat tearful Karen – on her way to the
vet for Dudley’s long-delayed operation…the chop. When I reach the green I can
see Janet and Georgie on the opposite side and when they spot me they unhook my
dog and tell him that I am in the vicinity. It doesn’t take too long for him to spot
me and to rush forward for an ecstatic greeting. This moment doesn’t last long –
when we enter the doggy compound he refuses to follow… that should show me
not to abandon him any more. Georgie snags him and we are soon busy at our
breakfast: Georgie (with Bella in her lap), Janet (who only returned from her long
trip on Saturday), Peter, Ellen, Debbie, Suzanne, Hanna, and Makiko – with Gavan
soon arriving for his last London meal in some time: he returns to the States this
afternoon after 28 separate visits to Olympic events!
Since I have last been here I have accompanied him on four of these junkets: the
men’s football final at Wembley (won by Mexico over Brazil 2-1), two sessions
of boxing at the ExCel Centre and last night’s stupendous Closing Ceremony in
the main stadium. Naturally there is a lot of conversation about the Olympics in
general and last night’s show in particular. The consensus is that London put on an
impressive pageant and there is much to be proud of, on and off the field. Most of
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those present watched the Closing Ceremony on TV and caught something of the
flavor of a show, highlighting the British pop music scene of the last few decades,
one that epitomized the technical expertise, imagination and showmanship that
had also characterized the Opening Ceremony. I suspect I will not have a better
chance to hear George Michael, Jessie J, Annie Lennox, Madness, Take That, the
Spice Girls, and surviving members of Queen and Who. Makiko now reports on
her experience with Olympic volleyball and I learn that Dan and Davide also had
an enjoyable experience with handball. I tell the others that I was reminded of Dan
and Davide when I saw the heavyweight boxing final in which an English boxer
and an Italian tried to knock six bells out of one another for three rounds. The fight
ended in a draw but the UK fighter, Anthony Joshua, won the gold medal after
the arcane “countback” rule was invoked – whereupon the Italians protested the
decision and we had to wait an additional twenty minutes for the medal ceremony.
Gavan and I are actually waiting for the visit of other Olympics-inspired American
visitors – his brother Jim and the latter’s wife Susan and baby Maddox. This means
that most of the regulars have left and dogs unknown to us have filtered into our
area. These include a gigantic and intact Mastiff named Debussy (well, he is a
French Mastiff) and a Basset Hound from Indiana named Charlie. Debussy, in spite
of his great size, is comfortable with all of the other dogs. Charlie’s owner is Tara,
a clarinetist, and she and I have much to talk about – since my stepfather wrote a
lot of music for her instrument. Gavan’s family soon shows up and we have a good
time, with lots of photo snapping, before it is time to head out… my dog on his
way home at last. I tell the others that today my job is to try to stay awake until it is
time for my nap.
Tuesday, August 14:
The sun is a little more prominent in our skies as Fritz and I make our way into
the park this morning. I have to pause to scoop up a poo near the cypress trees and
while I am doing this I can hear him growling at somebody. “Be friendly now,” is
the response to this typical greeting – the voice today belongs to Mary McCartney
(not jogging) and Fritz has just been protecting me in my vulnerable position from
the dangers of an advancing Paddy. Out on the green there is quite an assemblage
of animals but I am surprised to see that one of these (chasing a fellow Coton
named Casey) is Dudley. I am thinking that this is a very rapid convalescence
indeed when Karen breaks the unexpected news. “I couldn’t do it. I was so upset
when I brought him in that the vet said it might be alright to leave him alone.”
Dudley’s balls dominate conversation when we are assembled for breakfast and
Karen keeps showing them off proudly to all and sundry. Most of those present
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(Karen, of course, Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Davide, Peter, Ellen and Renata) seem
to reserve judgment on her decision – as long as Dudley is friendly with the other
dogs and keeps the humping down to a bare minimum. It is pointed out that Emilio
has never had this operation and yet he is never aggressive and that Jack, who has
had this procedure, never stops humping anyway. Karen is in a manic mood and
after we have exhausted castration she switches the topic to circumcision. She says
she had a male friend who, because he had a Jewish girl friend, had this operation
as an adult– and then she dumped him. This is a tale with a happy ending, however.
The chap evidently liked the results of this procedure and two years later he and
the girl got back together again. Nevertheless I suggest we might want to find
another topic of conversation to go with our breakfast tomorrow.
In other matters Davide says that he has just returned from a flight to Doha – where
he couldn’t buy a bottle of wine because it was Ramadan. His Winnie is sitting in
his lap and snapping away at rival dogs. Daisy-Mae also gets a lecture after starting
a fight under the table. Fritz makes a pest of himself as he tries to steal a squeaky
ball from Ellen’s purse. Tara comes in with Charlie and the Basset Hound promptly
throws up in a quiet corner and there is much rushing about to make sure than none
of the other dogs samples this download. (Charlie snaffles this up himself.) When it
is time for us to leave I manage to leave my biscuit bag behind and we have to go
back to retrieve it. I don’t need the biscuits but the bag is just the right size for my
pocket.
Wednesday, August 15:
It is a gray morning, though still warm enough for a t-shirt, and Janet, just
arriving with Daisy-Mae, is fretting over the probability of rain during an outdoor
performance she plans to attend this afternoon in Regent’s Park. We soon meet
up with Jo Lynn and Tilly and this delays our progress a bit; when I reach the
Carlton roadway Fritz is waiting for me on the left. This is because, clever dog, he
associates Janet with a walk over the top of Mt. Bannister at this point – usually he
heads right. We do begin a slow ramble around this eminence, visiting the doggy
compound next to the parking lot and heading back to the café soon thereafter. Jo
buys me my cappuccino.
Our group this morning includes Jo, Janet, Georgie, Wendy, Peter, Ellen, Makiko,
Davide, and Karen. The latter manages to get Dudley’s balls into the conversation
only once or twice this morning; chiefly she is preoccupied with scaring up some
new clients for her management consultancy today. Davide is wondering if he will
see Liz, who is arriving for a week-long return visit tomorrow – just when he is
flying off to Phoenix. His Winnie is snatching at every food item going – including
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biscuits headed for other canine mouths. Janet has brought her water pistol with
her but it is deployed in anger only once – when Bailey won’t give up a delectable
piece of wood. Our end of the table is still discussing in minute detail the Olympics
Closing Ceremony – which everyone seemed to enjoy – when the time rolls around
for our back passage walkround.
Yaris dashes ahead and there is momentary concern about her whereabouts – but
she never goes far. There is no doubt about Winnie’s position…she is still back
at the café, inching her way forward when Davide has to go back for her. Makiko
uses the opportunity of this stage in our progress to tell me about Tinker, the little
Jack Russell cross – whose rescue came just at the right moment. A dog belonging
to the Gypsy community of East London, Tinker was “gang-raped” (according to
Makiko) while still a youngster herself and was soon pregnant with three more
puppies. She is less than a year in age even now. As we near the running track Janet
says she may have photos showing whether we have lost a ribbon of grass on our
side of the field (I think we have; Dan disputes this). They are in the last phases of
line-painting on the track and the place will soon be ready for use; it looks grand.
Thursday, August 16:
It’s a tad cooler this morning – but still sunny and pleasant outside. Fritz seems
very eager to get started on his explorations – perhaps this is due to the short time
he is willing to devote to his nighttime walks, where he often wants to head for
home after only a minute or two on the street. Today he rushes on to the green and,
having spotted some familiar figures in the center, rushes out here too. I am given
an enthusiastic greeting by the Westie, Seamus, who is visiting Georgie again –
but two minutes later he is barking at me as though I were the devil. Fritz begins a
long parkland ramble: first we must visit the Grantully gate, then the precincts of
the new water feature at the east end of the green, then the embowered walkway
behind the more southerly of the tennis courts, then the open walkway behind the
more northerly set, then we have to visit the parking lot and the doggy compound
as well.
It seems to take forever for my cappuccino to make its appearance today – now
I can join a group that includes Georgie, Janet, Wendy, Peter, Ellen, Davide,
Makiko and Hanna. Janet has brought her water pistol again and this is required
on a number of occasions – with Seamus the chief culprit with his barking. For
that matter Daisy-Mae launches a gratuitous attack on the visitor and this, in turn,
sends Emilio into a tizzy. Bailey, standing on a chair, is trying to rake a biscuit ever
closer to the edge. I give him one but he drops it and Winnie, standing below,
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claims the prize immediately. Fritz doesn’t seem that interested in food today – but
he does stare beseechingly at Davide, who has just finished a sandwich.
Janet reports that she enjoyed the production of Ragtime at Regent’s Park
yesterday and that it only rained once. She says that she was uncomfortable with
use of the “N” word in this play, and this reminds me of a similar discomfiture
every time I began a new class on Huckleberry Finn. Janet is among those who
help me catch up with the soaps – since I have not seen any for almost two weeks.
I note that Sharon has returned, after several years, to EastEnders and I tell the
others that I once spotted actress Letitia Dean on Marylebone High Street. A
number of those present have seen Sean Bean play a transvestite call girl in the first
of Jimmy McGovern’s Accused series on BBC 1 – and there is universal praise for
this portrayal and McGovern’s talents as a TV dramatist. The conversation then
shifts to the impending visit of Georgie’s new landlord – who is coming tonight
with the intention, evidently, of offering her a healthy sum to quit his premises. She
is a protected tenant and has no intention of moving but there are many ways that
landlords, even in these enlightened times, can make life miserable for someone
they want to get out – and this visit has made all of us nervous on Georgie’s behalf.
Meanwhile I learn that Yoyo’s owners, Tim and Lizzy, themselves victims of
landlord heavy-handedness, have bought a flat in a council building on Maida Vale.
Friday, August 17:
Might it rain? Might this happen while we are in the park? I decide to close all
the windows as a precaution and then, under gray skies, we make our way to our
traditional entrance and begin another day in the Rec. Temperatures are still mild
enough but progress is maddeningly slow – with the dog pausing every few feet to
nibble at leaves of grass. (Yesterday Huck Finn, today Whitman.) After the grass
eating there is also a long delay during an incursion into the environmental area but
then, suddenly, Fritz puts on some speed and by the time I catch up he is well on
his way to the middle of the green where, much to our delight, we find Liz – come
for another of her visits from New York.
Renata complains that there are too many chairs around our table but, in fact, they
are all occupied – with our group this morning including Liz, Janet, Georgie, Peter,
Ellen, Wendy and Hanna. This means that our usual chair jumpers (Daisy-Mae,
Winnie and Bailey) have to do most of their food cadging from the cement floor. In
fact there is some concern over Bailey today. The poor fellow is obviously in pain
and he lets out a little yelp of distress every time he moves. No one can remember
who Ofra’s vet is – but Janet decides to take him to her own vet immediately and
she soon departs with the little chap. Food items that Bailey might covet are now
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delivered and people relax over their coffee. I tell the others that I had a dream last
night in which the coffee queue was endless and when I finally got to the head of
the line Lurch said to me, “We made your coffee yesterday but you weren’t here
and we drank it ourselves. It was delicious.”
Liz has a good deal of news to impart. She moved from her apartment on the
upper east side yesterday and, when she returns, she will take up residence on the
upper west side instead. She will make another attempt at keeping Roxy with her
– after having paid a fortune to replace much of the living room flooring at her old
place since Roxy hated all the peeing places outside and much preferred the carpet
inside. Liz says that the Beagle has lost a lot of weight – though she still steals food
at every opportunity. Some of her new dog toys come from Alexander Mutt Queen
– earlier versions, like her Chewy Vuitton handbag, having ended their useful days.
Our conversation is now interrupted by the deep-throated barking of Buddy, the
Golden Retriever. He is eager to come in and visit us and, much to our delight, he
is admitted by Saskia herself – it has been a long time since we have seen her in
the park after back problems following her second pregnancy incapacitated her
for months. After some social arrangements involving Liz’s visit are discussed we
begin our back passage walkround. This too is characterized by a halting progress
at best. Winnie is dilatory as usual but Daisy-Mae hangs back as well – not quite
comfortable with Liz as a substitute for the absent Janet.
Saturday, August 18:
As Fritz and I make our way forward this morning it is obvious that it is very warm
outside – indeed even hot in the unshaded sections of the park, though it is only
a few minutes past 9:00. When we reach the green Fritz discovers Karen sitting
with a friend on the grassy slopes of Mt. Bannister and he rushes forward for a
tumultuous greeting – his usual response to such a cuddle is a series of moans that
sound as if he were being tortured. “You’ve made a friend for life there,” I tell
Karen. Then, as we continue our circuit of the hill, she resumes her fruitless task –
trying to get Dudley to pay any attention to her summoning entreaties. Fritz makes
short work of this part of the morning and this is fine by me – since I want to get
under the shadowy embrace of our green umbrella.
There is a very large weekend turnout today: Karen, Liz, Georgie, Dan, Janet,
Makiko, Peter, Wendy, Ellen, Renata and Hanna. Karen is asking for suggestions
on how to train Dudley to come – Dan suggests throwing her keys at his head.
Daisy-Mae is in disgrace, having peed and pooed on Janet’s bed, an act of
vengeance, we assume, because Janet was paying attention to guests on the
balcony and not to her dog. (Daisy-Mae also manages to round on poor Yaris.)
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Bailey seems much better after his visit to the vet yesterday; it is believed that he
pulled a muscle in his shoulder and he is on anti-inflammatory medicine. All of
these animals (and Seamus, Lucky, Winnie, Sparkie and even T-bone) pay court
to my biscuit bag and, much to my surprise, they exhaust its contents half way
through the session and I have to hold open my hands and explain that the food
is all “finished” half a dozen times before those reproving eyes take in the awful
message. At this point a couple, newly arrived in our neighborhood, pass by with
two blonde Pugs, Lulu and Mabel, and much fuss is made over their presence by
the other Pug owners.
I point out to Liz that since she was last here we have added another nationality to
our breakfast mix – referring here to the Australian, Karen, and not to Dan, the man
from Essex. Peter passes out racing and lottery information and we have a go at
some scratch card work – Wendy is the only winner at £2. We are astonished when
Peter says he has never watched an episode of Coronation Street and I suggest that
this is surprising since he has obviously inspired a number of its characters over
the years. I am thinking of Norris Cole but soon there are other nominees as Peter
is compared to Victor Meldrew and Rising Damp’s Rigsby as well. To support the
latter claim Dan actually produces an episode of the Leonard Rossiter show on
the screen on his phone. Makiko says she wants to hold a housewarming party but
Matthew is always on call these days. “Hold it anyway,” Dan says, “we don’t need
Matthew.”
Sunday, August 19:
After a sticky night, in which sleep came only haltingly, Fritz and I head for the
park as the heat wave continues. At least I have a very clean dog, bathed after our
afternoon walk yesterday, and Liz and Janet, just entering with Daisy-Mae, are the
first beneficiaries of his pristine (though shaggy) appearance. Fritz does seem full
of beans this morning, surprisingly, and he races ahead of us to the green – here
to begin a slow progress in the direction of the Randolph gate. Here two Labs (the
chocolate one is named Sherlock) are just making their entrance – just ahead of
Peter and Ellen with Jack and Lucky. The café is not open quite yet and Georgie,
Makiko and I take chairs lined up on the right side of the door.
Our group this morning is a very large one and someone is always getting up
to bring in more chairs. We begin with Peter, Ellen, Renata, Dan (the latter two
already having had one quarrel while we were at the coffee counter), Janet,
Georgie, Liz, and Hanna but there are many latecomers to take the seats of those
already departed. Linda sits down between Janet and Georgie and it turns out that
they are all wearing turquoise blouses this morning; when Shefali joins them at
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that end of the table she has a turquoise purse as well. Wendy now arrives and she
is followed by Karen; the latter is also accompanied by three-year-old Alexander
(“I’m back!”) – who loves dogs. Sandy, as he is called, is stroking Winnie, her
paws on my knee, and I tell him, “Her name is Winnie; she’s a Pug.” His response
is soon enshrined in the existential question of the month category, “Why?” “Ah,” I
reply, “we’ve been trying to answer that question for years.”
The presence of all these people reminds Dan that our group represents a society
of many nationalities – but isn’t this true of London in general these days? Ofra
(Israel) and Davide (Italy) are absent today but Liz and I are here to represent the
Yanks, Georgie (Scotland), Shefali (India), Renata (Germany), Hanna (Finland),
Makiko (Japan) and Karen (Australia) are here to add a decidedly non-English
tone to the gathering. Dan wants all these foreigners to sit at their own section of
the table but only Hanna, who bristles, takes him seriously. “Here comes another
nationality,” I add – as Yara (Lebanon) now arrives. Liz has been thinking of travel
to Lebanon but Yara offers a gentle caution – it seems to be kidnapping season
there currently. Dan has been trying to make a paper boat for Sandy but Yara
succeeds with a marvelous specimen, to the little boy’s delight. As we get up to
leave it is floating in the dog’s water dish.
Monday, August 20:
Temperatures have at last dropped a bit on a gray, overcast morning. It rained
briefly yesterday (Fritz most unhappy over the accompanying thunder) and it looks
as though it might do it again today – so I take the precaution of closing all my
windows before we head for the park. Soon we are passing a number of familiar
faces, beginning with Simba, the Golden Retriever. He pauses to pee on Fritz’s first
poo (thanks, I needed that). Then we cross noses with Blanco and the Pom pair of
Sparkie and Buddy. When we reach the green we encounter Simba again, having
his photo taken as he chews on a large stick – then he heads for the loos and barks
imperiously because there is no water in the bowl here. Also on the green is Tinker
– the tiny but fearless Jack Russell. She is barking too – in this case at Chinny and
Bliss (all the dogs seem to do this). When she is not barking Tinker is throwing
herself on top of much larger dogs in an attempt to initiate some spirited play.
Dan is just handing Winnie over to Georgie as she and Janet head for the café. I
tell Fritz just to follow Ellen’s purse as she makes her way toward this same spot.
Peter is again coming down the Randolph roadway, muttering over the closure of
his favored Carlton gate – which has been cordoned off for two days following the
collapse of a large tree limb. Wendy and Hanna soon arrive as well (Liz is having
a lie-in) but this is also the morning when we welcome back from Israel a tanned
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Ofra – also entering the scene from an unusual angle since the parking lot is also
closed. Bailey does not go into his usual hysterics over the return of his mommy
(too busy with a biscuit) and much time is devoted to an account of his recent
illness – Georgie hands his medicine over to Ofra now. The latter is quite upset
over the indisposition of her pet but she has some happy news – her son Guy has
met his grade target and will be entering Nottingham University this fall. I have
heard from Linda that Michaela’s Olivia will be going to Edinburgh at the same
time. (Linda was on the telly this morning – interviewed as part of her campaign to
save the Jubilee Centre.)
From Hanna I pick up a number of news items. As they were leaving the park last
week she and Dan found a kitten, starving and flea-ridden in a satchel, and, after
a week of tender loving care, she has been able to find a good home for the little
fellow on Lauderdale. Yesterday Yoyo was pinned to the ground in a doggy area
by an Akita, whose dog walker blamed the Schnauzer for having issued a warning
growl. And in a parallel incident Hanna herself has been attacked with a punch
in the back from an eight year-old Downs Syndrome child – whose carers were
offended when she suggested they keep a closer eye on their charge. It is time to
begin our back passage walkround – but this means that Peter has to undertake
another circuitous route home since the Carlton exit is still closed.
Tuesday, August 21:
It’s a bit gray this morning – with temperatures still on the mild side – as Fritz and
I head for the Rec. Fritz squats almost immediately – perhaps because there was no
activity in this department at all last night when our late night walk ended after two
minutes as the dog decided there might just be more fireworks about to explode
around the corner. We now pass Jez (short for Jezabel), the little black dog who
was such a lively presence out on the green last year. Then it’s the all-white Blanco
and, once we reach the Randolph roadway, the low-slung Basset, Charlie. With his
lumbering gait and his hangdog hound’s visage Charlie is an instant hit and several
people pause to give him a cuddle. Fritz, ignoring all this, heads for the tennis
courts, then the parking lot and then the doggy compound on the reopened Carlton
roadway. I can see where the offending limb has been sawn off a tree just opposite.
Our group this morning includes Georgie, Ofra, Davide, Karen, Liz, Renata, Peter,
Ellen, Makiko and Charlie’s owner, Tara. The latter tells us that the transfer of
her family from the States included a seven-day sea voyage to Southampton, one
that Charlie evidently loved. The huge chap is a bit tired now, after climbing tors
in Devon last week. We identify some of the other canine characters for Tara –
many are lined up at my knee for treats so it easy to name them. Randy Dudley
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is pursuing little Bobby (once again in Peter’s care). Also, Emilio, on cue, begins
his manic protests over the presence of Daisy-Mae, Bailey has to be reminded
(every time) that he has to be seated if he wants a treat and Fritz has again inserted
his nose into Ellen’s purse. It is at this point that I notice that Janet is absent
this morning; Liz says her friend, suffering from light-headedness and hearing
problems, is poorly today.
Ofra says she is convinced that we will have luck at the horses this weekend and
produces £3 to add to Peter’s coffers. That gentleman, protesting over the lunging
Dudley, says that he is bringing a pair of scissors with him tomorrow. (“In that
case,” I say, “Karen’s not coming tomorrow.”) I then suggest that Bobby is taking
on some of Peter’s characteristics: grumpy, quick to take offense, etc. Today
Georgie and Davide are wearing turquoise tops and I must see if I still have a
shirt in this color. Such a color will make even more noticeable the shaggy white
fringe growing on the back of my neck (Renata adds her voice to that of Linda in
reminding me of this problem) but the next available Wednesday for a trip to the
barber is a week tomorrow – tomorrow is devoted to Sainsbury’s.
Wednesday, August 22:
Temperatures have dropped very satisfactorily indeed and I am actually wearing
a sweatshirt again as Fritz and I reach the park gates today. I am delighted to
see that, just in front of us, workmen are removing the last of the cyclone fence
that has surrounded the track area for weeks. When we reach the green there is a
second happy surprise: the clock on the clubhouse tower has been repaired at last.
(Hanna has told me that they had to send to Yorkshire for a replacement part – but
that was months ago.) Fritz is dashing over the grass as I am studying the clock
tower – because, unfortunately, he has heard the siren call of a squeaky ball over
near the bandstand. By the time I have joined a party of dog people out here he
has purloined this object, a squeaky tennis ball, but the owner says not to worry
– “I always hate it when other owners bring squeaky toys to the park.” I suggest
that I may be able to return the ball – tomorrow – and I now follow my dog as he
rushes back to the loos with the prize in his mouth. Here he makes the mistake of
dropping it while he sniffs another dog and I pounce – walking all the way across
the green a second time to return the ball. This does give me time to cuddle Molly,
a four-month-old be-tailed Schnauzer puppy – who is mixing it up with Tinker.
We have a very substantial turnout this morning: Peter, Ellen, Karen, Davide, Liz,
Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Wendy, Renata, and Makiko. Emilio is sitting in the corner,
a pink lozenge poking out of his mouth; for once this is not his own tongue but a
piece of ham he has picked up somewhere. When he is restored to Makiko’s lap he
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begins to bark in great agitation: he has spotted his nemesis, Daisy-Mae, in Karen’s
lap on the other side of the table. Karen’s own Dudley again joins the biscuit
queue. Having heard my tale of Fritz and the purloined tennis ball Georgie says
that while she was looking after him during the Olympics the same thing happened
to her, though here Fritz dropped the ball as they were returning home – it rolled
all the way down to the pavement and she had a devil of a struggle getting Fritz to
keep climbing the steps – since he wanted to reverse direction in order to retrieve
the ball.
Ofra has missed lunch with the girls because the message unit on her home phone
is full and she had forgotten to bring her mobile phone charger back from Israel.
I ask the others what is new about the park today – but no one has noticed that
the clock is working again. Instead there is a lot of chatter about shopping; Ofra
holds up a Balenciaga bag that is a cousin to one that Dorothy once purchased on
the Internet. There is a good deal of talk about Primark. Some the ladies swear by
this downmarket emporium (Ofra says her Ricky even picked up a stylish pair of
trousers here) but Peter says that the Kilburn branch is a free-for-all, with many
items just dropped on the floor by eager shoppers. We get up to begin our back
passage walkround as the girls are discussing another possible lunch date today.
I tell Renata that, after a second nagging by Linda, I now have a hair cutting
appointment tomorrow. Today’s appointment is with Sainsbury’s Ladbroke Grove.
Thursday, August 23:
Again we have a lovely morning in the park – with sunny skies and mild
temperatures. And again we meet some of the same characters in the first moment
of our appearance here. Blanco is one of these and so is Simba. The latter however,
is in disgrace – after fishing forbidden food out of the bins. He is wearing a muzzle,
which he clearly dislikes, and getting a lecture on what a naughty boy he is as we
pass him by and head for the green. Dan is here, on his way to work, and he is able
to show Linda a recorded version of her own appearance on the BBC news from
a few days back – she had missed this herself and is delighted to see it captured.
Then, Pepper in tow, she heads off for an appointment with MP Karen Buck. The
others are drifting toward the café and I follow, but not before Fritz makes an
unexplained incursion into the female toilet.
The dogs are particularly noisy this morning. They bark at anything moving on the
other side of the fence and Emilio keeps up a non-stop protest over the presence of
Daisy-Mae, who is paying him no attention whatsoever. Makiko tries to calm her
pet in her lap, but there is no lessening his unease. The prize for worst barker goes
today to Lucky, who also barks at any strange presence in our midst. Unfortunately
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this turns out to be Renata’s grandson, Jackson, who is set upon by the Corgi and
who then retreats to a little table in front of the café – where he begins to cry.
Thereafter I see him trying to sneak by the offending animal in his Number 10
Wayne Rooney shirt – hoping that Lucky won’t notice he is here. This would be a
good day for Cesar, the famous Dog Whisperer, whom, it is rumored, is making a
visit to the park – no one has any details on this event, however.
Ofra announces that she will be first in the coffee queue this morning – I have
to tell her that this honor is going to me today. Later I do let her go ahead of me
but the result is the same: they have seen me coming and started my cappuccino
before anyone has made an order this morning. Ofra is making notes on a copy of
the café’s edition of The Sun and I note (though perhaps I have seen this before)
that she is left-handed. “That explains so much,” I tease. Ofra says that her
husband is also left-handed, that she has an exercise class next and that she has a
dancing session tonight – as she does on every Thursday. In other matters Peter
is grumbling over the poor start made to the season by his beloved Queen’s Park
Rangers, Makiko says that the new Japanese restaurant on Lauderdale Parade has
already closed its doors for two days, Janet says that she has an appointment at the
Middlesex Hospital over her ear problems this afternoon and the assembled dog
owners all discuss whether they will attend any of the events associated with this
weekend’s Notting Hill Carnival. I tell the others that I have watched an episode
of Keeping Up With The Kardashians – in an attempt to maintain my foothold in
popular culture studies – and that it was fascinating and painful at the same time.
Makiko, with whom I share our back passage walkround, says she watched it once
too and that she has promised never to do this again – lest she suffer permanent
brain damage.
Friday, August 24:
I have a brief stop to make in the front garden this morning – and Fritz, somewhat
spooked by the gravel of this thin strip that fronts our building, is reluctant
to follow me. In fact, I am on a mission – having discovered that one of my
flowerpots has plunged from its spot on the windowsill. I find this insubstantial
plastic container (with one petunia still in bloom) and put it next to the front steps
– intending to pick it up after our morning in the park. Here Buddy and Sparkie,
the Poms, are trailing behind the young lady who likes to jog with them in the
mornings, and we also meet up with Simba, who has been spared his muzzle today.
There are plenty of dogs out on the green – where we head next – and Fritz heads
here to greet their owners. Then he begins a circuit of Mt. Bannister as the sun
makes a brief appearance over the tennis courts. I am trying to figure out just how
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much longer the wonky lock on the Carlton road doggy area’s gate will survive as
Ofra drives into the parking lot in her Smart car.
The coffees are on Ellen today – since it is Lucky’s third birthday. Unfortunately
some of our ladies object to their cuppas this morning – something about the milk
having gone off – and these will have to be replaced. The ladies include Ofra,
Janet, Georgie (with T-bone in tow), Liz, Karen, Makiko, Renata and Tara – with
Peter and me on the other side of the gender line. Daisy-Mae rounds on poor
Charlie but the Basset Hound reacts with his usual cool insouciance. Thereafter the
fighting Shih-Tzu is placed on Janet’s lap and this means that she is head-to-head
with the enemy, Emilio. To everyone’s surprise, however, he seems to accept this
close proximity with aplomb today – perhaps this is because he and she are both
sharing in the bounty from Makiko’s plate of scrambled eggs on toast. Tara, who
tells us she will be going to Edinburgh this weekend (the last time she was there
it was to run a marathon) is eating a toasted sandwich as well – after a late night
has left her in a fragile state. She does offer £2 to Peter, having been seduced into
his horse racing syndicate for the first time. Others add their stakes (Ofra wants an
additional bet on her own horse) and Peter won’t let Makiko eat in peace until he
has her money as well. He is standing, as he does so often, to record these entries,
and in doing so he inadvertently steps on T-bone’s tail – with a blood curdling wail
the result.
Ofra, who says she has forgotten how old she is, is trying to fix Liz up with
someone she knows in New York. Janet reports that her hearing problems have
been diagnosed as nerve damage in one ear – and the consultant at the Middlesex
Hospital says there is little (beyond the addition of a hearing aid) that can be done.
I report that I too have been suffering from hearing problems and I have someone
to blame – Renata, well Renata and Linda – the two ladies who nagged me into
making yesterday’s haircutting appointment on Formosa Road. As often happens
on such occasions the assistant who washes my hair got water into both ears; when
I got home I managed to clear one of these with a swab but I must have knocked
some wax into the second for I soon had an intractable blockage, one that left me
almost deaf in my left ear for much of the rest of the day. Hearing returned before
I went to bed and this morning I have inserted some drops purchased at Vineyard
Pharmacy. I am able to hear most things, including an invitation from Makiko, who
is staging a barbeque for the gang at her house this evening. When I get to my own
residence I can see that they are showering the front steps in a periodic attempt to
dislodge the green scum that often forms in the shallows, and I realize that I will
have to wait for a dryer time in which to retrieve my flowerpot.
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Saturday, August 25:
It is quiet in the park this morning – the only activity supplied by the occasional
jogger, who, in spite of the restoration of the running track, prefers the hazards
of the narrow walkways in which casual strollers are accompanied by their dogs.
Perhaps a series of early morning showers has something to do with the smaller
turnout this morning; I am wearing my rain jacket (with Fritz’s version in one
pocket) even though we often have real sunshine breaking through. When we reach
the café Fritz takes the shortcut through the forecourt and waits for me to open
the gate at the other end. Peter and Liz are already seated here and this routine
gives them quite a laugh, but, so I understand, no one was laughing here yesterday
afternoon.
It seems that the chap whom we often see with a lunging Doberman let his dog offlead in our sacred space – whereupon the ten month-old (and still intact) bruiser
viciously attacked an innocent black-and-white collie. Janet says that the only thing
that saved the victim was the fact that the jaws bit into the collar and not the neck;
nevertheless no one could succeed in loosening the deadly hold – not the owner,
furiously tugging at his animal, not Janet kicking the beast (while holding DaisyMae under one arm), not the security guards. Georgie, meanwhile, had turned
white; neither she nor Janet can remember how the attack came to an end but the
apologetic owner of the Doberman was clearly shaken by the incident, though
the owner of the surviving Collie was pretty cool about the whole matter. Later I
told Georgie that she had the ideal rescue weapon in her purse. A cigarette lighter
ignited beneath those treasured balls would certainly have distracted the attacker.
This sounds like good advice – at a distance – but in the heat of the moment who
would want to risk the ire of those jaws?
Our breakfast group this morning includes Dan, Davide, Peter, Ellen, Liz, Renata,
Karen, Ofra, Janet and Georgie. Most of those present were also guests at a housewarming barbeque at Matthew and Makiko’s new flat yesterday and so there
is an extensive post-mortem. I can report that the food was both abundant and
delicious and we had a jolly time (in spite of rain that kept driving us inside); Liz
had brought a friend from New York, Mel, and Ofra her husband, Ricky. As often
happens I was the first to depart, about 11:00, still needing to get Fritz out for his
late night walk – during which the heavens opened again. This means that I was
not around to witness a denouement that brought the evening to an unhappy end.
Several members of our troupe had too much to drink and Dan, after partying with
friends, arrived in a sodden state as well. The upshot, which I do witness now, is
that Dan must rush across the green as Matthew and Makiko approach in order to
apologize for his transgressions. I have to rush across the green as well at 10:00
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– the first of my Swedish visitors will be here shortly and I need to be sure I am
home when they arrive.
Sunday, August 26:
Skies have cleared by the time we are ready to make our departure this morning,
but this was certainly not true yesterday. Karin and Lena had ambitious sightseeing
plans but there was rain much of the afternoon and so they stayed close to home.
We took Fritz with us to Mangiare, Plan 9’s successor, but I left him behind when
we went for our evening meal at the Cochonnet. Dogs, indeed, are permitted in
the glassed-in front of this establishment on Lauderdale Parade but I decided not
to bother; in the event there was a most usual occurrence to contend with – since
the heavens opened again and a torrential downpour actually penetrated the glass
ceiling and we had to move tables in order to escape the drips. This storm also
put paid to the plans that the Swedes had formed to visit the site of the steel drum
competition but this morning, as I leave for the park with Fritz, they head in the
opposite direction in search of other Notting Hill Carnival activities.
Fritz makes it a far as the Randolph gate before we join a very large turnout at
breakfast: Janet, Georgie, Dan, Matthew, Makiko, Debbie, Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Liz,
Renata and Karen. The latter tells me that astronaut Neil Armstrong has died at 82
– and that she once met Buzz Aldrin. Georgie, who still has T-bone, says that poor
Wendy has lost some items from her bag to a thief as she returned from her niece’s
wedding – including a camera with wedding photos. Ofra says she is searching
for a jacket online and Dan retells some of his travails as he attempted to buy a
new car with the assistance of Autotrader. He also reports that Winnie seems to be
having difficult with movement and I therefore do not require that she sit when we
begin emptying my biscuit bag – but Bailey is still made to do this and Fritz always
does. Emilio has just one session of anti-Daisy-Mae apoplexy – but Dan notes that
she is guarding the biscuit I have just given her and this is obviously the prelude to
some mischief.
We get up to begin our back passage walkround – Dan carrying Winnie in a
satchel. He tells us that he has a family barbeque this afternoon and won’t be
attending the gathering at the Salt House on Abbey Road at 2:00 this afternoon.
Perhaps this is just as well for he now admits that on his walk home from Friday
night’s debacle he collided with a lamppost and hurt his head. I tell the others to
keep a special eye open for my outfit this afternoon – and this certainly piques
their interest. Ofra guesses that I will be wearing jeans and Liz that I will appear in
shorts but they are both wrong – no, it it time that I show up in my turquoise shirt.
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Monday, August 27:
The day starts with blue skies but I can tell that gray is also on its way. It is a
Bank Holiday Monday. After endless conversation about travel and rendezvous
possibilities with my Swedish cousins (complicated by the absence of station
staff and a ticket machine that would not accept cash) I head for the park. When
we reach the green I find Karen in a knot of owners at the east end – their pets
seems to be engaged in something I can only describe as a group hump. Fritz will
have nothing to do with such unseemly behavior and soon he begins a circuit of
the green itself. This process takes so long that by the time we have reached the
Grantully gate I can’t stand it any longer – on lead we head back across the grass
where there is already a contingent of dog people in our area and the door to the
café is open.
Today we have Peter, Ellen, Debbie, Ofra, Renata, Liz, Karen, Janet, Georgie and
Makiko. Many of these figures were also present yesterday at 2:00 when a dozen of
us foregathered at the Salt House on Abbey Road for one of our pub lunch specials.
A good time was had by all – and here I include my cousins, just returned from a
morning with the Notting Hill Carnival. (I would have to say that Dorothy was here
in spirit as well – since her name came up many times and, at one point, Georgie
reached into her lap to produce one of my late wife’s handbags, still in use.) Peter,
charmed by this outing, now thinks we ought to have a pub session every week and
he begins today’s session by making a list of interested parties on a piece of pink
paper. Debbie has brought with her a chewy rubber ball and Fritz is soon paying
court to her knees. I tell her that if she lets him have it it won’t be easy to return the
object but she decides to let him have it anyway. Unfortunately when she tosses it
to him it runs under the fence and I have to go out to get it. The others are deeply
impressed when Fritz, to whom I toss the ball, catches it on the fly. Thereafter he
jumps into Debbie’s lap and chews it noisily in her face – see if you can get it back
now. Her Pucci, sitting in Janet’s lap, is outraged… first that dog gets my ball, then
he sits in my mommy’s lap.
With Ofra’s Guy about to begin university there is a good deal of conversation this
morning on the subject of the college admission process in this country. Renata
says that her daughter cried when she got into university – since she hated school
and didn’t want to go any more – nor did she go, in the end. Liz reports that
her eldest son spent an entire semester in his college dorm without washing his
towels or sheets once. I have to leave these proceedings somewhat early today as I
marshal my houseguests for an assault on the Tate Modern, where we are viewing a
Damien Hirst retrospective this afternoon. Therefore I make my excuses and Fritz
and I head down the Morshead roadway. He is still carrying the treasured ball in
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his mouth and we must now endure hours of chewing and the moans of frustration
when he knocks this toy under the sofa.
Tuesday, August 28:
It is a lovely morning in the park, warm but not hot – and with plenty of sunshine
to cheer us on our way. Fritz spots Ellen and Peter, out on the green, and he begins
to pay court to the famous purse almost immediately – matters are not helped
when he discovers that there is a squeaky ball therein. Eventually I get him moving
on what should be a routine circuit of Mt. Bannister but, as he are half way down
the corridor behind the tennis courts, he suddenly decides to penetrate the bushes
and to climb the steep hillside under the trees. I have to backtrack in order to find
a steep path up to the heights – where the rascal is nowhere to be seen. On the
assumption that he must have resumed our original itinerary I head for the steep
path down to the parking lot and there he is – peeing on a bollard. We now spend
a little time in the doggy area over here and then it is time to head for the café –
where others are just arriving from the green and the early-comers are getting in
the coffee queue.
Our group includes Peter, Wendy, Makiko, Hanna, Ofra, Karen, Janet and Georgie.
The latter is having trouble standing up – after a very late night occasioned by
the visit of her brother-in-law. Peter does stand – collecting money to top up our
lottery stakes. Wendy tells us more about her misadventure in Devon. It seems that
she and Vass were waiting for a train back to London on the platform in Torquay
when someone made off with one of her bags. She discovered its loss only after the
train began moving and so the two got off at the next station and took a cab back to
Torquay. Although there were lots of people about the office was closed, there was
no guard on the platform, not even a ticket machine. She did discover the missing
bag abandoned here – minus her camera and her credit card. The police were
contacted but, having by now missed the last London train, she and Vass attempted
to check back into their hotel – where all the double rooms were gone and they had
to take two singles. At least no one had used her credit card, soon cancelled, and
they were able to return to London the next day. Wendy seems remarkably calm
about the whole incident.
Fritz has by now renewed his designs on Ellen’s purse but she never lets him have
Lucky’s squeaky ball (yesterday’s prize is in my freezer as we speak). Daisy-Mae
leads the biscuit hounds today but after a while we spot her outside our fence;
every time she attempts to squeeze back through the bars the mischievous Dudley
bars her way. Soon she is circling our compound at great speed, Dudley imitating
her progress on the inside. We all find this very amusing and Daisy-Mae gets a
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big round of applause when she braves the enemy and squeezes through anyway.
These two keep up their play during the back passage walkround. On this stretch
we discuss what appears to have been an early and quiet end to the Notting Hill
Carnival last night – though Karen says that she was up twice in the wee small
hours because Dudley had to offload some of the sausage rolls someone had been
feeding him at lunch. For that matter I now notice that Fritz is throwing up as well.
This is a bit of mystery (his poo was fine) but then I remember that last night,
during our late night walk, he had helped himself to some chicken bones (and
chips) on the pavement. Now I will have to keep an eye on him to see if there is
any sequel to this incident.
Wednesday, August 29:
Well, my dog’s tummy seems to be okay and we’ve had normal nighttime
walks for the last two nights. Now we make our preparations for our morning in
Paddington Rec. On Wednesdays I have a supplement to my search for reliable
weather information (my window thermometer) because Cathy walks here and she
is able to tell me that, although temperatures seem to be on the rise, there is a cool
breeze as well. Verdict: I can wear my sweatshirt and I won’t be too warm. DaisyMae, Dudley and Blanco have all just passed our entry point as we at last reach the
park but heading our way is Simba, whose dog walker always kneels to give Fritz
a cuddle. As we head for the Randolph gate a few minutes later a little girl on a
scooter asks if she can touch my dog. Fritz is always cool with such attentions and
the little girl is charmed. Ofra is heading down the slopes of Mt. Bannister as we
near the café – and she manages to hold the gate open for her tardy Bailey just long
enough for my Fritz to escape.
Thereafter she goes after him, securing him to his lead before asking me to pick up
her “Ofra Coffee,” which Davide has paid for, at the counter. In addition to these
two we also have Georgie, Janet, Karen, Peter, Ellen, Hanna and Makiko. Sparkie
and Bailey can’t get enough biscuits this morning. Dudley is also part of the mix
but when he tries to mount Fritz there is an almighty protest. Hanna has to get up
midway through the proceedings since her phone has just gone off and she learns
that Lizzie is on her way across the green with Yoyo. Emilio is angry at DaisyMae and any little boy who happens to come too close to our fence – including one
with an orange umbrella. For that matter Hanna would bark, if she could, over the
proximity of a screaming infant – who has been brought over to our side of the café
in order to save the ears of those seated on the other.
Peter announces that the Paralympic torch is making its way toward central
London from Neasden and that it will pass nearby soon. Ofra’s daughter, it is
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reported, has said that her hot pants look better on Ofra than on her own legs –
when you’ve got it, flaunt it! But Makiko, commenting on my green sweatshirt and
brown trousers, says I look like a tree. Davide is back from Buenos Aires and fills
us in on his recent travels – for once none of this morning’s diners seems about
to undertake any journeys in the near future. I note that the flow is the other way
and that, counting Makiko (whom I found on the street after she locked herself out
some months ago) I will soon have played overnight host to ten different people
this year. There is a sudden decision, quite early in the game, to head for the exits –
and I follow. I don’t think it will rain for several more hours but some of the others
think moisture is imminent and they want to get home before the clouds open up.
Thursday, August 30:
It did rain yesterday and it looks like we might get a repeat performance today. I
take the precaution of donning my rain jacket and putting that of the dog in one
of its pockets just before we hit the streets. It is dry enough at this point, though
decidedly gray, and we are soon well underway. When we reach the green I can see
that, even though the café is still closed, we have quite a contingent of dog owners
sheltering under the green umbrella. Fritz needs a bit more exercise and, since I
am in a bit of a hurry, I encourage him to climb directly to the top of Mt. Bannister
(instead of undertaking the longer circumnavigation). In this fashion it takes only
another five minutes before we have returned to the café. Here I ask the others to
keep an eye on my dog and, about to undertake an errand, I leave the biscuit bag
behind me: “These are for the dogs; I don’t want anyone else helping themselves to
these treats.”
My errand takes me to the Vineyard Chemists on Maida Vale Parade, where I have
prescriptions waiting for me. When I return Winnie is standing on my chair and
she is most reluctant to depart because there are still crumbs to hoover up. Our
group this morning includes Hanna, Vlad, Janet, Georgie, Karen, Renata, Peter,
Ellen, Ofra and Jo Lynn. The latter has brought Tilly and it doesn’t take too long
for Dudley, who likes to mount everything moving, to make a fatal mistake. The
Border Terrier objects strongly to these advances and manages to bite the little
fellow on the nose. There is a squeal of pain and Karen rushes to pick up the furry
white victim – who spends the rest of the session being comforted in mommy’s lap
(well, he often spends time here). Jo is very embarrassed by the overreaction of her
pet and reminds everyone to withhold further treats. (Hanna, however, relents when
Tilly “smiles” at her.) Peter has little Bobby with him and I have to break a biscuit
in two so the little tear-stained chap can have a treat as well.
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My visit to the chemists is now the occasion for a general rant on the subject
of innovation’s downside – Janet needs a new computer but can’t save her old
programs, Karen has lost her contact list while upgrading her telephone. I note
that the chemist has a new system – let him know when your prescriptions need
to be refilled and he will contact your surgery for you. But while I was marching
over to Maida Vale Parade a thought has occurred to me… in the old system the
customer got back a part of the prescription form indicating how many times the
medicine could be renewed before your doctor had to sign off on a renewal – and
now this part may be retained by the chemist. When I point this out today there
is much scurrying about and eventually they make me a photocopy of the form.
Since it contains the message, “Please Telephone the Duty Doctor to Review
This Medication” it’s just as well that I have insisted on seeing my form. But the
problems inherent in new technologies continue with a second story I can now pass
on to my chums. Yesterday I had to wait in for a BT technician who was going to
upgrade my broadband connection. Not only had he forgotten his screwdriver but
he had misplaced his phone during an earlier visit and now he couldn’t call the
parking people to report his van’s position on the street. The upshot was that I had
to help him out by standing in the window in order to report on the activities of any
predatory meter men.
Well, I was right about the weather for it begins to rain in earnest now and,
strapping his coat on his back, I can head home with Fritz and my prescriptions and
turn on my broadband.

82

The Dogshank Redemption

The Dogshank Redemption
Life Among The Dog People of Paddington Rec, Volume IX

By Anthony Linick
Chapter 4—September, 2012

Pepper stops barking long enough to seek a biscuit from on high.
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Saturday, September 1:
I have, indeed, missed a day in the park – as Tosh and I completed our next-tolast day, in Hertfordshire and Bedfordshire, on the Chiltern Way. Fritz was absent
as well, spending the day with his Auntie Linda, who made sure that a trip to
Hampstead Heath was laid on in my absence. I can tell that my dog got plenty of
exercise yesterday – for he is hard to rouse this morning – a day that begins when
a vial of flea medicine is squeezed between his furry shoulders. He makes very
slow progress on the back walkways, having found Ellen behind some bushes with
Lucky and Jack. There is plenty of activity on the green, where Linda had brought
both Pepper and Chica; the latter distinguishes herself by attacking a playful Akita
– but when she extends her hostilities to Maxi Linda puts the feisty Jack Russell
back on lead. Fortunately Fritz does not wander far and he is near at hand when it
is time for us to head for the café.
Our group is somewhat reduced in numbers today –neither Dan nor Davide is
present (on holiday in Umbria), Ofra isn’t feeling well, and Georgie has gone to
visit her grandson in Hereford. Janet is here (with Winnie, Sparkie and DaisyMae) and we also have Peter, Ellen, Karen, Renata, Linda and Tara. The latter is
still in the process of learning all of the doggy names; her own Charlie accepts a
biscuit from me and so does Dudley – who is still trying to get someone to chase
him (though without biting his nose, Daisy-Mae). Much of our conversation is
devoted to the sudden arrival of Good Neighbor Day, which, most of us learned
only yesterday, will take place in the park this afternoon. We can see tents and
play apparatus going up all around the green and a handout notes that Chrissie the
dog trainer will hold a competition for the dogs in the Carlton doggy compound.
Various categories are announced but when one of these turns out to be for Staffies
both Renata and Makiko, who now arrives with Matthew, say they are not coming.
Peter is after me for my horse racing money; he also has some large scratch
cards and Janet and I have a go. Mine is a form of bingo but none of my numbers
represent a useful pattern. I have to give a report on yesterday’s walk. I say that
it was far more strenuous than I had expected. Seven miles would seem to be a
dawdle but there were route-finding problems, plenty of Chiltern ups and downs
and just before the end we reached a huge field that was being ploughed by a
distant tractor – one which had succeeded in erasing any hint of footpath. The
necessity of wading though the spongy clods of soil did my legs in and now that I
get up to accompany Janet and Karen on a back passage walkround I can feel the
strain still. I guess I won’t be heading back to enter Fritz in any of the dog judging
categories this afternoon.
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Sunday, September 2:
It’s a gray and cool Sunday morning as Fritz and I head for the Rec. There
don’t seem to be many organized footie groups here but there are plenty of
people participating in some form of exercise. Indeed we soon pass a young
lady positioned in lane one of the running track, crouching in the ready-set-go
position while her coach assumes the same stance in lane 2 – and a squirrel is
lined up and ready to go in lane 6! There doesn’t seem to be too much activity on
the green either but I can see Ellen, with Lucky and Jack, heading our way, and
Peter indicates that Janet is just around the corner. When we clear the loos I can
see that she still has Sparkie and Winnie in her care and the latter is just squatting
for another poo, part of a sequence that has included a number of deposits on the
carpet at home. Peter says, “I’ve never seen him squat like that.” (How fortunate it
is that Dan is not here to take umbrage over this gender confusion.) Now Sparkie
is rolling on the grass in something unsuitable and Winnie, her task completed, is
chasing a jogger. I tell Janet, “Winnie chasing joggers, Sparkie rolling in muck –
they make Daisy-Mae seem positively angelic and we know that can’t be true.”
Fritz and I continue around the green’s perimeter. I note that the red poo poo bin
near the Grantully gate is missing and that we encounter no fewer than eleven
joggers as we make our circuit – I’m glad we’ve just spent all that money on
refurbishing the running track. As we near the clubhouse we meet Makiko and
Emilio. Makiko is having breakfast with a girlfriend this morning and won’t be
joining us today but we do have Janet, Peter, Ellen and Karen to begin with –
then Ofra, Renata and Shefali make late appearances. There is a good deal of
conversation on the topic of the Paralympics, which continue to amaze and inspire.
Hearing us discuss the backstroke competitor with no arms Terry, passing by with
Cris the Alsatian, pauses to chat over the fence. Cris gets a biscuit and there are
plenty about since Karen has brought two boxes of these treats – because Dudley
evidently doesn’t like them. Ofra gets the box of Milk Bones and I inherit the
Gravy Bones and the dogs all seem to enjoy these handouts, even Dudley himself.
(Winnie is restricted to a few charcoal-fortified Shapes.)
Renata now reports that she overcame her fear of Staffies and did enter her Maxi in
the rescue dog category at yesterday’s dog show – he won a rosette. In other news
Karen’s sister’s dog has died in Sydney. Janet announces that she will be spending
almost a week in Cornwall and notes that Georgie still hasn’t been told what her
duties will be when school starts next week – the disabled student she used to ferry
to school is now too old for such care. Renata asks Shefali if she has been in the
sun – perhaps forgetting that Shefali has dark skin because she is from India. (This
gaffe produces guffaws of merriment from Peter.) With all of these latecomers I
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can see that there will be a long time before a back passage walkround is attempted
so, at 10:30, I decide to make a move on my own. As I walk down the Morshead
roadway I can see Will and Grace playing with a ball on the green, Gus exiting the
park on lead and T-bone just entering with Wendy. I assure her that she will have
plenty of company when she reaches the café.
Monday, September 3:
Janet is just entering the park with Daisy-Mae as we begin a new week in the Rec.
Together we stroll along the back passage – Janet is very excited because, after a
lot of nagging on her part, workmen have at last arrived to paint the outside of her
building. I leave her behind as we reach the green, where Georgie is just informing
the rest of us that (after a poo in the hall) Winnie is not to have any food this
morning. I am assuming that Fritz will now complete a circuit of Mt. Bannister
– as he turns left at the tennis courts – but just ahead of us is Ellen, with Lucky
and Jack, and when this party takes the steep path up to the top of the mount,
Fritz follows. I have to as well and soon I am sitting next to Ellen on a park bench
(resting on a bed of discarded sunflower seeds). Fritz thinks he can get Ellen to
open her purse even up here – and he is right. When she says that he will have to
wait for the rest of the venison treats until we reach the café he jumps up on the
bench himself and sings a complex aria of hunger and desire.
After we have retreated to the lowlands I hand Fritz over to Peter and head for the
open door of the café; I am just behind Ofra, who boasts that she is going to be
first today. This is fair enough but her order for four is so complex that Blarina has
made my cappuccino long before Ofra’s tray can be filled – a happenstance I am
keen to note for her benefit. “Don’t let Ofra do any poor-mouthing today,” I inform
a group that includes Janet, Ellen, Peter, Georgie, Makiko and Hanna, “she just
paid for a coffee with a fifty pound note.” This teasing is accepted in good humor,
indeed Ofra’s humor seems in much better shape today – even though she has
forgotten her phone at a girlfriend’s house.
Shopping and restaurants provide the chief topics of conversation this morning –
with Renata and Wendy now making late appearances. It is not easy withholding
all treats from Winnie – Sparkie and Bailey volunteer to eat her biscuits for her and
Daisy-Mae, after enduring a gratuitous scolding from Emilio, jumps into my lap
to secure more treats as well. We now get a visit from little Bella, whose mommy,
Danielle, a vet whose practice is in Earl’s Court, also comes in to visit. Outside
our fence there is also a sighting of Tanya with her two Weimaraners, Pasha and
Chicca and her two kids, both on scooters. We meet this party a second time as we
begin a back passage walkround. The balmy weather has been noted by many of
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those in our procession and as we near the head of the track it is actually hot in the
sunshine. I suppose I am the one entitled to be in a good humor today – for in my
absence the postman has delivered my ticket refund from the New York Yankees
(for a game rained out last September) – a victorious outcome to a struggle I have
been waging for many months now.
Tuesday, September 4:
We have a lovely late summer’s day for our morning in the park…sunny, warm,
fresh. At the head of the track I can see Simba, lying in the grass and gnawing
away on some delicacy – but I am assured by his human companion that, “It’s
something I gave him today.” Fritz dashes ahead of me as we near the Carlton
roadway and I can’t see where he has gone when I reach this spot myself. I think
he may have darted through the café forecourt but he is not waiting at the greenside
gate. Nearby there is a quartet of dog people and their animals but my search
among these figures yields no sighting. No, he’s not coming onto the green with
Ofra and Bailey either. I now have to retrace my steps along the Carlton roadway
itself and here, at last, I spot my dog: he has turned left in order to see what Ellen is
up to with Jack and Lucky. He comes when I call him but, without his undertaking
any further expeditions, I am able to hook him just as he reconnects with Ellen’s
purse outside the café’s front door.
Our group this morning includes Davide, Peter, Ellen, Makiko, Tara, Jo Lynn,
Ofra, Georgie, Janet, and the latter’s friend and former workmate, Maureen. Mo
has recently lost her husband and on a number of occasions both she and Janet are
brushing the tears from their eyes with pieces of tissue. On the whole, however, she
makes a real effort to keep up with the activities of our dogs – many of whom are
laying siege to my knees. Indeed, Bailey is insatiable this morning – forgetting all
his lessons in deportment and making such a nuisance of himself that I am reduced
to an age-old defensive maneuver, the placement of a serving tray between myself
and the scrabbling claws of a Cavalier King Charles Spaniel. Tara has brought with
her today not only Charlie the Basset but her housemate’s dog, Beebee. The latter,
we learn, was also a winner in Saturday’s dog show – coming away with a rosette
in the Miss Diva category. (In spite of this title, the small back mutt seems to be
quite shy in our presence.)
Davide has brought with him several treats from Italy, including a chocolate and
almond cake bearing the imprimatur of the Pope himself. I tell Ofra that all our sins
will be forgiven if we eat some of this offering but she denounces the confection as
chemical in flavor. Davide, meanwhile, is fretting over how to replace a light bulb
in his car and Ofra is celebrating the purchase of a fragrant body spray yesterday.
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We begin a back passage walkround with seven of us in a row – a large contingent
indeed. Jo Lynn and Georgie are discussing that perpetual issue – how to reduce
the consumption of cigarettes – but by the time we have reached our gate it is
alcohol consumption that is under consideration. “If you have to drink, vodka is
probably best, “ Jo says, “all the models do it.”
Wednesday, September 5:
Temperatures are in the mid-60’s this morning and it is sunny but there is also a
cool wind blowing down our necks. Passing just in front of us is the chain-smoking
dog walker with four pooches in formation, one Jack Russell, one Dachshund, one
Cocker and a Yorkie named Toby. Fritz gets mixed up in this assemblage for quite
a while but eventually he pulls ahead and heads for the green. We now have a rare
visit by Michaela, here with Skye the Cairn, and there is much information for
her to exchange with Ofra, another mom with a uni-bound kid. Fritz noses around
a bit and then takes off on a circuit of Mt. Bannister. In the doggy compound I
note that the gate, as predicted, is yawning open after the utter failure of the catch
mechanism on the lock here.
I take one look at the coffee queue and resume my seat at a table that also includes
Janet, Georgie, the aforementioned Ofra, Makiko, Renata, Davide, Karen, Peter
and Ellen. After a few minutes I try the coffee queue a second time; it is halved
but there are still a lot of people and Ellen volunteers to bring my cappuccino out
to me. (The café jam-up is blamed on the absence of the ever-efficient Blarina
this morning.) I am still administering Karen’s redundant Gravy Bones and these
continue to prove their popularity – even tiny Bobby tries to eat half a biscuit,
but he hasn’t the teeth to hang on to this treat and when it falls the ground Lucky
is there to hoover it up. Dudley hasn’t quite learned where to position himself at
biscuit time and I can only sense him behind me. Bailey knows what position to
assume – but the dog with half a brain can’t remember that scraping away at my
knees is not it.
Ofra, Makiko and Renata are discussing the best place to buy hummus – which
turns out to be in an Arab market off the Edgware Road. Renata then begins to
complain that she can’t access vital computer functions and Karen volunteers to
come over to her house and have a look. I ask if anyone saw the last drama in
the Accused series on the Beeb last night. In fact, Makiko, Davide, Georgie and
Janet have all seen this excellent production and there is much praise this time
for comedian John Bishop, who played a straight role with sensitivity and depth.
I note that in the previous episode his girlfriend was played by Sheridan Smith,
whom I have always associated with light and comedic roles, and that she too was
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allowed to express an entirely different side of her acting arsenal – indeed I see that
she is starring soon in a production of Hedda Gabler. We get up to begin our back
passage walkround. Makiko tells me she is surprised that there is so little American
interest in the Paralympics. She is also preoccupied with the presidential race in
the States but when I tell her that I still have my 2008 Obama t-shirt she seems
much relieved, having recently discovered that one of her professional contacts is a
Republican.
Friday, September 7:
Yesterday’s visit to the park was a very brief one for Fritz had an appointment at
the hairdressers and, after reminding some of the other dog owners why they would
not see us at coffee, we abandoned the green for the pavements of Maida Vale
and St. John’s Wood. Truth to tell, this was not a comfortable walk for me (still
suffering from right leg problems after my last country walk) and, after dropping
the dog off at St. John’s Pets, I still had a lot of West End walking ahead of me.
When I retrieved my beautiful pet at 12:30 we had another long stretch ahead of
us but at least we didn’t need a mid-afternoon walk as well. (Fritz seems to have
gotten over his neurotic desire to cut short his late night walks and for the last week
these have resumed their normal patterns.)
The wonderful weather we have been enjoying is evident this morning, a sunny
Friday in the park – too bad we have to endure the whine of the tractor that looks
like it is cutting the grass in the central pitch; it isn’t of course, since there is no
vegetation here – just black rubber pellets that need to be redistributed over the
artificial surface. Out on the green there is a terrific turnout this morning. Michaela
is here with Skye – whom I disappoint since I am not in the best shape to kick his
beloved ball. Linda is here with Pepper and Chica and Dudley soon arrives and is
gratified to discover not one but two young ladies who wish to chase him over the
grass: Bella and Tinker. Dan is here to turn Winnie over to Georgie and Fritz insists
on fulsome greetings from Janet and Karen. I am not able to hook him when it is
time for the others to head for the café but, to my surprise, he follows the others
into this sacred space voluntarily.
The dogs are very noisy this morning – with Lucky barking at a number of infants
outside our bars and Emilio going crazy once again because Daisy-Mae exists.
All of the dogs join in a chorus of disapproval when a mild-mannered golden Lab
named Pippa is admitted to their circle. And if the dogs didn’t make it hard enough
to hear we also have a human cacophony to endure. Peter is fussing over his racing
charts and referring to himself as the Voice of Doom as he predicts that this good
weather won’t last forever. The ladies are having four separate conversations at the
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same time: Renata, at Vlad’s table, is phoning her boiler insurance provider after a
failure last night required her to turn the water off in her flat; Karen, Georgie and
Janet are discussing mice and what to do when they are in your house; Wendy is
fretting over the problem of caring for an elderly pet; and Ellie, Makiko and Ofra,
standing at one end of our table, are dissecting some arcane problem in lipstick
logic. It is with some relief that we begin a back passage walkround – seven ladies
and me. The tractor is still droning away in the central pitch.
Saturday, September 8:
The lovely weather persists and the park is filling up with kids and their moms
and dads – though there doesn’t seem to be any organized footie activity on any
of the pitches this morning. Fritz bustles along, his ears flapping, and gets a bit
ahead of me – as both of the doors into the café forecourt are open and he can dash
through unimpeded. We begin a circuit of Mt. Bannister, passing some serious
tennis instruction; I note that today we have the insistent sound of an untended
burglar alarm as accompaniment. Fritz doesn’t spend too much time in the doggy
compound today and as we leave I see that someone has had a go at the gate catch;
it works okay but there is a new problem – the entire fence to which this instrument
is attached is about to fall down.
As we return to the café early customers are already heading for the open door.
One of these is Ellen and she surprises me by addressing my dog: “Fritz, who
did you pinch that from?” I have failed to notice that at some spot in our morning
itinerary Fritz has found a squeaky ball abandoned in the bushes. When I return
with my cappuccino (coffees are on Sparkie, who is eight today) I can hear this
squeak in its jaw-induced utterance and I am hoping that I will be able to snag the
toy before we get home. In fact, Ellen does this for me – she says that Fritz has, by
this time, pretty well crushed the squeaker mechanism anyway. In addition to Ellen
we have Georgie, Shefali, Debbie, Dan, and Peter this morning – a small turnout
for a weekend. (Janet has begun her weeklong vacation in Cornwall, Karen is at the
Paralympics and Ofra is at a barbeque.) Georgie has both Skye and Dudley with
her this morning; the latter tries to tease the former into some spirited play but the
Cairn is not inclined to participate. Skye does join the biscuit queue, in imitation
of the birthday boy, as do Winnie and (his mouth now free for eating) Fritz as well.
Even tiny Pucci, who was at the vet yesterday with tummy problems, comes by for
a treat – I find just a few biscuit chips for the tiny fellow.
Peter passes out info on the lottery and the horses and several of us have a go at
today’s scratch cards. (Georgie’s yields a £2 win). I learn that last week we won
£10 on the lottery – after Janet did a better job of checking our numbers than Peter
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himself. Makiko now comes by with little Hugo – these two seem to be tickling
one another with shoots of pampas grass. Matthew arrives carrying Emilio and
Margaret makes it a Pug trio when she sits down with Mutley. She is wearing Pug
earrings and demonstrating Pug key rings – all part of the Pug-inflected designer
products that, we learn, have now piqued the interest of Urban Outfitters. I suggest
that she needs to widen her efforts to include other breeds and she says that she is
considering a line of Bulldog products (French and non-French) and Poodle pieces
as well. The late arrival of some of these people means that there is a considerable
delay in departure time but, at last, Georgie and Shefali make a move. Shefali has
to go into the café to borrow another carrier bag: the one that Georgie is carrying
has Dudley’s food in it but Skye, in pursuit of his tennis ball, has just bitten a hole
in its bottom.
Sunday, September 9:
We have enjoyed the same splendid weather for days now and for days I have
been fooled by my outdoor thermometer – which lies in the shadows and therefore
poorly represents the heat that is easy to experience at the first step into the
parkland’s open spaces. This means that I am once again regretting my deployment
of a sweatshirt as I follow Fritz around the café corner. He spots Ellen with Lucky
and Jack high atop the slopes of Mt. Bannister and I climb slowly up this peak
in order to sit on a bench at the summit. I am assuming that we now need only to
descend to the parking lot in order to make quick work of the morning’s adventure,
but in this hope I am sadly disappointed – for Fritz heads back downhill toward the
green and I have to follow. Near the bottom I discover an abandoned football and
Fritz enjoys chasing this out to the center of the green; just enough air has been lost
that he can clutch the object in his teeth – when he is not chasing it down. There
are quite a few dogs and their owners out here (including Dan with Winnie). The
German lady with Kasper warns me that her dog likes to bite the life out of any
football and, indeed, we return to this scene a few minutes later to discover that he
has accomplished his task. Now it is time for us to head in for coffee.
A little girl in a fairy dress has brought her scooter into the café and some lad has
forgotten his helicopter in front of the croissant warmer. Once again it appears that
we will have only a small turnout this morning (Dan, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Shefali
and Karen) but again the latecomers swell the numbers: Hanna, Wendy, Ofra and,
taking the little corner table, Matthew and Makiko. Someone asks Matthew if he
is still dieting and he says that at a barbeque yesterday he ate far too much cheese.
I remind him that this foodstuff is permitted by Dr. Atkins but he says that it is not
permitted on his diet. Hanna says that the slimmed-down physician is overdoing
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it and that he needs to stop before he begins to look haggard. Hanna reports that
yesterday she took Yoyo (on underground and bus) to Liverpool Street, where
Claire was having one of her boutique sales. I have to break the news to our
Finnish friend that our Swedish cousins now report that the special face cream she
wanted them to bring next week is no longer manufactured.
About half way through our repast there is an incident. The aging hippie who owns
Jazz brings his dog right past our fence. He is accompanied by a tan bruiser, a
Staffie of some sort, who is off-lead – and when our dogs make their usual protest
over the presence of strangers these two visitors growl viciously and show a lot of
teeth. Dog owners rush to grab their pets – though there is still that fence to depend
on – but the hippie (whose long gray hair had convinced Peter that he is a she)
stays long enough to denounce all of us (with much use of the “S” word). Since
Jazz has a poor record with other dogs and because the tan bruiser once attacked
Claire, according to Hanna, this prolongation of the moment seems particularly
provocative. Our dogs soon settle down and Fritz, who had been among the
barkers, jumps into Karen’s lap and chills out with a fifteen-minute long cuddle and
massage. Dan pulls out his phone in order to memorialize this moment and a few
minutes later we are able to make a move. I accompany Georgie as far as Hamish
II today so that I can dart inside and refresh my provisions while she looks after
Fritz (Shefali does the same thing – handing Yaris over as well.) We have seen that
an all-afternoon band extravaganza is scheduled for the park’s bandstand today and
I tell the others that this is one of those day when I am soooo glad I have installed
secondary glazing on my front windows. By the time I get home Dan has already
sent me a copy of the photo featuring Fritz luxuriating in Karen’s lap.
Monday, September 10:
The morning is rather gray and, although it is still mild enough, there is a bit of
a wind – and perhaps a touch of autumn in the air. In the park I discover the first
fallen chestnut – but the trees from which this specimen has fallen are themselves
under threat from some form of infestation. Fritz gets an enthusiastic greeting from
the dog walker in Simba’s company (praise for his new haircut) and then, as well,
from Jo Lynn – who is heading our way with her Tilly and a second Border Terrier,
Dora. Jo wants to know more about my experiences with the Olympics Closing
Ceremony and when I complain about the length of this festival she recommends
a special portable seat-support that you bring with you to the stadium– “All the
Buddhists have them; it helps with all our chanting.” I tell her that I will see her
shortly but I have to keep in touch with my dog, who is soon on his way through
the café forecourt as he launches another circuit of Mt. Bannister. When we reach
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the Carlton roadway doggy park I note that Ellen is here with Jack and Lucky and
an unnamed Staffie – who dashes over to see if Fritz wants to play. He doesn’t.
At breakfast this morning Ellen is joined by Peter, Jo Lynn, Davide, Georgie,
Ofra, Matthew and Makiko. After we have been seated for fifteen minutes or so a
young woman comes by to ask if Makiko is Chinese or Japanese. (We Westerners
often can’t make this distinction ourselves but it is interesting that this visitor
from Shanghai can’t make it either.) It turns out that this newly-arrived woman
is looking for someone who can spend an hour a week in English language
conversation with her eleven-year-old son. Her own command of our language is
shaky but Makiko surprises us by saying that Matthew can speak Chinese – which
he proceeds to do. (This must be the first Chinese language conversation at our
table ever.) The subject of language then dominates the session, not surprisingly.
Davide says that in his work he sees lots of people with British passports who
can’t speak English. Jo Lynn says she encounters lots of young job seekers who
can’t abandon their tribal patois long enough to speak standard English during job
interviews.
Our aging hippie comes by again, tying his Jazz to the hooks opposite the café
door. She barks in protest but when she is released all she wants to do is head for
the green without any confrontation. We begin a back passage walkround – to
which Winnie is a most reluctant participant. Makiko and I discuss the culture
shock that these Chinese visitors must be experiencing. Shanghai is a huge modern
city but how surprising it must be to discover that in London we have the freedom
to publicly disagree with our political leaders – “and to have no limits on what
you can Google,” Makiko adds. As we clear the cypress trees we can see the owner
of yesterday’s growling tan Staffie approaching us with this dog and a second
member of the same breed, a black one with a flattened football in his mouth. She
can see us scurrying to get our dogs on lead (Georgie has her own dog plus Pucci
and Sweep) and she shouts out that her dogs are friendly. In spite of yesterday’s
incident I decide to believe her and, indeed, Fritz and I pass this party by without
any hostilities. Jo Lynn and Davide do likewise but, well behind us, George and
Makiko, spooked, have undertaken a strategic withdrawal and are heading back to
the café.
Tuesday, September 11:
I did hear the rumbling of thunder last night but the threatened rainfall failed
to materialize and we have dry conditions underfoot today – with high clouds
and sunny skies on a crisp Monday morning. Jo Lynn is standing on the Carlton
roadway as I approach and she reassures me that Fritz is safe; this is because a
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slow-moving tractor is following him in the direction of the green. To my surprise
the dog then selects an itinerary identical to yesterday’s route – usually he likes
to vary his exploratory patterns. In the event we don’t spend too much time in
the doggy exercise area and I am able to hand him off to Peter when we reach
our compound at the café. My decision on whether to let him wander within this
space immediately or to keep him under some restraint is usually predicated on
the arrival of Ofra. If she hasn’t come yet then there is a good chance that she will
absent-mindedly let him slip through the open gate as she enters. Today she has
not arrived – nor will she – her Smart car is “knackered” and she resents having to
walk here.
Our group this morning includes Makiko, Georgie, Davide, Peter, Ellen, Karen,
Wendy and Jo Lynn. Peter is excited by Andy Murray’s first grand slam win in
New York and Jo says she wishes she had put a bet down. Peter then begins a
disquisition on the low return such a wager would have produced and Jo responds
with tales of her career at the News of the World many years ago – when the sports
reporters used to pass on trackside tips that she could share with her father. Carried
away by these memories she then suggests, “Say, why don’t we Paddington Rec
people get together to bet on the horses now?” It comes as some surprise to the rest
of us that she does not know about our multiform betting activities but, brought
up to speed, she produces a £20 note for Peter – who enrolls her in both lottery
and turf divisions. Elsewhere around the table Karen is complaining about a
disappointing theatrical experience at the Royal Court in Sloane Square last night
and Davide is planning an itinerary for Matthew and Makiko’s next expedition to
Sardinia. Karen announces that she will be spending a week in Thailand with her
sister, who needs some cheering up after the death of her dog.
Our own animals are lively enough. Fritz is paying court to Karen, who finds a
final biscuit in her pocket, then he switches his attentions to Ellen and her tripe
sticks. Wendy tells us that T-bone is scheduled to have another tooth removed
today (I am surprised he has any left) and she hopes he will not take so long in
waking from his anesthetic this time – last time he was asleep for twenty-four
hours and even peed in his sleep. We get up to begin a back passage walkround
(Tilly trying to bite a hole in my biscuit bag and Winnie remaining frozen to the
spot, as usual). For some reason Georgie and Jo start to talk about animals long
lost. Jo is remembering her former Border puppy, Daisy, who died at nine months
many years ago. And Georgie is thinking of her Pebbles, snatched from the streets
by some evil-doer at about the same time.
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Wednesday, September 12:
Temperatures have dropped quite a bit as Fritz and I begin our morning in the park
on an overcast mid-week Wednesday. There are a lot of dogs near our entrance
as two dog walkers are doing their stuff, one with two animals, another with four
– and we have two little Dachshunds heading our way and the Maltese pair of
Will and Grace as well. I encourage Fritz to take some other route this morning
but instead of following me on a circuit of the green he heads for the center of
this space – having spotted a number of his pals, human and canine, standing
here. “Sparkie, give it a rest!” Georgie is saying as we arrive – the Yorkie wants
someone to throw his ball but if you approach this object he makes off with it
and starts to bark all over again. (Georgie is investing in a noise-making canister,
which dogs are supposed to dislike.) I am able to hook my dog without any further
wanderings and we can join the migration to the café, shortly after 9:30.
I pass Fritz off to Peter and join the queue – soon followed by Ofra, who explains
that she missed yesterday’s session because she was having coffee with some of the
other bar mitzvah ladies on England’s Lane. As often happens, this wily customer
manages to make it to the counter before I do where, abetted by Makiko, she places
an order for five or six others. “There is justice,” I announce as I return to our
tables, “they saw me coming and had my cappuccino ready long before they started
on Ofra’s order.” In addition to those already mentioned we have Ellen, Renata,
Karen and Hanna today. Hanna has taken a seat on the side of the table usually
preferred by Renata, who objects to this usurpation since, as she often tells us,
she can’t hear well with her right ear and needs to be positioned with her left ear
cocked on the wit and wisdom of Ofra, Janet, Georgie and Makiko. (This is another
way of saying that the conversation on her right is really not worth listening to
anyway – a slight I am too polite to object to.)
Ofra is still having ecstasies of delight over Andy Murray’s victory at Forest Hills.
Georgie says she is glad he won but she still doesn’t like him. (Georgie still has no
fresh assignment in the disabled pupil category; this morning her civic employers
sent a cab to pick her up for a run with last year’s student – even though the latter
has graduated.) At our end of the table Renata is complaining that her lipstick
adheres to her teeth and she has to rub away repeatedly at the end of the day to get
it off. I suggest that she try another lipstick but she says that she likes the current
version because it never wears off. Somehow this logic reminds me of Bailey’s
predicament. He objects to the repeated assault on his private parts by Dudley’s
tongue – but he makes himself particularly vulnerable to such attacks when he
is standing up and hanging on to my knee in hopes of another biscuit. He can’t
remember that he gets no treats in this position and if he would sit he would not
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only get his reward he would frustrate the amorous Dudley. “Bailey,” I suggest, “a
goldfish has more brains than you do.”
Thursday, September 13:
It is a lovely, crisp morning – with plenty of sun and bright blue skies as Fritz and
I head for the park. It’s a somewhat unusual first chapter to this day since we have
left behind three more Swedish relatives, Peter, Ragnhild and daughter Therese –
who arrived last night for a four-day stay. I try to remain in the warming sunlight
as long as I can and therefore I am just as happy when I see Fritz head out to the
middle of the green, where a lot of dogs are in action and I get to see, for the first
time, Georgie’s new “Pet Corrector” canister – which issues a hissing spray. Fritz
now takes off for the Randolph roadway and we walk all the way to the gate on this
side of the park before turning around and making a slow return to the café.
To accompany our coffee this morning we have some nice German biscuits that
Renata has brought and some “Thanks for looking after my dog” fudge (made in
Scotland) brought by Makiko. The dogs also seem to do well this morning– since
Ellen has a new package of tripe sticks and my biscuits disappear quickly. To her
surprise Renata’s Maxi is also quite eager for these treats this morning; he has been
on a diet of chicken and rice and the others claim that this diet, ultimately, is not
satisfying. A relatively rare supplicant is Skye the Cairn, who has come in with
Michaela. The latter announces that her Olivia is in her first days at Edinburgh
University and she and Ofra compare notes on this process – as Ofra’s daughter
is about to begin her second year at Bristol and her son Guy his first year at
Nottingham on the 23rd. Our other morning participants are Peter and Davide.
We are beginning to refer to Georgie as “the Pet Corrector” but she has only
one occasion to press the button – in an attempt to discourage some fence-side
barking. Georgie and Ofra are both collecting two-pound coins now – each with
the idea that when enough of these treasures have been amassed each will be
able to purchase some treat not otherwise budgeted for. Peter says he has a large
supply and Georgie orders twenty pounds worth (though this seems to me to be
cheating) and Blarina, aware of this new quest, appears at our gate with three more
coins from the till. The ladies begin to quarrel about these prizes (good-naturedly)
and, thinking quickly, Davide sprays them both with the Pet Corrector can. Ellen
now adds that she has heard that numismatists value coins that picture the queen
wearing her necklace slightly more than those in which she appears with naked
neck. This leads to a quick search of purses and pocketbooks and there are several
cries of triumph. I have my doubts about all this but I have to head for home
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slightly early – I have left my relatives to wait there for the arrival of our tickets to
Arsenal’s game against Southampton on Saturday, and I now have to relieve them.
Friday, September 14:
Fritz has a real entourage this morning as Peter, Ragnhild and Therese accompany
us on our morning rituals. The day is an overcast one and temperatures are
depressed – indeed, I am wearing my leather jacket to the park for the first time
since last spring. Fritz darts ahead as we reach the café and I just have time to
introduce the Swedish party to our Peter – who is bemused to discover in my
cousin Peter another Queen’s Park Rangers supporter. We circle Mt. Bannister, a
hillock dotted with groups of chanting children, each hunkered down under another
tree while instructions are barked out from a megaphone by an annoying American
woman. I can’t tell if vocal cords are the only part of the anatomy being exercised
during this visit but half an hour later, while we are trying to enjoy our coffee, these
children are still screaming in unison.
After a walk past the tennis courts, and through the parking lot and the doggy
compound we are ready to head back to the café. As we do so I notice that a
brindled midsize dog with a ball in his mouth has thrown himself into a surviving
puddle – to the great consternation of his owner. More introductions are made at
the café and then the relatives head out for a day of extensive sightseeing while
I take my place at a table that also includes Peter, Georgie, Ofra, Davide, Karen,
Ellen, Jo Lynn, Makiko and Tara. The latter notices just how fragrant Bailey is
when the latter uses her lap as a table. Dudley renews his pursuit of this love object
while Emilio switches his attention to Winnie’s bum. At least the dogs are quiet
enough (given all the screaming kids in the background) and the Pet Corrector does
not have to be deployed.
Tara says that Charlie spent the day with a dog sitter (we saw him out on the green)
and that he exhausted himself –as did she, who was part of a symphony ensemble
hired to play at a Lebanese wedding in a fashionable hotel. Karen is leafing
through the pages of a paper and clucking over one dispiriting story after the next
(the cover-up by the police of their own complicity in the Hillsborough football
disaster in 1989, the attacks throughout the Middle East on U.S. embassies, the
rape of a 73-year-old woman in Central Park, naughty pictures of Princess Kate on
the internet). Karen says she has a hangover but she manages to get through coffee
and toast without ill effect. I ask Peter if he brought any two-pound coins with him
this morning. He says that he has but Georgie forgot to bring her twenty-pound
note and so Ofra bought them. I tell Makiko that our party of four dined at Ibuki on
Lauderdale Parade (the same site formerly known as The Mulberry and before that
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Porridge) and that the Japanese food was excellent. You can tell that Makiko has
taken on this outpost of Japanese culture as a pet project and she has been urging
everyone to attend – so she is very pleased with us. I’d like to sample more of their
unusual offerings; last night I finished with green tea and sesame ice cream but
what do you suppose wasabi ice cream tastes like?
Saturday, September 15:
I am down to two human companions, Peter and Ragnhild, as Fritz and I head for
the park at our usual hour today. (Therese is having a bit of tummy trouble and
needs to rest up so we can have a successful expedition to Emirates Stadium this
afternoon.) To reveal more of the park’s vistas we turn to the right rather than our
usual left so that we can pass the rose garden, the bandstand, and a second set
of tennis courts before resuming yesterday’s route. Fritz does a very good job of
keeping in touch with our party – no sudden disappearances or wayward variations
– and we have soon reached the doggy exercise area on Carlton Road. I am giving
a running lecture on all the buildings on the north side of the Rec… the blocks of
flats, the Carlton pub, the towers of St. Augustine’s church.
The café doors are open by this time and the Swedish visitors order their breakfast
sandwiches and our coffees before joining a very large grouping at our tables:
Georgie, Janet (just returned from Cornwall), Dan and Davide, Makiko, Shefali,
Renata, Peter, Ellen, Ofra and Karen. Ellen’s place is eventually taken by Linda,
who is here to turn her Schnauzer over to Georgie – as she and Rob (who also
comes by on his bike) are off to Puglia for five days. Pepper, the aforementioned
animal, soon joins the cohort of beseeching canines at my knee. He attracts
attention by shrieking every few seconds – whereas Winnie claws at my hands,
Daisy-Mae and Sparkie jump into my lap and Bailey (the little-brained fellow)
continues to rake away at my knees. Now that Daisy-Mae has returned to our circle
Emilio has to resume his litany of protest beneath the table but at least no one
requires the intervention of the Pet Corrector canister. Dan, testing this object for
the first time, puts an empty plastic sack on the tabletop, and, placing the snout of
the can beneath the open wire grating above, gives a blast on this device that sends
the bag skyward; it floats to the ground eventually to astonished applause.
Peter accepts more horse racing money (it is the St. Leger today) and distributes
scratch cards; Georgie’s card yields the magnificent sum of £1. Much of the
morning’s conversation is devoted to food: I have again played for my Swedish
relatives a program called “Jamie Does Stockholm” and last night we ate at Mr.
Oliver’s Italian restaurant at Westfield, Shepherd’s Bush. Karen notes the great
improvement in the culinary offerings of London Town over the last decade or so
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– everyone agrees that the British are far more discerning diners these days. For
her own part, however, she says she ate at a Mexican restaurant last night – finding
this cuisine to be stodgy and limp compared to so many others. “Yes,” I add,
“this is exactly what my wife used to object to in Mexican food” – remembering
Dorothy’s oft-voiced complaint, “It always looks like someone else has already
eaten it.” When it is time to depart I have to turn Fritz over to Georgie as well; we
expect to be away so much today that this seems a practical solution (plus there
are additional complications tomorrow morning). While she and a mob of owners
begin a back passage walkround, therefore, Peter, Ragnhild and I dart down the
Morshead roadway so that we won’t meet up with any puzzled dogs again.
Sunday, September 16:
Fritz has been an overnight guest at Georgie’s – part of the strategy I have
adopted in the face of substantial alterations to our usual schedule, yesterday and
today. In the case of the former the Swedish cousins and I were away for fiveand-a-half hours yesterday afternoon – as we all made our first visit to Emirates
Stadium, where we saw Arsenal demolish poor Southampton 6-1. This morning’s
impediment to normal park activity comes in the form of three departures and
one arrival: I want to be around to say goodbye to Peter, Ragnhild and Therese
and to welcome Michigan Janet – whose taxi pulls up at 9:30. We walk with the
Heathrow-bound Swedes as far as the Morshead gate and, shortly before 10:00, we
find ourselves crossing the green and heading for a grand reunion scene.
Janet knows most of those seated at our table – Dan, Davide, Peter, Ellen, Makiko,
London Janet and Georgie, but I don’t think she has met Debbie (just arriving
with Pucci) or Karen, whose Dudley is still paying court to forbidden parts of
the fragrant Bailey. (The Cavalier finally retaliates with what must be recorded
as a canine version of a bitch-slap.) I have not brought any biscuits with me
and yesterday’s bag, which I had left behind, has been saved for me by Hanna
(seated at her own table in the corner) but she has forgotten to bring it today. The
consequence is that I have to disappoint a lot of dogs: Daisy-Mae won’t accept my
empty hands as token of my failure, Pepper is shrieking in protest and I have to
fight off Winnie and Bailey, who are clinging to my knees. Later, after the others
have trooped off, Fritz and Yoyo will enjoy some of the chips that have come with
Janet’s omelet.
Dan and Janet discuss London theatre offerings, Hanna recalls the seven hours it
took her and her roommate to recapture their escaped cockatiel and Peter, asked
about yesterday’s horseracing, puts his head in his hands and begins a recital of
woe. It seems that we had winners in two of the three races and we would have
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had three out of three but at the last minute he withdrew one of his choices (the
eventual winner) in favor of the favorite; the result was that we lost out on a payout
almost three times that of our big June win of £61 plus. Peter reports that he was so
depressed by this development that he collapsed on his sofa, fell asleep, and woke
this morning not knowing where he was. He does brighten a bit as he repeats this
tale for Michigan Janet’s benefit: “At least I didn’t have to make the bed.”
Monday, September 17:
Mild temperatures prevail as Fritz and I head for the park on a lovely sunny
Monday. A young blonde woman has just parked her car and is unloading a
muzzled Lab named Nelson and Natasha’s Millie – neither of whom shows any
interest in answering her summoning calls. Simba is heading our way as we pursue
London Janet and Daisy-Mae, who have entered just before us, but we soon lose
track of them as Fritz pauses to accomplish his morning devoirs. Then he rushes
by a jogger (as opposed to chasing one, like Winnie) and crosses through the café
forecourt on his way to the green. Here I can see ten or so dog owners exercising
their pets; Janet has joined Georgie and Davide and we head for them next. Fritz is
greeted by his cousin, Pepper, and then he takes off for his Mt. Bannister circuitry.
In the parking lot Ofra (whom we thought we would not see today) is just parking
her Smart car – it sounds like a sick puppy to me.
In addition to those already mentioned we have Peter, Makiko and Karen this
morning. When I return with my coffee I note that Fritz is again nestled into
Karen’s lap, enjoying an extended cuddle while she reads the paper and the rest of
us discuss Shirley MacLaine’s appearance on Downton Abbey last night. Ofra is
very impressed when I remind Bailey that he has not assumed the correct biscuitreception posture and he then sits down immediately. Dudley is still in love with
the Cavalier and he again has to endure an emphatic rejection. Also ostracized is
Pepper, who, after the runs, has a besmirched backside that poor Georgie will have
to attend to soon. (Wendy’s absence is explained: today the delayed moment has
come for T-bone to lose another tooth.)
Ofra explains her presence as follows: the family was supposed to spend the night
in Bristol in daughter Lee’s college flat. Unfortunately that ancient family failing,
forgetting, here prevailed – since no one had remembered to bring the keys to this
flat. I have to field many questions about Michigan Janet’s whereabouts – easily
explained by a late rising this morning. Hanna now arrives (with my long-forgotten
biscuit bag) but she is soon abandoned as the rest of us get up to begin our back
passage walkround – during which we meet another delightful Basset Hound,
eight-year-old Poppy. It is just as well that Hanna is only now beginning her
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breakfast since the aforementioned Janet, missing us entirely, arrives to join her. I
have been asking others where Janet can get help for her stricken HTC phone and
the consensus is that we try a repairman on the Kilburn High Road – and so here is
where we head after we have both made it home.
Tuesday, September 18:
Another sunny and crisp morning beckons as Fritz and I seek the Essendine
entrance to the park. Having spotted us on our way, Daisy-Mae plants herself at
this spot in order to give us a handsome greeting. I walk with London Janet as
she tells me about her plans for a five-day trip to the south of France – beginning
on Thursday. As often happens these days we spend some time out in the middle
of the green and then Fritz continues along the walkways. Near the tennis courts
I discover Renata and Ofra in solemn conclave on the subject of the latter’s blue
jeans – an item of apparel that she sometimes purchases, so I am told, in the
children’s department. Fritz disappears into the bushes, taking a shortcut to the next
path, one that only a small burrowing mammal can manage. I do find him in short
order and we continue on to the Grantully gate before I put him on lead so that we
can cross the green and head for the café.
Michigan Janet has arrived by this time (with one more day to wait before
retrieving her phone in Kilburn). Also present, in addition to our resident Janet,
Ofra and Renata, we have Peter, Ellen, Georgie, Davide and Makiko. I tell Georgie
that I have received two emails from Linda in Italy, both on the subject of the noisy
Pepper – whom she would like to pick up at 8:30 on Thursday morning; he has a
haircut at 9:00 but Georgie has done a terrific job on his befouled backside since
yesterday – and she says he is better in the bathtub than her own Sparkie. She has
no problems with an 8:30 pick-up but there remains the problem of a last-minute
assignment in the disabled pupil ferrying category – but we agree that if this
should occur she can leave Pepper off with me. Another person waiting for a work
assignment is Davide – who is growing bored after six days of being stand-by only.
He has been to a one-man Dickens show but he reports boredom; by contrast Karen
says she really enjoyed a production of Legally Blonde. Her Dudley again joins
the biscuit queue but today the dogs also get pieces of Michigan Janet’s ham and
cheese and that lady has also brought with her some pungent biscuit-sized dog treat
“steaks” from America.
Food also dominates our departure. As we get up to leave Winnie and Lucky get
into a scrap over a fallen tidbit and there is a furious tussle – with Winnie’s neck
ending up in the Corgi’s teeth. Enraged, our Pug lashes out at Jack and Pepper and
then, at last feeling the weight of all those teeth on her neck, she rears up and falls
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over backward. Davie rushes forward to comfort his pet and she is soon her old self
(that is refusing to join the walkround of her own volition). As we near the cypress
trees I overhear Makiko and Michigan Janet – who are reminding Ofra that she
doesn’t need to lose any more weight. Ofra admits that she does have the body of a
teenaged boy but she sure wouldn’t mind losing another two pounds.
Wednesday, September 19:
The man from British Gas has called to cancel today’s annual inspection and so I
have nothing more profound to punctuate the day’s activity than a few local errands
and, of course, this morning’s session in Paddington Rec. Soon after passing
Blanco we encounter another white dog, but Cracker, a dominant Shar-Pei, is not a
welcome presence since he insists on hectoring Fritz – resting his chin on my dog’s
back, for instance. Fritz doesn’t help matters since he (1) growls and (2) refuses to
keep moving. Cracker back on lead at last, we are able to resume our march to the
green where, disdaining his usual inspection of its interiors spaces, Fritz begins his
circuit of Mt. Bannister. In the doggy pen we meet up with that friend of Fritz’s
youth, the Yorkie Fonzi, and these two have a friendly reunion before it is time for
us to head for the café.
There is a considerable turnout this morning: Ofra, Georgie, London Janet
(Michigan Janet has had a lie-in this morning), Ellen, Peter, Karen, Tara, Renata,
Davide, Makiko and the latter’s friend, confusingly called (like her husband)
Matthew. For once I have to draw up a chair from an adjacent table, my place
having been usurped as a consequence of these swollen numbers, and I do so (to
everyone’s surprise) at the opposite end – that is between Janet and Georgie. The
latter still has Pepper and Pucci in her care and soon she will have Daisy-Mae
(since Janet soon leaves for Toulouse) and Dudley (since Karen leaves Friday for
Thailand). Tara, who has brought her roommate’s Beebee today, has taken a picture
on her mobile phone of the Basset pair of Charlie and Poppy and this is now passed
around. The subject of Downton Abbey comes up and an attempt is made to cast
our dogs into some of the important roles in this show. Janet insists that DaisyMae must be Lady Mary, Emilio gets Jim Carter’s role as the butler, and there is no
hesitation in filling Maggie’s Smith’s formidable dowager role – is there, Winnie?
As I am seated among the ladies this morning I decide to add my two cents worth
to yesterday’s analysis of Ofra’s body image. I tell her that she does not resemble
a teenage boy and that, under any circumstances, she must never rely on women
for an objective analysis in such matters. The ladies take this in good spirit but
soon they are discussing my appearance – since Ofra insists I have a baby face and
Makiko agrees, “I see him wearing a bib.” I tell the others, who have just spotted
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actress Tina Hobley again, that fellow Holby City staffer Ben Hull (a former dog
owner in this park and a participant in our breakfast scene) is now playing an
obstetrician on the same show. Ofra is jealous that Karen is going to Thailand and
when she learns that Janet is going to France she insists on the latter buying for her
a favorite brand of biscuit, a heart-shaped butter cookie that Ofra now draws on a
napkin. Janet says that she will be in such remote territory that it is unlikely that
there will be any supermarket nearby – but Ofra doesn’t believe her. Davide adds
that he has just discovered the attractions of the deli counter at Marks and Spencer
Marble Arch but, surprisingly, no one at our end of the table eats anything this
morning – unless you count Tara’s English muffin. The others are astounded that
this item is on Metty’s menu. “Well,” Tara says (recalling a scene from Five Easy
Pieces), “it isn’t there as a separate item but I saw that they did Eggs Benedict so I
figured they must have muffins.”
Friday, September 21:
I have missed a day in the park (though Fritz was here on several occasions with
Janet and Linda) as Tosh and I at last completed our walk on the Chiltern Way,
a project we have been working on since 2005. I am quite fatigued today and
a little footsore as we make out way into the park on a gray and chilly Friday
morning and, almost immediately, the park gods punish me for my desertion. This
retribution comes in the form of an ominous plop on the collar of my leather jacket
– as some unseen bird far above shits on me from a great height. I clean off the
mess with (what else?) one of my poo poo bags and we continue with our entry lap
– Fritz pausing for a noisy cuddle from Simba’s walker. For his part, the noisy Lab,
thinking that tit-for-tat requires a biscuit from me, sets up a fulsome deep-throated
appeal – which I am forced to ignore.
When Fritz and I reach the green I head for the men’s loo in order to complete the
job of cleaning my jacket – I can see that Fritz is making the rounds and I am sure
he won’t wander far. Indeed, as I emerge, I can see him nosing around among the
dozen or so dog owners on the grass. (Today this space is being shared uneasily
with three or four cricket players – slashing away at their ball in close proximity to
the dog people… this is a formula for disaster.) Fritz now continues on his favorite
quest – a circuit of Mt. Bannister – but when we return to the café there is such a
long queue that I take my seat, coffeeless, and wait for Michigan Janet to make a
late appearance. She soon does so and brings my cappuccino with her when she
returns from the counter (where Blarina’s absence is blamed for the slow pace of
today’s service). We are joined by Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Peter, Ellen, Wendy and
Debbie. Outside our area some of the same regulars pass by: today we have Tanya,
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whose young Weimaraner, Chicca, keeps running back to the café forecourt, and
Holby City’s Tina Hobley.
Janet decides to join Peter’s racing syndicate and he has soon registered her £2
wager – complaining that he is avoiding a Saturday race that has 27 runners. Janet
is receiving sightseeing suggestions from the others and we learn that Davide has
at last received a travel assignment (to Newark) and that Karen has had another
look at her ticket and discovered that she is due to leave for Thailand tomorrow, not
today. Debby says that an indisposition kept her from attending her parents’ fiftieth
wedding anniversary gathering. Renata says that two people have failed to fix her
broken computer and that a third expert will make an attempt to today. (Whenever I
hear of these chronic PC problems I am reminded of that old commercial, “Should
have gotten a Macintosh.”) We get up to begin our back passage walkround but I
notice that Fritz has now pinched the green squeaky ball belonging to Pucci (who
has a brother named Gucci). I have no success in wrestling it from his jaws and
I tell Debbie that the return of this object will have to wait until tomorrow. Soon
after we get home a moment’s inattention allows me to pounce on the annoying
object and it is soon spending the rest of its time in our house in the freezer.
Saturday, September 22:
It is bright and sunny, though rather chilly, as Fritz and I begin our Saturday in the
park. Heading toward us is a phalanx of joggers, here just inches away from the
fenced running track (which has been repaired at great expense) – preferring to
discomfit those poor users of the walkways who can’t use the track. Fritz makes a
short stop in the environmental area, then passes through the café forecourt, then
heads down the Randolph roadway. I get him to stop before he makes an illegal
exit and we can turn around in order to return to the café. The park is very crowded
today, with lots of parents urging their youngsters to get a move on or be late for
their footie fixtures. I meet Georgie, with Sparkie, Winnie and Daisy-Mae, just
heading for the shelter of the green umbrella – reluctant to remain on the green
while Jazz is roaming about.
By the time I have handed Fritz’s lead over to Peter the coffee queue is quite
long, but Georgie takes pity on me and fetches my cappuccino. In addition to
Peter and Georgie we have Ellen, Karen, Renata, Hanna, Ofra, Makiko, Michigan
Janet and, wheeling his bike in at last, Dan. Peter distributes our racing entries
for the day and also some £2 scratch cards – none of which yield any joy. There
are a number of canine visitors outside – including Pasha and Chicca, Bonaparte
(the French Bulldog) and little Bella. The latter comes in to see us but when her
owner opens the gate to retrieve his pet Fritz makes one of his patented escapes.
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How well trained my breakfast companions are at such moments. Tara, standing
on the walkway with Charlie, grabs him by the collar and Georgie, lead in hand,
hooks him immediately and marches him back inside. Leads are among the topics
discussed this morning since Ofra has a new one for Bailey, one that has a light in
its handle. Some suggest that this will help owners retrieve late night poos. Georgie
says her husband should have one in order to make his way home from the pub.
Karen is asked to supply a detailed itinerary of her Thailand vacation, which gets
under way tonight. She had brought with her Dudley’s overnight bag (since he will
be heading home with Georgie) and the latter contains a wonderful toy, a stuffed
rat. Dan says that Davide is taking lots of pictures of Newark and someone suggest
that since New Jersey is the Garden State he might spend some of his layover
time looking for a garden there. (I suggest he could always take the Mafia burial
site tour: and under this pile of concrete we have….) Georgie reports that she has
travel plans at last. On Monday she will begin ferrying a ten-year-old boy from his
home in Maida Vale to his school in Neasden. On our back passage walkround she
is more than annoyed that Sparkie keeps darting in front of other walkway users,
but I tell her Fritz does this too. Karen is beginning to cry as the moment of parting
from her Dudley approaches but Hanna only echoes an earlier theme as the joggers
come thundering by – “You would think that they would run on the track, now that
it is finished, and leave the rest of us in peace,” she says loudly.
Sunday, September 23:
A deeply gray day greets us as we head for the park today and it is chilly as well.
I have been wearing my leather jacket for the last few days but today I have it
zipped up as well. Fritz makes steady progress toward the green – slowed only
by a chance encounter with a fellow Schnauzer, one with a properly bobbed tail
for once. We continue down the Randolph roadway and as we return to the café
I can see Georgie just crossing the green with a lively menagerie: Daisy-Mae
and Sparkie are rolling over one another, Dudley (not to be trusted on his own) is
straining at his leash in an effort to join them, and Yaris, a squashed plastic bottle in
her teeth, is bouncing over the grass in ecstatic leaps.
In addition to Georgie we have both Dan and Davide, Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Michigan
Janet and Makiko at our table this morning. Dan and Davide are quarreling over
the delivery of the foodstuffs they have just received from Sainsbury’s as Davide,
to my surprise, fills the cap of his peach nectar bottle so that a slurping Winnie can
have one of her five-a-day. Sparkie won’t touch this offering but Yaris also has a
sip and then she joins the biscuit queue by burying her chin in my knee. Crime
news dominates the morning’s conversation as Ellen reports that surrounding
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streets and adjacent park entrances were barricaded yesterday because of a gang
fight that included a shooting on Kilburn Park Road. And Makiko reports that she
spotted a hooded figure in the back garden of her mansion block last night, a chap
who was obviously seeing if any back doors were open, and the police had to be
called. (Emilio slept through this incident and Matthew was blamed for a less than
timely response – so that baseball bat and pepper spray are on the shopping list as a
result.)
In other matters of importance we continue an earlier discussion on canine cast
members in the all-dog version of Dogtown Abbey, whose human equivalent is
being broadcast tonight. Michigan Janet and I spent a good deal of time yesterday
on this problem, as we relaxed after a visit to the French Impressionists show at
the Royal Academy (with lunch at the café at Marks and Spencer). Daisy-Mae as
Lady Mary and Winnie as Maggie Smith’s dowager retain their parts but Emilio
(whom Matthew and Makiko tried to marry off a year or so ago) assumes the role
of the bridegroom Matthew Crawley. Fritz, naturally, gets to play the lord of the
manor, Hugh Bonneville’s Earl of Grantham, and Sparkie gets to play the bolshie
Irish chauffeur – who won’t shut up at the dinner table. We cast the food-obsessed
chubby Lucky as the cook and for the lugubrious butler, Carter, we insert Charlie
the Basset Hound. We even have an assignment for the randy Jack; he gets to play
the Turkish diplomat who died humping Lady Mary in the first season. Janet and I
are gratified that our fellow diners seem amused by these selections – rather than
offended. Peter now announces that it has started to rain (though Janet produces
two websites on her droid – both showing a beaming sun as the day’s weather
symbol). We prepare to leave but no one has a more melancholy journey than
Ofra, who begins the empty nest chapter of her life by delivering her son Guy to
Nottingham University today.
Monday, September 24:
Janet, concluding a studied look out the window, decides that she will have her
poached egg on toast at home this morning and so Fritz and I start off with no
expectation of further company. The rain, which has been falling for hours, has just
petered out as we drop the recycling bag on the pavement and head for the park.
Here Ozzie is just rounding the corner of a walkway that has only the rare jogger
this morning – with little sign of any other activity on such a wet day. Fritz makes
slow work of it today and by the time we reach the café the other dog people
are already taking seats under the green umbrella. Nonetheless, we do not join
them – as Fritz wants to complete a circuit of Mt. Bannister first. Just as we near
the parking lot I drag from the pocket of my rain jacket the dog’s version of this
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garment – for it has started to rain again. A little old lady asks me if I have change
for a fiver as she wrestles with the parking tariff back here – I have to recommend
she try the café, which is where we head next.
I join a stalwart group of seven at table this morning: Wendy, Ellen, Matthew,
Makiko, Davide, Ofra and Georgie. The latter arrives twenty minutes or so after
our usual starting time – having survived the first day of her new assignment. It
would be fair to say that she is spitting feathers after a very dispiriting experience.
The ten-year-old boy, who goes to a school for kids with behavioral problems, lives
nearby – but the cab driver says that he and his fellows are very reluctant to drive
to his school in Neasden, since there is so little chance of a return fare. Georgie
was picked up at 8:00, the cab arrived at the school gate at 8:35 but this place
won’t admit students until 9:00 and, had it not been for the kindness of the driver,
Georgie would have been expected to stand outside in the rain for twenty-five
minutes. The assignment (at least in its morning incarnation) doesn’t include a ride
home for Georgie (though again the cabbie made an exception today) and there is
evidently a long walk needed just to reach a tube stop. Needless to say Georgie has
already complained to her dispatchers, demanding, at the very least, that the cabbie
be required to take her there and back.
In other news Ofra reports that she d id feel very blue after she and Ricky
delivered their son to university yesterday. She brightens a bit when Makiko
share a cookbook written by Ottolenghi, who dispenses unusual Middle Eastern
food from his center on Ledbury Road. Makiko, for her part, is trying to organize
an expedition to Ibuki for Wednesday night. She and Davide have evidently
undertaken a joint expedition to Westfield in White City where she encouraged
our Sardinian steward to leave his car to be washed, only £15.00 she assured him,
as an alternative to paying normal parking charges. When he was presented with
a bill for £29.00, he now tells us, he was apoplectic. Hearing this she deflects any
criticism with an insouciant, “You’re so funny.” She then adds that she has gone off
the carwash outfit anyway – since they want to charge an extra fiver if the owner
has a dog. Davide, noting a lessening of the downpour, suggests we make a move
and so we do. Near the end I am weighing up the need to change my trousers when
I get home: my knees are wet not from the rain but from the paws of all those damp
puppies, scraping away at their benefactor.
Tuesday, September 25:
A day of rain has given way to a lovely sunny morning as Fritz and I head for the
park. I need to wear my sunglasses from the outset but this does not mean that we
have warm weather – indeed, there is an autumnal tang to the air and I can see that
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the trees on the Morshead Road side of the running track are, at last, turning a rusty
brown. When we reach the green Fritz spots Georgie and Davide and rushes out to
give them a greeting. Georgie is here with Sparkie, Dudley, Pucci and Daisy-Mae,
though the latter should be reunited with London Janet tonight – to be replaced
in this lineup by Winnie, as Davide is off to San Francisco. Fritz really hasn’t had
enough exercise but the café doors are open so I attach his lead and, under protest,
he is marched toward our compound.
From this spot he soon escapes, though it is through the caféside gate this time,
not the greenside one. He does this as Jo Lynn enters with Tilly – joining an
assemblage that includes Georgie and Davide, of course, but also Peter, Ellen, and
Ofra. “This is my sad day,” the latter announces – but I can’t figure out if this is a
reference to Yom Kippur or to the empty nest. Renata notices that the sleeves of
my leather jacket are in tatters and the chief culprit, Bailey, is still clawing away.
“You need to buy him a new jacket,” Renata says to Ofra but the latter dismisses
this request with the disarming reply, “Yes, it’s ripped but in it he looks so cool.”
Ellen departs and her place is taken by Michigan Janet. That latter, having been
told that they don’t serve English muffins, succeeds in extracting this prize by
citing Tara’s Eggs Benedict argument. Makiko now arrives with her pet, though
Peter is still struggling with the pronunciation of “Emolio’s” name. Fritz, to my
surprise, spends a lot of time today in Davide’s lap.
Georgie reports that she will not be ferrying the little boy (from Yemen, it
transpires) to his school after yesterday’s struggle – but she is waiting for an
alternative assignment. A number of us have seen the first episode of Nigellissima,
Nigella Lawson’s new Italian cookery show on BBC 2, and there are mixed
reviews. Janet and I disagree with the snide reviewer in Time Out (which
announced today that it will now be a free publication) who argued that you might
as well be watching someone paint the shed, but a number of dishes prepared
by the glamorous chef earn universal condemnation today. In particular Makiko
is deeply offended by the meatza (an all-meat pizza) and the egg-in-purgatory
hangover cure and she even objects to the Sicilian pasta dish, made with pasta
shaped like telephone flex. Much attention is devoted to Nigella’s shape. Ofra
reports that her Ricky approves of the zaftig outlines of Mrs. Saatchi, as do
most men, and news that she is slimming down causes alarm. I say, echoing The
Producers, when you’ve got it, flaunt it!
Wednesday, September 26:
We make a late start this morning, the consequence of the annual visit of the British
Gas technician – here to inspect the boiler. With a visit to Sainsbury’s scheduled
108

The Dogshank Redemption

for later in the morning I am delighted this chap has come so early (though Cathy,
who is also here, could have kept an eye on him). I wait until he is finished before
beginning our departure for the park. It has been raining this morning but skies
are brightening now and neither the dog nor his master is wearing raingear. At
the head of the running track they are erecting some temporary tent s ince there is
some post-Olympic activity scheduled here for later this afternoon. I now run into
Linda with Pepper and Michaela with Skye and I pause to chat with them about my
walking and travel plans – though I am deliberately slowing down any activity in
the latter category. Unfortunately the three dogs disappear into the foliage while we
are talking, undertaking some urgent mission in the dark recesses, and it takes us a
while to discover where they are.
Because I am ten minutes behind schedule I lead Fritz directly into our doggy
compound – where a small turnout has braved the volatile weather (responsible
for flooding in much of the UK). Today we have Georgie, London Janet (back
from France), Peter and Ellen initially, but we are eventually joined by Makiko,
Michigan Janet, Vlad, and a woman who has brought with her a mid-sized black
dog named Panda. London Janet has brought some madeleines with her – and has
even managed to purchase the absent Ofra’s request biscuits. Makiko is in the final
stages of arranging our expedition to Ibuki tonight and we agree to meet her at 7:30
tonight – then she goes off to pick Matthew up at his hospital as he comes off the
night shift. While we are sipping our coffee it begins to rain again.
Georgie reports that one of the cab drivers whom she knows from her kid ferrying
duties has asked her if she could look after his wife’s prized Pug, Peggy – warning
her that the wife may first want to see where Georgie lives and even monitor
our set-up in Paddington Rec. “That means we will all have to be on our best
behavior,” I note. Georgie also reports that Daisy-Mae has had to see off the
impulsive Dudley, who always seems to have mischief on his agenda. (He likes to
drag James’ clothes all over the house.) Georgie also notes that the humping Coton
has even tried it on with Sparkie – who would be in for a real shock if Dudley were
successful. For her part, Daisy-Mae is so delighted to be back in her mommy’s lap
that it is not until the end of the session that she bestirs herself to seek any treats.
We begin a back passage walkround; it is raining.
Thursday, September 27:
It can’t be 8:20! This is the first thought that registers as I rise on a brilliant fall
morning in Maida Vale. It just goes to show how tired I really am for, though
it may appear from these journals that my chief activity is accompanying one
Schnauzer to the park, I have also been really busy with various writing projects
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– including the final stages of the publication process for A Doggy Day in London
Town, volume four in the Dog People of Paddington Rec cycle. I still feel a bit
groggy as we begin our usual peregrinations, our progress somehow mixed up with
the passage of a dog walker and her six charges. I say hello to Peter, who is already
seated at the café with Bobby and head for the green – where Winnie is chasing
another dog who has somehow displeased her by continuing to exist. Georgie is on
the walkway – with Pucci is his dog basket – and I ask her to bury deep within this
satchel the purloined squeaky ball that has spent the last five days in my freezer. A
minute later we are behind the tennis courts when Fritz, making a brief incursion
into the foliage at the foot of Mt. Bannister, suddenly disappears! I stand around
like a dummy, trying to figure out where he might have gone, and eventually I
decide to take the steep path up to this summit myself. Staring down at me, as
though I were the problem, is my dog. So we continue around the top of the hill (I
can hear Ofra calling for Bailey in the parking lot below) and return to the Carlton
roadway – and so back to the café.
We have a relatively small group this morning – just Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko,
Peter and Ellen – though after a while Danielle, the vet who owns Bella, arrives,
and Suzanne comes in for a free consultation on the subject of Sunny’s ears. This
activity means that there is a lot of opportunity for someone (who always has a
keen eye on the position of the greenside gate) to make his escape – and so Fritz
is off again. This time Georgie says she has a surefire solution to the problems
of recapture. She fishes the squeaky ball out of Pucci’s basket and has soon
mesmerized my pet with its siren call – and so leads him back behind bars. There
are two angry confrontations under the table – both initiated by Daisy-Mae. In the
first of these (as the naughty Shih-Tzu pretends that someone is after the biscuit
I have just given her) she frightens poor little Bella, who has to be comforted in
Georgie’s lap. I decline Daisy-Mae’s request for a second biscuit (on the grounds
that I don’t give loaded guns to madmen), but, even without this prize, she
manages to start another fight. Michaela now comes in with Skye the Cairn and he
does get a biscuit or two.
Ofra and Michaela compare notes on the first stages of university life for their
departed kids. Ofra says that she can’t bear to enter Guy’s empty room since she
misses his presence so much – and then she makes the first of several attempts to
reach him by phone. She has brought with her some delicious home-baked cake
and this is shared out with the last of the cats-tongue biscuits brought to us from
France by London Janet. The latter, Dan, Michigan Janet and I joined Makiko
last night at Ibuki, the new Japanese restaurant on Lauderdale Parade. This meal
is lovingly described now for the benefit of Ofra and Georgie – the latter couldn’t
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attend because there was no way she could leave the mischievous Dudley home
alone. Makiko ordered five unusual starters for us from the Japanese language
menu and we each ordered our own entrée. (I had the shrimp tempura and Makiko
has a tempura ice cream for dessert – they were out of wasabi ice cream.) At this
meal, again from Makiko, I learned that another local legend, the Taxin Thai
restaurant on Castellain Parade, is for sale. All this time we have been waiting for
Michigan Janet but at last we give up and begin our back passage walkround. As
we reach the cypress trees, however, there she is – heading us off before continuing
on to the café for a solitary coffee.
Friday, September 28:
Janet’s coffee was not solitary, as it turned out, for she shared our abandoned table
with a late-arriving Wendy. And then, in another chapter in the London is a small
town department, these two met by accident in the shoe department of Marks &
Spencer Marble Arch a few hours later. Today Janet is off at 9:00 with Linda for a
day in Blenheim and Woodstock and it is with Pepper as well as Fritz that I begin
my day in the park. Skies are sunny enough at the outset but clouds soon arrive
and gray becomes dominant much of the time. Fritz, sensing that I am encumbered
by Pepper (still on lead) spends an inordinate amount of time in the environmental
area before continuing on to the green, where a lively doggy scene is underway.
Dan, with his bicycle, is just arriving with Winnie – who will join Georgie’s
menagerie for the night – as he heads off for a weekend in Cromer, where I finished
off the Norfolk Coast Path last month. After checking out the action Fritz now
heads off on a circuit of Mt. Bannister. In the doggy area we meet up with Fonzi
the Yorkie and then it is time to head back to the café.
There is only a small turnout this morning, just London Janet, Georgie, Renata,
Peter and Ellen – I take the missing Ofra’s usual seat. Georgie introduces a new
client, Rudy, a year-old Yorkie, who announced his arrival in her house by pooing
once and peeing three times. (It is hoped that he will be able to absorb some of
the relentless energy of Dudley.) Pepper is not quite as shrill as usual but the Pet
Corrector spray is frequently in play when one of these animals acts up. Again
Daisy-Mae starts a biscuit fight; even Janet refers to her pet as a killer Shih-Tzu. A
number of other dogs play through with their owners: little white Blanco, George
the Schnauzer, the Maltese pair of Will and Grace, and little Bella – who always
likes to come into our compound so that she can jump on Georgie’s lap. Fritz
shows very little interest in all these animals – he seems preoccupied with another
escape attempt. Meanwhile Renata is employing her ball sling and hunting
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simultaneously for the ball and her Maxi. “Wo bist du?” she asks. “That’s wo
biscuit here,” I reply.
Peter announces that lottery stakes need to be refreshed next week; I put £2 onto
his shopping bag and add three words: “Tomorrow,” “Racing” and “Win.” That
gentleman does admit that it has been some time since we last enjoyed victory
here. London Janet has brought her big Leica so that she can start to get pictures
for next year’s doggy calendar and she snaps away throughout much of our session
before announcing that she has a tai-chi class now and this is a signal for us to pack
up. I keep Pepper on lead but Fritz is able to run free and I must say that he does
not abuse this privilege – frequently waiting for us at critical corners and coming to
a halt on the grass when it is time to hook his near the end.
Saturday, September 29:
Michigan Janet is suffering from a bit of a cold so Fritz and I are soon heading for
the park on a lovely late September morning alone. Ahead of us we have Tessa,
walking with her Jonesie, and London Janet – who has both Daisy-Mae and
Dudley with her today. While we make our way along the back passage walkways
I bring her up to date on my day with Pepper – who was a houseguest from 9:00
to 7:00 yesterday. Things went quite well until about 5:30 in the afternoon when
the neurotic Schnauzer began to whine and in other ways demonstrate serious
signs of agitation. He followed me everywhere and, even though we had been
to the park only a short time before, I decided he might need to go out again and
so, leaving Fritz behind, we headed for the streets. He did not seem to need this
excursion at all and when we returned to the house he resumed his anguished
meltdown. At this point I decided to dose him with some Rescue Remedy and after
fifteen minutes or so he seemed to relax a bit. Nevertheless I delayed giving the
boys their supper for another hour-and-a-half and they had just finished this when
Linda and Janet returned. I described Pepper’s symptoms and Linda asked me if
I had been watching Mastermind. I had heard that Pepper dislikes this program
– reacting violently to its theme music with its trumpet calls and drumrolls. I had
not, however, been watching this show. “Were you watching Pointless?” she then
asked. Here I nodded in agreement. “Well, he hates that too; he hates anything with
buzzers and applause.” Does this solve the mystery? If these shows bother him so
much why doesn’t he just lie down in another room?
As we near the Carlton roadway there is considerable anxiety over the Nila truck,
barreling down this surface on its way to the café – as dog owners are rushing
around trying to make sure their pets are safe. Fritz is just about to round the corner
as we near the green and now he begins what will turn out to be a complete circuit
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of this open space – where dogs and ladies under the supervision of personal
trainers seem to occupy every free space. Once again Cracker has to stick his
chin on my dog’s back – but this time Fritz takes off and finds Ellen with Jack
and Lucky at a bench overlooking the tennis courts. When we have completed
our circle we join a lively Saturday assemblage at the café: Ellen, Peter, London
Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Wendy, Matthew, Makiko and Jo Lynn. The latter
has brought with her some fish skin cubes, a Daily Mail special offer, and the dogs
really enjoy crunching into this treat. Winnie and Sparkie, unfortunately, miss out
on this tidbit – having been walked already and left at home as Georgie deals with
Rudy and the black Lab, Callie.
Peter is collecting racing money from the punters; his choices for the day include
one horse named Baileys Jubilee – and Ofra asks for a separate bet on him. Janet
continues to snap away at calendar candidates. Jo says that she has a client who
will open a chocolate shop in Notting Hill and that there will be three tasting
opportunities as part of the opening ceremonies. Matthew says that last night on
the Jools Holland show the geriatric Beach Boys made a comeback appearance.
“They looked a bit like you,” he addresses me diplomatically, “they were wearing
baseball caps and they had, sort of, filled out.” Surf’s up and we’re up – to begin
our back passage walkround.
Sunday, September 30:
It’s rather gray this morning but temperatures are mild enough and we have a very
pleasant (and surprisingly quiet) day as we reach the end of another month in the
Rec. A personal trainer is exercising his charges on one of the park benches (the
most serious crime in the secret sticker’s logbook) and one client is saying, “That
made me feel very old.” Fritz makes a lively enough start to proceedings today and
we have soon reached the green. We do so by crossing the forecourt of the café
where, my heart swelling with pride, I hear a chap say to his companion, “Now
that’s a proper Schnauzer – square body, compact head.” Fritz spends little time on
the green and we have soon begun a circuit of Mt. Bannister. Fonzi and a Cavalier
are in residence in the doggy compound – which we soon abandon for the café.
Here Ofra is dashing forward in order to add her order to that of London Janet,
who is standing at the counter. Outside a mom is asking, “Are you sure you have
your shoes on the right feet?”
In addition to Ofra and London Janet we have Davide, Peter and, recovering
from her cold, Michigan Janet. Peter is still shaking his head over a near miss in
yesterday’s racing where, if we had secured one more winner, we would each have
won £57.00. Davide announces that he will be flying to Dallas on Wednesday
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and there is a spontaneous chorus featuring the theme music of the famous show,
now revived. Janet says that the upstairs neighbors in her building have not only
moved out but shampooed the hall carpet as a farewell gesture. Ofra notes that she
and I are wearing almost the same color top (though hers belongs to her husband)
and I establish my fashionista cred by describing this shade as heather. Michigan
Janet has brought with her some more treats, this time in the guise of bacon strips
(“Baconology 101”) – and this certainly advances her claim on puppy popularity.
She and I have a little grocery shopping to accomplish and so we head across
the green and down the Morshead roadway when the others get up to begin their
back passage walkround. A black woman with a little toddler asks us if her boy
can pet our dog and Fritz is always cool at such moments. He pauses for a second
poo as we near the exit gate and here a fastidious Janet admits that, fearing a
misadventure, she picked up his poo during her custodianship with a spoon. (I ask
her how she managed to raise two boys.) As we near Elgin Avenue we can see a
late arriving Matthew and Makiko walking across the street with Emilio. Janet
offers the Pug a bit of bacon but, as usual, he is deeply suspicious. We continue
on to the corner of Shirland Road and here I note that the old wine shop and
Pembertons the estate agent are both boarded up, leaving only the 123 Cleaners
and Pinky’s food shop (where we are heading) with any signs of life.
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By Anthony Linick
Chapter 5—October, 2012

Bella, the transatlantic newcomer.
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Monday, October 1:
Poor Janet, suffering from an all-night cough, begs off this morning – and so
Fritz and I are on our own to begin another month in Paddington Rec. It has been
raining and there is still some moisture in the air so we are both wearing our
raingear – though temperatures are mild enough. A number of the usual suspects
play through soon after our arrival: Tackis, Simba, Ozzie. Fritz again penetrates the
environmental area and I grow weary waiting for him to emerge. When we reach
the green at last I can see Linda under her pink umbrella. She has both Pepper and
Chica with her but the latter is instructed not to make another move – since she
obviously dislikes Maxi and she seems to be heading in his direction before being
called back. We wander around a bit with Linda but when the latter heads off for
her flu shot I hook my dog and we circle the eastern end of the green and head for
the café.
Karen is standing at the counter when I enter and I ask her how her holiday in
Thailand went. This calls forth a long monologue of disaster, one in which Karen
says that, off-season, the standards of food preparation and hygiene were so poor
that she was soon sick – and longing to come home. “The best Thai food I had,”
she concludes, “was in the BA lounge.” She has brought with her some white
chocolate elephants and these are shared with a table that soon swells to include
London Janet, Suzanne, Dan, Davide, Ofra, Renata, Ellen, Lawrence (who has
brought with him the Vizsla pair of Suki and Bronny) and Georgie – who arrives
with Rudy and Dudley. The latter is swooped up by his homesick mommy and
he soon gets a fulsome cuddle. I have brought with me more of the pseudo-bacon
strips from the States but I don’t get very far in their distribution since I also have
plenty of biscuits to dispense.
Ofra has to suffer two assaults on her pink track pants. First she shrieks when
a little green animal alights thereon and then, sensing danger, she protests at
the arrival of Buddy, the noisy Golden Retriever, whose manic barking I try to
silence with a biscuit. “Don’t let him in!” Ofra warns, and I don’t, but soon Saskia
arrives and she admits her pet – who circles the table several times before laying
down a track of slobber on Ofra’s pink pants. That lady now jumps up to escape
any repetition of this gesture but, in an echo of my question to Michigan Janet
yesterday, I have to ask her how she managed two raise two children – who must
have spit up more than once on other items of clothing. Karen now gives us an
account of additional Thai misadventures, Suzanne quizzes Dan on tickets to a
play in his bailiwick, Dan offers a report on his weekend in Norfolk and Georgie
describes her latest kiddie escort fiasco. Unusually there are ten of us in the back
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passage walkround. When we pass the central pitch Dudley joins Daisy-Mae in an
extended romp – dragging her around with his teeth attached to her raincoat.
Tuesday, October 2:
The skies are undecided today – with the sun making an attempt to break through,
sometimes successfully, sometimes not. Temperatures remain on the mild side,
however, and so it is still quite pleasant to undertake our morning meanderings.
Fritz is just trying to discharge his first poo against the back of a tree when the
hectoring Cracker places a chin on his back – interrupting his concentration. I get
my dog to quit the environmental area in a timely fashion and we soon reach the
green – where Tinker is body-slamming the delighted Dudley. Behind the tennis
courts we meet Ofra and Renata (the former having accepted a ride from the latter
today) and we continue on as far as the empty doggy area on the Carlton roadway.
Soon I am able to hand my dog’s lead over to Peter, who is standing in our area at
the café.
When I enter this institution myself I am astonished (and alarmed) to see Ofra
standing behind the counter with Blarina, writing down the orders of her friends.
“This way lies madness,” I caution – “Ofra causes enough chaos on our side of
the counter.” Outside, the aforementioned ladies are joined by Georgie, Karen,
Peter, Ellen, Davide, Wendy, Makiko and Jo Lynn – London Janet leaves DaisyMae with Georgie before heading off for a day in Bath. I see that a number of
our dogs are making guest appearances in Karen’s lap – including Sparkie and
Fritz. Lucky is wearing a small satchel on her back (carrying her own poo poo
bags, evidently) and Buddy, arriving with his usual raucous announcement, comes
through in order to seek a biscuit from me. (I have also been distributing the baconlike treats brought by Michigan Janet – Georgie says they are so lifelike that she
has served them with her husband’s fried tomatoes and eggs.) Saskia is wheeling
the towheaded Romy in her pushchair and it is the first time many of those present
have seen the little princess.
Makiko, whom Michigan Janet and I met at Le Cochonnet last night, is about to
undertake a short trip to Italy. Janet and I made it home in time to see Nigella’s
Italian cookery show last night but Makiko lost her chance to deplore and so Jo
takes up this responsibility – protesting at the way the celebrity cook licks her
own fingers. (I note that she is only cooking her own lunch and so there can be
no objection, but I can see that attitudes toward Nigella are strongly influenced
by gender.) Karen is reading a copy of the Sun, which she has picked up inside,
and this means that we are faced with the story of Jimmy Savile’s career-long
molestation of teenaged girls – several of those present argue that they always
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found the “Fix it” star creepy. We begin our back passage walkround – with Fritz
hanging behind for one more poo and then, as so often happens, speeding past all
the other dilatory dogs in order to exit first.
Wednesday, October 3:
The sun is attempting a breakthrough on a cloudy and chilly morning, bright
with autumnal flashes. Simba and Ozzie are behind us today but they soon pass
us by as Fritz noses about in search of just the right place for his first poo. There
is no incursion into the environmental area today and we have soon reached the
green – where most of our dog people are standing on the Randolph walkway,
their pets on lead because they are trying to avoid any contact with the owner of
Jazz, a chap they describe as aggressive in manner. I am only concerned with an
oncoming tractor but once this menace is past we are free to resume our circuit of
Mt. Bannister. “We have to stop meeting like this,” I say as, once again, I meet up
with Ofra and Renata behind the tennis courts; the latter is a bit behind because she
can’t remember whether she has locked her car in the parking lot. Ellen volunteers
to fetch my coffee as we approach the café a few minutes later.
I am not able to enjoy this beverage in peace because, shortly after the arrival of
Ofra from the green side of things, I notice that my dog has excused himself from
our company and is staring back at us mockingly. I have to pick up my lead and
head out after him – but this is just his signal to head for the clubhouse. Today I
adopt an exercise in reverse psychology. I am not chasing him. I am just going
home. I am heading for the beginning of the back passage. I have no interest in
any wayward Schnauzers. One example of the latter, however, can’t stand to
be left behind and I haven’t taken two steps along the back passage before he
rushes up behind me – sucker! Back on lead, he now has to return to his place of
imprisonment and content himself with helping the other dogs finish the last of the
bacon strips. Human company today includes Ofra, Renata and Ellen, of course,
but also London Janet, Karen, Georgie and Peter. Ofra is vastly amused at the
antics of Bailey, who can sit so demurely for me when I require this – but can’t
remember to assume this position the next time he wants a biscuit. “It’s just that he
is still like a puppy,” Ofra offers as an explanation for this lack of concentration,
“like me.”
Karen has the newspaper open and so there is some conversation about the little
girl missing in Wales, the obscenities of Jimmy Savile and Ed Miliband’s speech to
the Labour Party Conference – Karen thinks Ed looks like a cartoon character. I’m
afraid that the processes of elimination dominate the rest of our morning chatter.
Renata is especially distressed to discover that the ladies’ loo is closed because
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her own toilet at home is also broken – Ofra is able to reassure her that the one in
the clubhouse is still working. Georgie says that she once had a friend visit with a
Collie; when the latter suddenly squatted for a poo on the sitting room carpet the
friend, in a slow motion scene worthy of a cartoon, dived forward and caught the
offending matter in her outstretched hand. Karen now admits that Dudley’s fulsome
greeting on her return to the house yesterday concealed an awful secret – three
piles of runny poo in the bedroom. Someone asks her if she has had a dog before
this and she says that she did have one but that she had waited many a year before
purchasing a second. “And best of all,” I say – pointing to our group seated around
the breakfast table – “you not only got Dudley but you got all of us as a bonus.”
“Yes,” she replies, “and so far none of you has done a poo in the house.”
Thursday, October 4:
We have a lovely fall day for our morning in the park – sunny and brisk and very
fresh. When we reach the green I can see that Eileen, the owner of Samson the
Alsatian, is standing outside the loos with Bobby on lead – as Peter wrestles with
the dogs’ water trough. Fritz heads down the Randolph roadway and has to come
to an abrupt halt (on command) as he seems about to exit the park altogether. As
we return we encounter a large knot of dog owners and their pets at a corner of the
green – with Pugs the dominant party. Dan is here with Winnie, who is soon to be
turned over to Janet, but we also have a tiny, though fully grown black specimen
named Barry and an eight-year-old veteran from the Czech Republic, Rocky.
Our table (where the green umbrella has not be unfurled today) fills up only
slowly. Peter and Eileen are alone when I sit down and they are soon comparing
symptoms. Eileen has been suffering from headaches and veering to the left and
Peter feels he may have had another mini-stroke – though he refuses to seek
medical confirmation. “Oh well,” he says philosophically, “we’ll all be dead in ten
years.” Janet and Georgie now arrive, the latter with Maxi in tow since Renata is
on a short trip to Germany (Makiko is in Italy and, of course, Davide does Dallas).
Ofra is the next to make an appearance and then we have Suzanne. The latter says
that her Sunny has waited patiently outside surgery and chemist this morning; from
the latter visit there is a bumper crop of pills – these are shown to the curious dogs
as a way of demonstrating that there is no food involved. Then Margaret arrives
with Mutley and soon she is being snowed under with business advice; we do learn
that she is thinking of getting a new Pug puppy, a black one this time.
As Bailey is scraping away at the sleeve of my leather jacket I note that this is
an annoying practice that will not be repeated very much longer – since I have
purchased a new leather jacket at the Marks & Spencer in Westfield and my
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former “best” version of this garment is about to become my park jacket. (Ofra
can’t believe that her dog’s favorite scratching post is about to disappear.) I now
remember that once, many years ago, Suzanne said she wanted my redundant
leather jacket to wear when she was piloting her small plane, and so I ask her if she
wants this one now. She does and so, emptying my pockets as we get up to leave, I
remove the famous garment and help her into it. It is the end of an era.
Friday, October 5:
Wind and rain have given way to sunny skies as Fritz and I head for the park on a
brisk Friday morning. I am not well – having inherited Janet’s cough (which she
has had for a week now – or something very similar). Under any circumstances
sleep has been very disturbed of late, though the dog seems unaffected; indeed I
couldn’t make up my bed this morning because, almost up to the moment of our
departure, there was a dog in it. Simba’s walker kneels to welcome Fritz to the
back passage and my dog responds with a period of enraptured chortling. “Thank
you,” this woman says to me – as though permitting my dog to have such a blissful
cuddle was an especial act of kindness on my part. I have to hang around quite a
while as Fritz explores the environmental area and when we reach the green he
heads off almost immediately to say hello to other dog owners – including Linda
with Pepper. When Linda goes off to give a piano lesson we resume our usual
pattern and we have made a complete circuit of Mt. Banister before we return to
the café.
There is only a small turnout this morning and it keeps getting smaller – when
London Janet leaves early with Karen, who is taking Dudley to the vet. This leaves
just Ofra, Georgie, Peter, Ellen and Suzanne. The latter is not wearing the leather
jacket I gave her yesterday but I am wearing my new park version of this garment
and soon I have to defend myself against the raking paws of Bailey. I even employ
one of the serving trays in my defense but this is no use when it comes to Sunny
who, having spotted my biscuit bag, keeps up a nonstop woofing as a reminder
that she to expects a handout. Georgie has the usual menagerie with her today –
including Bella, who will be having her first sleepover. It is suggested that Georgie
should exchange such services for the veterinary skills of Bella’s owner and I
propose that we should all take our dogs in and say that they are called Sparkie too.
Ellen is looking a bit miz this morning and this is because – even on the tenth floor
– she has suffered a flood (coming from the eleventh). I ask Georgie if she has
settled into a work routine and she says she has – every morning she now picks up
three deaf girls from their homes near Church Street and accompanies them to their
school in Islington – reversing the process in the afternoon. Ofra and Georgie now
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depart but a second wave is beginning to arrive: Michigan Janet, Wendy and Vlad
make their way into the compound and the chatter continues. I decide to make a
solo journey homeward. Over one shoulder I can see a tent at the eastern end of
the green – where ceremonies inaugurating the new water feature will take place
at noon. There is a chilly wind blowing our way as we head down the Morshead
roadway – a day of sporadic coughing ahead.
Sunday, October 7:
If it seems that I have missed a day in the park then appearances can be deceiving.
I was here yesterday and, indeed, I took Fritz on his usual, lengthy excursion along
the byways of the Rec. But I was also feeling considerably under the weather and
so I had to explain to a number of my breakfast time companions why I seemed to
be heading away from our communal table – I just didn’t feel like a long session
devoted to coffee over coughing. Janet took the dog out for his afternoon walk
as I continued to convalesce; I did take him out for his late night walk. Fritz has
become quite comfortable with sleeping on the foldout sofa in the TV room – too
bad, therefore, that in stretching my legs I managed to knock him off the end of the
bed.
This morning Janet is all ready to take him to the park in my stead, but I want to
make the effort and so we all leave together. At the bottom of our steps we meet a
curious tiny Yorkie named Molly and then we enter the park on a sunny but crisp
fall day. Almost immediately we encounter Carrie, sitting on a bench with Oggie.
We haven’t seen this pair in some time and this may be due to the fact that Oggie
has been poorly – in fact this is his first session in the park after undergoing surgery
for the removal of a large crystalized stone. Fritz now races ahead and we lose
track of him – but Georgie tells us he has headed for the loos. This is because Ellen
is around the corner with Jack and Lucky. Charmed by an alien Shih-Tzu, Fritz
now follows his new pal in what soon turns out to be a circuit of the green. On this
occasion I have my first chance to see the completed water feature, a monument to
a former leader of Westminster Council, Sir Simon Milton. (Dogs should actually
be able to get a drink from this site.) An intemperate Border Terrier repels Fritz as
we near the Grantully gate but by this time I want to cross the green and head in for
coffee. Fritz cooperates in this gesture and we are soon facing our cappuccino – all
the drinks this morning are on Michigan Janet.
In fact, we have a rather small lineup – just the two Janets, Georgie, Peter, Ellen
and Dan – though four other dog owners take the little corner table as their pets,
including a barking Charlie the Cavalier, make friends with ours. Ellen reports
that there is still a leak from the apartment above and that her bed will have to be
121

The Dogshank Redemption

replaced. Peter reports that we won the first two races in our trifecta yesterday –
but lost the third by a head. Dan reports that Davide is having a meltdown at home
over the delivery of a new dishwasher and washing machine. London Janet shows
us a painting that she has just completed for Wendy, who commissioned this work
of art for a friend, supplying a photo of the honored Yorkie as part of the process.
Many of those present have watched the weekend broadcasts of Strictly Come
Dancing – and there is an instant critique of the celebrity participants. Michigan
Janet decides that I have spent enough time in the chill air and so we are the first to
depart, weaving our way through the Sunday morning traffic between the football
fields.
Monday, October 8:
Night Nurse has done its work and I am up only a short while before it is time to
hit the showers and complete all the other parts of the pre-park process. I can never
tell, at such moments, if there has been any improvement in my health, though I do
note that my right eye is weeping – perhaps in sympathy with my persistent cough.
It is a gray and chilly morning in the park but this has not discouraged the dog
people or the joggers and, sitting alone on a park bench at the head of the track,
there is a young woman in a headscarf, anxiously searching the horizon. By the
time we have reached the environmental area a light rain has begun and I would
really like to call a halt to proceedings when we reach the café – though it does
take me a little while to get the dog under control. In my pursuit I pass Ellen, who
volunteers to get my coffee for me.
We have a very respectable turnout for such an unwelcoming day: both Janets,
Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Vlad, Karen and Davide. Georgie has Maxi
and Pucci with her – as well as Sparkie and she has armed herself with the hissing
canister that, today, does have to be deployed on a number of occasions. The chief
culprits are Jack, Lucky and Dudley – who object vociferously to the passage
of alien animals on the other side of the fence. A lively Golden Retriever is the
focus of our dogs’ pique – since he barks back, playfully making several passes
before returning to the center of the green for more damp play with the other noncafé canines. Our lot are up to their usual antics – with Bailey having the greatest
trouble taking in the fact that I don’t want my new park jacket reduced to ribbons
by his scraping entreaties. For a while I am protected from his incursions by DaisyMae, who positions herself on my lap – the better to lay claim to any extra bacon
left over from Michigan Janet’s eggs benedict. Meanwhile Dudley is circling the
table wearing a new raincoat made for him by Karen’s mother. It is blue in color,
with polka dots, and Karen says, “He could not look more gay.”
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I remind Ofra that tomorrow Channel 4 will present the first of a four-part
competition for the title of “Jewish Mum of the Year.” Ofra wants to know if it
is too late to enter this contest and I suggest that she should fire her agent for not
getting her this gig (and I propose kvelling, kvetching and chutzpah as competition
categories). After Davide has finished reading the paper he passes it on to Karen.
“Great,” I say, “now Karen can discover how vitamin injections in Cheryl Cole’s
bum helped her recover from Ashley’s adultery.” For his part, Davide seems
reasonably content with his new washing machine and dishwasher, though the
latter needs to be reinstalled so the door doesn’t hit the wall. Ellen reports that
Brent Council has still not reacted to the persistent leak from the flat upstairs.
The rain is also still coming down but it is time to make a move; this means that
Michigan Janet needs to say farewell to her London friends – for by this time
tomorrow she should be heading back to the States. Daisy-Mae and Dudley have a
riotous chase on the five-a-side pitch as we begin our walkround. Sheltering under
the cypress trees I can see that the woman in the headscarf is locked in the embrace
of her missing lover.
Tuesday, October 9:
The morning begins in a fog – my own. Once again I have had great difficulty
getting any sleep because of my persistent cough – now accompanied by sneezing
as well and, at any rate, I had to rise at 6:00 in order to bid farewell to Janet just
before her minicab whisked her off to Heathrow. I can’t get back to sleep and so
there is plenty of time for a hot shower and a session with an eye cup – as I attempt
to dislodge some of the crust that has formed around my right eye’s perimeter.
Truth to tell, however, I am not the only household invalid. I was not at all pleased
by the consistency of my dog’s poo yesterday and withheld food at dinnertime.
This seemed wise in retrospect – for while we were watching TV at 8:00 or so he
threw up twice. He was also obviously upset at Janet’s departure and cried in the
hall after she had left.
It is quite cold in the park, though the sun is shining brightly. Simba is sprawled in
the grass at the head of the running track, eating a tree limb. Nearby Fritz pauses
for a poo – which is, happily, well-formed. I am also encouraged by his failure to
enter grazing mode – grass is often ingested when his tummy is upset. Instead he
makes a steady progress toward the café and we pass the loos (both out of order
this morning) before encountering some of the other dog owners on the Randolph
roadway. Slowly, as if making up for missed sniffing opportunities yesterday, Fritz
pursues his circumnavigation of Mt. Bannister. The Israeli security guard, today
in his England sweatshirt rather than his Italian one, bustles through the parking
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lot, his hands pumping up and down with the strain on his hand weights. For some
strange reason a park gardener has chosen this moment to empty all the plant boxes
in our doggy compound. I tell the others that Fritz is not to have any food today
and head in to order my coffee.
Makiko, back from Italy, and Renata, back from Germany, have resumed their
positions at our table – where Georgie, Janet, Ofra, Karen, Peter and Ellen are
also seated. I have a hard time convincing the other dogs that I have brought no
food with me – and on several occasions I use a serving tray as a shield. Today’s
eye-catching headline is “90% of Scots Are A Burden On the State” – Georgie’s
reaction is not printable. Janet (there is just one now) passes around a birthday card
for Ronnie, one featuring images of our dogs that she has painted. Renata asks
Makiko is she found any antiques in Italy. “No,” I interrupt, “she had to get back
here for me, you and Peter to satisfy her longing for antiques.” “You bugger!” she
responds, but she also squeezes my hand in delight. Makiko has brought with her
some polenta-based biscuits from Piedmont and these are passed around. We tell
her that, in her absence, we did see Emilio in the park but that the friend who was
minding him never came in for coffee – “which means,” I add, “you must have
warned him about us.”
Sunday, October 14:
A number of days have passed since I was last able to report on park matters – the
consequence of a major indisposition in both man and beast. After another restless
night on Tuesday I decided I needed to see a doctor on Wednesday. Fritz’s poo had
also shown signs of deterioration, a fact I shared with Linda – who was just driving
by as I emerged to do some errands. She volunteered to take my dog to the vet and
a few minutes later we set off in the car – each of us with an 11:00 appointment.
Fritz, in fact was already home by the time I returned – with his usual intestinal
formula food, his probiotic additives and his antibiotic tablets. At the Randolph
surgery they diagnosed a viral bronchitis and issued a codeine linctus for my cough
and drops for the conjunctivitis in my right eye.
I continued to make morning visits to the park and so my doggy friends were able
to see that I had not disappeared altogether but I did not sit down for coffee (the
mornings have been quite cold). Fritz seems to have made a far swifter recovery
than I have – if you discount the occasional forbidden street snack and his ability to
spit out his pink pills minutes after I have convinced myself that he has swallowed
them. I seem to have spent much of my time sleeping, though last night was the
first time I was able to spend the entire night in my bed – before that I was less
likely to cough if I snoozed under a duvet, sitting up on my blue sofa.
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Today I lose track of my dog soon after our arrival in the park but I catch up by
the time I have reached the café. For a while Fritz is in the company of Walter
Benjamin, the little Affenpinscher, and then he disappears beyond the new water
feature for some undercover work in the bushes above the tennis courts. Here Janet
is taking pictures of Daisy-Mae; she says I look a bit better (but later Ofra tells me
I look pale). We end up doing a complete circle of the green before reporting to the
café, where I agree to take a seat after several days’ absence.
The group today includes Janet, Ofra, Georgie, Karen, Peter, Ellen and Hanna
(who is again looking after Yoyo) – though there is also a brief visit from Makiko,
Matthew and the latter’s mother as Makiko arrives to pass on to me some
convalescent chicken delicacy for my dinner tonight. (Dan and Davide, I discover,
are in Cromer.) At one point I notice that Janet has her iPhone with her and I let
her know that if she Googles the right cues she will be able to discover not only
the title but the cover of volume four in the “Dog People of Paddington Rec” cycle
(both of which I have so far kept secret from the gang) and which has been in print
for the last week or so. The appropriate images for A Doggy Day in London Town
are then passed around the table while, on a more melancholy note, we all sign a
get well card for Susie, who has been battling ovarian cancer in Ickwell. Ofra, who
seems to have undertaken an epic new regime with a special face cream, asks me if
I watched last night’s Strictly Come Dancing and if I have any favorites. I tell her
I don’t have a favorite but my assessment might be more complete had I not fallen
asleep and missed five of the acts.
Monday, October 15:
I have had a better night as far as sleep is concerned – managing to remain in my
bed throughout the night – but this morning I awaken with a vicious sinusitis: even
my teeth hurt! Several of my friends have volunteered to walk the dog but I don’t
wish to be completely housebound and I complete my usual pre-park preparations
so that we can leave at our usual hour. It is a gray morning but not too cold and
Fritz, whose poo continues to show signs of improvement, makes rapid work of
our advance on the green. I can see that some of the other owners are already
taking seats at the café but Fritz is trotting rapidly down the Randolph roadway so
it is another five minutes or so before we can join them. (Surely that was our armpumping security guard taking a pee in the corner of the parking lot.)
Our group this morning includes Ofra, Georgie, Makiko, Davide, Peter, Ellen
and Janet; the latter has again brought her camera so that she can continue her
preparations for this year’s doggy calendar. Today she is taking pictures of Emilio
(when he is not barking at passersby), Tara, and little Bella – who likes to come
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in and spend some time on Georgie’s lap. I have brought some biscuits with me
– having endured the accusatory eyes of all the dogs yesterday – and these are
distributed; indeed Fritz is allowed to sample some of the dog treats on offer today.
After a while, however, I find the attentions of these animals to be particularly
irksome – with Daisy-Mae barking at me and Bailey raking away at my knees and
I fold my biscuit bag and put it into my pocket: the store is closed for today.
As a treat for the human participants Davide has brought a box of clotted cream
fudge bearing a photo of the seafront of Wells-Next-The Sea – where Gavan and
I spent two nights during our Norfolk walk this summer. I need to ask Davide an
Inspector Montalbano question – since he too watches this splendid detective series
set in Sicily – but he can’t explain how the baby whose crying kept everybody up
in one episode is four-years-old in the next. Downton Abbey and Homeland have
their defenders and much time is spent discussing last night’s expulsion, the first,
from Strictly Come Dancing. I suggest that Johnny Ball did too well. If he had
been as bad as John Sargeant the mischievous public might have kept him dancing
for several more episodes. I have also been thinking about having Georgie hang on
to Fritz’s lead while I dart inside at the Hamish II store in pursuit of some needed
provisions – but I can’t bear the cold anymore and so I head for home. On the way
we experience a raucous greeting from Buddy, here today with David – making a
comeback as dog-sitter extraordinaire.
Tuesday, October 16:
Dorothy would have been 72 today and my early morning thoughts are full of this
idea – as well as my memories of this day twenty-five years ago. This is because
today is the anniversary of the great wind – the hurricane-strength storm that had
such a devastating effect on much of the London countryside, areas through which
I walked over the next few years. In fact I had missed the event itself since I was
up in Derbyshire with students at the time (we had high winds as well) but I do
remember Dorothy’s report on the frightening incident (with loss of power) as
she and Fritz’s ancestor, Toby, cowered in the dark. There was a brief echo of all
this last night – for I do remember the windows rattling as I rolled over in another
coughing spasm; I don’t seem to be able to sleep in the normal prone position and
this means that a wonderful moment of refuge, bedtime, is denied me.
Mornings really are the worst moments of the day as I attempt to clear my throat
and my head. Fritz falls asleep (as do I) while watching early morning TV on the
blue sofa but we are ready to go at our usual hour. It is brisk but sunny outside.
As often happens we soon encounter Karen, marching resolutely forward with
Dudley on lead – her early morning exercise more than his. I am expected to offer
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an instant update on my state of health as I meet Ofra and Renata behind the tennis
courts. (I feel churlish not to offer some sort of instant improvement.) Fritz, who
has resumed his normal diet, enters the doggy area on the Carlton roadway and
soon we are heading toward our canine compound next to the café. (From this spot,
almost immediately, Fritz escapes – but Karen does a good job of hanging onto his
collar.)
In addition to the above-named ladies we also have Peter, Ellen, Davide, Janet,
Makiko and Georgie this morning. Nigella evidently cooked a Sardinian recipe
last night and so there is some discussion of this; Ofra is planning a trip to Israel
and wants Makiko to come along. (She also blames a setback in her new facial
regime on the fact that son Guy has used her towel!) In fact there are a number of
impediments to normal conversation this morning. First Boyd is bouncing along in
his tractor outside our gate, back and forth without, it seems, affecting the grassy
surface in any way. Then I discover that I am losing much of my voice. Finally,
after enduring more of Bailey’s importunities, I have to fight off the smoke from
Renata’s cigarette coming from the next seat. Thus I decide to make an early exit;
the others never get to hear from me that yesterday morning there arrived three
boxes full of something they have been nagging me about for weeks: copies of A
Doggy Day in London Town, volume four in the “Dog People of Paddington Rec”
cycle.
Wednesday, October 17:
A furious rainstorm has exhausted itself as dawn comes to Maida Vale. I don’t feel
much like getting up but Cathy is on her way and so I had better make some effort.
My first hour is still spent not in expectation but in expectoration – as the night’s
mucus rises in protest. I am a little worried about the dog as well – since much of
his evening meal came up last night – but he seems to be fine and his park poos are
unexceptional. He does spend a lot of time in grazing and I grow impatient and put
him on lead so we can make some forward progress. We get as far as the Randolph
gate before turning around and returning to the café. Here first Peter then Makiko
succeed in letting my dog out – with Georgie springing into action as she enters
retrieval mode.
Also present today we have Ellen, Janet, Ofra, Karen and Renata – I deliberately
take a chair on the opposite side of the table from the puffing German. Well, it
turns out that Ofra is still having problems with her facial regime – and there is not
enough room in their Jerusalem flat for Makiko. Janet says that she is not enjoying
her current art class and plans to switch to pottery in the new semester. Her DaisyMae is miffed because there isn’t an empty seat just for her; Bailey takes advantage
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of Karen’s absence to jump into her seat in order to pull closer a tray on which she
has deposited some Schmackos. Unfortunately he slips as his theft is detected and
he falls off the chair. By this time Emilio has discovered Daisy-Mae under a chair
and he responds with hysterical warnings for the rest of the session.
For me the session is a short one, since I have a lot of errands to run today – when
Cathy can keep an eye of my abandoned dog. I leave him at home now and head
for the Randolph surgery for a blood test – with the nurse, hearing me croak,
saying I need to call the duty doctor this afternoon. After that it’s the newsagent,
the bank and the grocery store before I can demonstrate to my dog that I am still
alive. He seems mollified but I am not finished yet – I take advantage of Cathy’s
presence to recover the laundry as well.
Thursday, October 18:
I am surprised that Fritz is not more desperate to get outside this morning – for our
late night foray was brief indeed. This was the consequence of several monumental
explosions that simply froze the Schnauzer to the spot, even though we had moved
only a short distance down the street at the time. It is obvious that we have entered
the noisy season – Halloween and Guy Fawkes in the offing – and, indeed, as we
left the park yesterday there were fireworks flying in the rose garden courtesy of
the scholars of St. George. (As I headed past this spot on my way to the surgery at
4:00 a contingent of much older miscreants were being patted down by a van full
of police.) I made several attempts to encourage Fritz to conquer his fear during
last night’s bombardment but he wanted the comforts of his own home and pulled
so hard to reach our front steps that I had to relent. I can add that the door to our
building was held open for us by an upstairs neighbor – just arrived on his bicycle.
He asked me if I had been unwell and when I asked him how he knew this he
mentioned a conversation with “a Japanese girl.” I had to leave it there, though I
was able to tell him that the afternoon’s visit to the surgery was to pick up, at last, a
prescription for antibiotics.
There has been a bit of rain as we make our way into the park today. Sabina is
coming our way with Oscar and Scamp and she addresses me as “Peter” – I don’t
know whether to be flattered or mortified. After passing through the café forecourt
we begin our circuit of Mt. Bannister. Behind the tennis courts we encounter Ofra
and Renata – these two West Hampstead ladies often come to the park together –
after Ofra walks over to Renata’s house and rides the rest of the way in Renata’s
spiffy Nissan Micra Sport. Fritz and I pass this vehicle as we cross the parking lot
on our way to the doggy compound over here. At the café I hand Fritz’s lead over
to the real Peter (remembering two escape attempts yesterday) and turn around
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to join the coffee queue. Ofra has other ideas, pushing me aside in order to get
through the door first. As I resist, Karen, heading our way, says, “Now, children!”
(As often happens, by the time Ofra has completed her order the counter staff have
presented me with my cappuccino first anyway – a fact I am happy to point out to
my rival.)
Once again I take a seat as far removed from Renata’s cigarette as possible. Janet,
Georgie, and Ellen (among those not mentioned so far) are also present and
Danielle, the vet, comes by to deliver Bella to Georgie as she prepares for a visit to
Stockholm. Makiko comes by to leave Emilio off – and then takes off to run three
laps on the new track. When she returns I ask her if she has been discussing my
health with my upstairs neighbor and she says this is true – they met at the Italian
deli on Lauderdale Parade and, since Emilio was there, the subject of the dogs of
Paddington Rec came up and they discovered they each knew another longtime
participant in this scene. Coming in behind us now is David with Buddy; the latter
is so delighted to be among friends that he can’t stop his deafening barking. Fritz
is trying to climb David’s legs, Daisy-Mae is snapping away at Buddy himself,
Dudley is trying to get Maxi to chase him and I am getting a major headache. I
get up to leave with David and he tells me some interesting news: Helen, who,
before returning to the States, was a park regular with her pug Cleo, is undertaking
graduate work in Cambridge and may be able to pay us a visit!
Friday, October 19:
Again it looks a though the rain has just lifted when it is time to hit the streets and
again we do so after an abortive late night scene on the pavements. I had heard
nothing untoward outside but Fritz showed great reluctance to leave the house in
the first place – and almost as soon as we reached the street he insisted on an early
return. Janet is approaching our gate this morning and we walk with her along the
back passage. Heading our way is a delightful Bearded Collie named Daphne –
with one blue and one brown eye. Her owner says she is a country dog, not used to
city ways or the company of other dogs and I predict that she will enjoy our park.
Fritz now races ahead to catch up with Janet and Daisy-Mae and I don’t see him
again until I have reached the café. Here I deposit my heavy knapsack on one of
our tables and follow my dog on a gentle circle of the green itself. More personal
trainers are setting up their equipment on the grass near the Grantully gate –
supervised by a park keeper who wants to make sure they are properly registered.
Fritz starts to head down the Morshead roadway and I need to get his lead back on
– it is time to head in for coffee.
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A woman is waiting for two cups in paper cartons and her reasonable request for
supplemental information – “Which is which?” – earns from Lurch one of his
standard wry replies: “For that information you have to pay an extra pound.” Our
group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Matthew, Makiko, Ofra, Karen, Peter,
Ellen, Davide, and Wendy – with David also making an appearance with Buddy.
From the recesses of my backpack I now summon seven copies of A Doggy Day
in London Town and these are snapped up by eager readers, anxious to revisit their
former selves and to study the pictures of the dogs within. Metty, who is behind the
counter today, also gets a copy and I will have to bring in one for Wendy tomorrow.
Unfortunately, my preoccupation with this task has meant that I have forgotten
an even more necessary freight: my biscuit bag. This failure soon earns me the
disappointed condemnation of all canines present and Dudley, in his pique,
manages to deposit a paw print on Ofra’s copy of the book – which I am just
attempting to sign. For her part Daisy-Mae again attacks the lumbering Buddy,
whom David now leads away. Georgie has me sign a copy for her daughter Lynn,
whom she will be visiting in Hereford this weekend (“now you will see what your
mother gets up to in the mornings”). Ofra, who is on her way to have an eye test,
wants a daily report on how her face is responding to its various unguents. We get
up to begin a back passage walkround but it is chaos at home: a painter has locked
himself out, the cleaners have arrived with their vacuum cleaners and a large lorry
is sucking up leaves form the gutter. Still, as Janet observes, we seem to have
escaped any further rain.
Saturday, October 20:
It remains dull and gray – though there is no moisture. Fritz and I hit the streets at
our usual time and there is only a slight delay in our forward progress – as the dog
has to make a visit to the environmental area, whose meadow continues to attract
all of our animals. I have just scooped up a poo from the flowerbed opposite the
kiddy playground when I at last receive formal proof for a thesis I have long held.
I am heading for the red poo poo bin at the edge of the green just as a workman is
emptying one of the big black bins. I don’t understand what he is saying to me but
when he repeats it there is no mystery – he wants me to deposit my sack in his big
black bag. Of course I have been arguing for years that it all ends up in the same
place anyway and that the presence of the overstuffed, unsanitary red poo poo bins
is merely another insult that responsible dog owners have to endure on behalf of
their pets, but now I have living proof – this guy also knows it all ends up in the
same place and he is happy to demonstrate this fact!
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Fritz and I are now free to continue our march and we do so by circumnavigating
Mt. Bannister. By the time we have returned to the café our lot are settling in…
Janet, Ofra, Renata, Peter, Ellen, Dan, Davide and Makiko. Renata has figured out
by this time that I have chosen not to sit next to her because I wish to avoid any
unwanted cigarette smoke and she accepts this outcome – and continues to light up.
Peter is busy distributing lottery numbers and scratch cards, though, in the latter
category, there is no sequel to last weeks “scratching” – when Ofra produced a £10
winner. Also distributed is a sheet containing our horseracing choices; today is the
last race for superhorse Frankel, who will soon be put to stud. I have remembered
my biscuits today and soon I have the usual customers at my knee. Emilio (whose
efforts at stud are still a source of embarrassment) takes no part in this feast; he
is responsible for warning us of the presence of two toddlers outside our fence;
fortunately this pair find his efforts hilarious and so there are no tears today.
Departure is a bit chaotic. First a chap comes in with Yaris and begins to quiz us
about our dogs. Janet, saying she feels just like the missing Georgie, has to get
leads on Daisy-Mae, Bella and Sparkie. My dog’s lead goes missing because
some of the others think it has been abandoned and take it with them. (It hasn’t
been abandoned; it’s just that the place I have claimed by leaving it and my
biscuit bag on the site has been usurped by another owner (whose name rhymes
with Tampico). Someone has to pursue the frontrunners and fetch it back and
in the meantime Fritz, who has made his escape, is dancing around outside the
fence, waiting for me to get started. Finally David comes by with Buddy and my
departure is further delayed by the need to unwrap the biscuit bag one last time in
order to placate the slavering beast.
Sunday, October 21:
Rain has again given way to gray, cloudy and chilly scenes as Fritz and I make
our Sunday appearance in the Rec. I have had the first night of uninterrupted sleep
in weeks and so I am hoping for some improvement in my health – a hope not
assisted by today’s damp weather, however. There is no one about as we reach the
café and so we continue on down the Randolph roadway. To my surprise Linda
is playing tennis with a pal in one of the courts we regularly pass on our way to
the parking lot. She waves. The café has just opened its doors when we return but
there is chaos in our doggy compound with the arrival of two bustling and curious
Bulldogs. (I notice that Ellen ties her dogs up opposite the café door this morning
and Ofra soon arrives to complain that Dan has been much too welcoming to the
newcomers – whose drool, she is certain, will soon be making a visit to the knees
of her yoga trousers.
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The owners of the Bulldogs move off to the little corner table and things soon
settle down as a lively weekend crowd assembles: Ellen and Ofra, of course, but
also Dan, Davide, Makiko, Debbie (of Debbie and Pucci), Janet, Wendy, Peter
and Margaret. Nearby we also have the hovering Debbie (of Debbie and Zorro),
who says that her pet (one of four blonde Pugs in our midst today) has just been
attacked by a Boxer. Seated Debbie says that she works for a family of Indian
industrialists, and it turns out that she knows the daughter, a former student of mine
at ASL. I show her one of my new books and she buys a copy. This is the occasion
for Dan to complain that the back cover group photo has him turning away from
the camera and for Ofra to add that next time I am not to use a picture in which she
appears to be begging for money. To ease her distress over this tragedy she is the
big winner in yesterday’s horse racing successes – since she invested £3 while the
rest of us wagered only £2; we won a magnificent £4.14 for our efforts or, I should
say, those of Frankel, among others. It is the first time we have had any win since
June.
The chap who has been minding Yaris comes in and has a standing cup of coffee.
He says that Shefali is in Bolton and Dan says that her Facebook entry for the day
claims she is the happiest woman alive. This leads to a discussion of the social
media and I note that I have so far resisted all efforts at inclusion: “People always
tell me that I could use Twitter to sell copies of my books. But think about it.
Would people who feel comfortable with messages of 142 characters or less ever
really buy, let alone read a book?” Margaret now has to answer questions about the
arrival of a new Pug puppy, whom she may call Pebbles. (Dan has to remind her
that this was the name of Georgie’s purloined Yorkie, whose disappearance, eight
years ago, caused such distress in our community.) As we begin our back passage
walkround it is a little Middle-Eastern boy, on his way to footie in the five-a-side
pitch with his head-scarfed mom, who is suffering distress. This is because he is
wearing noisy cleats and as he clatters by the sound so excites Emilio that the Pug
is soon in pursuit. Davide rushes forward, urging the lad to stop so that Emilio can
go back on lead, but there are tears before this exercise in cultural antitheses can be
resolved.
Monday, October 22:
It rained on us as we completed our late night walk yesterday – and it is still damp
outside this morning. Umbrellas are not raised but it is murky in the extreme and,
not knowing what is coming next, I take the precaution of wrapping his raincoat
around the shoulders of my pet. Fritz makes only a slow progress in his search
for the green, pausing to sniff every leaf and to taste grass shoots on the way as
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well. There are a lot of dogs at play on the grass but this is of no interest to my
senior citizen and we continue forward to complete his favorite line of migration,
a circumnavigation of Mt. Bannister. I am anxious to get back to the café as I have
again brought a heavy knapsack full of books (one of which I am soon able to pass
on to the park manager) as well as the Tupperware that once contained Makiko’s
chicken dish.
We have only a small turnout this morning: Ofra, Janet, Karen, Georgie, Ellen, and
Wendy. Georgie has brought with her new photos of her grandson, Oliver, now
three and a half. (She discovers that Karen was on the same train that took her to
Hereford on the weekend.) Karen has picked up a copy of the Guardian but, she
complains, “There aren’t enough pictures. I’ll have to read this.” Ofra is also full
of complaint and this time it is her visiting sister who is in the line of fire. “She
always wants me to go everywhere with her.” I tell her, “Next time tell her to bring
someone with her.” I note that Ofra’s problem is often felt by resident Londoners
– who have their own lives to live and don’t particularly want to see Madame
Tussauds or the National Gallery again. “Just buy them an Oyster card,” I suggest,
“put twenty pounds on it and tell them to get on with it.” Meanwhile it is actually
getting darker as the gloom persists.
A number of visitors now stop by. First we have a coffee-seeking woman who
leaves her Pug and her Labrador with us while she is inside. Then we have Buddy,
who spends five barking minutes with us before Saskia arrives in pursuit. Then
Danielle arrives with Bella, who is always anxious to visit her Aunt Georgie. Just
back from Stockholm, Danielle will be making a twelve-day visit to L.A. later this
week – so Bella will again be a houseguest (no Oyster card needed). I compare
notes on my old hometown with Danielle, who has only recently arrived on these
shores from L.A. I am able to show her a copy of A Doggy Day – no one has
mentioned this series to her and it comes as a surprise. (The same thing was true
for Debbie yesterday). From this I learn that, far from being overly prideful about
their appearance as characters in my writing, my park friends have carried their
reticence to extreme lengths – keeping the whole project a secret.
Tuesday, October 23:
Gray continues to be the dominant color in our lives these days – though visibility
is better today and there is no moisture. Fritz makes a speedy advance on the green
today and here we meet Janet and Georgie, who are walking along the Randolph
roadway. Georgie says she doesn’t trust the dogs of the young woman atop Mt.
Bannister, two Staffies, but I have to say that they have passed us by on several
occasions without incident. Next we meet up with Ofra and her sister Rachel. Ofra
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wants to know why I am heading away from the café but I remind her that Fritz
is just beginning his favorite rite of passage and we will soon be turning left at
the tennis courts. The gate at the back of the doggy compound is open a crack but
Fritz waits for me to widen this space before entering. The aforementioned ladies,
plus Makiko, Karen, Wendy, Peter and Ellen, are taking their seats under the green
umbrella when we return to the café.
Out on the green I can now see Suzanne with Sunny and Lawrence with Bronny
and Suki. This means that I have a melancholy mission – for we have just learned
that Suzanne’s longtime partner and close friend, Richie, has died in his sleep
in Horsham several days ago. I give her a hug and learn that she and Lawrence
actually discovered the body on Saturday – after growing concern that Richie
wasn’t responding to his messages. He had not been in particularly bad health at
the time of his passing – just two weeks shy of his 71st birthday. Richie, whom I
have known for years, always looked after Sunny whenever Suzanne undertook her
trips to the States; she has such a trip scheduled now.
When she and Lawrence come into our compound with their dogs Fritz manages
to escape – but it doesn’t take me too long to effect his recapture. At the coffee
counter I discover Matthew just as Blarina, who has been complaining of a sore
throat for days, discovers for the first time that he is a doctor – symptomology
follows (I have a checkup this afternoon). Matthew tells us that he has some
“me time” today and that he is off to do some clothes shopping – with Makiko’s
blessing but without her supervision. I am able to return the Tupperware at last;
meanwhile Makiko is making up a list of edible objects she wants Ofra and Rachel
to buy for her on Ibiza – where they go tomorrow. These two spend some time
trying to figure out if there is one purely Israeli food – something that you would
not find in other Middle Eastern cuisines or in the European past of so many
Israelis. They do finally come up with a dish (unpronounceable too) but not one
else has heard of it.
Between Karen and Ellen there is a good supply of doggy comestibles today.
Sparkie (who, with his striped halter, always looks like he has just stepped out
of a turn-of-the-century seaside postcard) is one of my chief customers today but
Dudley (who will spend the evening with Peter tonight) is another. Fritz shows up
rarely and, much to my surprise, he spends much of the session in Janet’s lap. This
leaves only Bailey to account for. He too is working the room, cadging for treats,
but he saves his best trick for last. As we get up to depart he takes advantage of the
confusing moment to climb onto the tabletop in order to snag a piece of scrambled
eggs on toast. This is a dish that the Israeli sisters have been sharing and Rachel,
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observing this latest crime, says, “He knows it belongs to his family – so he might
as well have it.”
Wednesday, October 24:
Fritz and I head for the park on another gray morning – the gloom has been
relentless this week. When we reach the green I am surprised to see Pepper,
moving at great speed and dashing up the walkway in front of the clubhouse –
having seen his pal Fritz and eager for an instant reunion. My surprise also includes
the fact that I can see no evidence of Linda whatsoever, but Janet soon arrives to
say that it is she who was brought the Schnauzer to the park today – since Linda
thinks she has food poisoning and is convalescent at home. I remind Janet that
Pepper is now likely to follow us and this is true, for soon we have the little fellow
trotting along behind the tennis courts. I decide to put him on lead but there is a
problem when we are about to leave the Carlton roadway doggy compound – since
I usually put Fritz on lead here too. My solution is to run the toggle of the lead
through a ring on Pepper’s collar and then attach it to Fritz’s collar. In this fashion
the tandem Schnauzers at last arrive at the café.
Our visitor is soon shrieking in everyone’s ear – amid repeated requests, “Pepper,
shut up!” The latter does have a problem for, as often happened in his youth,
he seems to exude a fragrance that today excites the always randy Dudley. But,
because of his bad back, Pepper is not a good candidate for such excited humping
and Karen has to put her pet on lead. Another dog with an injury is Charlie the
Basset Hound – who is recovering from the removal of a lump on his back and
some faulty teeth. Tara, who says she has been staying with her parents because
there are no steps there, learns the hard way not feed Lucky without a “Gently!”
warning first and then she gets up at share the corner table with Danielle, who
examines Charlie’s stitches with a professional eye.
Ellen now reports that, after three weeks, the drip from the upstairs flat has finally
stopped. She seems most relieved but plumbers have still not gained access to
the flat in question (no help here from Brent Council). In the meantime Ellen has
lost her bed and her TV set. Georgie reports that there has been a major incident
on Shirland Road. According to her source, a chap has jumped out of his car to
get something quickly in a convenience store – only to see someone leap into his
front seat and make off with his car. Pursuing this vehicle on foot he has run into
the street and been killed by an approaching car! Georgie says she saw all the
ambulances at this scene but, as so often happens, I can find nothing about this
event on the Internet and thus I do not know if any of this is true. We get up to
begin our back passage walkround. Fritz is moving very slowly and this means that
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Pepper is well ahead of us when he becomes an object of fascination for a second
suitor today – the black Cocker Tackis. When he does catch up, Fritz is outraged
by this unwanted assault on his pal, rushing forward to chase the Cocker away.
Thursday, October 25:
I can tell, even before we hit the streets, that it is very dark outside but I soon
realize that there is also a light mist as well – perhaps this even qualifies as a very
light rain. Whatever we call it, there are happier ways of enduring its downfall than
standing anchored to the pavement while my dog nuzzles grass shoots. He is at last
distracted by the arrival of two little dogs (Lhasa-Apsoid, I would say) and then by
Dudley. Karen, her hood up, says that the leaves are lovely today but she could do
without the moisture – and we agree to meet at the café in a few minutes. As we
reach the latter venue I can see that Davide is already sheltering under our umbrella
but Fritz and I still have our usual circuit to complete. In the parking lot beyond the
tennis courts we pass two large police vans – this will explain the beefy presence
of all those guys practicing their moves on the central footie pitch earlier. Inside
the doggy compound we have Fonzi and the two killer Chihuahuas – who naturally
object to sharing this space with one damp Schnauzer.
Blarina is still complaining of a sore throat (and the British climate) as I wait for
my coffee. Then I join a reduced group that includes Karen, Davide, Peter, Ellen,
Makiko, Janet and Georgie. Karen, who is again sharing tidbits from the daily press
as she turns the pages of her newspaper, says she has a big business meeting this
afternoon and we are all to pray for her at 2:30. She notes that Renata has not been
seen in several days and Peter says we should all consider ourselves lucky. (“That’s
exactly what we say when you are missing,” Karen retorts.) Davide reports that
on last night’s flight from Johannesburg there was a fight – when one passenger
reacted angrily to a seat suddenly lowered into his lap and the perpetrator of this
discourtesy got up and punched the complainer. A steward was also shoved and
nine policemen were waiting to make arrests when the plane landed at Heathrow. I
add that Dorothy always objected to this sudden loss of lap space and never failed
to ask the offender to relent by a few inches.
I have mentioned that our party is somewhat reduced this morning but perhaps
this is true only of the human contingent – there are lots of dogs. To begin with we
have the abandoned Bailey and Georgie has Sparkie, Bella and T-bone (Wendy is at
a wedding). Bailey, Dudley, Daisy-Mae and Winnie are active at my knee – though
the latter, wearing a pink halter, also spends a lot of time in Davide’s lap. Or does
she? When the passing owner of Thomas the Shih-Tzu, Vincenzo, makes a remark
about this pink outfit Davide bristles – since the Pug in question is not Winnie but
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the one-year-old Peggy, another member of Georgie’s menagerie. Makiko brings
Emilio over to greet the small black-faced presence, who is quivering in anxiety
over all the new faces and Debbie, who is in the Randolph roadway with Zorro,
also has to have a look at the newcomer – the fourth blonde Pug in our company
this morning. These animals manage to get into one monumental scrap under the
table; I know this because shortly before the session ends someone spots Georgie’s
keys, which she has hurled at Sparkie, abandoned beneath my chair. The rain is still
falling gently as we complete our back passage walkround.
Friday, October 26:
The morning is again dark and threatening and when we reach the street I can
see the first brolly lofted against a periodic rain. It is also quite chilly and I have
to zip up my jacket and bury my hands in my pockets for our entry lap along the
back walkways. When we reach the green I am greeted by Yoyo, who is here to
play catch with an orange ball; Tim tells me that today he and Lizzie are actually
completing the move to their new flat. Peter, looking quite unsteady on his feet, is
just arriving at the café – where Karen and Davide are already sheltering under our
green umbrella. Fritz chooses a walk along the Randolph roadway this morning
and this means that we are in perfect position to see a car unloading a baby buggy
and two toddlers dressed delightfully as tiny witches. Their hats, in this case, are
helping to deflect the raindrops as we reverse directions and head for coffee.
The lousy weather helps to explain the poor turnout this morning – for in addition
to the three I have already mentioned, we have only Janet, Georgie and Ellen. I ask
Karen how her business meeting went yesterday and she reports frustration. The
lady executive who conducted the meeting now expressed complete indifference
to the topic that Karen was coming in to speak about and spent most of the session
bragging about her own wealth, power and position – ending the interview by
announcing, “I don’t blow smoke up anyone’s ass.” Smoking, it turns out, is
another topic of conversation this morning. Davide is heading next for Shanghai
and Janet says she has a friend who was fined on the spot for dropping a cigarette
butt on the pavement there – Davide responds that this has already happened
to him in a park in Bangkok. A number of those present have seen the program
last night on an epidemic of Tourette’s-like symptoms among teenaged girls in
upstate New York – the program never solving the mystery or the origins of this
outbreak to anyone’s satisfaction – with virus and conversion disorder the leading
candidates.
Of course everyone at our table is familiar with Tourette’s since we all know
Sparkie. He does not let us down today, rushing the fence on several occasions
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to protest at passersby. Jack (when he is not humping Lucky) is also a lively
participant in such behavior, though most of the other dogs spend their time
cadging treats from me or Ellen. When we are slow off the mark they try to help
themselves – as when Winnie uses a chair next to mine to stick out a stealthy paw
in an attempt to snag the biscuit bag itself. Bailey, no slouch in such thievery, is
finally led off by Janet so that Georgie can concentrate on the rest of her collection:
Sparkie, Winnie, Bella and Peggy all have to go on lead. Dudley also has to accept
the leash – he and Fritz, sometimes together, have spent much of the session
nestling in Karen’s lap. Some fifteen minutes or so before our usual time we
are ready to make our move (when was the last time that we left before Ellen or
Peter?) but people want to get back inside before the rain gets any heavier.
Saturday, October 27:
I have not had a good night – with my best sleep coming, perhaps, just after
6:00 in the morning. I ascribe the restlessness that characterized this period to
anxieties over my broken house – where the catalogue of deficiencies begins with a
knackered tape playing machine in my study and then marches forward to include
an unreachable blown ceiling light in the en suite bathroom, a bedside lamp that
won’t go on any more (in spite of bulb changes), an internal broadcasting system
that no longer seems to carry the signal from my main TV to the one in the kitchen
(sound but no picture), a dangling bathroom mirror light that refuses all attempts to
return it to its perch, and the enduring problem of replacing my boiler – a matter of
great complexity, it would appear, and expense. Oh yes, my broadband connection
mysteriously died yesterday as well.
I just have time to brush my teeth before peeking at my outdoor thermometer that,
to my astonishment, reveals a temperature only a degree or two above zero. This
means I will have to wear my heavy winter coat, my wool hat and my gloves;
if I weren’t dressed already I would be wearing my long underwear as well. At
least it is sunny as Fritz and I begin our morning in the park, accompanied most
of the way to the green by Janet, who has both Bailey and Daisy-Mae with her
today. Fritz gets a bit ahead of me at the end and when I catch up I can hear that,
somewhere along the way, he has picked up a squeaky ball. This will explain the
devious path he now takes – away from our usual walkways and straight down the
Morshead roadway…my suspicion is that he is certain I will attempt to seize this
toy and he intends to run home as quickly as possible with his prize. Fortunately,
Dan and Davide are just coming in and I urge Dan to grab the collar of the escapee
– and so he does. Soon Fritz is back on lead and we are frog-marching across the
grass to the café, where I can hand the rascal over to Peter. I do this because I
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have an errand to run next – I need to head for the Vineyard Pharmacy on Maida
Vale Parade in order to pick up my prescriptions. Once again I insist on a xerox
of the surgery’s slip when my medicines are handed over to me – without it there
is no way of telling how many times you can renew without the approval of your
GP. (And once again this reveals that next time I need refills I need to seek such
approval for all but one of my prescriptions; good thing I asked.)
Back at the café our group now includes the three already mentioned gentlemen but
also Vlad, Ellen, Janet, Georgie, Makiko and Renata. Looking at this assemblage
Dan suggests that with our winter headgear we now resemble some sort of Disney
fantasy zoo. Ellen looks like a beaver, Peter a turtle and so on. The turtle distributes
lottery and turf handouts and also some scratch cards and, in the latter category, I
am the big winner for I have won, on our behalf, the magnificent sum of £1. There
is more discussion of matters Jimmy Savile. Several members of the breakfast
group now insist that they always thought of him as gay and Janet says she just
thought he always looked like a pervert. From this it is concluded that at least the
BBC gets high marks for upholding democratic and egalitarian principles – even
perverts can get airtime.
Renata has brought some nice (human) biscuits with her this morning and these
are passed around – though from my saucer the tall Tara steals one of my treats.
The other dogs adopt more conventional methods in their pursuit of goodies and
I am soon fighting off Sparky (too old for teenage Tourette’s), Bailey, Daisy-Mae
and Winnie. Daisy-Mae, indulging in her favorite fantasy, waits for another dog to
pass her well-guarded treasure before attacking the supposed rival. Unfortunately,
her victim this time is the ancient T-bone, who is soon squealing in terror; Janet,
embarrassed by her pet, first ushers the little madam out of the compound and
then, when the Shih-Tzu squeezes back through the bars, ties her up to the naughty
fence. Winnie has brought with her a miniature witch’s hat, a pre-Halloween
costume change, and Renata plunks this on her own head – with several of the
diners noting that this object has at last found its true home. We have a very
large cohort assembled for our back passage walkround – eight humans and their
animals. I am the first to exit the park and the first to reach home, where I have
another go at fixing the dangling bathroom light and (at last, successfully) restoring
my broadband connection.
Sunday, October 28:
Fritz is very patient this morning – just as well since our departure is delayed by
an hour because clocks have all been moved back – Britain switching to winter
time last night. I am particularly impressed that he accomplishes this gesture after
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having spent no more than two minutes outside last night – the consequence of
a fireworks phobia that had already caused great uneasiness indoors. Indeed, as I
could see he was trembling after some distant explosion, I tried fitting him for the
first time with his “thundershirt” – another gift from his Auntie Janet in Michigan.
He did seem to calm down after a few minutes enwrapped in the garment and spent
much of the rest of the evening in my lap.
I have changed all but the kitchen clocks and the settings on the telephone (which,
curiously, have leapt forward an hour rather than backward) as we now hit the
streets on another very cold and gray morning – for the first time this season I
am wearing my long underwear. Janet is just reaching the Essendine gate with
Daisy-Mae and Bailey as we do the same and I note that even though neither of
us is working any longer we still observe a morning schedule that must operate
like clockwork – one of the enduring aftereffects of dog ownership. I have to stay
behind because Fritz now insists on a visit to the environmental area and I have
to go in there and hurry my pet along. As we cross through the café forecourt I
note that Debbie is visiting Georgie in order to check in on the dainty Peggy. “Tell
Debbie, about the new book,” I suggest, “it’s the first time that Zorro actually
makes an appearance in our story.”
Out on the grass two Labs, one blonde, one black, are having a tug of war with
a tree limb as we trot down the Randolph roadway. I assume we will soon be
completing our usual circuit of Mt. Bannister but Fritz has other ideas. No sooner
have we turned left at the tennis courts then he hives off to the left, passes through
some bushes and returns to the roadway for a poo. Launched a second time he
makes a little more progress behind the courts before climbing through the foliage
up to the top of the hill. I have to follow but when we are reunited Fritz now
descends to the roadway again and heads off on the embowered footpath behind
the other tennis courts. When I catch up I put him on lead and we at last return to
the café – where a small Sunday turnout includes only Georgie, Janet, Peter, Ellen
and Debbie (of Debbie and Pucci). This assemblage, however, is soon augmented
by late arrivals: first Hanna, then Renata, then Makiko and finally Karen. Winnie
is here with Georgie and this is explained by the fact that Dan and Davide are
watching the recording of a Terry Wogan “Children in Need” special at the Savoy
Theatre – which Davide had wanted to see because it featured Dionne Warwick.
We now discuss some of last night’s television viewing, including Strictly Come
Dancing – where Denise Van Outen and Olympic gymnast Louis Smith must be
seen as among the frontrunners. Peter has been following the adventures of his
beloved Queen’s Park Rangers – he is still waiting for this team to win its first
game of the season. I kind of tune out when Renata begins to discuss boilers and
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refrigerators (her own has an odor she can’t get rid of) but I do come alive for some
very interesting news supplied by Georgie; she tells us that Shefali (and Yaris) are
moving to Bolton – where Shefali’s fiancé makes his home. We are digesting this
news as we begin our back passage walkround. I note that poor Emilio is limping
because of a sore right paw; here he has a cyst (fairly common among Pugs,
evidently) that we have encountered so often in our adventures that it is known to
us simply as a “Winnie Wart.”
Monday, October 29:
After a study of my outdoor thermometer I can tell that temperatures have
moderated somewhat and so I decide not to put my long underwear on this
morning – though I am still in wool hat and heavy winter coat. In fact skies are
brightening and the sun is coming out and it is quite pleasant in the park– though
Fritz, who has had another restless night after a bout of fireworks (not to mention
my persistent coughing) is in a contrary mood indeed. First he insists on extended
grazing, then he is spooked by any further forward progress near the cypress trees
and soon we are heading back in the direction from which we have come – circling
about slowly as we near the Morshead roadway. I lose track of him several times
and when he tries to get into the Grantully doggy area I decide I have had enough
and he completes his circle of the green on lead.
We have a very good turnout today: Janet, Georgie, Karen, Peter, Ellen, Wendy,
Makiko and, back from Ibiza, Ofra and her sister Rachel. “Olla!” seems to be the
only word of Spanish to be added to Ofra’s vocabulary but she has come back
with some special pistachio treats for Makiko and a box of overly sweet Spanish
chocolates for the rest of us. A discussion of beach life naturally follows but Ofra
keeps talking about “Israeli bitches” and Karen says she has known one or two.
Karen is reading the Daily Mail and in this fashion we get the latest on the BBC’s
sex scandal cover-up and on the systematic abuse of elderly patients at care homes.
Georgie swallows something the wrong way and has a coughing fit – with Janet
pounding on her friend’s back until order is restored.
As usual, I have to spend much of my time discouraging the relentless search
for treats among the canine contingent. Bailey is the worst of these but Sparkie
and Daisy-Mae are not far behind. We also have some visitors – as Guinness is
admitted for a brief visit and outside the fence Buddy suddenly appears to raise his
usual ruckus. I get up to toss a biscuit over the fence but this only makes it more
difficult for Saskia to get her dog moving again. Our back passage walkround is
chaotic. Georgie has to get leads on four dogs: Winnie, Sparkie, Bella and Peggy
(or Piggy, as Ofra calls her). Then just as we cross the Carlton roadway I hear my
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name being called as a late-coming Renata rushes up with Maxi. She says I may
have solved her refrigerator odor problem and this is very puzzling news indeed
until she says that, while we were discussing this issue yesterday, I had noted that
when I encountered a similar problem I found that a can of almost year-old grated
Parmesan, left behind by Michigan Janet, was causing the problem. Renata says
she had some in her fridge too and things have improved after its disposal. (Wait a
minute, as I think about yesterday’s conversation I remember that Renata says she
can’t hear out of her right ear!)
Tuesday, October 30:
What a lovely day we have for our morning in the park! The sun is shining brightly
and, though temperatures are crisp, there is no wind. The fall foliage is in its glory
and, at half term, the Rec is full of kids at play, joggers pounding down the trails,
and dog people exercising their animals. “Blanco doesn’t need any help,” I remind
Fritz, who is having a sniff while the white fur-ball is squatting in front of the
cypress trees. Fritz accepts this suggestion, disdains a visit to the environmental
area and, after I lose track of him while hoovering up his own gift among the
leaves along the Carlton roadway, dashes across the café forecourt when I call
his name. On the walkway in front of the loos there are half a dozen dog people,
mesmerized by the bright sunlight, and it takes a while for us to thread our way
through this assemblage. Fritz seems poised to continue on to the Randolph gate
but after a while he reverses direction and turns left at the tennis courts. I can’t
follow him into the undergrowth here but, again, I find him waiting patiently for
me at the top of the hill. Here he goes back on lead as it is time for coffee at the
café.
We have a terrific turnout at our table – a dozen breakfasters on a weekday. These
include Janet, Georgie, Ofra and her sister Rachel, Matthew and Makiko, Peter,
Ellen, Wendy and Renata. As soon as I sit down people want to talk about the
giant storm, Sandy, that has knocked out the power in much of New York City.
More mundane topics follow. Rachel reports that she cowered in terror throughout
yesterday’s excursion on the London Eye and a flight-phobic Georgie says that
she once spent her entire session aboard the super Ferris wheel staring at her
shoes. Matthew says that he and Makiko will attend a ball on Friday and that this
extravaganza will have a Hollywood theme. No one takes up my suggestion that
they should bring me, a boy from Hollywood, along with them – instead Matthew
complains that he has lost so much weight he has nothing to wear. (No sympathy
here.) Ellen asks me if I am now off medication. I tell her that I finished my
antibiotics a week ago and she wants to know if I ever got my flu shot. I did not,
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missing both of the open days at the surgery because of poor health, but I will have
a private session with the nurse in a few weeks.
Ellen is distributing tripe sticks and this reminds Peter of the time that he stored
such a stick in his pocket and discovered that half the park dogs were following
him home. I am trying a new strategy with the ever-beseeching Bailey. Every time
he gets a treat I remind him that he will get only five biscuits and he had better
moderate his pace. After he has consumed the last of these I refuse to give him any
more – but we will have to see if he has learned anything about limits on another
day. Bobby spends much of the session in Ellen’s lap and it is interesting to see
that Jack, her usual passenger, stares malevolently at this scene – as if to say, “How
could you?!” Little Bella actually comes by for a biscuit today and when we are
undertaking our back passage walkround she also stops at a bench, where some
workmen are having their mid-morning snack, in order to beg for a bread crust. I
find it curious that Georgie lets Bella run free here – while her own volatile pet,
Sparkie, is on lead. Just before our exit I show Janet and Georgie a wonderful
spider’s web that I have spotted during our in-lap – but Georgie is afraid of spiders
as well as heights. As we make our exit Janet is hoping that the scaffolding that
has surrounded her house these last few weeks will have come down by the time
she gets home. I remind her that scaffolding has just come down from the front
elevation of the Essendine School, which she will soon be passing, and that this
is a happy moment because the school, hidden for months, is a really handsome
building.
Wednesday, October 31:
I have remembered my dog’s famous Halloween costume today – a neckerchief
square full of pumpkins and ghosts and Trick or Treat slogans – and this is tied
over his shoulders as we get ready for our morning in the park. Janet is again
entering with Daisy-Mae but she gets well ahead of us as Fritz takes his time;
indeed, I have to go into the environmental area just to get him moving in the right
direction. It is a nice morning, a bit more overcast than yesterday, and I don’t mind
this dilatory pace too much. Today Fritz completes a circuit of Mt. Bannister and
by the time we have returned to the café his bandana has slipped beneath his chin
– nevertheless he gets many compliments on his sartorial efforts since none of the
other dogs have bothered today.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Peter and Ellen.
Karen, again leafing through the newspaper, says that The Red Squirrel (at the
corner of Chippenham and Elgin Avenues) has gotten into the spirit of the day
by temporarily renaming itself The Dead Squirrel. Ofra is offering to augment
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Makiko’s fancy dress costume on Friday with the loan of a rabbit fur coat. (Makiko
says that Matthew has purchased a smoking jacket on eBay.) Meanwhile DaisyMae attacks poor Miss Peggy and has to spend some time tied to the naughty
fence. Again I try limiting Bailey’s intake to five biscuits – and he seems to accept
this regime. Janet has brought with her some liver that she has chopped into little
pieces and baked – and Karen has brought some sugar cookies for the humans.
“I hate to drink and run,” I say as I get up after half-an-hour – in order to begin a
morning of errands. At home Fritz whimpers when I leave him behind with Cathy
– her responsibility at such moments is to distract him from his moment of distress
by introducing his football into play. I am gone almost three hours and in that time
I dropped books into the recycling bin at the Warwick Avenue tube stop, checked
my laundry into the 123 Cleaners, gotten a haircut at Sali’s, returned some legal
documents to my solicitors near St. Paul’s and bought for cousin Karin the Damien
Hirst book that she fell in love with while we were at the Tate Modern this summer.
I have to report to Cathy (who is just leaving when I return and who never uses the
underground) that the system let me down today. There were delays on the Central
Line due to an object (unspecified) on the tracks at Holland Park. And then, as I
was returning on the Bakerloo Line, there were delays due to another object on
the tracks at Waterloo. (Unfortunately this time the object was specified – it was a
body.)
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Emilio, ever vigilant in his warnings about Daisy-Mae.
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Thursday, November 1:
Well, we seem to have survived Halloween without too many problems – Fritz
and I had an almost normal late night walk after quiet had at last returned to our
streets and so we are in good shape to begin another morning in the park. For the
dog each visit to this sacred area is like plunging into a new chapter by a favorite
author – though the work in question is to be devoured by the nose, not the eyes.
Today there is a quite a tale to be told and we have made only a small progress
along the back walkway before we are overtaken by Janet and Daisy-Mae. The
sun is trying to come out but it is colder than I would have guessed – so I want to
keep moving and this means that I am more than gratified when Fritz pauses at the
environmental area gate only long enough to piss on it. Slow progress is the best
way to describe our time on the Randolph roadway – where we have the company
of Toby the Bulldog and the nice chap who always accompanies him. This fellow,
hearing my accent and asking about my origins, says that he has just sold a house
in Pasadena.
The green umbrella has not been lofted this morning – perhaps because someone
has asked for as much sunshine as possible be admitted into our doggy compound.
Slowly we fill up the seats around our tables: Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Wendy,
Matthew, Makiko, Peter, Ellen, Jo Lynn and finally Karen. When the latter sits
down someone notes that she always looks so glamorous and I add, mischievously,
that this in only in contrast to the rest of us. “I think there is a compliment buried
in there somewhere,” Karen adds. Jo says she has dropped by to refresh her turf
account with Peter – she receives her little envelope with our meager £4.14 win
– and then she goes on to complain that they have changed the rules again and
that she will have to wait two more years to earn her Freedom Pass. Some of
the ladies have been to the latest James Bond film at the new Everyman Cinema
on Sutherland Avenue. Evidently they sat in the front row and Janet now has
to conclude (with Georgie sadly concurring) that Daniel Craig is too old and
timeworn to be seen in HD. People then discuss Halloween experiences. Wendy
says that her bell was rung by a nine-year-old (fronting a mob of fifteen) who said,
“We only take cash.” (This used to be called demanding money with menaces.)
Bailey gets only as far as biscuit number two before Ofra has to return to her car.
As she leaves she asks me if she can stay at my house this weekend. “Sure,” I
respond, and, “Why?” (It turns out she is facing a house of yet more visitors.)
Bailey’s place in the queue is taken up by Bobby, surprisingly, though I always
have to break his biscuits in two – with Tara again throwing herself on the table top
in order to snatch up the remnant. Once again we also have Daisy-Mae attacking
Peggy the Pug under the table and, amid sustained squealing, a period of penance
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tied to the naughty fence for the thuggish Shih-Tzu. (A woman, just heading for the
front door of the café, passes by just at the height of this storm and says to her pet,
“Come away from that nasty dog.”) We begin our back passage walkround just as
Saskia arrives with baby Romy in her stroller and a stentorian Buddy. But where
has the latter been – for his happy face is caked in mud and this means caution
must be exercised in petting the beast.
Friday, November 2:
Although it is bright and sunny I can tell that it is also quite cold outside this
morning and so I am prepared: long underwear, heavy coat, wool hat. I can also tell
that tree trimmers are at work on our usual pathway and so I urge Fritz to turn to
the right soon after we reach the park and this he does, happily. In fact, somewhat
earlier than usual, we now begin an extensive ramble – beginning with a circuit
of the green. At the Grantully gate we meet Holly the Schnauzer and Duncan the
Border Terrier. Holly’s owner says people often ask him if his dog isn’t named
Fritz – but, in fact, Holly is much smaller, her coat is much curlier and her color
is several shades lighter than my dog. Fritz marches in tandem with Duncan for a
while and then continues on to the top of Mt. Bannister, where he soon disappears
into some summit foliage. I find him at last, waiting for me on the walkway, and
this is my signal to re-attach his lead for our final passage to the café.
The doors are already open and so, after leaving Fritz with Peter, I join a short
queue. Karen is just plucking The Sun from the paper rack and I ask her if there is
any crisis involving Cheryl Cole we need to know about today. In fact the headline
tells of the arrest of Freddie Starr – part of the ongoing sex scandal spawned by the
Jimmy Savile case. Our group this morning includes Karen, Janet, Ofra, Renata,
Peter, Ellen and Makiko; there are several noticeable absentees – Georgie is at a
work-related meeting and Winnie has gone to work with Dan. Ellen says that she
is waiting for the surveyor to assess the flood damage in her flat and Karen says
she once arrived back from a holiday to discover a huge wet patch on her wall –
something that her roommate hadn’t even noticed. She then goes on to describe the
all-juice diet she has been following – in an effort to combat too much junk food
and coffee – and breakfasters compare recipes for juice drinks and the equipment
needed for their manufacture. Janet and Karen are both quite concerned about the
effects that fireworks season is having on their dogs – with both Daisy-Mae and
Dudley joining Fritz in demonstrating signs of distress.
My dog seems fine this morning but he was definitely spooked last night, refusing
to eat his evening meal and bringing to a rapid end our late night walk. He eats
plenty of biscuits now – though, with Tara throwing herself on the tabletop and
147

The Dogshank Redemption

Lucky pushing her snout under my dog’s chin, it is not easy to administer these
treats. Buddy arrives to bark us on our way and again we have a confusing scene
– into which a blind Staffie inserts himself as well. People are reminding Makiko
that they want to see pictures of tonight’s famous ball costumes as we begin our
back passage walkway. Sure enough, by the time we get to the end of the cypress
trees we find our way forward blocked by the tree trimmers and it is necessary to
make a muddy diversion around some bushes and exercise apparatus to regain our
path. Ofra joins me in scraping our boots on this surface as we bring another day’s
adventure in the park to an end.
Saturday, November 3:
These days I am satisfied with a mere four pees, a quartet of leg liftings as my dog,
unsettled by the omnipresent explosions, endures a three-minute session on the
street during our late night rambles. Not surprisingly, however, he doesn’t dither
over his first park poo this morning and we are soon making progress along the
back walkway – free of the tree trimmers at last. Behind us we have Janet and
Daisy-Mae but they soon pass by as Fritz has to enter the environmental area for
some grass grazing (eats shoots and leaves). I meet Janet again as we pass along
the Randolph roadway; she is with Dan and I ask him if it is true that Winnie went
to work with him yesterday. He says that she did and that she was very productive,
making a number of important financial decisions. “And doing some filing,” Janet
adds helpfully – but Dan bristles at this suggestion, “She’s not an intern.”
Heading our way is Ellen, with Jack and Lucky, and she pauses to say she has just
met a Bulldog puppy named Pavarotti. At the corner of the green, where we turn
right today, we next encounter Tara and the elongated Basset, Charlie. I tell her
about Pavarotti and ask her if, given her own profession, she hadn’t considered a
musical name for her dog. She says she toyed with the idea of calling him Schubert
but a boyfriend discouraged this. She heads down the Morshead roadway and, on
lead, Fritz completes a grand circle before he can be handed over to Peter in our
doggy compound. Today the corner table is occupied by the couple with the two
jolly Bulldogs, Rebecca and Thor. Rebecca, one can soon see, has recently given
birth to puppies of her own.
It is crowded inside the café, as often happens on Saturdays, but soon I am seated
at our table with Janet, Dan, Georgie, Peter, Makiko, Debbie, Renata, Ellen and
Hanna. Georgie looks shattered and, we soon learn, there is good reason for her
discomfiture – Peggy the Pug has escaped! Leaving Emilio and Bella behind, she
had undertaken an early morning walk with Peggy, Sparkie and Rudy. Somehow
Peggy slipped out of her harness and, making a game of it, refused to return.
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Georgie says she spent the better part of an hour trying to corral the mischievous
Pug – who, halter-less, was particularly difficult to grab hold of. To make matters
worse this scene did not take place in the park but on the busy streets of Maida
Vale – where Georgie had to stop traffic on a number of occasions while a large
crowd gathered to watch the show and someone had to hang on to Rudy and
Sparkie. Finally Peggy was captured on Formosa Street and Georgie’s heart
could stop thudding at last. The Pug is at home now and she returns to her family
tomorrow. Compared to this behavior the comportment of the other animals is
unexceptional today – though Tara (the Ridgeback not the clarinetist) does manage
to throw up on some leaves.
There is a good deal of smoking on our side of the table and Renata turns to
ask me, “Do you want a fag?|” “That’s no way to talk about Dan,” I reply – but
she really can’t hear this and it takes a while for this joke to sink in. Under any
circumstances her nose is out of joint over Maxi’s new haircut – which she thinks
is too short. Makiko is debriefed on last night’s ball (with the promise of pictures to
follow) and Peter distributes racing information and scratch cards. (His is the only
winner – £1 again.) Hanna reports that she will have Yoyo for the rest of the month
as Tim and Lizzie are off on their business travels. She also adds that she rescued
another injured squirrel yesterday – though it died a few hours later. “Do you know
what a privilege it is to hold a wild animal like that?” she says. In fact we are a
long time at table as we discuss these matters, indeed we have been an hour-anda-half in the park before we begin our slow struggle against the footie crowds in
the corridor between the pitches. I suppose the glorious autumnal weather is also
responsible in part for our dilatory pace: clouds are racing dramatically across the
skies and the fall foliage (much of it still green) is shining in radiance.
Sunday, November 4:
The lovely day that kept us so long in the park yesterday has given way to a
disastrous nightfall – at least as far as my dog was concerned. The indiscriminate
bombing began about 6:00 and continued for some five or six hours. I tried every
trick I knew to ease the distress of the moment but in his thundershirt Fritz seemed
to go into a catatonic trance – unable to sit or lie down. At about 9:00 I added a
dose of Rescue Remedy and throughout the evening I tried to keep him covered
up – still his panting and pawing continued for hours. (I found it interesting to
hear Bruce Forsyth, on Strictly Come Dancing, respond to a question about how
he would be spending Bonfire Night, reply, “At home with my dogs.”) Only after
midnight did some calm return to our house. Needless to say Fritz had eaten no
meal, nor did we even attempt a late night walk.
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Before dawn a new menace has arrived to flavor our Sunday in the park – a steady
rain. Fritz now has to wear his raincoat, of course, but I am wearing my heavy
winter coat (which is water repellant) and my Wellington boots – and I am carrying
my big umbrella as well. The park seems empty – indeed there are only two cars
in the parking lot. But Fritz doesn’t seem greatly bothered by the moisture and he
takes his time in circling Mt. Bannister. If anything the rain is coming down even
harder as we at last seek the refuge of our green umbrella. Here Georgie (with
Sparkie, Peggy and Rudy) and Janet are arriving, and eventually we have Ofra,
Karen, Hanna, Matthew and Makiko as well. Janet brightens our day with a tin
of scones, which she has just baked this morning, and cream and jam are soon
supplied as well. Bailey is trying to hypnotize a plate of scrambled eggs (when he
is not begging for biscuits) but in the latter activity he is joined by Rudy, Sparkie,
Dudley and Yoyo. Curiously, Fritz (who must be very hungry) takes a long time to
show any interest in these treats.
Georgie has to re-tell the tale of Peggy’s escape each time a newcomer sits down
and in the process I learn several new details. The little Pug was often following
Georgie – it’s just that every time an attempt to pick her up was made the naughty
madam danced away. Georgie says she tried to tempt Peggy into a number of
confined spaces, where entrapment would be easier, entering the doorways of
hotels, shops and even a delivery van – all in vain. Georgie also adds that when she
had at last captured the runaway and, panting, returned to home base, her husband
told her she looked really awful – and asked her what was for breakfast. Someone
now asks Georgie if she plans to tell this tale to the owners of Peggy, who are
due to pick up their pet today. Georgie says she is not planning to do this – unless
someone has captured it all on film and broadcast it on You Tube. Then, nodding in
my direction with a sly reference to my publishing schedule, she adds, “I’ll just let
them read about it in five years.”
Skies are beginning to brighten after almost an hour at table. It is arranged that
Ofra will follow Matthew and Makiko home so that she can reclaim her fur coat
and be the first to see the famous photographs of the ball. Hanna wants to take the
back passage and, after hunting up some crumbs for Robin, does so. But I want
to get in as soon as possible in order to dry my dog off and get out of these wet
trousers so I follow Georgie, Janet, Makiko and Matthew down the Morshead
roadway. (We are all surprised to see Dr. Matthew smoking a cigarillo.) By the
time we have reached the exit the rain has stopped and blue is battling it out with
gray in an increasingly bright sky.
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Monday, November 5:
Blue lost – that is gray skies continued to dominate and we even had more rain
yesterday. I suppose you could say that there was a brightening as night came – but
that just means that we had a third night of bombardment, though this one was less
intense than previous episodes. Fritz received his dose of Rescue Remedy at about
7:30 and he showed no interest in our late night walk – pulling to get back to his
steps almost immediately – but he did manage to eat all of the food I put out for
him and to drink all of the water. Moreover he settled down pretty quickly when I
put him on the bed and sleep was a little easier for both of us.
Today we have the return of brilliant autumn weather, bright sunshine (which
even provides a little warmth) and blue skies throughout our session in the park.
Just as we reach the Carlton roadway Paddy the Beagle sticks his nose around the
corner, soon followed by Mary McCartney pushing a baby carriage in her jogging
suit. There is also a large group of dog owners on the Randolph roadway and we
pause here for a while. Truth to tell, Fritz can’t make up his mind where to go next
and, my hopes up, he begins to trot back to the café at one point. Unfortunately he
remains stationary on the grass and I have to go after him with his lead in my hand.
He has moved on as far as the clubhouse where Makiko, heading our way, wonders
why we are heading home. I have soon captured my pet and now we can return to
the café scene. Once again our green umbrella remains un-deployed – so that the
maximum amount of sunshine can reach the diners –today including Makiko, Ofra,
Janet, Georgie, Renata, Peter, Ellen, and Karen, with Vlad and Hanna occupying
the little table in the corner.
After comparing notes on how well our dogs have survived last night’s fireworks
(Daisy-Mae refused to go out and then had to get Janet up at 1:30 for a needed
pee) we go on to review the end of the current season of Downton Abbey and
highlights from Karen’s newspaper. Today’s headline suggests that there is now a
quick test for early dementia and I propose we administer this to one another over
our coffee. Makiko produces pictures of the famous ball on her MacPro screen (but
without the Ken Burns Effect) and there are lots of oohs and ahs. Ofra spends most
of the session out on the walkway, her telephone glued to her ear. This behavior
is very upsetting to Bailey, who whimpers every time she passes by. Also making
a walkway appearance are Millie the Miniature Pinscher and Buddy. Georgie
borrows one of my biscuits in an attempt to silence the latter – but this doesn’t
succeed for long. Hanna and I now have the opportunity to dissect yesterday’s
Formula 1 Grand Prix in Abu Dhabi. I know that this will be a treasured topic for,
after several years in the wilderness, Kimi Raikkonen has earned the checkered
flag and this is bound to excite Hanna’s Finnish patriotism.
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Our departure lap is not without incident. Just as we are passing the kiddy
playground we encounter jogging Mary, dog in tow and baby carriage rolling along
in front. But this is not Mary McCartney again – but Mary Queen of Shops and
her little black Walter. What are the odds – two celebrity Marys jogging along with
baby carriage and dog in one day? Our group gets rather widely separated by the
time we have reached the Essendine exit – where I notice that Bailey is still back at
the cypress trees. A number of us now have to remind Ofra that she has forgotten
something important today – her dog – and she runs back to claim her pet. “This is
a deadly combination,” I tell the others, “Bailey is too dense to keep in touch with
the group and Ofra is too forgetful to notice this.”
Tuesday, November 6:
Well, hopefully, we have survived another fireworks season. If anything, the
explosions seemed closer at hand last night and there was sustained bombardment
from shortly after 6:00 until about 11:30. Fritz spent some time clawing away at a
space behind the bed, at the bathroom rug, at a spot under the desk in the TV room
and at the bottom of a hall closet before I was able to scoop him up and place him
on the bed. Here he settled down at last and we were able to get a decent night’s
sleep.
It is again bright but very cold as we enter the park on another sunny morning.
Karen is just entering with Dudley, and Fritz too seems to want to go right rather
than left – turning around shortly after we have encountered Simba eating another
tree. “I think we should get him a job with the Forestry Commission,” I tell his
carer – before turning around myself and heading for the Morshead roadway.
Yesterday afternoon this was the route that Linda, Pepper, Fritz and I took at the
beginning of a grand circle of the park. Today we turn left when we reach the
green – since here we encounter Janet and Daisy-Mae. I learn that, like Fritz, the
Shih-Tzu refused to eat any food last night, even disdaining some tuna that had
been left for her in a can in the kitchen. (Fritz did not get up to eat his tea when
the explosions had stopped but Daisy-Mae later jumped into Janet’s bed – with the
tuna can.)
We sit in the sun (no umbrella again) and have our coffee… Janet, Georgie, Karen,
Ofra, Renata, Peter and Ellen. Karen’s paper reveals that MP Nadine Dorries
has joined the cast of the upcoming version of I’m A Celebrity…Get Me Out of
Here! and considerable umbrage is expressed by the breakfast club – who think
she should be concentrating on the business of government and the needs of her
constituency. Ofra says that she is having trouble organizing care for her aged
mother in Israel – after mom has refused to go into a care home because it was full
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of old people. Ofra says she is also having trouble with her partying daughter who,
after missing her bus back to Bristol, wants to substitute an expensive train ride.
Janet says that she and two friends have arranged a holiday-time excursion to a spa
in Bury St. Edmunds and that, with their early booking and their senior rail cards,
they have purchased first class tickets (including breakfast) for only a little over
£17.00
I seem to have made a little progress in limiting Bailey’s visits to my knees by
issuing only five biscuits per session – Fritz gets more, but then he did not eat
anything last night. When we get up to leave, however, Bailey jumps into Janet’s
seat and begins to clean the plate that recently contained a sausage sandwich. Ofra
objects to her dog’s ingestion of the leftover onions and I note that this is somehow
typical: the fault lies not in Bailey’s atrocious table manners – it’s Janet’s fault for
leaving onions around. No sooner have we at last abandoned our compound than
Bailey jumps up onto a table bench where a woman is eating a sandwich – he’s
incorrigible but Ofra says that much of his dozy behavior is due to his failing
hearing and poor eyesight. Perhaps. As we reach the head of the track and the
bench where these days we find some local painters having their mid-morning
sandwiches, it is Daisy-Mae who jumps up on the bench – the better to lay claim to
any treats going.
Wednesday, November 7:
Well, I was wrong – about the cessation of hostilities. The bombardment did
continue, though at a reduced level, and Fritz had several pawing-the-turf
sessions as a consequence. Still, he did manage a five-minute walk at 10:30 and
then he settled down on the bed for a good night’s sleep. I didn’t have such luck
– coughing and sputtering and turning on the light to resume my reading on a
number of occasions. This morning I have decided to abandon my long underwear
– so that I will be able to have easier access to a garment I am wearing under my
sweatshirt. It is my navy blue t-shirt, the one with the circular logo showing a
moon rising over a sea of red and white stripes – the unmistakable symbol of the
forty-fourth president of the United States, Barack Obama, who was re-elected to a
second term last night – perhaps this event will explain some of my sleeplessness
last night. Fritz, incidentally, is also wearing his stars and stripes USA bandana this
morning.
“In your journals you can now write that you went to the park this morning and
a strange man exposed himself to you,” I tell the others at coffee, raising my
sweatshirt to expose my Obama t-shirt beneath. I have to spend a lot of time
explaining how the electoral college and Congressional elections have also had
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their role to play in recent events – and then we move on to more important topics:
Ofra’s skin regime, Renata’s recalcitrant mobile phone, Janet’s art class and
Makiko’s trip to Stratford-on-Avon, where Matthew attended a medical conference
in a Holiday Inn and she visited Anne Hathaway’s cottage. This reminds me of my
own visit to this site forty-two years ago – a day of infamy that included losing
track of one of the 72 Michigan State University students we had taken with us and
the opening pangs of a gut ache that signaled the first in a series of kidney stone
attacks: this was also the moment when I first visited that famous institution on
Praed Street, St. Mary’s Hospital, Paddington.
Our dogs seem to be in good health this morning and I am besieged by supplicants.
Bailey seems to be learning that after five biscuits he’s through for the day, which
is a positive development. Lucky shows up like a scavenger every time a biscuit
is offered to another dog and Tara continues to help herself to any foodstuff lying
on the tabletop. Emilio is sitting in the next lap and when Hugo, a little white dog,
comes in for a visit Emilio is able to witness a gratuitous attack on the little fellow
launched by Daisy-Mae – an act that so outrages the Pug that he explodes in a
severe bout of apoplexy. Poor Makiko tries to silence and comfort her pet at the
same time but Emilio rewards this gesture by farting as well as barking. Tracy now
arrives with Sweep and, for once, it is not Fritz who escapes but Rudy the Yorkie –
this means that Georgie has to hunt her charge down while Sparkie jumps first into
Vlad’s lap and them my own. Hanna arrives with Yoyo at this point but some of us
are already rising to begin our back passage walkround.
Thursday, November 8:
After a completely normal night (food eaten at supper time, play period, fifteen
minute walk before bedtime) Fritz and I are ready for another day in the park.
Temperatures are again a bit less severe and the sun is trying to break through on a
scene crowded with activity…lots of people on the track, joggers on the walkway,
toddlers on their scooters, school kids in the five-a-side pitch. A large crowd of
owners is foregathering outside the café fence as Fritz and a Cocker puppy have
just discovered some abandoned baked goods inside. “Wo ist dem ball?” – Renata’s
litany – is echoing over proceedings as we continue down the Randolph roadway
at the beginning of a Mt. Bannister circuit. Fritz is very slow this morning and by
the time we enter the doggy compound at the café all of the other diners have been
served and Ellen is already sharing out her cheese croissant.
Ellen is joined by Peter, Makiko, Ofra, Janet, Georgie and Karen – with Renata and
Tracy (who sometimes looks after Maxi) sharing a smoker’s table in the corner.
Eventually they are joined by Yara (“You’ve cut your hair!”) – who arrives with
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Luna and Luci. Yara’s dogs don’t actually enter our compound – remaining outside
on squirrel watch – and in this state of freedom they are joined by Fritz, who
manages to escape as Yara enters. Fortunately Karen is quick to collar the rascal
and drag him back to his place of confinement. He is much more active in his
search for biscuits this morning (another sign of returning spirits) and in this quest
he is joined by the usual suspects. Once again Emilio is outraged at the presence
of Daisy-Mae on Janet’s lap; he is only out-barked by Buddy, who makes his usual
happy appearance outside our fence.
Makiko is standing next to me as she orders her macchiato and “Makiko’s
macchiato” makes an easy tongue-twister. (Perhaps she should order a makicato.)
I learn, while waiting for my drink, that Ofra actually stores a blanket behind the
café’s counter. This is because she needs some cushioning for her skinny bottom,
according to Georgie. Makiko is still deconstructing the U.S. elections and this is
what Karen wants to talk about as we begin our back passage walkround. The fivea-side pitch is now empty and this gives Dudley and Daisy-Mae a large arena for
their tumbling romp but back on track there are some snarls as we work our way
through a passel of Jack Russells. Fritz ignores all this activity, intent on extracting
one last sniff from nature’s handbook.
Friday, November 9:
Well, I would not describe our evening as an entirely successful one. I slipped
some cooked hamburger into the dog’s dinner, a treat after so many nights when he
could not bear to eat, and much of this meal resurfaced on the TV room carpet an
hour later – though, come to think of it, perhaps this had more to do with the large
but still hot French fry I added to this meal An additional complication emerged as
we completed our late night walk on Essendine – for just as we neared the school a
late entry in the the autumnal blitz category exploded nearby and Fritz immediately
turned tail and marched home in his usual haste.
Well, hoping for better things, we start out under gray, chilly skies at our usual hour
this morning. There are fewer school groups about and even the bullying Cracker
soon grows bored with hectoring my pet. Peter and Ellen are already seated in our
compound at the café and, to my astonishment and delight, Fritz clearly wants
to enter this space – voluntarily – even though there are still several minutes to
go before service begins. (Perhaps he recognizes in Ellen a source of foodstuffs,
and he is a little peckish after last night’s losses; he is not disappointed when she
rattles her packet of tripe sticks.) Eventually others trail in: Janet, Georgie, Renata,
Ofra and Hanna. Georgie announces that last night she had no sleepover guests
whatsoever – and that Sparkie seemed very suspicious. The dogs have fantastic
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hearing whenever a food bag is being rattled and they rush first me, then Ellen.
Bailey soon exhausts his five-a-day supply of treats from me and remedies any
deficiencies by climbing into Renata’s seat when she gets up to throw the ball to
Maxi – in order to lick at the food on her half-eaten plate.
Janet has brought with her a pair of Timberland boots (size six-and-a-half) that she
has bought from someone on eBay. They are too tight and she wonders if any of
the other ladies might be interested – but there are no sales. Ofra reports that a girl
has taken a bad fall on the slippery floor of the ladies loo – would she, perhaps, like
to buy a pair of Timberlands with Vibram soles? Ofra also reports that her house is
at last free of houseguests and she can’t wait to put the place back in order. She has
come to the park today in Ricky’s car and therefore she is able to make an offer to
Peter (who has been collecting lottery and turf money from us): “Peter, you want to
come with me home?” That gentleman agrees and these two therefore head for the
parking lot when the rest of us get up to begin our back passage walkround. DaisyMae rushes into the central pitch in order to have a roll on the little black pellets
and it takes some time for her to remember she has to go back to the side gate to
get out. I notice, as we reach the head of the track, that the newly repositioned shot
put area is about to get its inaugural pounding from a mixed-sex group in yellow
polo shirts.
Saturday, November 10:
Well, our late night schedule has again been deformed by the persistence of
pyrotechnics. A heavy bombardment at 8:00 was survived well enough by the dog,
but, fearing a recurrence of this noise three hours later, Fritz was most reluctant
to hit the streets and it was a struggle to drag him to places where he might lift
his leg a little. It is not surprising, therefore, that he has urgent waste disposal on
his schedule as we reach the park on a sodden Saturday morning. I have slapped
his raincoat on at the last minute – though it is only spitting – and in this smart
outfit he rushes back to greet Jonesie and Charley the Westie. I manage to get to
the entrance of the environmental area before my dog does – and in this fashion to
forestall any time-wasting incursions.
The rest of our morning’s walk is marked by incident. First, as we round a corner
on our way to the Carlton roadway, a squirrel, with a large bun in its mouth,
dashes across our path and into the playground. Then, as we near the foot of Mt.
Bannister, a lady jogger descending the slippery slope at speed comes crashing
down heavily – fortunately her running partner is nearby. After we have completed
our own circuit of this summit I notice an interesting object, forgotten on a patch of
grass near the cricket nets – a football. I often see abandoned footballs in the Rec
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but Fritz already has one version of this object – but one that is just too heavy for
him to bounce off his nose, as he so likes to do. (His own lighter ball was evidently
purloined by another dog while David was looking after him months ago.) Today’s
specimen is just the right size and weight and so I decide to test this forlorn toy
with a few sample kicks, ones that energize my delighted dog. That is why I am
carrying this object as I approach our table. For a while it rests on the tabletop,
then someone puts it in my chair and then it ends up in a planter – waiting for the
journey home.
Georgie is just completing her business at the café’s counter – this includes
fetching Ofra’s blanket. Matthew (wearing a Sarah Lund jumper), his sister, and
Makiko follow me into the café and so does Margaret. Outside the latter has a
surprise for us: a tiny handful of black Pug, eleven weeks old and named Biddy.
Much fuss is made over this creature, who then goes to sleep inside the folds of
Dan’s jacket. In addition to those already mentioned we have Peter, Ellen, Janet,
Karen, Hanna and Debby this morning. The dogs are a real nuisance – with their
insistent wet paws digging into my trousers, which are soon saturated. In selfdefense I close my biscuit bag at an early opportunity.
Peter is passing out lottery and racing information but when he attempts to collect
money in the former category from Dan the latter refuses to participate and Peter
calls on several of us to witness this moment so there will be no recriminations
later. Dan (who complains of too much booze this week) then announces that he
is starting his own lottery syndicate and he and Peter snipe away at one another
– Ofra (who has just won us £5 on a scratch card) leans over and says she hates
it when they do that. I tell her that one of her favorite chefs, Ottolenghi, will be
featured on two TV programs this week. Tomorrow we will have the first broadcast
in this year’s version of I’m A Celebrity…Get Me Out of Here! and someone asks
Ofra if she could survive in the jungle. She says she could do everything asked
of the contestants except the eating – for Ofra having to eat a full-sized portion
of anything would be trial enough. Dan then announces that he will be going to
closing ceremonies at the Phoenix, where, after a quarter of a century in continuous
production, Blood Brothers is staged for the last time tonight. We get up to begin
our back passage walkround. I find an empty plastic sack that will accommodate
Fritz’s new football but later Ofra says this is the very sack in which she stores her
famous blanket. I do not yield this prize.
Sunday, November 11:
I can see that it will be quite chilly in the park this morning so it’s back into long
underwear for our adventures in the Rec. In fact the sun is shining brightly and,
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with the leaves in their best autumnal shades of gold, it is again an altogether
beautiful experience. I am surprised that Fritz is not more eager to get down to
business since, once again, we took no part in any late night walk – after another
sustained period of bombardment. Instead, the dog makes only the briefest
incursion into the environmental area as we move forward past the five-a-side pitch
(where a Lab named Daisy gives me a big greeting) and swing round to the left as
we near the playground. Rushing up behind us is a small black dog – eager to catch
up with Fritz. In fact it is easy to see in this cousin definite Schnauzerish traits and
the mystery of his identity is soon revealed as I get a greeting from Mary Queen
of Shops, also coming up behind us with baby and baby carriage She and Walter
turn left and we continue on down the Randolph roadway where, at the tennis
courts on our right, someone is calling for “Fritters.” This is the name that Linda,
Rob and Liam use when addressing my dog and sure enough Linda is poised with
racket just inside the nearby cyclone fence. Fritz is most puzzled by her appearance
here but he is soon on his way to the nearby gate. I fail to get him hooked here and
he is now in retreat, heading back around the corner and up to the little hill that
overlooks the green. Here, at last, I get him under control and we head resolutely
for the café, where he is unhooked while I go inside for my coffee.
There is a long Sunday queue here and it takes a while for anyone to get served.
Right behind me in the line is Gabriella, Matthew’s sister from Frankfurt, and
these two and Makiko are at one end of our table, where Janet, Georgie, Ofra,
Renata and Dan are also stationed. At our end we have Karen, Peter, Ellen, Hanna
and Debby. Georgie has brought Yaris this morning and I am soon singled out for
special attention; after Bailey has had his five-a-day it is Yaris who rests her chin
on my knee, staring at me longingly until I put the biscuits back in my pocket.
Fritz manages to spend much of the session on Dan’s lap – though Winnie doesn’t
seem to mind (her daddy Davide has returned this morning after a long session
on a flight to Shanghai and a holiday in Sardinia). Near the end of our session
Fritz jumps down in order to check out another Schnauzer, who is led into our
compound so he can get a drink of water. This is Chalky, a be-tailed bruiser of a
chap. The woman with him says that the dog belongs to a friend and that he ignores
her when his name is called. (There followeth a lecture on the subject of Schnauzer
independence and willfulness from a leading expert on the subject.)
Karen says that she went out this morning with her track pants trousers inside
out – though no one was rude enough to point this problem out. She is leafing
through the Mail on Sunday and this provides a number of topics for our breakfast
conversation. The head of the BBC has resigned after 43 days on the job – as the
broadcasters have again goofed, failing to check sources properly in the ongoing
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Savilesque sex scandals. A London woman who decided she wanted to live in
the country has given up on the idyll after finding her neighbors to be unfriendly
and venal. I protest that the most important story of the day is missing here – for
I have seen another headline (on the TV news this morning) in which it is alleged
that Craig Revel Horwood is thinking of quitting Strictly Come Dancing! There is
universal alarm over this possibility at our end of the table – where everyone loves
Craig – but I suggest he may just be fed up with the constant barrage of insults
he has to endure from hosts and the other judges and the studio audience – which
boos every time he makes a critical comment, however truthful. Just before we
get up to make our way homeward (still no Remembrance Day bells) Dan makes
an announcement…the annual dog people’s Christmas dinner is scheduled for
December 20th at Zizzi’s in Paddington Basin.
Monday, November 12:
Day nine in the bombardment season has again produced a most uncomfortable
night. Fortunately Fritz had already eaten his dinner before the noise so unnerved
him that he had to spend much of the rest of the evening pawing away at the carpet
beneath the desk in the TV room. My problem with this gesture was that there are
lots of plugs and wires here and I was afraid the dog would cause a short circuit
or electrocute himself. Eventually I had to block access to this spot with his own
toy basket. Of course there was no point in attempting a late night walk but when I
did retire I now had the dog pawing away at a stretch of nearby carpeting that also
has plenty of wires and plugs. This time I had to sweep him up (amid growling
protests) and throw him on top of the bed. By this time there has been quiet outside
for several hours.
I decide not to wear my long underwear or my winter coat this morning – though
I do don my black wool cap. It is very gray outside but not too chilly. Janet and
Daisy-Mae come up behind us and the first topic of conversation is the late night
walk itself – having now missed three of these without any consequence I wonder
if Fritz really needs such an excursion. Next we talk about the opening broadcast
of I’m A Celebrity…Get Me Out of Here! – with each of us agreeing that they
seem to have assembled a useful collection of survivor candidates this year, most
of whom we have actually heard of! When we reach the green Janet heads right,
having spotted the long-missing Davide, and we head left. But half way down the
Randolph roadway Fritz turns tail, having heard the distant siren call of a squeaky
ball belong to Winnie. A minute later he has crossed the green itself and snatched
this toy and it takes quite a while before I can get him collared so that we can join
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the others at the café. (Here Davide succeeds in extracting his pet’s toy from my
dog’s jaws.)
We have a lively turnout this morning: Janet and Davide, of course, but also
Ofra, Georgie, Makiko, Gabriella, Peter, Ellen, Renata and Shefali. Shortly after
we sit down Saskia comes in with Buddy and we have a nice visit. She tells us
that recently she took her dog and four-year-old Harvey to Holland Park – where
Harvey had a rugby “lesson.” She says that there is very little space for dogs to run
free in Holland Park and that a large sand pit (labeled “Dog Toilet”) caused only
puzzlement among the canines – who much preferred the local grass. Buddy gets
several biscuits – which makes it hard for Saskia to get her dog to leave – but his
place is taken by the usual suspects. Among these is Daisy-Mae – who is clearly
looking for victims this morning – and at one point she attacks the innocent white
Sweep, whom Georgie has brought today. Of course an incident like this only
confirms Emilio’s paranoia on the subject of Daisy-Mae and, from the safety of
Makiko’s lap, he keeps up a noisy litany of protest for the next fifteen minutes.
“You’d think he would have a sore throat,” someone says. “I know I have a sore
ear,” I add.
This is the first time we have been able to ask Davide about his trip to Shanghai
and he tells us that he found a rather schizophrenic society here. He says that
everywhere he went he was pursued by prostitutes and others who wanted to sell
him goods and services – but at the hotel he couldn’t summon a state-embargoed
Google. Today is also the first time that most of those present have had the
opportunity of quizzing Shefali on her recently announced engagement. Janet has
actually met the chap, a middle-aged bailiff from Bolton, but you can tell that some
of those present are worried about this liaison – which also involves Shefali giving
up her flat and her job. While we have been chatting the weather has deteriorated
somewhat and there is now a very light rain falling; it is into this moisture that we
disappear on our back passage walkround.
Tuesday, November 13:
Well, we did manage a few minutes outside last night, but I must say that the chief
mission seemed to be getting rid of a sack of garbage rather than giving my dog
any exercise. He did seem interested in entering the park at the Essendine gate
(where an anti-social behavior order directed against local gangs is hanging from a
parking pillar) but, of course, the park had been closed for at least an hour by this
time. I was prepared to head off in any direction, assuming that only a little light
fireworks activity early in the evening would not have spooked the dog so much
this time, but, giving the choice, Fritz just wanted to go home.
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There was a lovely sunrise this morning but gray is the dominant color as we now
begin our day in the park. Five Arab mothers are chatting away under the ASBO
sign as we enter and some of them make their way around us as Fitz pauses in his
early morning duties. He gets an affectionate cuddle from Simba’s carer and, as
we near the cypress trees, he makes sure that Casper keeps his distance with a few
unwelcoming growls. It is at this time, after several years, that I actually learn how
the black dog spells his name – he is, in fact, Kasper. “Well,” his mommy explains,
“he isn’t a ghost and so we decided to spell it the German way.” Fritz now trots on,
crossing through the café forecourt and continuing on down the Randolph roadway.
Heading toward us is Ellen with Lucky and Jack and Fritz, sensing an early treat,
follows them into the little enclosed garden on our right and hops up on a bench
– the better to receive a snack from Ellen’s purse. Then we continue on our usual
route – heading down the leaf-littered roadway behind the tennis courts. (Ofra,
whom I can hear chattering away nearby, says that when she moved to London
and experienced autumn for the first time, she thought her new city was especially
untidy because of the leaves.) As we head down the Carlton roadway a few
minutes later there is a crisis. Someone has locked the barrier pole – preventing the
egress of the Freshways dairy lorry – and it takes five members of the staff, with
much running back and forth, to find the key.
At breakfast this morning we have Ellen, Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Davide,
Peter, Renata and Karen – with Hanna arriving a bit later and taking up a position
at the little corner table. Peter has brought with him some little Baker’s Rewards
cubes and these are distributed along with other treats – Bailey almost makes off
with Makiko’s croissant. Davide gets a scolding from Renata when a passing Maxi
knocks the lighted end off his cigarette. Daisy-Mae, after snapping at him, gets a
non-stop scolding from Emilio – who has to be comforted in Makiko’s lap (and
then Georgie’s). To make matters even noisier Buddy shows up and begins barking
at our gate – as though he has just discovered something really wonderful and now
has to tell everybody the news. When he is admitted he manages to cover Maxi’s
ball with a thick line of drool and Renata has another meltdown: “I want to throw
up; I can’t touch the ball, I’ll have to leave it.” Janet and Karen defend Buddy’s
right to drool and Karen gets up to wipe the ball off – wiping her own hands on my
leather jacket as she sits down. (It’s nice to be useful.)
Karen’s newspaper story of the day concerns a toy bib with fake nipples that little
girls can use when they pretend to breastfeed their dollies – part of the strategy of
the “Breastapo,” who are keen to brainwash the nation’s future mothers into the
“Breast is Best” camp. Still staying with the media Janet says that yesterday a new
afternoon series, Crime Stories, began on ITV and that it stars former Paddington
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Rec dog owner Ben Hull. Staying with the same channel we then move on to
discuss Coronation Street and I’m a Celebrity…Get Me Out of Here! I mention
that I am intrigued by the latest plot twist on the former – the one in which the
heretofore gay Marcus is having an affair with the quite straight Maria. Some of
the others find this totally implausible but I point out that my stepfather, though
gay, fell in love with my mother – “as you would all know if any of you had
bothered to read my Lives of Ingolf Dahl.” (There is the additional irony that my
stepfather’s family name was Marcus.) As for Celebrity, last night’s show focused
on the antics of Helen Flanagan (of Street fame) – whose fear of everything makes
her a prime candidate for the kind of lip-smacking bullying that characterizes this
show. Anyway, I begin to brag, “I was right in my predictions – she did get into the
underground box into which insects were then poured – but she didn’t stay there
for long.” This failure means that she has been elected by viewers to eat something
ghastly tonight; for us this could be a difficult evening as well since, so I am told,
today we have Diwali and our Indian neighbors often like to have fireworks of their
own on such occasions.
Wednesday, November 14:
Last night’s noise was rather restrained, as these thing go – still, Fritz showed no
interest in a late night walk and so, once again, we skipped this part of our usual
ritual. It is gray but reasonably mild as we enter the park this morning and soon we
hear some Simbolic barking – a sure sign that the Golden Retriever is on his way
and that Fritz will soon get a nice cuddle. Janet now comes up behind us but she
and Daisy-Mae are soon far ahead – as my dog needs to focus all of his attention
on these delectable grass shoots. When we reach the green I can see that Dan is
anxiously searching the horizon, looking to hand Winnie off either to Georgie or
Janet. The latter is, by this time, descending from the heights of Mt. Bannister.
She is followed by Mary Queen of Shops (no baby buggy this time) and the latter
is accompanied by little Walter, who is slowed in his efforts to keep up with his
jogging mommy by the quite sizeable log he is carrying in his mouth. Saskia now
approaches with our second Golden Retriever of the morning, Buddy. The latter
begins to bark up a biscuit and I am surprised to hear Saskia say, “Quiet! The
children are sleeping!” since there are, in fact, no children at all this morning – but
this command evidently does work at home.
At breakfast this morning we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Peter, Ellen,
Debby and Karen – though after a while Shefali comes in carrying a most
melancholy object: a flattened cardboard box that signals the packing that must be
completed before her move to Bolton. Peter has little Bobby with him and the Toy
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Poodle twice attacks Yaris, four or five times his size, but the hubris award actually
goes to Maxi, who squeezes through the fence to chase a mostly Doberman – who
always seems to entice his rage and, by his very presence, sends Renata into a
tizzy since she fears this much large animal will get nasty one day. Under the table
Lucky is in her element – snaffling up every crumb going. I tell Ellen that the
Corgi has good survival skills but this talent is not helping her waistline. The dogs
also enjoy the bounty from Debbie’s full English – the latter is making an unusual
weekday appearance and is surprised to see us all here.
I ask Janet if she watched Celebrity last night as she says that Helen Flanagan (who
did eat three of the disgusting dishes on offer) did much better – “but she’s still
annoying, and so is Nadine Dorries.” People discuss their current reading choices.
Renata says her libido has returned with a reading of Fifty Shades of Gray but
two of the other ladies say they were soon bored. I mention that everywhere I turn
I encounter something by Zadie Smith, whose world borders our own (her latest
novel, indeed, is called NW). I have recently read a short story in the New Yorker
and this summer there appeared an article by Zadie in The New York Review of
Books describing the threatened destruction of the Willesden Library in favor of
luxury flats – a story that has a very strong parallel to the fate of the Jubilee Sports
Center closer to home. There is a relatively early departure this morning – with
Janet, Karen, Georgie and Shefali beginning a back passage walkround. Dudley
begins by attacking Daisy-Mae, as he does on most mornings, but the opportunity
to continue their chase in the five-a-side pitch is forestalled by the presence of
hockeyettes from Francis Holland. Still, as we clear the cypress trees, Dudley finds
a much more suitable partner in Yaris – and these two carry on a speedy tumble for
several minutes. Too bad that Yaris, too, will be moving to Bolton.
Thursday, November 15:
A low ground fog hugs the Rec as Fritz and I head off for another morning in the
park. The damp intensifies the cold and I almost wish I had worn my long-johns
again. I am always surprised that Fritz seems to show no signs of urgency at this
hour since, once again, we have not undertaken a late night walk. Can a decision
that was made on a temporary basis only, no late night walks because of fireworks
phobia, become a settled part of our routine? Yesterday there was another sign of
my dog’s nervous disposition. Wednesdays are always my time for errands – since
I can leave Fritz with Cathy then. I had undertaken one of my massive fourteenstop itineraries in the West End yesterday when, to my surprise, I discovered that
Cathy, who usually leaves at 1:00, was still in residence at 2:00. This is because my
dog, playing the abandonment card, had howled so piteously when she left that she
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could hear him from the street and when this happened on several other occasions
she decided to wait with the spoiled brat until my return.
On our entry this morning I notice a poster for a lost “Winnie” on a tree – but
the missing creature is not our Pug but a cat from Lanark Road. Simba’s carer
complains about the cold as we reach the cypress trees and as we turn the corner
we meet Terry and Saskia. More accurately, Terry is inside the environmental
area picking dandelion leaves for his daughter’s guinea pig. His Alsatian, Cristal,
accepts a biscuit and so does Buddy. Terry likes to kid me about keeping a copy
of my book by his bedside – in case he needs help getting to sleep – but Saskia
undoes this downer by noting that she is struggling to get through Anna Karenina
for her book club but she finished reading my Volume III in a period of forty-eight
hours. With the phrase “Linick 1, Tolstoy 0” echoing through my head I have to
break away to follow Fritz out to the green.
I do not join Fritz on the cricket crease, where he is petitioning Ellen; instead I join
Karen, who is reading the fine print on the “Responsible Dog Owners” bulletin
board on the wall next to our compound. I tell her that these announcements are
misplaced – since they hover over the responsible dog owners anyway. She tells
me that Jack, who now heads our way with Lucky and Fritz, is actually the subject
of a canine ASBO; he is supposed to be on lead after fights with other dogs but
Ellen says she often ignores this injunction. A lot of time has passed since our
entry to the park but now Fritz wants to undertake his Mt. Bannister circuit. In the
Carlton Road doggy compound we meet up with Baba, another Jack Russell, and
on the roadway itself a Weimaraner is chasing a timid Alsatian named Satchmo.
Our group this morning includes Karen, Ellen, Peter, Janet, Georgie, Hanna,
Ofra, Renata, Makiko and Jo Lynn, who arrives with her own Tilly and a second
Border Terrier, the large Gus. Peter is grumbling about last night’s humiliating
loss to the Swedish football squad in Stockholm. (I tuned in only to see the new
national stadium, which my cousin Therese had a hand in designing.) Karen and
Janet live on the same street and the former tells the latter that a family of seven
foxes has been sighted in Janet’s yard. Hanna hasn’t heard about the death of
Suzanne’s Richie Ball, whom she has known for years, and she is quite upset –
we now believe that Suzanne has returned to the States for several months but
no one knows who is looking after her Sunny (whom Richie always cared for).
Ofra admits that she has forgotten the bottle of liquid tahini that she has borrowed
from Makiko; I kid the latter as we begin our back passage walkround. She is
complaining of the cold even though her ankles are bare. She is wearing her lurid
shocking pink trainers today and I suggest she could easily sneak up on the gay
pride march in such footwear. She argues that such a color cannot be exclusively
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gay and she has other show business news to pass on as well. At an after-show
party she has recently met Noel Gallagher, who now performs without brother
Liam. I do believe that the former Oasis star has often lived nearby – so perhaps
we will see him in the park some day.
Friday, November 16:
The early morning fog has lifted but we still have a gray and chilly day in the park
as Fritz and I head for the Essendine gate. Here I attach my dog’s lead to one of
the iron fence spikes in order to have both hands free as I swing our garbage bag
into the nearby Big Black Bin. This is a task usually accomplished during a late
night walk but if this is to disappear from our daily schedule (as it did again last
night) another opportunity must be sought. Janet, suspecting she might be needed
for a Winnie handover, turns right to head for the green and Fritz is charmed by
this suggestion and soon follows. Indeed we follow the margins of the green as far
as the water feature, where Simba is just emerging in disgrace after a forbidden
adventure in the foliage near the bowling green. We also meet Tanya, who is being
dragged toward the Grantully gate by the Weimaraners Chicca and Pasha. She
says that the former, one year old now, is having a session with a trainer today,
but that her presence has given Pasha a new lease on life. We now have time to
continue forward along the yellow leaf road, that is behind the northernmost set of
tennis courts – though Fritz disdains a visit to the doggy compound and keeps to
roadways within the parking lot as we gradually make our way back to the café.
Things are very slow in the coffee queue this morning – but at least the drinks are
on Ofra, whose Bailey enjoyed a birthday yesterday (she forgot). Renata tries it
on – asking if her sandwich is also being paid for, but this is decidedly not a part of
our tradition. These two ladies are joined at our morning table by Janet, Georgie,
Ellen, Peter, Makiko and Karen. Emilio goes into panic mode as soon as he spots
Daisy-Mae on Janet’s lap. Karen, for her part, pulls Dudley onto her own lap and,
apologizing for bringing up the topic over breakfast, asks us if we don’t think her
dog’s testicles have turned an alarming shade of red. I suggest that with his life
of sexual frustration I am surprised they are not blue, but Karen, never at a loss
for words, says, “He is not sexually frustrated. We have some very interesting
evenings at our house.” No one seems to have any definitive advice for her in the
matter under discussion and, trying to avoid a £60 visit to the vet, she soon turns to
her phone, typing in her question on Google.
Ofra, who has remembered the tahini today, says that she is looking forward to
a weekend with her husband in a house with no children and no houseguests – I
find it cheering indeed that such a long-married couple can still revel in such an
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opportunity. (She makes no mention of renewed hostilities between Israel and
Hamas in the Gaza Strip.) Renata has brought with her a bag of Werther caramels
and these are shared out – with Georgie and Karen soon accumulating a pile of
wrappers next to their coffee cups. I say, “I think they are too sweet….can I have
another one?” In more serious matters we do discuss the ongoing Jimmy Savile
sex scandals and the problems of the BBC and ITV in reporting these matters
judiciously and then we revert to a more mundane analysis of last night’s broadcast
of I’m a Celebrity…Get Me Out of Here! – during which Helen Flanagan has
again validated her ninny credentials during a bush tucker trial and viewers have
validated their bullying credentials by choosing her to do the next one as well. As
we begin our back passage walkround I meet one of my Asian neighbors – who is
striding along with the giant Greyhound, San. Fritz and I often meet this pair on
our late night walks (or we did) and it is easy to see that San is very skittish. “He
was bitten by a little dog,” his owner says now, “so he’s afraid of all little dogs.”
Saturday, November 17:
A light rain is falling as Fritz and I head for the park on a sodden Saturday. I am
wearing my winter coat (which also provides good protection against moisture)
and the dog has donned his raincoat as well. Umbrellas are raised everywhere but,
truth to tell, the drops are very fine indeed and they have not discouraged the footie
lads and their parents. Fritz pauses to poo and when he moves away I spend a lot
of time trying to focus in on his gift in the grass – I can’t see it anywhere. Then
he squats a second time and I realize that nothing has as yet come out. When it
does so a goodly portion is still hanging off his backside and I have to knock this
off with a stick before he will move on. He spends an inordinate amount of time
grazing in the environmental area and, in frustration, I have to go in there and put
him on lead. In this fashion we march down the alleyway between the pitches,
encountering a number of visiting dogs (some are on the touchlines as well) on our
way to the green. On the Randolph roadway Fritz pauses for another poo and again
I have to intervene with a stick to clear the befouled bottom. By this time we need
to head for the shelter of the green umbrella.
We have a good turnout, especially on such an unpleasant day: Janet, Georgie,
Ofra, Makiko, Renata, Peter, Ellen, Dan, Davide, Hanna and Karen. The latter is
telling a story that begins, “When I was young I laughed so hard I wet myself.”
Attempting a gallantry I lean over and add, “From my perspective you are still
young.” “Thanks,” is the response, “just don’t make me laugh.” Karen has
continued her Internet research on the subject of Dudley’s testicles and she seems
inclined to let the matter rest for a while. She has had time to bake some delicious
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gluten-free biscuits and these are shared around the table – though Dan says he is
now on a Weight-Watchers diet. Ofra adds that her sister is having success with
this same regime. Someone asks her about events in Israel but she says no one is
worried there – which belies TV images of her countrymen running in panic for
their bomb shelters.
Peter, who often misses rainy days, particularly if he doesn’t have to watch over
Bobby, says that in the future we will not bother with racing when he fails to show
up – since we won’t know where he has placed our money. He passes out scratch
cards now and he and I both have £1 winners. Janet passes out menus from Zizzi’s,
our Christmas dinner venue, and we study these – it is not known yet if we have
to order in advance. Last night’s broadcast of I’m A Celebrity is analyzed – Helen
Flanagan has again plumbed new depths in idiocy and must face yet another trial
tonight but the arrival of celebrity chef Rosemary Shrager elicits most comment.
The snoring of this large lady inspires Karen to suggest that she once actually made
a boyfriend undergo surgery to correct a nasal fault. “Dorothy just gave me sharp
elbow in the ribs,” I counter. Before we get up to leave there are several additional
announcements. Hanna says that after five years she has discovered the lost jewelry
she had hidden in her own flat. Davide says that the Sicilian cake at the Italian
deli on Lauderdale Parade is delicious but calorific. Ofra says she would return
the cup of coffee Georgie is drinking since the cup has a smear of red lipstick on
the rim – somehow this doesn’t discourage Bailey, who is drinking from the cup
as his mommy speaks. As we begin our back passage walkround Hanna asks Ofra
if she hasn’t forgotten something; she is referring, of course, to Ofra’s dog – who
is staring disconsolately at our migrating entourage from behind the compound’s
bars.
Sunday, November 18:
It is a beautiful bright and crisp Sunday morning as Fritz and I begin another
session in the park. We are a minute or so ahead of Janet and Daisy-Mae but when
the latter spots me she has to rush forward in order to give me a generous greeting
– and Fritz descends from the raised bank at the margins of the park in order to
connect with Janet at the same time. Our parties diverge as we reach the café
and Fritz and I head down the Randolph roadway. I am looking for Linda, who
often plays tennis on Sunday mornings, but there is no sign of her and we have to
content ourselves with a nose-to-nose greeting with yet another new Pug, Frankie.
Then we complete our usual parking lot circuit and report for coffee in the bright
sun.
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There is a large Sunday turnout – with seats for Makiko, Janet, Dan, Davide, Ofra,
Debby, Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Karen and Georgie…the latter’s visiting daughter
Lynn and a girlfriend also come by before having breakfast inside. Today is Peter’s
73rd birthday and there are lots of presents and cards. He asks me, as the only
person at our table to have achieved this milestone, what being 73 is like. I tell
him, “It’s just the same as 72, only more” – but he is perhaps more accurate when
he offers a correction, “You mean only less.” Janet goes around the table getting
commitments for December 20 – so she can make the appropriate reservation at
Zizzi’s. Dan leads the discussion of last night’s Celebrity – reminding us that Helen
Flanagan has again refused even to begin the bush tucker trial; perhaps tonight,
having been re-nominated by the cruel viewers, she will refuse to leave her bed.
Blarina now appears to ask whose birthday is being celebrated and she then leads
us in a chorus of the famous song. Gloves, socks and a large cheese decorate
Peter’s place setting.
I tell Karen that she is now allowed close contact with Fritz’s fluffy white bum
(after yesterday’s necessary bath) and she invites him to jump into her lap.) He
lies on his back in the sun, blissfully accepting the cuddles and kisses of Dudley’s
mum – Dudley shows no signs of jealousy, having joined the biscuit queue along
with Winnie, Sparkie, Daisy-Mae, Bailey and Lucky. While she is occupied with
my dog I help myself to Karen’s paper, noting that comedian David Mitchell
has married Victoria Coren; twice, while Linda and I were in Regent’s Park with
our dogs, Mitchell walked right by us. A four month-old Springer Spaniel puppy
named Hugo now plays through and we are soon on our feet to begin our back
passage walkround. As we near the Essendine gate we encounter Matthew, waiting
patiently for wife and dog to complete their morning in the park.
Monday, November 19:
A gloomy start is giving way to weak sunshine as Fritz and I head for the park
at the start of a new week among the doggy people. One of the latter, Karen,
is marching around resolutely – with Dudley on lead – and behind us Janet
is just entering with Daisy-Mae. Heading toward us is the Italian gentleman,
Vincenzo, with Thomas, the Lhasa Apso, and Fritz responds to this meeting with a
characteristic growl. Dudley gets one too as we pass the cypress trees. I tell Janet
that, many years ago, the end of this straightway was also the end of my morning
in the park since my Toby had by this time done his business and it was now time
for me to get to work. “Fritz, you are so lucky,” she says as we continue on beyond
the environmental area and so on to the green as well – at the start of our usual
circumnavigation of Mt. Bannister. It is pretty quiet this morning but Ofra later
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says that she did not appreciate being stared at by some gent as she parked her car.
That lady is reminded by Georgie that her coffee has been paid for but she has to
pick it up herself this morning. That’s okay – since she needs to enter the café to
retrieve her chair blanket anyway. “Make my coffee with love,” she advises the
staff before joining a table that also includes Janet, Georgie, Karen, Makiko, Peter,
Ellen and Renata. Karen is sharing important news from today’s Daily Mail and
this leads to an extensive dissection of the performance of Helen Flanagan on I’m
a Celebrity; there is universal relief that the Corrie actress has at last won some
stars. Makiko thinks I should be watching Homeland – her current great favorite
– but I tell her I have plenty to watch without adding another series. Makiko has
brought with her some Japanese goodies for Ofra and the latter complains that,
“The Japanese are so stylish – it’s annoying.” I tell her I agree but, just to be
mischievous, I add, “A cynic would say, however, that much of this is merely the
triumph of style over substance.” I add that if we were a bit more resolute in our
investigations we would no doubt discover pockets of Japanese culture that would
disappoint in all categories and this is a reminder that I have had American friends
whose view of Britain was similarly skewed: “They think everybody over here
speaks with a posh accent, drinks tea with their crumpets and knows the Queen
personally.”
Makiko’s dog is having his usual attack of apoplexy over the presence of DaisyMae and, indeed, the latter’s mommy is also annoyed with her pet – after DaisyMae barracks a large dog who is passing innocently by. Sparkie too is barking
at anything that moves – I tell him that it is not very politic to bark at the park
manager, though at least we know that the latter is a dog owner himself. Just as we
are getting up to begin our back passage walkround Michaela arrives with Skye
and the Cairn is soon chasing his tennis ball down the Randolph roadway. In the
gap between the playing fields we meet Saskia and the barking Buddy (who gets a
spare biscuit I have in my pocket) and then I have to reach into this same space to
find an extra poo poo bag for Karen, whose Dudley has just deposited something
nasty beneath the cypress trees. As we near the top of the running track we meet a
woman with three Shih-Tzus – all of whom seem to have names related somehow
to the world of fashion, Dior, Coco and George (remembering that the latter is the
clothing line of Asda). One of these dogs, she tells us, is blind and another deaf.
Then we meet Hanna, heading toward us with Yoyo and the snarling Timmy on
lead and finally the puffing dog walker heads our way – with six canines in tow.
Have a few dogs.
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Tuesday, November 20:
Rain has lifted as Fritz and I penetrate the park on a mild but gray morning. We
are soon overtaken by Janet, with Daisy-Mae, and next on our radar is Simba. The
Golden Retriever has invaded the forbidden environmental area – where Fritz soon
follows – even though half of the favored meadow is now cordoned off because of
some new planting. Simba, whom I can hear barking from the park while I brush
my teeth, manages to get on the wrong side of the barrier and it takes a while for
him to emerge. By this time Fritz has dashed ahead, crossed the café forecourt and
turned left onto the Randolph roadway. Here we begin our usual circuit amid the
fallen yellow leaves, passing through the Carlton roadway doggy compound and
heading at last back to the café.
Ellen has just dropped a black poo poo bag (retrieved by Georgie) at the counter.
There is no waiting today – bad weather having discouraged much of a turnout this
morning – and, indeed, we begin with a small grouping ourselves…Janet, Georgie,
Ellen, Davide, Makiko and Renata, though eventually we also have appearances
by Peter, Wendy and Karen. The latter says that when she saw the rain falling
early this morning she just went back to bed. I ask about Ofra’s absence and learn
that she has gone to Israel – to visit her mother, not to don her reservist’s uniform.
There is a brief discussion of Middle Eastern politics and Renata says the British
should never have given the region to the Jews…which, coming from a German,
must certainly count as chutzpah in the extreme. These matters settled, we now
have time to discuss last night’s version of I’m a Celebrity…Get Me Out of
Here! There seems to be some relief at the selection of someone other than Helen
Flanagan for the next Bush Tucker Trial (the weepy posh Chelsea boy, Hugo) and
some mystification over the withdrawal of entertainer Brian Conley “on medical
grounds.” Peter says that the sudden cancellation of his Bobby assignment for the
day means that he is now free to go to the West End and buy a birthday present for
his son’s girlfriend. I say that I have a week certain to excite the envy of the others:
my long-delayed flu shot today, Sainsbury’s tomorrow and the dentist on Thursday.
The orphaned Bailey is first in line for biscuits this morning; these days I am
limiting him to five-a-day and this regime means that I am able to discourage
further attentions after this point is reached more effectively. Another supplicant
is Buddy, who rushes up to our fence and announces to the world that he has
just uncovered something wonderful again. (I get up to slip his treat between the
bars.) Sparkie, another customer, is in a manic mood this morning, barking at
everything that moves and jumping into Janet’s lap. From this vantage he decides
to overwhelm Emilio (in Makiko’s lap) with kisses – the Pug bobbing and weaving
in an effort to avoid this unwanted affection. When we get up to leave Winnie
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stages a sit-down strike – refusing to budge from the precincts of the café. While
we are waiting for her to get a move on Jo Lynn joins us with Tilly and Gus and
she now accompanies us on our back passage walkround. I am not eager to get
home – where behind one window a neighboring building is having its brickwork
repointed, the headache-inducing hammering unable to cover up the sounds of the
chainsaw whining away in a second’s neighbor’s backyard nearby.
Wednesday, November 21:
A light rain is falling as Fritz and I make our way into the park today. There is no
urgency since, for the first time in over a week, we did undertake a late night walk
– a passage without incident unless you count the two chicken bones scoffed by
my dog off the Essendine pavements – no wonder this is his favorite direction. We
are both in rain gear as we encounter a party made of up Jasmine Guinness, two
friends, two little Dachshunds and her own Fly. The best part of the environmental
area meadow is fenced off and so Fritz has to keep moving at this juncture. Next
we encounter Saskia with the exuberant Buddy. He has already slobbered on
Janet’s sleeve and he has just eaten some uncooked chips discarded by the café
staff; yesterday, so I learn, he actually ended up in the kitchen itself! While others
are already sheltering under the green umbrella we now begin a very slow circuit
of Mt. Bannister; fortunately the rain isn’t too heavy – for Fritz sees no reason to
alter his dilatory pace.
There is only a small turnout this morning: Janet, Georgie, Peter, Karen, Ellen and
Hanna – though some of the ladies have abandoned their more exposed positions
at the end of the table to join me on my side. Janet has tried to convince Blarina
that Ofra is in Israel because she has been called back into military service.
Blarina can’t believe that Ofra ever donned a uniform (though there are pictures)
but eventually she adds, “Well she is kind of bossy and scary.” Karen says she is
waiting anxiously for the go-ahead from some American clients but there is a delay
because of Thanksgiving. Hanna wants to know if I am feasting tomorrow night
but I have to tell her I’d be lucky to come away with a liverwurst sandwich and
I’d have to make that myself anyway. Near the end of our session Makiko at last
arrives with Emilio. Tomorrow is her birthday and Emilio has his the next day. This
is very confusing to Peter – who wishes her happy birthday today.
I need to deploy a small serving tray to deflect the dogs and their wet paws from
my knees – I’d like a dry pair of trousers since I intend to visit Sainsbury’s later
this morning. Daisy-Mae is still able to squeeze though the bars of our fence (even
with her coat on) and once outside she teases poor Dudley – who does at least
block her efforts at re-entry. Karen says that, as at my house, she has someone
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come to clean on Wednesdays – and Dudley loves this, following the woman
around and playing tug-of-war with the duster. Sparkie is his usual mischievous
self as well – barking at the world and rushing the fence whenever possible.
Georgie admits that he has been trouble ever since he arrived at her house as a
puppy; indeed she wore herself out threatening him with exile. “For the first few
months” she says, “he didn’t know whether his name was Sparkie or Battersea.”
Thursday, November 22:
Rain has again departed the scene as Fritz and I begin our session in the park.
Indeed, we had rain much of the day yesterday and I was lucky that it did not affect
my expedition to Sainsbury’s – it was only spitting lightly then – though later the
moisture intensified and there were even some snow flurries thrown in for good
measure. There was a lull in the late afternoon (it was already dark) when Fritz had
his afternoon walk – and once again I decided that this could count as our last walk
of the day; he was sleeping so soundly under my desk at bedtime that I just decided
to let him be. Today we make slow progress toward the green (one lady pauses
to admire his mustache) and here Fritz decides on a clockwise circuit of the open
space. Soon after passing the Grantully gate, however, I decide to put him on lead
since I can hear a squeaky ball ahead of us. A woman with a ball sling and a midsized black dog is heading our way with a toddler. It turns out that he is squeaking
– not the ball – and this must be very puzzling for my animal.
I meet Makiko at the coffee counter and hand her a birthday card – drinks are on
her today and she has bought another box of Japanese biscuits, the kind that are
individually wrapped in a cellophane shield, a surface that eludes the best efforts
of Renata and Ellen in actually getting one open– until I show these ladies that
there is a notch at one point is the unyielding envelope – and they can get at the
treat by tearing here. In addition to the above-named diners we also have Georgie,
Hanna, Wendy, Peter and, much to my surprise, Georgie’s sister Jean. I mention
that no had told us there would be a visit from Glasgow and Jean says that this is
because no one knew – not even the astonished Georgie. It seems that Jean just
wanted to see an exhibition of German and Austrian art at a gallery on Bond Street
and hopped a coach. “Are you an artist?” Renata wants to know. “A piss artist,”
Georgie responds before her sister can get in her own reply.
Renata is in my debt – since she has taken my advice that she bring her watch
problems to the little old watchmaker who plies his trade from a kiosk in the
underground rotunda of Piccadilly Circus Station. He fixed one watch with a squirt
of oil, sold her an inexpensive strap and so charmed the lady that she is going back
there today with more timekeeping problems. (Maxi seemed to enjoy his first ride
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on the tube.) I ask Jean to comment on the dramatic fall of Glasgow Rangers –
demoted to the third division after financial irregularities. She says that it’s much
cheaper to buy tickets to their games now and admits that, in spite of telling us for
years that she supports Partick Thistle, she is a secret Rangers fan. (Peter notes
that his Rangers – QPR – have still not won a game this season.) Our dogs join
in a chorus of disapproval when Alexa the Akita nears the fence but most of the
time they are just cadging treats from me, Peter and Ellen. At least it is brightening
a bit and the sun comes out and perhaps this encourages the others to linger over
their coffee cups. But I am impatient to be off and so Fritz (whose long eyebrows
are also mentioned now) is hooked for a rapid solo venture down the Morshead
roadway.
Friday, November 23:
Well, I have survived the dramatic mid-week core – flu shot, Sainsbury’s and
dentist (though I must go back again in four weeks) and I have even used my trip
to Boundary Road yesterday afternoon to make an appointment at the Hamilton
Vets for Fritz – who is due for his kennel cough booster next Tuesday. Again we
managed to get through the evening without the need for a late night walk – just
as well since the rain was pelting down. This morning it is clearer, with some sun
trying to break through, though there are many signs of the recent moisture we
have endured. Simba is in a happy, manic mood as we enter the park. “I’m not
going to bring his muzzle any more,” his carer says, “he can’t get into that much
mischief.” We work our way beyond a leaf-blowing member of the maintenance
staff and reach the café where we again encounter Simba, lying on his side and
barking in Bobby’s face. Bobby likes to bark at large dogs from the safety of our
compound but he is a bit overawed by this face-to-face encounter with the Golden
Retriever. Behind the tennis courts, where Fritz has followed Ellen with Lucky
and Jack, we also encounter Janet with Daisy-Mae and Renata with Maxi. By the
time we have entered the Carlton Road doggy area Fritz is completing his third
poo on the yellow leaves but here I lose track of the offending matter – for just as I
am about to pick it up I have to rush forward since my dog is about to wander into
traffic through the open, problematic gate, and by the time I have secured him I
can’t find it anymore.
We have only a small turnout this morning – all the aforementioned ladies plus
Makiko, Georgie, Jean and Peter. Emilio is four today and he celebrates this
anniversary with a non-stop denunciation of the indifferent Daisy-Mae (it’s my
birthday and I can cry wolf if I want to). The orphaned Bailey sits on Renata’s lap
after he has reached his five-a-day limit with me but I also have visits from Winnie,
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Sparkie and Daisy-Mae – even little Bobby accepts shards of a biscuit I have had
to break up for his tiny teeth. Lucky patrols the scene – sticking her snout forward
whenever a biscuit is offered to another dog – hoping to catch any crumbs that may
be going or – if she lives up to her name – snatching the treat itself if the original
recipient manages to drop it. Ellen says she will leave (so the other dogs can eat in
peace) but her seat is taken by Hanna and now I have the eager Yoyo at my elbow
as well.
Some time is devoted to I’m a Celebrity…Get Me Out of Here! Janet says that
Brian Conley was on Daybreak this morning, explaining that his collapse came
about because he stopped taking anti-depressants on the empty stomach that all
the campers suffered from when, for days, Helen Flanagan secured no stars in her
bush tucker trials. The controversial MP, Nadine Dorries, was the first to be voted
off by the viewers and each night the cast will now be abbreviated. In London
news we discuss the decision to tear down Earls Court and build flats instead. I add
that I have heard that this is also the plan for the Elephant and Castle pub on Elgin
Avenue, a longtime local landmark. In other news I have to report that Michigan
Janet has had a bad fall – crossing a section of her hardwood floor in stockinged
feet while fussing with her droid, slipping, crashing into a wall and breaking three
metatarsals and her right ankle bone as well. I learned all this in a long phone
conversation last night and I have to relay all the details I know (she wears a boot,
she can’t drive, etc.) to Janet’s London friends. As we get up to leave the Chinese
woman (who wants English lessons for her son) rushes up again to speak to
Makiko. This is a painful moment – it is the woman herself who needs the lessons,
I would say.
Saturday, November 24:
It’s a gray and damp day that greets us as we hit the streets this morning – indeed
I am surprised to discover that there is a light rain falling and it is lucky that I
am wearing both my long underwear and my water-resistant winter coat. I have
another appearance-changing item with me as well today – for after feeling my
back stiffen up this morning I have decided to take my cane with me. My walking
is not too bad without it but the cane does help a lot when I have to bend over on
poo retrieval assignments. Fritz, sensing my infirmity, decides to test my agility
by dashing through the umbrella-lofting footie parents between the pitches – as he
makes his way out to the green. We begin a circuit of Mt. Bannister, passing tennis
players who, like the footie lads, are bravely attempting to ignore the moisture.
Fritz spends a lot of time in the bushes of the Carlton Road doggy compound
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– leaving me to stand forlornly in the rain – but at last we are able to make our
second and final assault on the café.
There is no way I am going to stand in the long Saturday morning queue – so I
just take my seat and Georgie later gets my coffee for me. Again she has brought
Jean with her and we also have Dan, Renata, Janet, Peter, Ellen and Hanna. Peter
passes out scratch cards and some minor sums show up on some of these. He
also distributes sheets showing our entries in today’s racing. I find that one of our
choices in the 2:45 at Ascot is particularly well-named…Get Me Out Of Here. Not
much time is spent on Celebrity today but Janet does mention that, at Stringfellows
years ago, she met one of this year’s entrants, the dart-playing Cockney, Eric
Bristow. Peter concludes his participation in the morning’s events with some
conversation about his beloved Queen’s Park Rangers – whose manager was fired
yesterday and who may end up with the famous Harry Redknapp at the helm. QPR
have not won a game yet and Peter is now asleep in his chair.
I ask the others if they have seen the meerkat band playing the theme music from
Coronation Street and Dan summons this new ad on his phone and the scene is
played four times for the enjoyment of the breakfast club. Dan also announces that
Winnie is again on a diet – her little health pellets are produced. Dan has convinced
himself that Winnie looks just like a bumblebee and he summons a close-up image
of the flying insect to prove this. Janet is getting up a lunchtime visit for Sunday
at the Red Squirrel, and wants to know who is interested. I suggest that I had
better not commit myself because of my back. (Besides I have never forgiven this
establishment, at the corner of Elgin Avenue and Chippenham, for going cutesy
with the new name after replacing the ancient Skiddaw pub – which had a snowcapped Lakeland peak inspiring us as we walked under its sign.) The back passage
walkround is a bit of a shambles. The passage between the pitches is still crowded
– Fritz gets to touch noses with another Schnauzer who is on the sidelines of one of
the playing fields. Then, on lead, he dives into the cypress trees and comes out far
ahead of us – so that he cannot be reeled in and has to be freed from all restraint.
He dashes ahead, enjoying his liberty, but I begin to get nervous as we approach
our exit gate. I order him to sit – so that I can reattach his lead before we cross the
street – and, bless his heart, he obeys. The others are very impressed.
Sunday, November 25:
It has been a very stormy night. We had a long walk in the rain of a late afternoon
shower yesterday – I always hope to see a poo on such occasions because then
I can hope that any need for a late walk can be neglected. I believe it was still
raining when we went to bed but the winds picked up in intensity and rattled the
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windows for hours. I had taken a Tylenol PM for my back and, as so often happens
when I utilize this medication, I slept late and long – arising this morning only
at 8:30. There is barely time for a cup of coffee and a swipe with the toothbrush
before we have to make our departure. Outside it is still breezy but also very sunny
and bright. My back is no better and, when Fritz goes into grazing mode, I sit on a
bench at the head of the running track and put on my sunglasses as Renata comes
into the park with Maxi. When Fritz is up and running again we continue through
our usual morning routine – with me tapping along slowly on my cane.
They have not raised the green umbrella this morning (since they know we will
crave the sun in our faces) and around our tables we have soon assembled a group
that includes Renata, Georgie, Janet, Dan, Ellen, Jean, Matthew and Makiko.
Emilio accepts two biscuits from me, chewing away at them from the safety of
Matthew’s lap, with the crumbs falling to Lucky beneath. Bailey hops onto a chair
and rakes biscuits out of a bag on the tabletop until the others move this temptation
out of reach. As often happens our animals rush the fence at the appearance of the
docile Chows, Chinny and Bliss, making a disgraceful show of their pre-eminence.
Fritz works the room, first seeing what Ellen must have in her bag, then making up
to Jean (who returns to Glasgow tonight), and finally spending the second half of
the session standing up in Janet’s lap. Near the end Hanna comes in with Yoyo and
I have another biscuit petitioner. Truth to tell, it is not that easy to keep bending
forward to pluck all these treats from my own biscuit bag.
Dan is quizzed on his forthcoming holiday with Davide, almost two weeks in the
Yucatan, and Renata, in a teasing mood, says that bad weather is on its way to
Mexico. The complicated social life of Matthew and Makiko is another topic of
conversation – someone mentions they would enjoy an evening with the Fawlty
Towers Dining Experience at the Charing Cross Hotel and more information on
this offering is summoned on mobile phones. Matthew is again wearing a Sarah
Lund jumper and I get to tell him, at last, who Sarah Lund is. Matthew says that
he is still watching his weight and that he takes his own lunch to work and shuns
all the crisps and the nurses’ chocolate that used to be such a temptation. Hanna
quizzes me intently on the status of my back – showering me with advice while the
physician sitting between us stays silent.
Monday, November 26:
A dispiriting morning rain has just lifted as Fritz and I begin a new week in the
park. It is milder outside than I expected and bright sunlight certainly makes
for a cheery atmosphere along the wet walkways. I am still using my cane and
struggling to keep up with my pet – who soon reaches the green and heads left.
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Today he bypasses the walkway behind the tennis courts and I have high hopes
that he will just head for the Randolph gate but he turns to the right, disappears
into some foliage and I have to backtrack a bit to follow him up to the green again.
Here we encounter Georgie, with Winnie, Sparkie and Bailey, all on lead, and we
follow them as they head for the café. It is one of those mornings when, spotted
from the inside by the alert kitchen staff, I am greeted with my steaming coffee cup
as I reach the counter.
Our group this morning includes Georgie, Janet, Peter, Ellen, Wendy, Makiko and
Karen. The latter, helping her friend paint a house, has been missing for the last
three days and I ask her to produce a note from her GP before she is allowed to
rejoin us. I also ask how the gathering at the Red Squirrel unfolded yesterday and
Janet says that there were only four members of the lunch crew present – Georgie
reports that she left the group to visit a nearby convenience store and was longdelayed by a chap who decided to convert her to Islam on the spot. I did not join
this grouping because of my back and, as usual, I have to answer a lot of questions
about my indisposition. I manage to escape further scrutiny by reminding the
others that when I went to pluck a bag of frozen peas from the freezer, intending
to lie down on this package, I discovered, to my chagrin, that I had run out of peas
and could only produce a bag of broccoli!
Karen has dressed Dudley in a lurid jumper in red, white and blue stripes and
this bulky garment evidently interferes with the dog’s ability to pee freely – now
Karen is reluctant to pluck this sodden playsuit from her pet. (Dudley has also
ended up with a blue face after helping with the weekend paint job.) Karen reports
that she was surprised to see Lucky and Jack, off-lead, and in the company of
someone other than Ellen recently. This was, of course, Aisne’s son Kevin – he
of the gigantic motor home – and Ellen reports that the council has finally ruled
that he cannot have residence parking privileges for this vehicle – except on the
weekend. I ask Ellen if it is not true that one of Jack’s nicknames is “Kevin on
four feet,” but, though she is vastly amused, she has not heard of this designation
before. Meanwhile the skies are darkening again and we decide to begin our back
passage walkround before getting soaked. In front of the café doors we meet
Ziggy, the Lurcher-Bedlington mix belonging to Celine and Christopher. Celine is
present this morning but she has somehow picked up a stray, a mid-sized sheepdog
named Bessie. There is a phone number on this dog’s identity disk and so she pulls
out her mobile phone and heads off with Bessie on Ziggy’s lead. As we pass the
empty five-a-side pitch three of our dogs, Dudley, Daisy-Mae and Bailey, admit
themselves for a riotous romp. I have again let Fritz go free at this point but I
manage to hook him in plenty of time for our final exit.
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Tuesday, November 27:
Again it has been raining and I decide I had better slip the dog’s raincoat into
the pocket of my own – in case there is any recurrence. Janet is just entering
with Daisy-Mae and we start out with this pair – but heading toward us we have
Saskia with Buddy and Celine with Ziggy. I ask Celine about Bessie, the stray
she found in front of the café’s door yesterday, and she says that this dog was
happily reunited with her owner, who was looking for her elsewhere in the park.
Buddy, remembering that Janet used to carry biscuits in her pocket, begins to bark
in anticipation – quite forgetting that I am the chief supplier of these treats today.
I can see that Fritz has spotted Ellen, walking ahead of us with Lucky and Jack,
and he has attached himself to this party – so I had better follow. Eventually, in
the company of Blanco, he reaches the green and begins his usual circuit of Mt.
Bannister. To my surprise there is not a soul in our doggy compound at the café –
but by the time I have wrapped Fritz in his raincoat (as the moisture begins again)
Janet has appeared.
Inside the café itself I find Karen, with Dudley on lead, and when we have
returned to our table we also have Ellen, Georgie and Vlad. I am fairly successful
in deflecting all those wet paws from my trousers but the dogs find other ways
of misbehaving. Daisy-Mae uses one of her biscuits as bait and when Bailey is
tempted by this morsel she attacks mercilessly – there are screams of anguish
from the wimp and Dudley makes off with the treat. Karen, when she is not
sharing tidbits from the Mail, is commenting on the illness of some of her friends
and I have to mention at this moment that only yesterday I discovered that my
good friend and walking buddy, Tosh, is suffering from liver cancer. Many of the
doggy people have met her at one of my springtime social gatherings and there is
universal shock.
Not surprisingly our group is longing for the warmth and protection of home and
there is an early start for the exit. Fritz and I, however, have another mission and
this means a fifteen-minute walk in the rain to Hamilton Vets on Boundary Road.
We have about half an hour’s wait – which gives me time to catch up with Tara
behind the desk– and then we have a short session with Frank Seddon himself. The
occasion is just the renewal of Fritz’s kennel cough infusion – which the dog gets
up the nose – but I also have Frank look at what he thinks is a sweat gland cyst
on the Fritz’s head (no action needed) and we discuss his weight which, having
ballooned to 11.3 kilos, dropped to 9.3 kilos (causing some concern the last time he
was here) but has now returned to 10.3 – Frank seems quite satisfied with this. I get
some new worming tablets, some flea-prevention treatment and some shampoo
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and we are at last free to head for home. It rains every minute of the twenty-five
minutes or so it takes us to return.
Wednesday, November 28:
And it rained during our late afternoon walk as well – though Fritz, perhaps tired
out by his visit to the vet, disdained a late night walk – even though moisture had
ceased by then. Today it is merely gray – but also very cold. My back is a bit better
and I decide to abandon my cane for our morning trip to the park. Fritz catches
up with Lucky and Jack on the back passage and, when we reach the green, he
continues on with his normal route. There is one variation in this itinerary today –
for when we reach the parking lot he decides to use the steep path that rises from
here to to the top of Mt. Bannister. I edge up after him and he goes back on lead
during our descent. By the time we reach the café the others are already seated over
their coffee cups.
This morning we have Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Ellen, Peter and Hanna. The latter
arrives with no dog but after a while her mobile phone rings and she gets up to
accept delivery of Yoyo. Georgie still has Bailey, Sparkie and Winnie and today
Janet has brought both Daisy-Mae and Dudley. She says that she has been looking
after the white mischief-maker quite a bit lately since Karen, having decided
that her dog was too filthy to accompany her to the hairdressers, let Janet take
him home with her and here he had a riotous hour with Daisy-Mae. (“The house
needed cleaning anyway,” Janet concludes philosophically.) Today Dudley is again
a member of her party because Karen has a dental appointment. These two dogs,
who are neighbors, enjoy one another’s company so much that each knows where
the other lives and begins to bark as the desired site is reached. “Daisy-Mae’s got a
toy boy across the street,” Janet teases her pet. “I wish I had one,” Georgie adds.
Conversation begins with some discussion of the new problem facing survivors on
I’m A Celebrity…Get Me Out of Here! – TV chef Rosemary Shrager has followed
the pampered Helen Flanagan into exile and who will do the cooking now?
Georgie reports that Shefali and Yaris are settling into their new life in Bolton but
that Shefali finds the place very quiet after London; she will return to participate
in a citizenship swearing-in ceremony next month. Outside our gates two blokes
from Kosovo are exercising on the Randolph roadway and Hanna (who thinks
there are plenty of places in the park where this could be done without impeding
traffic) begins to fantasize – “I’m going to tell them that if they want an audience
for their exercise they could at least wear fewer clothes.” Georgie then announces
that it is too cold to be sitting for long today and an early back passage walkround
begins. Unusually, Georgie exits the park when Janet and I do. This means that
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Winnie is soon walking along the pavement on the opposite side of the road when
she spots Fritz across the street. This sight, for some reasons, infuriates the Pug and
she begins to bark in protest. “It’s just Fritz, for God’s sake,” Georgie says, “get a
move on!”
Thursday, November 29:
I can see that it is bitter cold outside – for the first time since I installed it last
May my outside thermometer is hovering near the zero mark: freezing – and this
means that I must wear my long underwear and my winter coat. Fritz is still pretty
shaggy so he doesn’t seem too bothered by the temperature and he does want to
get to the park rapidly; neither his afternoon nor his late night walk produced any
poo yesterday and I am not surprised when he makes two quick contributions this
morning. I wish he would not take so long over his grass shoot munching because
this is a morning when you want to keep moving – though we do have a lot of
bright sunshine about. None of the other dog people are about as we reach the
green but that’s all right since we still have to complete our circle of Mt. Bannister.
As we are vacating the doggy compound on the Carlton roadway Metty’s brother
comes driving in, parking his car on the turning circle itself and dashing forward to
the café – clearly late for work.
Our group this morning includes Karen, Janet, Georgie, Hanna, Peter, Ellen
and Renata. Karen says that she has attempted to clear Dudley’s fur of any
imperfections and the result is that he has had chunks of fur removed willy-nilly.
Georgie says that she has brought only Winnie and Sparkie this morning – leaving
Bailey and Sweep at home after an early morning walk (Winnie won’t get up for
such an absurd venture). Vlad comes in with Tara and the Rhodesian Ridgeback
sneaks a biscuit off the table top (with Bailey gone, someone has to do it); then she
sprawls across Vlad’s lap at the little corner table. Ellen has some goodies that she
distributes – Fritz gets Lucky’s share since the Corgi keeps stealing his biscuits.
At one point we have a double ASBO for Ellen’s dogs… Lucky is eating a biscuit
intended for Fritz while being humped by her brother Jack. After making up to
Ellen Fritz works the room, spending time on Karen’s lap and then Hanna’s.
As usual there is comment on last night’s episode of Celebrity. Hugo has lasted
only one night as camp cook before being voted off – now only four remain. A
number of people comment on the cruelty of placing Charlie Brooks’ daughter
behind a door that was, by chance, not opened – thus postponing any reunion. I tell
the others that I have to watch all of my shows on a failing TV – since I get only
some of the colors now and all the reds have turned black: the good news is that
a London bus looks really sharp in black – perhaps they should try that for real.
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Hanna reports that yesterday they took delivery at their house on a portable animal
cage that has wheels, just like a suitcase. Unfortunately the delivery man had left
his keys in the van and by the time Hanna had signed for her package the vehicle
had been stolen! Georgie says she once saw someone make off with the postman’s
trolley on the Shirland Road.
Friday, November 30:
And so we come to the end of the month – for once we have not missed a single
day in the park. It is again extremely cold, below zero on my thermometer, but
there is a bright sunshine to make life a bit more bearable. Frost clings to many of
the surfaces in the park where, in short order, we pass Ozzie, Fly and Maxi as we
make our way forward. I am waiting around for Fritz to choose a route but, to my
surprise, he is content to roam the green itself – perhaps he is fascinated by the
frozen grass. Karen, whom I have already chided for not wearing a hat, is trying
to get Dudley to return to the café and I have a go at summoning my dog with his
usual whistle; how gratifying it is to see Fritz actually respond to this appeal – he
comes trotting in from the cricket crease and I am able to get a hook on his collar
just as the others are taking seats at our table. Once again the umbrella remains
slack on its pole so that more sun can penetrate this frigid space.
Our small group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Renata, Karen, Peter and
Ellen though, after a while, Vlad also comes in with Tara and Makiko brings an
Italian friend, Giovanna, into the compound. We learn that it was Giovanna’s
ownership of a Pug that inspired the purchase of Emilio and I too recognize the
debt that is owed to such inspiration – Dorothy and I were always grateful to
our friend Marlene for introducing us to the world of the Miniature Schnauzer.
My current version of this breed is far more active than usual in seeking treats
this morning; first he camps out at Ellen’s feet and feasts on tripe sticks, then he
chomps down many a biscuit. (Today we actually exhaust my supply, though
neither Daisy-Mae, Bailey, Winnie nor Sparkie can believe this.) Dudley is only
interested in winding Maxi up; Karen says that she has ordered a special spray to
coat a door that Dudley has been chewing on at home.
As usual, Karen has been sampling stories from the morning paper. The Bank
of England has a new governor and I note that it tells us something about the
nation’s priorities to learn that he will receive an annual salary of £625,000 – while
Harry Redknapp, QPR’s new manager, is supposed to get three million. David
Cameron is worried that the creation of an independent watchdog (one of the
recommendations of Lord Leveson) may curb the freedom of the press but there
is a good deal of cynicism expressed over this hand-wringing – if Cameron hadn’t
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such close ties to the Murdoch empire one could feel a bit more sympathetic.
In other news Eric Bristow has been expelled from the jungle, leaving only three
survivors – all of whom seem worthy winners in the eyes of the Celebrity watchers
at our table. We conclude with the resolution of a local mystery. Yesterday, as I was
concluding my afternoon walk with Fritz, I met Georgie at the Morshead entrance.
Together we witnessed the unusual sight of a red helicopter taking off from the
center of the green; Makiko was here then as well and she shows us pictures of the
airship on the grass. She had seen the crew running toward the Randolph exit but
no one knows the exact mission of these chaps until Ellen solves the mystery. It
seems that there had been a stabbing in a launderette on the Kilburn High Road and
the Rec was just the best place to land. I note that there seem to have been quite a
few local crime stories lately – not too surprising in a time of economic privation.
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By Anthony Linick
Chapter 7—December, 2012

With the park café undergoing its winter break, Bailey agrees to
undertake a field trip.
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Saturday, December 1:
It has been a rough night – a bitter cold late walk, the recurrence of back problems
and neighbors noisily returning from their revels at 3:30. Temperatures are still
hovering near the freezing mark as Fritz and I make our usual entry into the park at
9:10; the place is crowded
today with footie lads, joggers, and lots of dogs trotting behind their owners.
One young Spaniel, here to watch junior play football, is dancing up and down in
the chasm between the pitches, kissing every dog who passes by. Georgie is just
arriving with Sparkie and Winnie but Fritz does not follow them into the café,
intent instead on completing his usual circuit. For once his dilatory pace matches
my own – my chief difficulties come when I have to bend over to put him back on
lead for our march down the Carlton roadway to the café. Vlad kindly fetches my
cappuccino for me today.
Our group this morning includes Peter, Ellen, Janet, Georgie, Karen and, after a
week or so in Israel, Ofra. I am particularly glad to see Ofra for I understand that
she and Davide have discovered a new local osteopath and Ofra is now able to
produce the relevant name, address and telephone number for me. She has brought
some nice chocolates with her and these are shared out while we scratch away at
our lottery cards (only one £2 winner). Peace (or a ceasefire at least) had returned
to her homeland shortly after her arrival there and Ofra now speaks about Israel’s
new anti-missile shield, a sort of electronic yarmulke that proved so successful that
the Americans evidently want to buy its technology. Of course Ofra has missed
much of the really important developments in world affairs, namely the final stages
of I’m a Celebrity…Get me Out of Here! I tell Karen that if she really admired
David Haye’s bum that much she should have made more phone calls – since the
famous boxer was voted off last night, leaving only one Pussycat Doll and Janine
from EastEnders to battle it out as Queen of the Jungle.
For once Fritz dominates the canine category in our breakfast equation. First he
jumps into Karen’s lap and receives a fulsome cuddle, then he leaps into Peter’s
lap and from this spot he launches himself onto Ellen’s lap, where – silently but
adroitly – he manages to steal Lucky’s squeaky ball out of her purse! This would
be bad enough behavior on two counts (theft and noise pollution) but this ball is
the one that Ellen uses to get the lumbering Corgi moving in the morning and she
needs it back now. For five minutes, therefore, she has a tug of war with my pet,
using a free hand to deal with Daisy-Mae, who is barking in her ear for more tripe
sticks. I tell Ellen just to let Fritz be for a while and sure enough he then drops
the ball long enough for her to snag it. That leaves Jack and Sparkie as the chief
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nuisance makers – both charging the fence to bark at any moving object. We are
now ready to depart and I know that one of my first activities on reaching home
base will be calling that osteopath.
Sunday, December 2:
Frost again clings to all the external surfaces and, in spite of a bright sun, there
is no sign that it will be melting soon. Janet comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae
and we walk with this pair as far as the Carlton roadway. I am again utilizing my
stick – more for poo retrieval purposes than anything else and my back is indeed
painful this morning. Fritz again undertakes his usual circuit and we are soon
walking behind the tennis courts where a French father and daughter are bouncing
the ball over the net and congratulating one another on their accuracy. There are
almost no cars in the parking lot as we reach the doggy compound. Today I am able
to master the intricacies of the door mechanism when we leave; soon thereafter
Fritz squats along the roadway to deposit his second poo. Just as I am straining to
retrieve this object a cleaners’ van is leaving the park and we have to duck into the
environmental area to escape – and I am able to use the poo sack in here as well.
“There’s someone in my seat,” Ofra complains as she leaves the coffee counter.
Indeed an Asian lady, the one with Coco and Dior, is holding forth on the parlous
state of her finances – after encountering a voracious vet’s bill – but sympathy
is lost when she adds that she has a big house and garden in Bournemouth. She
departs at last and our usual seating pattern reasserts itself. Today we have Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Karen, Peter, Ellen, Debby, Tara and Wendy. The latter has brought
in a box of Scottish shortbread in honor of T-bone’s birthday – he is approximately
twelve years old today (no one knows for sure). Ellen has a few treats, though
she is careful to guard her purse against any incursions by my dog, but most of
the other animals make do with biscuit handouts from me. What pests they are.
Fritz, I think, is genuinely hungry – having disdained last night’s dinner, but the
others are just greedy and Daisy-Mae only wants a biscuit so she can start a fight
by pretending that some other dog is about to snatch her prize. Unfortunately she
decides that this must by the giant Basset Hound, Charlie – though the latter, to
his credit, does stand up for himself when the Shih-Tzu throws herself at him.
Janet has to get up, seize her pet, and expel her onto the Randolph roadway for this
crime.
Peter, still waiting for the first win of the season for QPR, tells us that we had three
winners on the racing card yesterday. That’s the good news; the bad news is that
they were all such favorites that for our £2 stake we have each won £1.80! (Peter
tells us that there will be no distribution, therefore, but next week we only have
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to give him 20 pence to renew our turf stakes.) Ofra is quite jealous that I have an
appointment tomorrow at the osteopath; she too is suffering from low back pain,
exacerbated, in her case, by a fall on her mother’s marble front hall in Jerusalem
– a slide that ended when she ran into the wall with her head, passing out. (Thus
we have some excuse for her having forgotten where she put the food she bought
for Bailey before her trip.) We discuss the finale of I’m A Celebrity, where, last
night, EastEnder Charlie Brooks emerged as the Queen on the Australian Jungle.
The challenges of survival in such an environment are discussed in detail and
Karen, our only Australian, begins to recount some of her own adventures. I think
she is talking about her youth when she tells us of the time that her bare ankle was
enwrapped by a python, amidst great screaming and panic, and I ask her how old
she was when this happened. “No, no,” she says, “this happened when I was out
with my sister last December!”
Monday, December 3:
Almost always these days I twist my neck to the left just as we enter the park –
in order to detect any distant red speck heading our way along the pavements of
Essendine Road. Such a speck is almost certainly going to turn out to be Janet
in her jacket, heading for the park with Daisy Mae – and so it is today. By the
time they have caught up with us I am able to say, “Now you can see that the real
reason I carry a stick these days is not because of the walking but because it’s the
only way I can bend low enough to pick up my dog’s poo.” The dog in question
manages to stay in close formation as we now head for the Carlton roadway; here
Janet almost always turns left to begin a steep climb up to the top of our hill and
Fritz takes a half-right in order to pass through the café forecourt on his way to the
Randolph roadway. Today he heads for the gate at the end of this paved surface and
here we turn around in order to return to the café itself.
I have forgotten my coffee money so I just sit down heavily at a spot where our
two tables meet and remind the retuning Janet, who is standing chatting at the
open gate, that my dog is sure to seize this opportunity for an early escape. No
sooner said than done – though Janet makes short work of collaring him and frogmarching him back inside. We have only a small turnout this morning… Janet,
Georgie, Ofra, Karen and Peter. Ofra is rubbing the small of her back and I suggest
that today we could be related. It is much warmer today, though gray, and there
are predictions of a return to icy temperatures mid-week. “That’s something more
for Peter to worry about, then,” I say, “… in addition to the dangers of the winter
vomiting virus.” Ofra says that she doesn’t care about the cold, as long as it doesn’t
rain – a certain cue for the heavens to open as she speaks – and a light rain now
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falls throughout the session. Karen’s tabloid suggests that Chelsea owner Roman
Abramovich may soon be seeking the assistance of Ofra’s friend, Avram Grant –
though why Grant should want to return to a club that fired him following a very
successful season after one player missed a vital penalty shot is a mystery to me.
Makiko, carrying Emilio for some reason, now makes a late appearance – she has
been missing for several days because of the visit of her friend Giovanna, who
lives in Milan, we learn, and buys for New York department stores.
Just before Makiko arrives it seems that we are gathering up our materials
preparatory to making a run for it – the rain having slackened off considerably. But
now the others seem to settle back again and I decide on a solo venture – since I
need to make final preparations for my morning appointment with the osteopath.
Fritz and I therefore use the Morshead roadway, exiting just as Simba is gamboling
joyfully on the nearby grass. Julie, the therapist recommended by both Ofra and
Davide, operates out of a mews house off the Chippenham Road. She is intrigued
by my canine provenance and says she knows another Paddington Rec dog walker,
a close friend named Stephenwho has two fluffy white dogs. “I know Stephen,” I
respond, “you must be talking about Will and Grace.”
Tuesday, December 4:
Temperatures are hovering near the zero mark again as Fritz and I make our final
preparations for a morning in the park. (Fritz’s preparations include sitting in the
hallway and judging just how long it will be before this dilatory human manages to
get into position to open the front door.) Janet has just entered through our gate and
I encourage Fritz to catch up with her and Daisy-Mae. It doesn’t look like he will
succeed until there is something that causes Janet to halt – this is the appearance of
Karen, heading our way with Dudley, who soon has the Shih-Tzu in an affectionate
headlock. Later Fritz follows Daisy-Mae into the central pitch, where he never
goes, and it takes a while for him to remember that he has to retreat to the side
gate to escape. On the Randolph roadway he spots Ellen with Lucky and Jack and
rushes over to sit patiently at Ellen’s feet, hoping for a handout. Next we follow
the little black and white Jez as she and her owner head for the gate on this side of
the park. When Jez disappears into the bushes she is summoned with the promise
of a treat and Fritz thinks this is a good idea – I can disappear too seems to be the
message. On our walk back to the café Simba’s carer asks me why my dog is on
lead. I tell her that I adopt this strategy whenever the café is our next port of call –
otherwise Fritz would indeed disappear.
Our group this morning includes Peter, Ellen, Janet, Georgie, Renata, Ofra, and
Karen – with Wendy and Makiko making late appearances. Ofra wants a detailed
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report on yesterday’s visit to the osteopath (she visits Julie this afternoon) and
I am able to report on improved movement today. I mention the moment when
Will and Grace entered the conversation but even more central to the life of the
nation, it would appear, is news involving Will and Kate – the royal couple having
officially announced a pregnancy yesterday. Karen complains that her newspaper
has nothing but babyness in it – “You have to get to page fourteen before there is
any real news.” One such item involves the weather – we are in for a big freeze
for the rest of the month, one article warns. Ofra is complaining that her ears and
her nose are particularly sensitive to such temperatures – she has taken to wearing
a care-in-the-community wool hat with dependent bobbles. Georgie now explains
that the deaf children she ferries to school have written her a note with a list of
Christmas presents they would like to receive – no shopping necessary, just a trip
to McDonalds. While she is reading from this note a Scottish friend passes by and,
as he often does, calls out to her, “You all right there, Jimmy?” We ask why he
always calls her Jimmy and she says that the name is used in Scotland for anyone
whose name you don’t really know.
Winnie, Sparkie and Bailey are particularly persistent in their efforts to extract
biscuits from me today – though Bailey takes his off to the little corner table,
jumps up on a chair, and uses its bottom as his dining table. Makiko now presents
something that Matthew’s sister has brought from Frankfurt, an Advent calendar
for dogs. She says Emilio isn’t interested in any of the goodies hidden behind
the cardboard flaps but there is considerable disagreement over the propriety of
winkling out treats for dates that have not been reached yet. What is produced, in
little cellophane sacks, seems to find favor among our animals – with the exception
of Jack. He is only interested in barking at anything moving today and at one point
I have to remind him that he is still under a canine ASBO – which he will not want
to see renewed. We begin our back passage walkround. Here Makiko tells me that
she has recently been to a music awards gathering and has had her fill of celebrity
spotting once again. Kylie Minogue, she tells us, is really tiny.
Wednesday, December 5:
Early morning moisture (one that has brought snow to London’s suburbs) has lifted
by the time Fritz and I have to head for the streets. The dog (who has now resumed
his late night walk regime) nevertheless squats for an early poo and Janet, just
arriving with Daisy-Mae, congratulates me on stooping over to pick it up without
the use of my cane – tough it’s still a struggle. Karen, wearing a warm orange
jacket she has just rescued from the attic, is heading toward us with Dudley and
this gives us the opportunity to pause and exchange greetings. Fritz gets ahead of
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me at this point but when I reach the Carlton roadway I can just see him through
the café’s open gates. I catch up and we continue along the Randolph roadway
under gray skies. It is again quite cold and I could use a quick turnaround but
instead Fritz turns left at the tennis courts and we are soon making our slow circuit
of Mt. Bannister. By the time we are back at the café many of the others are lining
up at the coffee counter – where Vicky, whom we have not seen here in some time
– is in charge.
We have a relatively modest turnout this morning: Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko,
Karen, Peter and Ellen. Karen’s mom seems to send a new dog outfit each week
and today Dudley has a new hooded raincoat in red – it looks like a garment for
a small child. Karen says that Dudley has also received a Santa suit and this is
something we do want to see. Ofra says that the old cliché about dogs looking like
their owners doesn’t apply in Karen’s case – “Dudley looks like your mom.” The
dogs are not only voracious this morning but noisy – with Sparkie, Emilio and
Jack leading the pack. When the Doberman-like pup is brought in to use the water
bowl these three have a meltdown and Daisy-Mae actually snaps at the visitor – to
Janet’s great chagrin. To help quiet these beasts down Makiko again produces the
Advent calendar – but this font of canine tidbits proves troublesome to manage –
the door to December 5th remains closed and others are opened instead.
I ask Ofra how her session with Julie the osteopath went yesterday and she says
that she feels so much better that she wants a standing appointment weekly. I tell
the others that this morning I received an email from Cheryl, once a member in
good standing of this group, and that, joining her husband on a brief business
trip to London, she plans to stop by for coffee on Friday and Monday. This
causes much excitement among the veterans – for the rest I have no better way of
reminding them who Cheryl is than to suggest they have a look at her picture in
Volume IV of the “Dog People of Paddington Rec” – that is if they have bothered
to buy a copy. Peter is among those interested in the forthcoming visit – he gets
postings from Cheryl’s blog. I ask him how Arsenal fared last night (they lost 2-1
to Olympiakos) but he tells me he fell asleep during the match. We begin to make
our homeward-bound preparations. I can tell that Makiko is finding it a chore to
bring the Advent calendar box with her every morning (especially since users are
opening the wrong doors) so I have a solution. “Just add it to Ofra’s chair-warming
blanket and leave it behind the counter like she does.” This is a suggestion acted on
immediately.

189

The Dogshank Redemption

Thursday, December 6:
I have had a very restless night but the time comes for an orderly departure at
about 9:10 and so last minute preparations must be undertaken. In this case it is
the provision of long underwear that is definitely required – for it is bitter cold
outside, two or three degrees below zero. As we enter the park I cast my eye down
the street, looking for the red speck that is an approaching Janet, but today the red
speck turns out to be her Fiat Panda – which is soon parked outside our usual entry
gate. For some reason Fritz decides to reverse direction once we have reached the
cypress tress and so we are soon heading back to the Morshead roadway, passing
Jasmine Guinness and Fly as we do so. A chap notes that my dog must really be
cold and, indeed, Fritz is shivering – but he often trembles with general excitement
even on warm days. As we near the Grantully gate I note that there has been a
minor park tragedy. A woman is lying on the walkway while others hover over her,
trying to keep her warm with their coats. One of these is Debbie, holding Pucci,
and another is a chap who is anxiously waiting for an ambulance that he has just
summoned on his mobile phone. Park personnel are soon on their way as well and
by the time we have circled around to the café I can see that medical assistance has
arrived.
Today is Ellen’s birthday and the coffees are on her; there are quite a few cards and
presents piled up at her place at our table – which also makes room this morning
for Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Makiko, Hanna and Peter. A box of Cadbury’s
Roses makes its way around the table while the dogs begin their assault on our
knees. Tim crosses the frozen green with Yoyo and the black Schnauzer soon
adds her name to the list of mendicants. Bailey has his five-a-day and then turns
his attention (perhaps inspired by Jack’s interest in Lucky’s back) to humping his
mommy’s left boot – then her right one as well. Hanna is explaining that Yoyo,
who is wearing a tartan coat today, actually has a huge wardrobe but while she is
telling this tale my dog takes advantage of the distraction to make another raid on
the birthday girl’s purse. Earlier it was to purloin Lucky’s squeaky ball but today
he is content with sticking his nose into the purse and extracting adroitly one intact
tripe stick for his exclusive enjoyment.
Renata looks like she has been swallowed by a porcupine and she agrees – saying
that she bought the coat in question at a charity shop and was delighted when her
daughter declined to wear it herself. Makiko goes into the café in order to retrieve
the Advent calendar; she hands it to me since she feels she can trust me to open
the appropriate window for today – in fact the 6th has already yielded its prize
but I open yesterday’s window and tear up the treats for the dogs at my feet. I am
very cold and I wear gloves and both wool hat and coat hood on my head. To my
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surprise, however, I note that four of the ladies in our party are wearing no head
covering at all today! This I observe as we make our back passage walkround –
a migration during which Fritz, clearly up to mischief today, twice adds to his
ledger. First he suddenly dashes ahead, pulling me (and, more importantly, my sore
hamstring) forward with him. Then he squats to add a poo to the needles beneath
the cypress trees. For the second time this morning I can see that he has a patch of
poo hanging from his backside and that progress must be halted until I can find a
stick with which to knock it off.
Friday, December 7:
Wet and cold – this seems to be the dominant pattern in local weather these days.
Last night I took my dog for his late night walk in a steady rain; this meant that
those parts of him that had escaped the drenching of a bathtub bum cleaning now
got their chance to absorb moisture as well. I am certain that there is a bit of sleet
mixed in with a light rain that accompanies our walk into the park this morning;
fortunately this stops after half-an-hour or so and skies begin to brighten. As we
pass through the café forecourt I can already see the visiting Cheryl chatting to
Ellen under our green umbrella – but I tell her that I need to accompany my dog for
a further ten minutes or so before I can sit down. In fact, Fritz makes short work
of his circumnavigation of Mt. Bannister and soon enough I am joining the coffee
queue.
There is a good turnout this morning – with Ellen, Cheryl, Hanna, Vlad, Janet,
Karen, Wendy, Ofra, Makiko, and – back from his Mexican holiday – Davide.
(Georgie is visiting her grandson in Hereford and Janet is looking after Sparkie
today.) Cheryl, who left our group in 2010, is particularly eager to see the resident
Pugs, Winnie and Emilio, and tells us that she again has two members of this
breed in Houston – Mercy and Leia – though we reminisce over her visits with
Ginger and Lola (both long gone now) in the Rec. She brings us up to date on life
in Texas and then Makiko lets her open today’s window in the Advent calendar. I
am able to hand Cheryl the first of this year’s holiday greeting cards. Her visit has
not only saved me £1.28 but she has agreed to put a deposit envelope into the U.S.
mails for me – she will be back on Monday and between now and then she and her
husband will attend a dinner at the Tower of London, an event that will include the
Ceremony of the Keys and a private viewing of the crown jewels.
Karen is leafing through her paper – amid complaints that it’s all politics…not a
single word of wisdom from Cheryl Cole. The sexual improprieties of yesterday’s
celebrities continue with the news that publicist Max Clifford has been detained. I
announce that yesterday’s adventures with my dog’s befouled bum acted as a final
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catalyst and Fritz now has an appointment with the beauty therapist on Sunday
morning. Davide shares some of the details on his recent vacation; he is very
tired (and says Dan went to work in a foul mood) but he flies off to Hong Kong
tomorrow. Hanna tells me that my Swedish relatives must be digging themselves
out after a record snowfall in Stockholm. Just before we begin our back passage
walkround Cheryl produces pictures of her Texas Pugs on her telephone and Karen
responds with a picture of Dudley wearing his Santa suit. She says that when he is
stuffed into this costume he won’t move and this is hard to imagine since he is now
engaged in a wild romp with Daisy-Mae.
Saturday, December 8:
We have had another disturbed night. Events began with our usual 11:00 walk –
when, no sooner had we hit the street then two loud explosions miles to the east
so spooked the dog that he turned tail and headed back to the safety of his own
steps. This would not have been so bad (since we have missed many a late night
excursion in the last few weeks) but on this occasion I could tell, as we headed
for bed, that tonight Fritz was also suffering from a rumbling tummy. I find it
impossible to sleep with such sounds echoing in my ear and I remember getting up
for an hour or so at 1:00. Not surprisingly I was awakened by a series of plaintive
whining sounds near the front door at 6:00. I threw on my clothes and we hit the
streets again. Fritz did not take the first opportunity to squat – indeed he headed
for the park gate (still securely locked) and only then, in frustration, did he find a
tree well for the first of several noisy poos. After fifteen minutes or so in the early
morning darkness we returned to the house and I tried, unsuccessfully, to get a little
more sleep.
This morning I make my usual preparations and Fritz is waiting for me at the
door – as though nothing untoward had happened. It is bright and sunny outside,
though quite cold. I do not see Fritz undertake any further exercises in rearguard
evacuation (though he does disappear several times) but he does take some time
to nibble a few grass shoots as we make slow progress at the head of the track.
Janet comes up behind us after a few minutes and Fritz chases around in a lively
fashion with Daisy-Mae and Sparkie. He continues on down the Randolph roadway
and turns right at the tennis courts, soon disappearing into some dense foliage.
Eventually I spot him in the little circular garden and then he heads back to the
café. Before reaching this place, however, he sees Janet and her party on the
slopes of Mt. Bannister and he has to rush up to see what they are doing. Karen
is standing on the walkway with Dudley and she says, “He looks like he is up to
something.”
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Fortunately he heads back downhill and I am able to collar him just as the others
are taking their seats in our little compound.
This morning we have Janet, Karen, Debbie, Ofra, Peter, Ellen and Makiko. I
tell the others not to give Fritz any treats today, since I want him to go without
additional sustenance for a while, and he is quite mystified by their refusals as he
works the room – though he does get some quality cuddling time in Karen’s lap.
Karen is reading the paper and the chief topic of conversation is the tragic story
of a prank gone wrong – as the poor nurse who fell victim to a hoax call from two
Australian DJs (pretending to be royals) during Kate’s recent hospital stay has
evidently taken her own life in despair. Closer to home I am able to quiz Debbie
on the local tragedy I witnessed on Thursday. She reports that the woman whom
I saw being attended to on the walkway near the Grantully gate had slipped on a
patch of ice while walking her dog and fallen so heavily that a broken arm was
suspected. Peter has lost today’s lottery ticket and has had to buy a second one –
whose numbers are now distributed along with the horseracing choices. Scratch
cards are also handed out and we have two £2 winners – one uncovered by Ofra
and a second by Vlad – who has taken up his seat at the little table in the corner.
Peter says that perhaps today QPR will enjoy its first win of the season. When a
phone goes off he reaches for his pocket but the sound turns out to be coming from
Makiko’s mobile. I tell him, “I thought perhaps that was Harry Redknapp, calling
to see if you could substitute in goal.” We begin our back passage walkround –
with Dudley hanging back to play with the Poms, Buddy and Sparkie. You would
not know, from his behavior today, that my dog is ailing but I know that we need to
spend a quiet and abstemious day in order to know for sure.
Sunday, December 9:
I gave Fritz some of his canned intestinal formula food at dinnertime last night and
things did seem to quiet down considerably – he spent the night at my side and I
certainly heard no tummy rumbles. This morning his day begins far earlier than
usual as Linda comes by with her car at about 8:00 in order to give him a good
exercise period before delivering him at 9:00 to St. John’s Pets. I mess around quite
indolently and get into the shower half an hour later than usual, not leaving the
house until it almost 9:30 and heading for the Morshead gate instead of our usual
Essendine entry.
Heading toward me is Dan – with Winnie trotting quite briskly at his side – and we
head for the green together as Dan passes on more details of his recent Mexican
vacation. We can see Janet out on the green and Ofra is standing next to the
clubhouse. Dan heads for Janet and Ofra and I head for the café. Blarina, behind
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the counter, asks Ofra is she has a ten-pound note – this is because she has five
two-pound coins from the cash register to trade – Ofra says that she can justify
this method of collecting her prizes because she was away for so long; then she
borrows ten pounds from me. Today Ofra is wearing a white wool cap with knitted
ears and a bear’s face in black. When she bends behind the counter to retrieve her
blanket it looks like the bear is about to serve us. Outside we are joined by Dan,
Peter, Ellen, Janet and Makiko – a very small turnout for the weekend. Janet is
still supervising Sparkie (who won’t shut up), Dan says Winnie is on a diet (again)
and Bailey keeps climbing chairs the better to scrape for food that is otherwise just
outside his grasp. Shortly after we sit down another young Japanese woman comes
in with a sweet Norwich Terrier in a red coat – Cheddar.
Peter has to report that we had no horse racing luck yesterday and that QPR is
still without a win – though they have managed three draws in a row. Dan passes
around some coconut pastries from Mexico – the dogs try to get at these as well.
Ofra announces that her daughter Lee will be 21 tomorrow. Janet says that she
has tickets to a production of Carmen at the Coliseum for this afternoon and (via
Makiko) tickets for the Nutcracker later this week. I note that the Coliseum is
the home of the English National Opera and that their productions are always
in English – furthermore I can sing already one of the Carmen showstoppers in
English and the poor woman bites. Soon she is rewarded with one of my favorite
teenage ditties as a consequence:
Toreador-a
Don’t spit on the floor-a
Use the cuspidor-a
That’s what it’s for-a
Fortunately for me we are long over our breakfast drinks – so when the others
begin their journeys home I have just half an hour or so to complete my walk to
St. John’s Wood – where Fritz should be ready at 11:00. I take this very slowly,
perforce, since my right leg has a mysterious way of giving way every so often.
Fritz is ready when I reach Allitsen Road and he looks wonderful. It takes a long
time to get home, with all the stops and starts and sniffing, but at last we make it. I
decide to see if his stomach can tolerate biscuits again.
Monday, December 10:
I am hoping that things have returned to normal as I make my preparations for
another morning in the park – for Fritz has spent a comfortable night after a late
walk and perhaps the worst of his tummy troubles are over as well. Conditions are
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certainly not normal on our street – since once again we have the intrusive roar of
the tree trimmer’s chainsaw. Indeed, it seems much safer to enter the park via the
Morshead entrance this morning and this is what we do. As we near the green I
can see Tim and Lizzie coming up behind me with Yoyo. They are also customers
of Karen the groomer and they notice immediately how smart my dog looks in his
new haircut. There is time to complete a rapid circumnavigation of Mt. Bannister
before returning to the café – where I learn that today is also Debbie’s birthday and
the coffees are on her.
In addition to the birthday girl we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra (who says she still
owes me ten pounds), Dan (here to greet Cheryl), Ellen, Wendy, Makiko and Karen
– though late in the session we are also joined by Hanna, who has assumed custody
of Yoyo by this time. Fritz gets many compliments on his haircut and he spends
some time in Karen’s lap (twice) and some in Georgie’s. Karen accompanies a
fulsome cuddle with the addition of her grey furry bandeau around my dog’s neck
– later Dudley gets hold of this hat and drags it through the mud. Bailey is having
great difficulty in accepting the concept of no more biscuits – having exhausted his
five-a-day portion rapidly. I tell Ellen not to give Fritz any tripe sticks this morning
– though his poo seems quite acceptable. Winnie is restricted to pellets and this
makes her more cross than usual. For the humans there is some polenta cake baked
by Ofra – after a shopping expedition to the deli with Makiko.
Cheryl has to start all over again with a Houston-Tulsa update for Dan’s benefit.
I hand to her a letter I want posted in the States – too bad she hasn’t brought her
purse with her today. Wendy quizzes me about secondary glazing, Debbie gives
Ellen some beauty therapy in a squeeze bottle, Hanna announces that she has dined
in a Notting Hill restaurant called Bloody French, and Ofra describes the shifting
pains she still has to endure because of her fall in Israel. The story of this slip-up is
also repeated for Cheryl’s benefit and when Ofra gets to the part about hitting her
head I interrupt with the remark, “And ever since then she keeps forgetting things.”
This jibe is very well received but, to her credit, no one laughs louder than Ofra
herself.
Tuesday, December 11:
It is another bitterly cold morning – in spite of all the bright sunshine – and once
again we need to take evasive action just to enter the park since the tree trimmers
are again at work nearby. Janet comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae but they soon
pass us by as Fritz pauses to examine each dead leaf for signs of alien canine
activity. He springs into action a bit more readily when I tell him that Dudley is
heading our way with Karen; the latter is his great favorite these days and he rushes
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forward to offer one of his patented growling greetings. To my relief he disdains
the inviting open door at the environmental area and he is soon rushing through
the café forecourt. Peter is in conversation with Tara on the Randolph roadway and
Ofra and Renata are just reaching this surface from the walkway behind the tennis
courts. It is this route that Fritz now takes to reach the parking lot – I wonder if the
park authorities know that some drivers use this space to leave their cars before
heading off for the West End or who knows where else.
Inside the café itself there are two naughty spoiled dogs – for in addition to the
frequently seen Maxi we also have Teddy the Cockapoo this morning and this
means that we also have his mommy, Ellie, at our breakfast table. In addition to
those already mentioned (though the only Tara we have with us now is a Rhodesian
Ridgeback) we have Ellen, Georgie, and Makiko. Ofra slips to me the famous £10
note she borrowed a few days ago. Her Bailey is his usual insistent self and his
pal Sparkie is not far behind. Daisy-Mae also arrives for some biscuits and Lucky
pokes her snout into everyone else’s treats – this seems somehow appropriate today
for, when he is not humping his sister, Jack is chewing her fur. Fritz also seems
hungry this morning; he is back on tripe sticks from Ellen and he also spends
a lovely time on Karen’s lap – she even opens the zip on her orange jacket and
cuddles him inside its folds.
Ellen says that the titular owner of Lucky and Jack, Aisne, will be 98 this Friday
and that there will be a big family gathering. Ellie brings us up to date on the
progress of her girls at school and there is a lot of shopping talk – I begin to zone
out. Renata loses a contact lens and pops it back in with Maxi sitting in her lap.
Georgie announces that she plans to hibernate for the rest of the winter. It isn’t
actually that unpleasant outside this morning – because there is bright sun and no
wind – but after a while I do begin to feel the cold and I decide to head out on
my own. I have things to do anyway – so I mustn’t dawdle – and foremost among
these is another morning appointment with the osteopath. At least by the time we
have quit the Morshead roadway the tree trimmers have downed their chainsaws
for a while.
Wednesday, December 12:
A freezing fog covers the park this morning and I can see my outdoor
thermometer’s setting is still several degrees below zero. I need to dress as warmly
as possible – though I do ignore Cathy’s suggestion that the dog needs his coat –
claiming I want to toughen him up for worse weather to come. Inside the park we
have Red the Frisbee-chasing Alsatian coming up behind us, Simba heading our
way, and Lucky and Jack on the back walkway with Ellen. The sun is making an
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attempt to burn through the fog and this illuminates a wonderful sight on the green
fences that line the chasm: hundreds of spider webs outlined in frost. Fritz now
darts through the café forecourt and, passing Peter with Bobby on lead, begins his
patented circle. We meet Renata behind the tennis courts and I tell her that if she
lived on Albert Square she wouldn’t need to go to Germany to buy her Christmas
goodies since Alfie, proprietor of the EastEnders pub, has done it for her and on
last night’s show we actually had Weinachtmarkt in blue neon.
Ellen, Renata and Ofra are at the counter when I enter the cafe to buy my coffee.
Renata wants to know if she gave me the £10 she owed me – fearing that she has
lost this note instead. I reassure her that she did slip it to me yesterday – as though
by so doing we were sharing a guilty secret. Outside we also have Georgie and
Makiko – with Vlad in the corner – but Janet, off on a spa weekend in Suffolk,
only appears to hand Daisy-Mae to Georgie. Ofra has brought with her a box of
carrot cake mix, bought at the Italian deli, in the hopes that Makiko’s mastery
of this Mediterranean tongue will be sufficient to offer a translation. Peter and
Ellen discuss the morning fog – they are Londoners of long-standing and they
can remember the killer fogs the city suffered before the Clean Air Act…both tell
stories of getting lost in the fog only a short distance from home. I have decided to
limit Sparkie to the same five-a-day biscuits doled out to Bailey; at least the former
consumer spaces his visits to my knee –Bailey wolfs his down in the first five
minutes and then can’t understand why the store is closed. Ellen thinks a shivering
Fritz should be in his coat.
When we get up to leave confusion reigns. Georgie has to place no fewer than four
dogs on lead: her own Sparkie plus Winnie, Bailey and Daisy-Mae. Ofra can’t
take her own dog since she is on her way to our osteopath but she can take Winnie,
whom she will drop off on the way at Davide’s. Thus we have the odd parting
of the ways – with Georgie taking Bailey with her as we begin our back passage
walkround and Ofra leading a protesting Winnie toward the parking lot. The girls
from Francis Holland are early this morning and Makiko has to warn them not to
leave their possessions in a spot that can be reached by puppy pee. I point out to
her the frozen cobwebs and she is delighted, falling behind to take picture after
picture of the white tapestry with her phone. When I get home Cathy reminds me
that if I wait less than two hours to record today’s entry I can say that it is filed at
12:12 on 12-12-12.
Thursday, December 13:
Bowing to public pressure I put his coat on my dog as we depart on another frigid
morning in Maida Vale. There is a fading sunshine at first and we head toward the
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raucous noise of the hockeyettes from Francis Holland at play in the central pitch.
But as we near the cypress trees we encounter Karen with Dudley heading our way
and Fritz sort of freezes (not helped by the attentions of the hectoring Cracker)
and clearly he wants to follow Karen. So we reverse ourselves and head for the
Morshead roadway. Near the Essendine entrance Karen has stopped while Dudley
plays with yet another lively Golden Retriever, Sunny. Next we pass Ellie, heading
our way with Teddy and eventually Fitz rushes up to the gate of the Grantully dog
compound – which we have not visited in quite a while.
Five minutes later I am able to get him to depart the premises with the promise
that Karen is again heading our way. She is part of a trio by now, with Ellie on one
side and Ofra on the other. So we follow them and their dogs around the rest of the
green and so into the café. I leave Fritz in our fenced area and wait my turn in the
coffee queue. Here Karen tells me that her mother Pat, whom we all got to know
well during an extensive visit half a year ago, is having heart surgery soon – and
when Davide comes in behind us his help is elicited in exploring ticket possibilities
for Melbourne. Outside we also have Georgie, Peter, Ellen and Makiko – with Vlad
at his usual corner table. Ofra has baked some cake and at one point Tara leaps
up onto the edge of the table and snaffles a leftover piece on Ellen’s plate. Vlad
is quite embarrassed by this thievery but we tell him to relax. Tara, we tell him,
can help herself because she is so tall – her behavior is no more annoying than the
begging bowl antics of Bailey, Sparkie and Daisy-Mae.
Karen has to answer lots of questions on her mom’s health; as she does so Fritz
jumps into her lap and I am astonished to see that she is keeping him warm by
resting her coffee cup on his head! I ask Ofra how her session went with Julie the
osteopath yesterday and she says that they went so well she wants to move into
Julie’s house. Peter announces that we need to top up our lottery stakes tomorrow
and I ask Karen to share a headline with him – for a thirty pence wager some
family is a several million pounds winner. (And the best they can think of doing
with their money is to book a holiday at a Centre Parc.) Makiko reports that she
went to hear carols at the Warrington pub last night and stayed for a “Table Talk”
debate on “This house believes in Father Christmas.” The chatter does indeed
take a holiday turn at this point – with various Christmas shopping projects under
discussion and, thoroughly chilled, I am just as happy when the others begin to
make a move.
Friday, December 14:
How very dark it is outside. At least temperatures are somewhat more humane
as Fritz and I make our entry into the park. Karen has just come in with Dudley
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and Fritz turns right instead of our usual left – no doubt on the scent. In fact, with
her bright orange jacket, Karen is easy to spot, though, for some reason, the dog
never catches up with her. Instead he has a lot of sniffing to do – some of this in
bushes near the Grantully gate in the company of Toby the Bulldog. We continue
on around the green, Fritz now on lead, and enter our doggy compound at the cafe.
I hand the dog’s lead to Peter, suggesting that he can free the beast as soon as the
absent-minded Ofra has herself entered the gate. This takes a long time because
Ofra has stopped for a fulsome natter with Tanya on the Randolph roadway.
In the coffee queue I tell Karen that, worried she might suddenly head for the
Antipodes to be at her mother’s bedside, I have brought her holiday card with me
today – the others will have to wait until tomorrow. Ellen, who has had a surgery
that resembles the one facing Pat, is full of advice for Karen on convalescent care.
In other health news Georgie tells us that, in Glasgow, her sister Jean has been
knocked down by an enthusiastic Ziggy and broken her pelvis! The park manager
walks by at this time and Ofra stops him to talk about the possibility of adding
lights or heating to our green umbrella. (Don’t hold your breath, I would say.) Peter
is collecting lottery and horse money but there is a complication – for soon after
we sit down the rain begins and his charts are soon getting wet.
Not even Georgie’s remaining Cadbury sweeties can soften the scene – a very
unpleasant morning in which the rain is soon blowing horizontally and we are all
getting sprayed. This causes Vlad to move in closer to us (he went swimming at an
outdoor pool in Gospel Oak this morning) and Tara is soon sprawling across his lap
and looking longingly at the goodies on the tabletop. I have my usual customers
but I get so frustrated by Bailey’s perpetual pawing of my knees that I cut him
off after a single treat this morning. Fritz spends most of the session on Karen’s
lap again – he looks most comfortable – and when he is not there Daisy-Mae gets
wrapped up in the orange jacket. Not surprisingly there is an early move for the
exits and most of us take the faster route down the Morshead roadway. Makiko has
been fretting about the safety of the tree trimmers, who started out this morning
near the Morshead gate, but when we arrive at this spot ourselves all is quiet…The
Maida Vale chainsaw massacre is finished for the morning.
Saturday, December 15:
A bright morning is beginning after another night of rainfall as we head for the
park on a sunny Saturday morning. Renata is at our entrance with Maxi and she
wants to know why I have not swathed myself in layers of clothing (Fritz is also
coatless). I tell her that, following the precedent of my Swedish relatives, I bought
an outdoor thermometer during my visit to Stockholm last April and that I can
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now check the temperature just before departure time. While I am offering this
explanation Janet comes into the park with Daisy-Mae and there is also a snowwhite Westie clawing at my legs. This is Seamus, one of Georgie’s charges – but
here today with his owner. He obviously remembers me as the source of biscuits
and it takes a while to deflect his attentions. Janet is suggesting that it almost
feels like spring today and that the next thing you know we will have daffodils
at our feet. I get her to stop, just as we reach the bed of foliage opposite the café,
so that I can point out the unmistakable signs of such activity rising through the
earth – though these are perhaps the early shoots of crocuses. Our Saturday group
is crowding into the doggy compound but Fritz and I still have our circuit of Mt.
Bannister to complete before we can join them.
Today we have Karen, Dan, Davide, Georgie, Janet, Ofra, Debbie, Renata, Peter
and Ellen – with Vlad at his little table in the corner. I have brought holiday cards
for all of them (though Karen got hers yesterday) and I distribute these now. Peter
distributes racing and lottery information and some scratch cards – but there is
no joy here. Janet is also handing out Zizzi menus again since it is time for us to
indicate the menu we will be choosing from on Thursday – there are three choices
but Peter is having difficulty in making his way through the largely Italian bill of
fare – since there are no fish and chips anywhere. Dan attended the opening night
of the new Spice Girls musical this week and he does a wonderful job of imitating
Janet Street-Porter – who had a bad word for everyone in attendance, including the
Girls themselves. There is now some discussion of whether he and Davide should
get their Christmas tree today. I tell the others that I have received a mystery
Christmas card, shoved under the door of the building, but no one else can decipher
the signature; it surely must have some doggy connection since it features two
Dachshunds but we are still none the wiser. (No one has a word to say about the
latest American gun outrage in Connecticut – where the death toll is twenty-eight
or so – twenty of them small children.)
I begin my task of distributing biscuits next – with Bailey, Sparkie and Daisy-Mae
as my chief customers. After we have been seated for half an hour or so Makiko
arrives, carrying Emilio – who has another sore paw. She doesn’t have time to sit
down because we are soon on our feet, ready to begin a back passage walkround.
In the confusion of the moment both Bailey and Emilio go missing and there is
much running around before these animals can be located. I tell Makiko that I have
two more wonders of nature to reveal today (as a follow-up to the frosted spider
webs). The first of these are the crocus shoots, of course, but I have also spotted
something quite interesting on the bark of some recently trimmed trees near the
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head of the running track. Here we have a surface covered in perfectly formed,
expanding diamond-shapes – dozens of them climbing the trunk in sunny splendor.
Sunday, December 16:
It is again bright and sunny – with the sun, indeed, helping to dispel the cold from
the darker corners of the park. I am again keeping an eye on my dog – who jumped
off the bed in order to throw up in the hallway at bedtime last night. I think it was
because of something he had just eaten in the street and he seemed fine after this
incident. His poo is also quite solid this morning – as I discover when I bend over
to retrieve the offering. There is not much activity at the café as we pass by and
Fritz is soon far ahead of me on his traditional circuit. The doggy compound on the
Carlton roadway is a mess – with paper coffee cups and other junk left over from
yesterday. The troublesome door to this spot is lying agape this morning and so we
are able to make an easy egress when it is time for head in for coffee.
I am glad I have brought my sunglasses since it is very bright in our compound,
where I am soon seated in a group that includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Dan, Davide,
Peter, Ellen, Matthew and Makiko. The latter two remain only for a short time –
since they have to prepare for guests – but we also get Jo Lynn, whom Janet wants
to invite to the dog people’s Christmas party this coming Thursday. Jo says she has
a conflicting dinner party but such is the allure of our company that she pulls out
her mobile phone and gets out of this commitment. I am glad she has wandered
by because hers is one of my still undelivered holiday cards. Davide says he went
holiday shopping at Westfield yesterday; he took the bus there, saw the crowds
in front of him – and took the bus home. Dan says that he is not feeling very
Christmassy –perhaps because the weather in Mexico was so unwinterlike and also
because he is accompanying Davide on the latter’s assignment in Japan, scheduled
for the 22nd. Flying is soon a dominant topic. Ofra remarks that when she took her
infant daughter on a flight to Israel that such a young age was in marked contrast
to her own experience – she was eighteen before her first flight. I note that my first
experience with air travel came when I was seven: “I know that some of you can’t
imagine that powered flight had even been invented that far back in time, but I
assure you that, after a visit to the San Diego Zoo, my mother and I flew back to
L.A.”
Bailey is more pestiferous than usual this morning – clawing away at me
beseechingly. The only advantage of limiting him to five biscuits a day is that when
he has consumed the last of these I can deflect further entreaties with a reminder
that “It’s finished!” Usually he accepts this verdict and bothers me less thereafter;
I can even put away the serving tray I have been using to deflect his attentions and
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turn, instead, to counting out Sparkie’s five-a-day – he is made to sit and stay now
as well. Fritz, meanwhile, is paying court to Ellen’s purse, which has a bag of tripe
sticks therein, and Daisy-Mae is jumping into an abandoned chair in order to bark
at me for her own treats. Often she likes to bury a biscuit in the leaves outside our
door – though she sometimes fails to retrieve these on return visits. As we form
up for our back passage walkround Fritz can tell that someone ahead of him in our
procession has a squeaky toy. This will explain why, a few minutes later, he jumps
up onto a park bench where Georgie has dropped Pucci’s carryall. The toy belongs
to the little Yorkie and Fritz thinks he might find it in the bag – unfortunately the
tiny dog has it in his paws and Georgie has to secure this as quickly as possible –
lest there be an incident.
Monday, December 17:
It doesn’t surprise me that Fritz squats for an early poo –since our late night
walk lasted only about two minutes. There had been a thunderstorm earlier in
the afternoon and the dog was obviously spooked still. But these days I am less
troubled by his ability to hold it in overnight and the only negative consequence
of such an early return is that the dog insists that it is now time to go to bed – he
is such a creature of habit – and he doesn’t like to jump onto the bed until I am in
it. We have a splendid sunny morning for our morning in the park today and Fritz
makes quick work of the remainder of our journey, veritably speeding through the
Carlton roadway compound, for instance, before we are able to return to the café.
On our journey here I have been able to distribute cards to two other dog people –
Lizzie, walking with Yoyo, and Tara with her Charlie.
As I am claiming my chair at our table (by depositing dog lead and biscuit bag) the
others tell me that the coffees are on Karen this morning – since today is Dudley’s
first birthday! Karen has outdone herself in festive spirit for we each receive a card
(with a picture of the proud owner and her birthday boy) and a present and she has
also baked some bone-shaped sugar cookies, each frosted with the name of our
own pet. (I don’t realize this until I have consumed two-and-a-half of these treats,
each bearing the names of someone else’s animal, but when the biscuit with “Fritz”
on it surfaces I have to eat this too.) As for Dudley, he is covered in mud – his idea
of a birthday treat – though he is scheduled for a visit to the beauty parlor in the
next hour. Our other dogs make a beeline for my knees and pester me thoroughly.
In addition to Karen our group also includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra (wearing a new
black cap with brown fur balls where the ears of an animal might belong), Makiko,
Davide, Peter, Ellen and, eventually, Hanna. The latter sits down with Vlad in a
corner but I am able to deliver her holiday card and a biscuit with Yoyo’s name
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on it. I congratulate Janet on her predicting that Lisa Riley would be the next
to leave Strictly Come Dancing and then I have another important answer for
her – “Isabel.” The others are mystified by this utterance but Janet understands
the context for yesterday she asked me if I remembered the name of one of her
neighbors – who used to have a Spaniel named Bubbles. At the time I did not – but
I did have a resource. It seems that the chap who wrote Strictly Come Barking
included an index of dog names and this enabled me to check out the relevant entry
(a wake for Bubbles, as it turned out) – where the owner’s name also appeared.
We now begin our back passage walkround. In the empty five-a-side pitch Sparkie,
Dudley and Daisy-Mae have a furious game of chase me and it is a joy to see them
having so much fun. As we walk along the cypress trees I am able to point out to
Makiko another wonder of nature: a hybrid Leylandia that has grown a purloined
handbag on one of its branches.
Tuesday, December 18:
Skies have again cleared as we make our way to the park on a sunny but chilly
Tuesday morning. Unusually we encounter Mark – just making his entrance at the
Essendine gate – usually we see him and his Rizzy only in the afternoon. Rizzy
has been pulling Mark’s wheelchair and he pauses now for a rest while we chat.
Mark says that a friend has brought him a supply of redundant designer duds and,
indeed, he is wearing a Paul Smith raincoat and an Abercrombie & Fitch shirt this
morning. I give him one of my holiday cards but I can’t wait around since Fritz
is heading off on his usual back passage run. Unfortunately when I bend over to
pick up his poo I manage to give my lower back a tweak; I seem to recover more
quickly than formerly from this type of incident and I do have an appointment with
the osteopath at 11:30 but this set-back is another chapter in a rather dispiriting
season for me – yesterday I learned that my longtime friend and walking partner
Tosh Lee has, according to her doctors, but four to six months left on this earth.
We encounter Renata with Maxi on the Randolph roadway and follow them along
for a while; Renata says that Maxi doesn’t like most dogs but he does enjoy the
company of Fritz. When we return to the café (where our umbrella has not been
deployed so that we can have maximum sun) there is already a queue of dog
people at the counter. Here we see for the first time the Christmas opening times
for the café itself and there is some good news – since the place will be closed for
a total of seven days only this year – we remember when two weeks was often
the custom. In addition to Renata we have Janet, Makiko, Georgie, Ofra, Wendy,
Peter, Ellen and Karen in attendance this morning. Dudley is a resplendent white
this morning (it won’t last) and he is not at all fazed by Fritz, who jumps into
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Karen’s lap for a nice cuddle. Emilio is on the lap next to Daisy-Mae and this is
quite upsetting to the little fellow. Lucky lunges for a biscuit intended for Tara and
there is a roar of protest from the Ridgeback. “Serves you right!” Ellen says; often
I find I have to grab the Corgi’s collar so that Fritz can enjoy a biscuit without an
intrusive nose pushed into his face.
Renata hands out Christmas presents; most of us get cherry pralines but Peter gets
a miniature bottle of Jack Daniels. Christmas travel plans are discussed and, as
so often happens, we are in for a number of defections from the ranks. Dan and
Davide’s trip to Japan has already been noted but today we learn that Makiko will
be skiing in northern Italy for six days and Karen announces that she will fly to
Melbourne on Christmas Day in order to look after her convalescent mother, who
has her surgery on the 24th. Wendy tells us of a recent travel misadventure – one
that took place in Porchester as she was getting off a train with T-bone. Here the
fluffy white dog failed to mind the gap and fell into the abyss – slipping out of his
collar as he did so! Frantic efforts were made to coax him to a spot where he could
be retrieved (station staff having a meltdown) and he was recovered unharmed. I
mention that the same thing once happened to our dog Toby at at the end of the line
in St. Albans. In this case his collar remained in place and Dorothy was able to reel
him in like a large gray yoyo.
Wednesday, December 19:
Well, all talk of a quick recovery from yesterday’s indisposition will have to be
amended – for I have spent a most uncomfortable time limping along on my cane
with a truly bad back. I don’t wake up until 8:00 this morning – a late and needed
sleep that often occurs when I take a Tylenol PM – and I shuffle about for a few
minutes before Cathy arrives. She has to help me into my coat when departure
time arrives and soon Fritz and I have reached the entrance gate – where he can
run free and I can tap my way slowly forward. Ironically the first person we
encounter is Stephen, with Will and Grace. Stephen was evidently the source of the
recommendation about our local osteopath, one followed then by both Davide and
Ofra, and I am able to report that good progress was made yesterday on my sore
hamstring.
I am surprised to see my dog rush through an open door to the empty five-aside pitch – something he never does – but soon I can see that he has gone in to
investigate another local tragedy: a slain pigeon lies in one corner of the field
and I am hoping that the hockey girls will not be using the pitch today since I
can well imagine all that screaming when the source of these scattered feathers
is uncovered. I lose track of Fritz soon thereafter – he has turned left in order to
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greet Renata and Maxi – but he catches up when I summon him and we have soon
reached the green. There is no way I want a long walk this morning so I seek
Ellen’s assistance in hooking my fellow and now we can make an early entry to
the café. Here we have, in addition to Renata and Ellen (who fetches my coffee for
me), only Georgie, Janet, Ofra and Peter. It is a cold and gray day and no wonder
people would rather stay at home in bed.
The dogs make their usual visit to my knees and there are some new customers.
Renata takes quite a few biscuits for Maxi, who seems to have recovered his
appetite (he goes to the vet soon) and a large brown dog named Macey knows by
instinct to station herself at my elbow. Buddy also appears at our gate – announcing
to all Maida Vale that he has again discovered something truly wonderful – and
Janet gives him one my biscuits as well. In fact the huge fellow pushes the gate
open and rushes directly to the saliva-phobic Ofra. The latter has brought a present
for Blarina, another of those knitted animal head caps, but we are pleased and
gratified when our barista-in-chief arrives with presents and cards for all of the
loyal customers at our table – we each a get a box of chocolates from the café
itself! Peter also gets a second notebook – this from Vlad (who is here with a
friend’s granddaughter) – now he has one to record lottery figures and one (from
Makiko) to record turf matters. Georgie is given a redundant purple jumper once
belonging to Ofra’s daughter, Lee.
Renata announces that she had trouble sleeping last night because she had drunk
only one glass of wine during the evening – usually, she tells us, she drinks a whole
bottle. When she says that she got out of bed to have another glass Peter responds
that even when he was following a similar pattern at least he didn’t get up in the
middle of the night for another can of Special Brew. He then announces ominously
that it is supposed to rain tomorrow night (when the dog people will have their
outing to Paddington Basin) but Janet, who has organized this event, says she isn’t
responsible for the weather too. Forces are widely scattered as we head for home
at last. I let Fritz run free and I am gratified that, just before we reach the exit,
he responds to my call and returns to the bench where I am sitting down in order
to attach his lead without bending over and giving additional strain to my back.
There is one bit of good news waiting for me when I return. I won’t have to go to
the dentist tomorrow – he is indisposed – and my appointment has been put back a
week.
Thursday, December 20:
Rain has been falling for hours – indeed, our late night walk was a sodden affair –
and there is no let-up this morning. I have spent a restless night and an hour bent
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over my computer this morning has not helped my back at all. I manage a shower
and a shave and we are only a few minutes late when we at last enter the damp. I
am having trouble maintaining any semblance of a true walking rhythm, though I
have again brought my stick, and I plow steadfastly forward – with a rain-coated
Fritz following. As we near the café, where I intend to stop, others are just entering
our compound and I ask for help in securing my dog – Karen obliges by dragging
him inside and Ellen fetches my coffee for me as well.
These two ladies are part of a small contingent this morning – joining only Davide,
Ofra, Janet and Georgie. The dogs begin their importunities with their wet paws
and this is doubly uncomfortable for me today; the consequence is that I make an
early transfer of my biscuit bag to a coat pocket, closing the store for the day. I
notice that both Georgie and Janet have joined Ofra in deploying blankets on our
wet chairs and Janet swaddles Daisy-Mae in a corner of hers. Karen, for her part,
has both Dudley and Sparkie on her lap at the same time; Fritz gets a turn here as
well. Karen says that she will be away for a month but she will have no trouble
remembering what her dog looks like – she admits that she has 1200 photos of
Dudley stored on her mobile phone!
Ofra says that at a fancy Mayfair restaurant yesterday she spotted Lisa Riley,
whom we have been watching recently on Strictly Come Dancing. Ofra’s chief
preoccupation, however, is the purchase of a pair of Australian boots (not Uggs)
and Karen spends some time checking this out online – with the news that Ofra’s
size is not available. Perhaps, however, these could be purchased in Melbourne
itself? Karen seems reluctant to undertake this mission but a little later Ofra
volunteers to drive Karen to the airport on Christmas night (the Heathrow Express
having been suspended for the holiday) and I suggest, “Now you really will have
to buy those boots.” As we get up to make our homeward journey I tell Janet that
there is no way I will be able to make it the restaurant tonight; I consider it a major
accomplishment that I can get up enough speed to make it home now. Should
the cane be in the right hand or the left? Should I take long steps or short? Will
Fritz stop in time when I want to reattach his lead (he does)? The rain has almost
stopped but it is still quite dark; it is 10:30 in the morning and the front porch lights
are still on.
Friday, December 21:
It is a lovely morning in the park, bright and relatively mild and this is all to the
good – for I don’t need rain in addition to all my other problems. Janet is coming in
just behind us with Daisy-Mae and I have to report little improvement in the back
department. There is no way I can keep up with them on my stick and so, after
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kindly swooping up a poo by Fritz, she heads off without us. I wait for my dog
on a number of occasions and I do see him once at my side near the cypress trees
but soon thereafter he disappears. I wait around, calling and whistling, but there
is no response and so, alone, I make my way toward the café. Here I spot my dog
rounding a corner – but how he got here is a mystery; I know he didn’t pass me.
The others are just crowding into the doggy compound at this point and he follows
his act of willful defiance with one of exemplary obedience – when I open the gate
to this space he darts in.
This morning we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Davide, Karen, Peter and Ellen.
Georgie is already looking after Emilio, she will soon get Winnie – with Dudley
coming for a month-long stay in a few days. Ellen fetches the Advent calendar
from behind the counter and the last windows are opened. I distribute some of
these treats as well as my own and I have constant turmoil at my feet. Lucky sticks
her nose into every offering – especially those intended for other dogs – and when
she tries to snap up Daisy-Mae’s biscuit there are words – Lucky comes away
with the biscuit anyway. Bailey, with one weepy eye, is his usual pestiferous self;
even after I tell him that his quota has been filled he puts his paws on my knees
and stares at me uncomprehendingly. Today Janet distributes the 2013 Dogs of
Paddington Rec calendar – she has painted all the portraits this year.
The calendar is only one of a number of gifts and greetings I find filed before my
place at our usual table.
I also get a report on last night’s table matters – when those who were able to walk
properly gathered at Zizzi’s in Paddington Basin for our annual dinner. The report
is a good one – with compliments for the food and value for money paid. It did
not rain, moreover, in spite of Peter’s dire warnings. I ask that gentlemen why he
has not been more concerned about the end of the world (according to the Mayan
calendar) – which is scheduled for 11:11 this morning. Karen remarks that when
she saw the doom brigade parading with their sticks on TV her only thought was,
“Gee, I wish I had the stick concession.” When it is time for the return journey I
begin to wonder how am I going to get all of my loot home. The solution comes
when I fish the plastic bag that once held the Advent calendar out of the trash. Fritz
is allowed to run free on the back passage but he stops on command near the exit
so I can re-hook him. Good dog!
Saturday, December 22:
Although I managed two of our walks yesterday without the assistance of my stick
the back is bad again this morning and so I know I will be utilizing the cane again.
In addition to these woes I also have a cold and cough and I have been dosing
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myself with first Night and then Day Nurse. Finally, just to complete the misery,
there is a steady rain falling this morning and I am soon struggling to get his
raincoat on my dog’s back. The park seems rather deserted this morning as I peck
my way among the puddles. Fritz is always in evidence this morning but my hopes
for an early sit-down are dashed as he skirts the café and heads down the Randolph
roadway. So we have to complete our usual circuit of Mt. Bannister, the rain still
falling, and only when we have reached the Carlton roadway doggy compound am
I able to get the dog back on lead.
Given the lousy weather and some early Christmas defections there is still a good
turnout this morning: Janet, Georgie, Karen, Ofra, Debbie, Hanna, Peter and Ellen.
For some reason the dogs ignore me this morning – though they do show some
interest in Ellen’s bacon sandwich. Fritz spends two sessions in Karen’s lap – again
Dudley (who is wearing his Santa Claus suit) shows no signs of jealousy over
this. Karen says that she flipped through the pages of Janet’s dog calendar while
Skyping her mother – who referred to Bailey as “the hungry one.” I suggest that
if tombstones are meant to preserve well-remembered utterances of the departed
mine is going to read, “Bailey, sit down!”
Karen has brought some mince pies and there are again exchanges of cards
and presents. Georgie has included a scratch card for each of us and Peter also
distributes this week’s lottery version – I manage to scrape away at a £1 winner.
Today’s horses are also announced – Peter says they all do well in the mud. In
other news Georgie says that Makiko has left a Christmas dinner treat for Emilio
and Sparkie – pheasant. Ofra complains that there are no more parties until
New Year’s but that last night, at a casino, a punter gave her £100 after she had
brought him good luck in his wagering. Hanna announces that she will have a dry
Christmas since antibiotics, taken for a bad tooth, preclude alcohol. Karen says she
plans on a dry January as well – with the exception of her birthday. Every now and
then the wind shifts the angle of our green umbrella and a sheet of water splashes
down behind us. The nasty weather means that a number of us are reluctant to
make a move but at last the return journey must be undertaken – with the Morshead
roadway serving as the fastest route to an exit. My back seems to have enjoyed the
straight-backed chair in which I have spent the last hour – to measure the degree of
my disability it has to be pointed out that I never get my teeth into one of Karen’s
mince pies because this would have required me to bend some distance over the
tabletop and I just didn’t want to do this.
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Sunday, December 23:
It’s a struggle getting ready this morning – shower, shave and the first of the day’s
medications – but Fritz and I are ready to hit the streets at our normal hour. I am
deploying my cane, though again I did without it on our two other walks yesterday,
since it is really useful when I have to bend over to retrieve a poo or two. As I am
doing this now Janet comes up behind us with Daisy-Mae and, heading toward us
with Pepper and Chica, we encounter Linda and Rob. Fritz gets ahead of us here
and I can just see him darting into the forbidden environmental area. There is no
sign of him when I draw near this spot myself but after a minute of vain whistling
and name calling, Janet spots him grazing on the other side of the bridge. She
volunteers to have a look for him at the area’s Carlton roadway entrance and here
he is discovered, looking quite puzzled as it turns out, and we are reunited. While
Janet and Georgie are discussing boots Fritz is again mesmerized by the sound
of seductive squeaking. Source of this sound is the little boy with squeakers in
his shoes and this proves to be very unnerving for Fritz and for Dudley, who now
arrives with Karen. Fortunately the little boy likes dogs and is delighted by all the
attention.
I am hoping to keep Fritz in close formation with the other dogs – now including
Emilio, Winnie, Sparkie (in a blue Christmas jumper) and Bailey – but he is well
ahead of us as the others begin a grand circle of the green. Indeed he goes missing
again at the start of this process, emerging from the foliage just as a sleepy party
girl, Ofra, draws me aside to admit that in her confusion she arrived at the park
this morning at 8:30 instead of 9:30. The others head down the Morshead roadway
on their way to Café Mangiare in the Castellain Parade (the park cafe having now
closed its doors for four days) but I put the lead on Fritz and we make a short
cut along Grantully. Parked on Morshead Road is a taxi in the livery of Uggs of
Australia – which seems quite appropriate after all of the recent conversation about
boots. Waiting for us in front of the café is Peter with Bobby. Two tables are drawn
together and six of us sit down: Janet, Georgie, Karen, Peter, Ofra and myself
– though I excuse myself almost immediately to do some emergency provision
purchases at Hamish II two doors away.
Janet opens several bars of chocolate (a gift from Linda) as Karen gets up to call
her mother in Australia. Janet says that she and Daisy-Mae will take the train to
Kenilworth later today (she is spending Christmas with her sister, who is poorly)
and we will not see her for several days. Janet and I discuss last night’s Strictly
final – where Louis Smith triumphed over Denise Van Outen and Kimberley
Walsh – but I refrain from reminding the others that as long ago as October 28 I
nominated Louis and Denise as the frontrunners in this happy exemplar of popular
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television at its best. Meanwhile Daisy-Mae gets into a fierce fight with Winnie
under the table – the dogs are crowded together in this narrow space and such
spats are bound to occur here. Emilio keeps up his non-stop critique of Daisy-Mae
and Bobby is humping Dudley who is licking Bailey. Bobby is also outraged by
the appearance of any other dog and quite a few of these animals are passing by
with their owners: we have the white Alsatian Snowdon for instance, the Killer
Chihuahuas and also Thomas, Daisy-Mae’s cousin. Indeed Thomas, off-lead,
joins us for a while under the table itself. When it is time for us to depart I seek
the assistance of Karen in lofting my knapsack (into which I have stuffed all my
groceries) onto my back. Well this has not been a normal day – but with the sun
making an attempt at breaking through and the temperature decidedly on the mild
side – it has been pleasant enough.
Monday, December 24:
An all-night rain has lifted as Fritz and I venture forth for our Christmas Eve
sojourn in the park. Skies remain gray but the temperature is mild enough and I
am walking well enough to disdain my cane. Remembering yesterday’s mischief
I encourage Fritz to turn right as we enter – since there are fewer places in which
he can go astray over here – and we are soon heading for the Morshead roadway.
I am almost wiped out on this stretch by a lad on a forbidden bicycle, coming up
behind me with his mobile phone in one ear. Next we are overtaken my Karen and
a Dudley who is today half-and-half – white above and brown below. She tells
me that her mother has had her surgery and that all went well. I bend over, without
assistance, to retrieve a poo. When we reach the green we begin another grand
circle – picking up Peter (dogless this morning) and Georgie on the way. Fritz
does a good job of remaining in formation during this forward progress – one in
which we meet a one-year-old Boxer/Labrador cross named Io. I hook my dog only
when we have reached the Morshead gate, for now we are heading back to Café
Mangiare.
Ofra soon drives up and Hanna, here with Yoyo, takes a seat at a little table
opposite ours. She is in a manic mood this morning – buoyed up by the prospect of
entertaining a neighbor at Christmas dinner tomorrow – and she has much advice
for Karen on how to meet a man in Australia. Karen dismisses her countrymen
as “fat and ugly” but Hanna chides her for adopting a negative attitude. “I’m not
saying you have to go there with your tongue hanging out,” she begins – with Peter
interrupting to add, “or anything else.” Ofra, who slept for five hours yesterday
afternoon, is planning to drive Karen to Heathrow tomorrow – with Georgie riding
along for company as well. Cheered by the success of her mother’s operation
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Karen is also in a chirpy mood; she soon produces a home video on her phone, the
one featuring a singing Pug – and this is played twice.
There is a good deal of confusion over where to have our coffee tomorrow. I
wander down the parade to ask them if they will be open at Bon Appetit but they
are closing for two days and the Italian deli on Lauderdale Parade has closed
for a week. Meanwhile Café Mangiare, which, as Plan 9, was open last year on
Christmas Day, is scheduled to close tomorrow too – though Hanna thinks she
might be able to convince the owner to stay open after all. Ofra complains again
about big coffee – since they have only large cups here – but the rest of us seem
reasonably content with the blankets on our chair bottoms and the heater glowing
above our heads. As we disperse there is still no definitive answer on tomorrow’s
coffee arrangements, if any, but we do say we will see each other in the park as
usual.
Tuesday, December 25:
Well, bedtime was accompanied by the sounds of the bells ringing across the park
from St. Augustine’s church, but quite another sound can be heard as dawn arrives
today: thunder. Fritz crawls under the covers as I make my slow preparations for
our morning walk – “I’m dreaming of a wet Christmas” doesn’t have quite the
ring of the original but this is what we face today, a steady downpour that must
be endured. Fritz is wearing his raincoat as well as his jingle bell collar but there
aren’t many who get to see this combination for the park is all but deserted. We
enter the Morshead gate and Fritz heads for the doggy compound on this side (his
usual afternoon refuge these days) and then we continue on to the green and turn
right, finally exiting from the Grantully gate. I can see no activity at Café Mangiare
and, in any event, I need to get home. Just as we cross the street Ofra drives up
with Bailey and they begin their own sodden adventure in the park.
I need to get home because I am expecting a visitor for the day – Pepper – who is
soon delivered by Linda and Rob, on their way to church and a Christmas meal
at her brother’s house in Chorleywood. This means that I have two demanding
Schnauzerish egos to deal with for the rest of the day: Fritz, who has such a love
for routine that if I go to a room before or after our usual internal schedule he
whines until I comply with his inner clock, and Pepper, who doesn’t understand
our routine, doesn’t like loud noises on the TV, and wants my undivided attention
as well. At about 3:30 I take these chaps out, hoping for a quiet time in the nearest
doggy stockade – only to find it occupied by two intemperate Jack Russells, one of
whom snaps at Pepper through the bars.
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I suppose you could say that the evening goes better than expected. These dogs
never play together but Fritz insists on his regular pre-dinner play period and carrot
snack and Pepper joins him in the latter. I am reminded that Pepper prefers to dine
an hour or so before Fritz and so at about 6:00 I make my preparations. Fritz won’t
let Pepper eat alone, however, so they are soon chowing down on the kitchen floor
in side-by-side bowls. At about 9:45 I take them for another long walk, managing
to keep their leads from hopeless entanglement, and thereafter they settle down,
sleeping next to one another in the TV room. There is much shrieking when Linda
returns at about 11:00 and takes her boy off but quiet soon returns and Fritz and I
have an early night.
Wednesday, December 26:
There is considerable improvement in the weather as Fritz and I prepare for our
morning walk today – it is sunny, though chilly outside. Again I urge my dog to
turn right soon after we enter the park – since on this side there are fewer places
where he might disappear – and, indeed, we are soon following Georgie, who has
just entered with Sparkie, Emilio and Dudley. When we catch up we continue
around the green, Fritz keeping in close contact, and by the time we have reached
the café we discover Peter waiting for us. Heading toward us along the Morshead
roadway we also find Dan and Ofra – but Georgie insists she is not going to
do another circuit and so these two turn around and join the slow parade in the
direction of Café Mangiare, which is again open today.
Ellen joins us today as well – and both Peter (Racing Post) and I (emergency
groceries) disappear for a short time in order to make purchases at the Hamish II
store. Georgie tells us that her three dogs, plus Winnie, enjoyed the pheasant that
Makiko had cooked for their Christmas dinner. Peter, the sly dog, says he had his
meal, a Lebanese one, at Yara’s house last night. Ellen now orders some buttered
toast for the dogs and I have brought my biscuit bag as well. Fritz, who has always
disdained a box of Bonio biscuits at home, seems happy to snap up broken pieces
of this treat along with the other dogs now. Given the restricted space under our
table it is not surprising that the leads of our animals are frequently entwined and
we have to perform emergency maneuvers to untangle them.
Dan brings us up to date on his trip to Japan – which he found strangely “dated.”
He was able to snag a first class seat both ways, Davide serving him in the process,
and we see pictures on his phone of his meal, his plane bed, Mt. Fuji from hotel
and plane, and a hotel loo that washes your bum with a shot of water. People are
beginning to discuss plans for New Year’s Eve (both Janet and Makiko may be
back tomorrow) but only Ofra says she has a party to go to. (At one point she gets
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up to see if the remaining Christmas cards that she has forgotten to distribute are
in her car – but she has forgotten them again.) Well, it is time for me to grab my
two grocery bags and my dog’s lead for the journey home. The park café reopens
tomorrow for four days.
Thursday, December 27:
I can’t quite tell by looking out the window but Cathy arrives to inform me that,
indeed, it is raining again. This means that the cowering Fritz has to accept the
strictures of his raincoat and we are off – though most of the moisture has stopped
by the time we have reached the cypress trees. Ofra, Georgie and Peter are already
seated under our green umbrella as Fritz and I pass by – speeded on our journey no
doubt by the lock on the environmental area door. The café isn’t open yet anyway
and so there is plenty of time for a traditional circumnavigation of Mt. Bannister.
The park is mostly deserted – no tennis matches underway, no cars in the parking
lot, no school groups marching along the Carlton roadway.
To those already seated we soon have Dan, Davide, Debbie and Ellen. I note that
Pucci has his favorite squeaky ball in his mouth and I remind Debbie to snag this
before my pet pounces on the prize. I am a bit confused by a second Yorkie under
the table (though truth to tell, Pucci is also a Yorkie) but this turns out to be an
overnight guest of Georgie – Rudy. He joins Sparkie and Bailey in the biscuit
queue. I let Bailey sit in the chair next to mine – this keeps his wet paws off my tan
trousers – but from this position he is often under siege from Dudley, who likes to
lick the Cavalier’s willie, and eventually there are words as the white interloper is
chased off. Dan opens a bag of Japanese dog treats and most of the animals seem
to enjoy these – though Emilio won’t join the line-up even though he probably gets
more Japanese dog treats than any of the other customers. No one knows what the
package contains, though there is a picture of a tomato and some green leaf – Dan
thinks it represents basil; I say, “I hope it’s not wasabi.” Davide has also brought a
bag full of sweet human treats from Japan as well, though, again, no one seems to
know what they are eating.
While we are sitting under the umbrella the rain returns with some intensity and
everyone begins to calculate what this means for their planned activities today. Dan
and Davide have an expedition to Dan’s parents in Essex and some of the women
are planning on some post-Christmas shopping – I have a dental appointment at
1:00. Peter says he is giving up on his own shopping plans and Dan offers to give
him a ride home now. In fact Ofra is the first to leave, having forgotten that she
had ordered a croissant – which was still in the oven when she did so. Blarina
arrives with this treat only to be told that it is now redundant – she plans on some
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fine revenge tomorrow. Dan now produces a new raincoat for Winnie, a fur-lined
plastic yellow garment with a hood that features a forward-facing brim. Sparkie
takes an instant dislike to this outfit and begins to growl – he is warned not to get
to close to the Pug in question. There is a brightening in the northern skies and we
decide to make a move for it along the Morshead roadway. Taking advantage of the
temporary let-up I deposit the dog and head off on an errand – Cathy has stripped
my bed and the sheets needed to affect a makeover are still at the 123 Cleaners.
Friday, December 28:
Once again we begin our morning in the park under rainy skies – a light but steady
spattering falling on our raincoats as we enter a park in which the usual morning
activity seems strangely absent. Almost immediately Fritz picks up an outrider –
this is Jessica, a brown and white Jack Russell in a pink halter-top. Jessica seems
fascinated by my boy and follows him everywhere until, at last, we reach the
Carlton roadway. Heading up the Morshead roadway are Dan and Davide with
Winnie. The latter seems empowered by her new yellow raincoat and now decides
to chase a timid black Lab, who is lying peacefully on the grass. We continue
on our usual circuit before returning to the café – where the coffees today are on
Davide and Janet, both of whom celebrate birthdays today.
They are joined by Dan, of course, but also Ofra, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Vlad and
Makiko – back from her skiing holiday in Italy. Georgie reports that Emilio was
eager to reclaim his mommy last night – even driving off the rambunctious Dudley
in the process and Makiko tells us that her dog was thrilled to return to his own
home last night – bustling manically up and down the hall. I have to drive off the
wet-pawed Bailey on a number of occasions this morning – soon my trousers and
those of Davide as well are soaked through as a consequence of these attentions.
There is in our midst an even more dangerous predator, however, and this is Tara
– who can use her additional height to cause no end of mischief. First she helps
herself to an anisette-inflected biscotti, a souvenir of Makiko’s Italian holiday,
which she plucks out of Ellen’s hand. Then she uses my knee to launch herself on
the tabletop – where there is an unclaimed Shapes biscuit that needs to be eaten
by someone. I distribute a unique bit of U.S. postage at this point, a personalized
stamp with his dog’s picture on it sent to me on his Christmas card by my cousin
Steve.
Makiko uses her telephone to share images of her holiday and Dan responds with
shots of Japan on his phone. Janet, who can hardly speak because of laryngitis,
uses her phone to make a reservation for this evening at the Little Bay on Belsize
Road. This is to be a birthday celebration and everyone at the table is asked if they
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wish to participate. Janet is in a really good mood, in spite of her vocal problems,
because her sister Shirley, though facing surgery, has received a hopeful prognosis.
Davide and Dan now discuss their next holiday junket – a New Year’s trip to
Madrid. Davide says he plans to drive to Heathrow – since the Express, suffering
from a number of reliability problems these days, is so expensive. This leads Vlad
to reflect on the Boxing Day strike by underground drivers; he is technically station
staff and did show up for work – earning the undeserved abuse of the traveling
public for his efforts. The rain just about stops and so we set off on a back passage
walkround. I am out in front but I am called back to receive an envelope from
Peter, who has been distributing unexpended lottery winnings to the punters. I have
told him that the amount in question, £6.26, represents a lucky number for me since
626 was the post office box number for our little magazine, Nomad – fifty years
ago. Peter has accepted the invitation to the Little Bay tonight but I have declined.
I have to abandon Fritz for three hours or so at noon (osteopath, Westfields) and I
just can’t do this to him twice in one day.
Saturday, December 29:
Still limping along I head for the park on a gray and blustery Saturday morning.
Phoenix drops his tennis ball in order to give Fritz a good sniff and after a little
early morning growling we continue. The door to the environmental area is open
and I make sure this oasis is bypassed as we complete our march to the café.
Debbie is approaching the spot with Pucci and I can hear that the latter is munching
on his squeaky ball; Fritz can hear this too but he doesn’t return to investigate any
further and we are soon launched on our traditional circuit of Mt. Bannister. In the
Carlton roadway doggy compound we find black Rebel, his muzzle now white. We
don’t stay long and soon we have returned to the café – where the strong winds
threaten to make off with our green umbrella at any moment.
Dan and Davide are just delivering Winnie to Georgie (who already has Dudley
and Michaela’s Skye as well as her own Sparkie). Also present are Debbie, a
woman who owns a large Lhasa Apso named Bertie, Peter, Ellen, Ofra and Janet
– with Matthew and Makiko also making an appearance with Emilio. The dogs
exhaust my biscuits (and patience) – though neither Fritz nor Daisy-Mae takes any
nourishment from me, perhaps, in the latter case, because Fritz is more interested is
sniffing out the squeaky ball in Debbie’s pocket. For all that he has a rival in Skye
the Cairn – who manages to pull the scarf out of Ellen’s purse. Meanwhile the
randy Dudley has found a new partner in Bertie. After a few minutes of humping
the Lhasa’s head the Coton finally discovers that Bertie has retaliated by rolling
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him over onto his back in order to pin him to the paving stones – though I’m sure
Dudley enjoys this.
Makiko complains that she can’t buy the coffee because she has only Euros – she
and Matthew are late for their scheduled departure for Manchester, where they
are driving this morning in order to spend the night. Ofra reports that Ricky has
taken the kids to Amsterdam and it is noted that we have just one more day at the
café before we are all displaced again. A good time at the Little Bay was recorded,
evidently, but Georgie reports that her husband was so much the worse for wear
last night that he didn’t notice he was eating the soup she had left for him with a
teaspoon. Debbie and Ofra resume the conversation about Australian boots and I
tune out. It is time to make a move anyway and so we are soon on our feet. As we
pass the central pitch Dudley and Daisy-Mae rush inside to have another wrestling
match. Fritz manages to get his lead tangled in the cypress trees but we are at last
able to reach our exit.
Sunday, December 30:
Today’s park adventures have their origin in last night’s late walk – what there was
of it. We hit the darkened streets at our usual hour, around 10:30, and, immediately,
there was a quarrel over which direction to take. I argued that we went left last
night and headed off to the right – but my dog, after a compromise on crossing
the street, refused to make any progress in the direction I had chosen and so we
just re-crossed the street and headed back in the direction of our steps. I expected
Fritz to keep going, back again on his favorite pathway, but he ascended the steps
– walk over for the evening after less than two minutes, with only a few pees and
no pooing whatsoever. My first sign that there is something really wrong comes
this morning at about 7:45 when I can hear unmistakable signs of vomiting in the
hallway. Not much is produced but after I have cleaned this up Fritz seems anxious
to go out. I need to put on my boots and my other winter gear but we are soon on
our way to the park – which has been open for almost an hour by now.
Fritz pauses to complete three poos, though these do not seem to be substandard,
and heads for the Morshead roadway. It is very quiet at this early hour, just a few
joggers and the croaking crows. I do hear Ellen’s voice, way over on the pathway
atop Mt. Bannister – urging Jack to abandon his interest in a passing jogger. When
we meet up with that lady a few minutes later she remarks on how early this is for
us and I tell her about my dog’s misadventures. Fritz heads for the Grantully gate
and I have high hopes of hooking him here and heading for home but he continues
forward on a grand circle and soon we are walking behind the tennis courts on our
traditional morning route. Of course we do not add a stop at the cafe this morning
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but begin a back passage walkround and, after close to half an hour in the park, we
return home – where Fritz is disappointed to realize that I will not be offering any
biscuits while we wait to see the state of his delicate tummy.
Almost an hour later I decide to repeat our morning walk – and in doing so we
meet Janet with Daisy-Mae, just entering as we do. Janet tells me that she heard
fireworks last night and this might explain my dog’s reluctance to prolong last
night’s late walk. Soon Janet has charged ahead and Fritz never catches up –
having decided to reverse directions in order to head for the Morshead roadway
again. I lose track of him as he curves around the fence of the doggy compound
but soon I can see him looking for me and, anyway, he now spots Georgie with
Sparkie, Skye, Winnie and Dudley. We walk with them as far as the café – where
Renata, Peter and Ofra are just arriving (with the latter uncertain whether we have
reached New Year’s Eve or not). I have decided not to sit down this morning, not
wanting to face any dog feeding issues and having decided that I have been outside
enough this morning. Fritz continues on almost as far as the Randolph gate before I
can get him on lead – so that we can make our way home again at last.
Monday, December 31:
We have been on an extended health watch for the last twenty-four hours – as I try
to determine whether Fritz needs a more dramatic intervention that I can provide.
Yesterday’s third walk came almost at its normal hour but, after I had given him
some of his intestinal formula food at dinnertime, the dog wanted to go out at
about 7:30 as well. His poos remained on the runny side and I did hear him trying
to throw up once (though unsuccessfully). He enjoyed an hour-long play period
during the early evening, however, and no poo was produced during our late night
walk at 11:00 or so. He also seemed to enjoy a normal night’s sleep (as did I).
This morning there is no interest in an early departure for the streets and so I am
able to make my normal preparations (shower, shave, first load of laundry in). It
has been raining this morning and so I have to bend over to attach the dreaded
raincoat. This is not an easy process for me since my back is again stiff and I
almost reach for my cane. Fritz spends some time chewing on some therapeutic
grass shoots but his poo shows considerable signs of improvement. Heading
toward us is Bekki with the Boxer Chica and two unnamed puppies. We get as far
as the gate to the environmental area when I notice that Fritz is hanging back –
unwilling to continue forward in the fenced chasm where footie lads are exploding
balls against the wire fences (I am convinced that the timing of such shots often
coincides with the presence of a passing pedestrian targets.)
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There is no remedy but to reverse our direction, heading back toward our gate as
the rain intensifies. I have it in the back of my mind that if we ever catch up with
some of our pals we might join them in a walk down to the Café Mangiare. This
does not happen for just as we pass our gate Fritz is viciously attacked by the angry
black dog, Jazz! A number of the other owners have reported similar incidents so
I am not too surprised that she is the guilty party now. Her owner asks if Fritz is
okay and I reply with a speech on the need for that dog to be on lead. Meanwhile,
Fritz, more spooked than hurt, has left the park – crossing the street on his own and
trotting along the pavement as far as his own front steps. So endeth any possibility
of a coffee hour with friends. I want to give the dog some of his special food (he
understands the phrase “puppy breakfast” and licks his lips). Now we have to
resume health watch with one eye on the clock – for at midnight we can expect a
monumental and intimidating fireworks display. Happy New Year.
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Daisy-Mae finds that there are problems with ball chasing in the
snow. Winnie supervises.
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Tuesday, January 1:
Well, the last day of 2012 was a very unhappy one for my dog – so let us hope
that 2013 will offer better prospects. Having endured a gratuitous attack from the
intemperate Jazz in the morning, Fritz faced an evening of sustained bombardment
– there were even fireworks as early as 10:00 when we had our late night walk.
The latter was a process in which I did not have the full cooperation of my pet –
but I persisted until he had completed his evening duties. At midnight, when the
local fireworks joined the TV version from the Thames, Fritz began to paw the
carpet under the desk – and I had to worry about a new problem: would he manage
to electrocute himself on all the wires under there – or plunge the house into
darkness? Shortly before 1:00 we headed for bed, though it took the dog a long
time to relax; his breathing was labored and, with a local party taking on a new
lease on life at 3:45, I had a very bad night as well.
Fritz chokes a bit as we head for our front door this morning – I want to hustle
him outside before there is any unfortunate accident – but when we hit the streets
he seems fine. It is a beautiful morning – with crisp temperatures and sunny skies.
The park is almost deserted and five minutes pass before I see another soul, another
five before the first jogger trots by. I keep a close eye on my dog (though he offers
no poo for inspection) and, once again, he spends some time nibbling on the grass
shoots at the head of the track. Then he heads for the green, making good progress
as far as the walkway behind the tennis courts. I think he is about to undertake his
favorite circuit but after a few steps he reverses direction and heads for the foliage
at the top of the green.
Perhaps he has been attracted by the sound of familiar voices – for when we
emerge onto the green itself we see Debbie with Pucci and Ellen with Lucky and
Jack. Debbie wants to know what the plan is – by which she means, is any place
open for coffee this morning? I remind her that Café Mangiare was not open on
Christmas Day and its closure today is soon confirmed by Georgie, who is walking
up the Morshead roadway with Sparkie, Dudley and Winnie. She says that there
is some talk of heading down to the Café Rouge on Clifton Road but I have no
heart for such a distant expedition. Fritz is heading for home anyway and so we
return after only about twenty-five minutes. Fritz disdains his return biscuits and
continues to stand near the front door, trembling. He is still spooked.
Wednesday, January 2:
Life became a bit easier for Fritz as the day wore on yesterday – he did eat his
dinner (chicken and rice), did enjoy a play period, and, after an initial reluctance,
he did participate in a lengthy late night walk (during which we heard no fireworks
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whatsoever). His poo remains on the substandard size, leaving me with that
perpetual conundrum: do I call the vet or not? This morning we set off at the usual
time, holding the front door ajar so that my neighbor can escape with his redundant
Christmas tree. Life seems to be returning to the park as Fritz makes quick work of
his advance on the green. Today he spends no time in grass nibbling (a good sign)
but when he finally produces a poo there is no evidence of improvement (bad).
There isn’t much sign of any canine activity as we complete a Mt. Bannister circuit
– ending up in the Carlton roadway doggy area. From here I can see Peter lurching
in, soon followed by Vlad with Tara. These gentlemen are waiting at the head of
the Morshead roadway as we catch up – waiting here for Georgie with the Sweep,
Sparkie, and Dudley, and for Janet with Daisy-Mae and Davide with Winnie – all
of whom are completing a grand circle of the green. Just as Ofra appears with
Bailey we set off for Café Mangiare but heading our way now is Makiko with
Emilio. She is wearing those boots that make it look like her ankles have just been
attacked by black squirrels and she is carrying a camera – intending to take a group
photo of our mob as we approach. I have to explain why I have not been much in
evidence the last few days – evidently four of these people ended up yesterday at
Starbucks on Randolph Avenue – which was open on New Year’s Day. Slowly we
make our way across Elgin Avenue, soon taking up two tables in front of our eatery
– with Debbie, Peter and Ellen at one table and Georgie, Janet, Davide, Ofra, Vlad,
Makiko and me at a second.
Davide says that he has two trips to JFK in the next five days and that he will be
seeing Liz; he also agrees to post two of Janet’s calendars for me. (Madrid, it turns
out, was cold and rainy.) Ofra has also been off on her travels – some people visit
Marlow to see the wonderful Thames panorama, she visited Buckinghamshire
in pursuit of that ever elusive pair of boots. Ofra is smoking one of Davide’s
cigarettes – from a package purchased in Japan – and Makiko translates its
message: smoke can damage the health of those nearby. (“As can drowned nuclear
reactors,” I add mischievously.) I have brought no food with me and this proves
very puzzling to the dogs at my feet – well Bailey occupies a nearby chair and
scrapes away at my sleeve with a paw. Sparkie, on Janet’s lap and Winnie, on
Davide’s, get into a snarling scrap and Georgie throws her keys at her pet. Davide
now undertakes payment for all of our food and drink and there is a good deal of
confusion over how much each of us owe him before this business is concluded
and we can scatter. Tomorrow this process should be much easier – since the park
café will have reopened at last.

221

The Dogshank Redemption

Thursday, January 3:
The perpetual conundrum has been resolved – I did have to call the vet shortly
after Linda and I returned from a long-delayed mission to Sainsbury’s – when I
discovered that Fritz had launched volleys from both ends of his body as Cathy,
not understanding his whimpering next to the front door, ignored this sign of his
distress – and thus had to clean up the mess as a consequence. Our appointment
was for 4:45 and, once again, we had the assistance of Linda in this rendezvous.
Dr. Tom administered an injection, issued antibiotic pills and intestinal formula
food and asked to see the dog again on Saturday morning. While we were waiting
for our turn on the examining table Fritz fell in love with Douglas the Duck and
I had to buy this toy for the invalid as well. He had some of his special food at
suppertime (while I ate, with some guilt, some of the chicken I had bought for his
recovery). Our late night walk was completed without incident and we both had
an early night – after I finally convinced Fritz that he wasn’t getting any welcome
home biscuits.
A gray but mild morning now greets us and Fritz, showing no signs of any illness,
displays his wily genius on a number of occasions. I kneel to administer one of his
antibiotic pills but he manages to spit half of this out on three occasions before I
can get him to swallow everything. We accompany Janet and Daisy-Mae as they
catch up with Georgie (and her menagerie) and Dan, who is pushing his bike after
delivering Winnie for the day (Hanna says that, riding in the basket, the Pug looks
just like ET). We complete a circle of the green and enter our doggy compound. I
am standing in front of the café doors when someone notes that Fritz has purloined
Pucci’s ball again and that, worse, someone has let him escape our enclosure.
Soon I can see Georgie in pursuit and I hand my coffee money to Hanna so that
I can follow them myself. Fritz has obviously decided that the only way he can
secure his prize is to head for home and I can now see Georgie running in pursuit.
Fortunately there is another dog owner heading her way and Georgie asks this
woman to grab my dog – which she does. By the time I catch up the culprit has
been captured and is on his way back to prison, the squeaky ball still in his mouth.
As we near the café it is obvious that again someone has opened the gate carelessly
(Vlad, Ofra or the woman with the Yorkie named Lally?) and two of Georgie’s
charges, Sweep and Skye, are now on the loose. Fortunately these two come when
called and soon we are all secure inside our cage.
I have not brought any treats with me (since Fritz is supposed to be eating
prescription food only) but this is a matter of much puzzlement to Bailey, Sparkie,
Daisy-Mae and Skye. This turnabout is also puzzling to Debbie, who wants me to
snag the squeaky ball while Fritz is eating – which he is not supposed to do out
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here. (He does drop it, another dog gets it, and it is at last returned to her purse.)
Skye solves the cock-up on the catering front by clawing away at Ellen’s purse,
succeeding momentarily in extracting a bag of tripe sticks. Fritz, more stealthily,
inserts his nose and, without detection, manages to extract one stick – over which
there is soon a tug-of-war. At the other end of the table Janet has presented to Vlad
two of her own paintings of Tara – to his great delight. Janet is among those who
last night watched the first installment of David Attenborough’s new BBC 1 series
on Africa. We are both in awe over the great nature photography – the highlight of
which was the filming of an epic battle between two male giraffes, who used their
own heads to batter the opponent. We are a long time over our coffees since they
have forgotten Georgie’s cheese croissant. (They have also raised their prices and I
owe Hanna an additional ten pence.)
Friday, January 4:
Our late night walk having produced one excellent poo I stride out this morning
with some confidence that my dog is on the mend. Another fine specimen is
produced soon after we enter the park; it is a cold and gray morning but by no
means unpleasant – at least it is dry. For a while we get stuck behind one of the
park keepers and his leaf blower; he is pausing to wave at all the little kids and
exchanging high-fives with the deaf woman who is always accompanied by the
hearing-ear dog, Pippa the Papillion. There are quite a few dogs and their owners
outside the café fence when we reach the Randolph roadway, but we continue on.
This morning Fritz turns right, instead of his usual left, and we are soon amid the
low foliage above the southerly tennis courts. I use a shortcut in order to keep up
with my dog – who has switched from one path to another; the leaves are all gone
from these bushes and it is easy to walk between them in pursuit. The trouble with
today’s route is that it is hard to stop the dog when it is time to head in for coffee –
we end up doing a complete circuit of the green before reaching the café.
As I open the door of this establishment one of the black Chows, Chinny or Bliss,
dashes in with me. She is soon expelled and I return with my cappuccino; today
I have remembered the extra ten pence this cuppa now costs. Vlad occupies the
corner table but at our grouping we have Peter, Ellen, Janet, Georgie, Makiko,
Ofra and Yara’s mom – who is here this morning with Luna and Luci. Having
spent Christmas at her house Peter makes this woman welcome now and she is
soon sharing with us the medical history of Yara’s younger brother, who has MS –
and who was punched by another passenger because he was boarding the bus too
slowly – needing five stitches as a consequence. Luna spends the entire session on
lap, and Yara’s mom says the dogs are so clever that when Yara says she is going
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out (in Arabic) the Lhasa Apsos rush to the front door in anticipation. A plate of
beans, eggs and sausages is consumed while this recital is going on and first Tara
and then Skye have to be discouraged from helping themselves. The other dogs
remain indignant that I am not offering treats. (I couldn’t even get Fritz to swallow
his pill this morning.)
Janet and Linda have been making arrangements for a birthday lunch in my honor
on Sunday and Janet is rounding up a guest list now. Renata, one of this number,
says she is going to Lugano for a month in May with her teen-aged granddaughter,
and she is very excited by this. Peter is collecting money for the lottery fund and
this weekend’s racing and Makiko gets so confused by all the permutations that
she takes back a £10 note and tells him she will pay tomorrow. (Yesterday one of
our forgetful companions called our Japanese friend Mosquito.) It is time for me
to make a move. I tell Makiko that in honor of Sunday’s grand occasion I am off to
get a much-needed haircut at Sali’s on Formosa Street – and I need to get a move
on. In the small Lebanese world of north London it turns out that Sali knows Yara
and her family and is eager for news.
Saturday, January 5:
It is still gray this morning but temperatures remain on the mild side and I am
wearing only a baseball cap on my newly shorn head. Janet is coming in behind us
with Daisy-Mae as we near the cypress trees and she tells me that she is playing
host to Liz’s oldest son Ryan – who, however, didn’t make it home at all last
night. Janet notes that as mild as it may be now, perhaps there is worse to come
– since, according to head groundsman Boyd, the squirrels are making a mess of
the bowling green by burying their nuts in the turf. Fritz deposits a satisfactory
poo and then rushes through the café forecourt. On the other side we begin a slow
progress toward the Carlton roadway doggy compound – accompanied by a rattling
magpie in the trees above. We now return to the café – where a Saturday crowd
is taking its seats. Inside Lurch is having trouble figuring out how much the new
price for an “Ofra” coffee should be – since this concoction appears nowhere on
the menu.
In addition to Ofra, we have Vlad (at a corner table), Janet, Georgie, Dan, Peter,
Ellen, Debbie and the woman who owns the Yorkie Lally. I have brought with me
two of the famous Paddington Rec calendars, which Dan will pass on to Davide
for mailing in the States and Janet, the creator of this publication, also adds one for
Liz. Peter passes out racing and lottery information and we have a go at our scratch
cards – Vlad has two winners, one earning £2 and the other £5. The dogs (minus
Fritz) are helping Ellen eat her sausage sandwich but they more or less leave me
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alone – though, surprisingly, Skye has a present for me. This is his beloved tennis
ball, which he twice drops in my lap, perhaps hoping that I will throw it for him.
Then he drops the ball through the compound fence and shrieks in distress as the
treasured object remains outside his grasp – until Georgie has to get up and retrieve
it for him.
Shortly before 10:00 I excuse myself (anything to escape another conversation
about boots) because Fritz and I have to head over to Boundary Road for his
checkup. There is no waiting and we are soon in conversation with Dr. Lucinda.
She seems quite satisfied with Fritz’s progress and feels he may not even need a
pro-biotic at this point. She gives me a syringe when I complain of my problems
getting Fritz to swallow his pills – try squirting water into his mouth at the same
time the pill is inserted and he should have to swallow. We soon begin the long
walk home and, once back in the park, it is interesting to note that, though our lot
has by this time scattered, there are still plenty of dogs on their walkies: the Poms
Buddy and Sparkie are just exiting and we soon encounter Dex with his Yorkie
Ozzy and Natasha with her Millie and a Rottweilerish Ruby. Millie is very excited
to see me, even though I carry no biscuits – perhaps I can resume my old role
tomorrow.
Sunday, January 6:
There is moisture in the air as Fritz and I hit the streets on a foggy January
morning. Fritz pauses to sample a few grass shoots as part of his very slow
progress along the back walkways. By the time we reach the café other dog owners
are already congregating in front of our green umbrella – but I have to keep
moving as Fritz now begins what turns out to be a painstaking journey around
Mt. Bannister. There are quite a few tennis players active this morning – they join
the Thai football players, the toddlers in the kiddy playground and the pounding
joggers among those who have chosen to ignore the unfriendly weather. Only a
short time is spent in the Carlton roadway doggy compound before returning to
the café. There is already a pile of cards and presents at my seat but I wait to open
these for I need to get inside and place my coffee order. In fact all the coffees are
on me – for I am 75 today!
Our group this morning includes Peter, Ellen, Dan, Ofra, Makiko, Georgie, Janet,
and Renata – with Vlad and Hanna at the little corner table. I ask Ellen not to give
Fritz any tripe sticks but I am able to let him share in the biscuit bounty at last. The
rebirth of the biscuit bag is, indeed, a well-supported gesture – for the disappointed
dogs have been staring at me accusingly for several days while Fritz was making
do with convalescent food only. One of the beneficiaries in this resumption of
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normal food service is Winnie. She is very active in pursuit of sustenance this
morning, trying to grab the melted cheese that hangs from Makiko’s sandwich and
contesting every other scrap under the table. Frustrated in some of these efforts she
twice launches herself at Daisy-Mae, on an adjacent lap.
Emilio, for his part, continues his multi-tasking, barking and farting at the same
time as he bustles about on Makiko’s lap. Renata adds that Maxi also offered his
own contribution in this category while she was riding a bus recently. She adds
that she apologized to the woman sitting next to her, but the woman said, “That’s
all right. We all do it.” This causes someone on the opposite side of the table to
suggest, “Perhaps she thought you were the perpetrator.” This somehow reminds
me that there is an ancient Linick family legend in which, at a dinner party, the
mistress of the house farted but, with great presence of mind, immediately turned
around and slapped the maid. I now go inside and pay the £18.80 coffee bill and
then we start for home. It is not the last time I will see some of these people for
there will be a birthday lunch for me at the Little Bay at 2:00. At home I attempt
my new strategy for getting Fritz to swallow his antibiotic pill. I put the pill
down his throat, shoot water into his mouth from my syringe and he does, indeed,
swallow. Then he spits the pill out.
Monday, January 7:
As I open my email this morning I note that Dan has sent me a photo – it reveals
yours truly beaming over a plate of flaming profiteroles – part of the concluding
ceremonies at the birthday lunch at the Little Bay yesterday. This was a very
successful outing for ten of the dog people, though we didn’t get home until 5:00
or so, with many of us anxious to see if our animals were able to keep their legs
crossed an hour longer than usual – indeed ten minutes after Fritz and I hit the
streets we encountered Debbie undertaking the same task with Pucci. This morning
begins with the problem of how to get Fritz to swallow the last of his antibiotic
pills…the solution comes when I hide this object in a piece of bread roll.
It is a gray, chilly morning – I wish I had worn my wool cap instead of my baseball
version. As we near our entrance I can see Kasper, with a large red ball in his
mouth, Red, with his red Frisbee around his neck, and Jessica in her pink halter.
Fritz forges ahead, pausing only briefly for one wee in the environmental area. As
we reach the green we encounter the lively brown Toy Poodle named Lexie – she is
being urged to join her pal, Toby the Bulldog, who is having a spirited battle with
his yellow football at the east end. Fritz turns in this direction too and I assume we
will now begin a circuit of this large grassy space but after he deposits his poo he
dashes off toward the tennis courts. He does so, I soon discover, because he has
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spotted Ellen with Lucky and Jack. We now reverse direction, in order to follow
this trio, but Fritz veers off again to have a visit with Ozzie the Australian Shepherd
Dog in the little circular garden – and thereafter, though I am longing for my
coffee, he begins a slow circuit of Mt. Bannister.
We have a relatively small turnout this morning: Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko,
Peter and Ellen. Some of the ladies have watched the first episode of Dancing
On Ice; Ofra is certain that anti-Americanism accounts for the early dismissal
of Pamela Anderson. I say that I started to watch this show but three successive
birthday calls from the States put paid to such a plan. The dogs seem relieved
that I have resumed my role as biscuit dispenser but Fritz spends much of the
time at Ellen’s knee, refusing to believe that the tripe stick sack is empty. Ellen
says that when she went to pick up Jack and Lucky this morning she could hear
an unfamiliar rattle in the hallway – when she turned on the lights she discovered
that the dogs were making a game of rolling around Aisne’s false teeth. Dudley
makes a game of mugging Daisy-Mae as we begin our back passage walkround
– during which a mother is holding on to her twin boys so that they can pet the
passing parade. As soon as we get home I make a game of tossing biscuits down
my hallway so that I can surreptitiously slip out in pursuit of my sheets at the 123
Cleaners. Georgie is just crossing Elgin Avenue with four dogs on lead, Dudley,
Sweep, Winnie and Sparkie – but the latter jumps up on the low wall opposite Café
Mangiare and this creates a problem because this looks like fun and Dudley wants
to get up there as well.
Tuesday, January 8:
A bright ribbon runs along the southern skyline of an otherwise gray canopy
today. No one would call it warm but we have been experiencing far milder
weather than one would normally expect for January in London. This is one of
the observations of Janet, who comes up behind us with Daisy-Mae shortly after
we enter the park. There are lots of dogs about on the walkways and at the café
but Fritz manages to ignore all of them in his solitary and slow progress along his
usual line of migration. Ellen, whom we meet at the tennis courts, comments on
the slow movement of her charges as well. I suggest that we can attribute such a
dilatory pace to the rich reading on offer this morning for there is much to peruse
intently as the dogs make their way forward with their noses – which is how they
read. A Commando-Training van is stationed in the parking lot (nothing to do with
the absence of underwear) as Fritz and I at last reach the Carlton roadway doggy
compound.
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Today our group includes Janet, Georgie, Renata, Ofra, Makiko, Wendy, Peter
and Ellen. Renata has baked some frosted lemon cake and this is ingested with
approval. Ofra complains that Georgie was not effusive enough in praise of the
most recent of her own offerings – but then Ofra is in a testy mood this morning…
soon she is complaining that Janet interrupts her line of chatter too often – though
she does admit that the problem is more acute for her because she always forgets
what she is talking about. Renata suggests that Makiko, who is discussing a recipe
for tuna, should be a cook professionally. For her part, Makiko is very excited
when I tell her that in April the latest volume in the “Dog People of Paddington
Rec” cycle, A Doggy Day in London Town, will be on display at the London Book
Fair in Earls Court.
The dogs themselves are very noisy this morning. Jack, Lucky and Sparkie are
active in warning away any animals approaching our fence (or any children, for
that matter), Emilio is full of protest over the presence of Daisy-Mae, and Dudley
is trying to entice Maxi into a game of chase me around the tables – to no avail.
Karen’s dog has a little better luck when we get up to begin our back passage
walkround but he falls on his prey, Daisy-Mae, with such vehemence that he has to
go on lead and Janet carries her pet home. Unfortunately the gate to the five-a-side
pitch is locked so this pair has no opportunity to tire themselves out with a grand
chase and tumble first. As we near our gate there are still more dogs heading our
way and the joggers have some fine high-stepping to accomplish as they try to get
around us.
Wednesday, January 9:
Cathy, just arrived, tells me that I needn’t bother with the dog’s raincoat – even
though the air is misty as we head for the park on a gray Wednesday morning.
As often happens Janet comes up behind us with Daisy-Mae and we catch up on
our news as we walk along. Janet says that a neighbor has detected an overactive
overflow pipe at Karen’s flat and Karen has asked Janet to have a look at the
problem. I tell her that I am on my way to Covent Garden, where, I have just
learned, they have sold four copies of my A Walker’s Alphabet at Stanfords. In
other news I can add that I have earned one additional dividend as a consequence
of my recent birthday –yesterday I secured immunity from the TV license fee
forever. Fritz gets well ahead of us during our chat and I catch up only as he begins
a stroll down the Randolph roadway. Today we almost reach the gate on this side
of the park before turning around and heading back to the café.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Renata, Davide, Ofra, Makiko,
Peter and Ellen – and many of those present have a complaint to air. Davide
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is annoyed that the repairmen who were supposed to fix his shower yesterday
afternoon failed to turn up – and today he has an appointment that will keep him
away from home. Renata complains that she missed a letter from her NHS dentist
and she has been dropped from his rolls as a consequence – others have a number
of suggestions on where she might go instead. Ellen complains that she cannot find
any place on the Kilburn High Road where she can buy so humble an object as an
egg cup – “I remember when you could buy anything on that street, from an egg
cup to a three-piece suite.” Peter complains that Ellen’s cheese-filled croissant is
too rich for his stomach.
Makiko leaves after only fifteen minutes as Emilio joins Georgie’s menagerie. The
latter already has her own Sparkie, Dudley and Bella and when we get up to begin
our back passage walkround there are some nine little dogs in our queue. Dudley
has to be discouraged from mugging Daisy-Mae, something he has been looking
forward to (as, earlier, Jack has had to be dissuaded from chewing Lucky’s fur as
foreplay in a bout of uncontested humping). Bailey gets lost in the environmental
area and Ofra has to call for him repeatedly before he realizes where he is meant
to be. Sparkie, on lead, tries to drag Georgie behind the cypress trees – she is also
attached to Emilio and objects mightily to this process. When we reach our gate
Janet volunteers to keep an eye on one of Georgie’s dogs today – but Georgie
thinks she can manage four without any assistance. But a few hours later, when I
am returning from the West End, I can see that the number is now five – for there,
in front of my building, I find Georgie conducting a solo walk for the black Lab
Callie.
Thursday, January 10:
Already on our late night walk, with frost beginning to coat the cars, I could
tell that temperatures were dropping rapidly. I am not surprised to see the
thermometer hovering near zero this morning and, after several weeks’ absence,
I have to unpack the long underwear again. Fritz does not seem to be bothered
by the cold and his chief menace is Cracker, advancing rapidly to check him out;
today, however, there are no bullyboy tactics on display and we can make our
way peaceably forward. On our right the foliage surrounding the parallel bars has
been radically chopped – a scene of devastation quickly passed by. After dashing
through the forecourt of the café Fritz seems distracted by the activity within our
compound – where Ellen, Peter and Debbie are already in conversation. I am
astonished when my pet begs an early admittance to this spot – but the mystery is
soon resolved. He has spotted, stolen, and chomped down on another of Pucci’s
many squeaky balls.
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My position inside our area gives me just the right view of activity within the
café itself and I have soon seen the staff flipping the “Closed” sign to its “Open”
opposite – today I will be the first in the queue. Most of the others have taken their
places around our table by the time I return – these include Davide, Georgie, Janet
and Renata. Our dogs have a bounty of treats to share this morning: Winnie is the
chief beneficiary of Davide’s toasted sandwich and Maxi of Renata’s but Ellen,
deciding that Jack and Lucky need a treat as well, goes in to order a toasted cheese
– and all the dogs benefit from her handouts. All benefit save for my own animal –
whose jaws are firmly hanging on to Pucci’s ball. Or are they? Within two minutes
he has destroyed the squeaky mechanism and the ball is rapidly beginning to lose
its charm. This means that he often drops it (Dudley has it for a while) and after
several attempts Ellen gets her foot on it, I drag a frenzied Fritz away from the
prize, and it is picked up so that I can return it to Debbie. Thereafter the dogs, led
by Sparkie, content themselves with raising a racket whenever an alien dog passes
our fence. Maxi actually gets out during one of these exchanges and the others
have to shout to get Renata’s attention – so that she can snatch her pet from any
danger.
Dogs provide the foreground noise but in the background we have the insistent
presence of the tree trimmers, still making their way slowly down Grantully Road
with their chainsaws and wood chippers. Janet is interested in another type of
dissonance. At Dan’s suggestion she has had a look at the tweeted comments that
accompanied the broadcast of Splash! – a TV program in which Olympian Tom
Daley tries to teach celebrities how to dive. Janet says that many of the tweets
are absolutely vile – aggressive and abusive and obscene – “I just think there is a
whole class of people in our society who are filled with hate.” Then, moving on to
more important matters, we discuss Davide’s skin regime, Ofra’s Israeli cooking
shows, Renata’s biscuit budget and now Georgie enters into a long reverie about
Sparkie’s puppy days. She says that when the fellow was only six months old the
vet predicted that there were going to be major behavioral problems – and even
gave her a number she could call if she wanted to hire a therapist. “I thought
this was daft at the time,” she admits, “but now I can see that he was right.”
The question that hovers over our departure for home is, “Do you still have that
number?”
Friday, January 11:
Temperatures are hovering just above the freezing point as Fritz and and I head
for the park on a damp, chilly Friday morning. Entering the park just ahead of us
is Janet – her Daisy-Mae resplendent today in a shocking pink sweater. Janet turns
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right, in order to be in position should Dan arrive with Winnie before the Pug’s
sitter for the day, Georgie, has herself entered the park. We head left – where one
of the chaps charged with removing all of the chopped foliage near the parallel
bars, is just emerging from the bushes – no doubt after a clandestine pee. When we
reach the Randolph roadway I can see that Janet has accepted delivery on another
dog –but this is Bobby, whose owner, Jackie, has arrived well before Bobby’s
sitter, Peter, has made his appearance. Having missed his usual line of migration
yesterday Fritz has some catching up to do and the passage along the walkway
behind the tennis courts is a very slow – with many pauses for investigative
sniffing.
Renata and Ofra have preceded me into the café but I discover that the latter is
fuming because Renata has permitted Maxi to accompany her into this forbidden
space – whereas Bailey is always kept outside. (That’s all right, I tell Ofra, Renata
is on a roll – at the Little Bay she told everybody that Adolph Hitler was an
Austrian Jew.) At our table this morning we also have Makiko (who soon leaves
to resume her duties as tour organizer for a party of a dozen visitors from Tokyo),
Peter, Ellen, Wendy and Ellie. The latter’s Teddy remains lap-bound throughout the
session – indeed about half of our dogs do the same: Bella, Daisy-Mae, Maxi and
Bobby are all lap dogs today. Peter passes around the table with little tidbits for the
dogs but Ellen is their chief benefactor this morning – having ordered a sausage
sandwich with two extra sausages just for the dogs. I tell her that this reminds me
very much of the state of affairs that obtained five years ago – when an order of
sausages was a daily ritual for our animals.
Travel and marriage are the chief topics of conversation this morning. Ellie has
returned from an expensive hotel holiday in Sharm-el-Sheikh and wants to return
to Doha and there is much talk about the necessity of avoiding all the local food
– one wonders what the purpose of foreign travel is in the insulated environment
favored by such voyagers. Ellie is in a manic mood this morning (she speaks
so rapidly that Renata complains she cannot follow) and others are quizzed by
her on their marital status. Janet describes herself as a spinster of this parish and
says that’s the way she wants it to remain. Georgie says she has been married for
thirty-eight years and this brings forth Ellie’s congratulations – though the rest of
us know that there is more to this story. As we get up to begin our back passage
walkround Ellie is telling Ofra that she wouldn’t need a chair blanket if she would
put a little more flesh on her bum and Georgie is remembering how her husband
tried on an old suit (after losing weight) and asked her if she didn’t still fancy him
in it. “I’d fancy you better in a shroud,” was the reply.
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Saturday, January 12:
An early morning drizzle has lifted but skies remain on the gray side as we begin
our walk on a raw Saturday in January. It is very cold. As often happens on the
weekends Fritz decides he’d just as soon forego the opportunity of threading his
way through the footie kids and their parents on the distant walkways – and he is
soon reversing directions to head for the Morshead roadway. Here we meet up with
Janet and Daisy-Mae and Georgie with Sparkie and Dudley. The latter is delighted
by the presence of Daisy-Mae and enjoys jumping on her so roughly that Janet
soon intervenes on behalf of her pet. Fritz accompanies this assemblage as far as
the café and then continues on, checking out what Jack and Lucky are doing on the
flanks of Mt. Bannister, and then resuming a walk along the Randolph roadway.
When he pauses to pee on the strut of a bulletin board near the tennis courts I
manage to get his lead back on – but he fights me every inch of the way back to the
café.
Suspecting that he is in escape mode I hand Fritz’s lead over to Peter and join a
long queue inside the café. In the mirrors that line the walls of this establishment
I can see the reflection of a knitted polar bear’s head coming our way but then I
am more than surprised to see that Ofra is not only behind the counter (where she
reclaims her blanket) but standing at the coffee making machine itself. The mystery
is explained a few minutes later when Blarina presents my drink on a little tray –
with Ofra’s added coffee steaming beside it. Once I have served madam her drink I
sit down at a table that also welcomes Dan, Janet, Georgie, Matthew, Makiko, Peter
and Ellen – with Hanna and Wendy arriving much later. There is a great demand on
the resources of my biscuit bag this morning – I am trying to get rid of some large
Bonio specimens and some of the dogs just won’t believe that the rest of the treats
are finished. Dudley is one of these customers and I am particularly anxious to
remove his paws from my trouser leg since, after rolling on the muddy green with
some other dogs, he looks like a creature from the black lagoon. A couple arrives
after a while with two more Shih-Tzus, two-and-a-half year-old brothers named
Alfred and Gilbert. Daisy-Mae takes immediate exception to their presence (“I’m
the only Shih-Tzu is this village”) but Dudley discovers that this pair will chase
him around the table and we have furious activity for some time; then a confused
Sparkie tries to mount one of the brothers.
Dan is full of advice on the London theater scene – with Makiko and Peter
quizzing him about what’s on. Peter distributes lottery info, horse racing choices
and scratch cards – Georgie has a £5 winner. Janet has brought with her a bag
full of doggy sweaters knitted by her sister and several of these are tried on. Ofra
shows us that on the inside of her left wrist she has a burn mark from some kitchen
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misadventure but after a while, still smarting from the effrontery of this morning’s
coffee adventure, I decide to have my own back (which I do by relying heavily on
an episode of The King of Queens). “I don’t agree that Ofra has a kitchen burn on
her wrist and I will tell you what my theory is – and I want Matthew, in particular,
to pay close attention to my diagnostic skills. Ofra has been busy choosing the
right outfit for her next party and she has visited several expensive couturiers. Of
course she doesn’t want to pay for the costume in question but she knows the shop
has a seven-day return policy – as long as the price tag remains in place. Ofra then
wears the selected garment to her party but, knowing she will be returning it soon,
she stuffs the tag inside the expensive sleeve. Thus, she doesn’t have a kitchen burn
on the inside of her wrist,” I conclude to a round of appreciative laughter, “she
merely has tag rash!”
Sunday, January 13:
Although it is bright enough outside it is also very cold – hovering at the freezing
mark according to my window ledge thermometer. Needless to say I am encased
in layers of clothing and I have the hood of my coat covering my wool cap as well.
I am a bit surprised that Fritz shows no urgency in his morning devoirs – since a
fusillade of fireworks (which I could see rising into the skies above Camden Town)
led to an early abandonment of our late walk last night. There isn’t much going on
when we reach the green, just Charlie the Cocker chasing his sling-lofted ball and
Sunny, the doe-eyed Golden Retriever, adding his gift to the pavement – Fritz adds
two more piles for me to pick up behind the tennis courts.
Ellen volunteers to pick up my coffee for me this morning (she is switching to
hot chocolate in response to the frigid weather) and so I hover near my seat in our
compound, waiting to add a sweetening pellet to my drink before sitting down.
I must say it is not easy stirring this pill into a sea of cappuccino foam with my
gloves on. Peter is here this morning and we also have Georgie (who lets Fritz
escape and then re-captures him quite rapidly), Janet, Ofra, Debbie, Makiko, and
Dan. The latter has arrived on his bike (Winnie in the front basket, indeed like a
scene out of ET) and he reports that after a period of indisposition yesterday his pet
is her old self again this morning. She certainly shows no reticence in the biscuit
queue but I am surprised when, twice, Emilio comes scraping at my leg in his
search for treats. Lucky manages to snaffle up at least three biscuits intended for
other dogs and Ellen, who has been administering pieces of a cheese croissant to
the dogs, actually puts the thief on lead. Fritz takes almost no nourishment since
he is mesmerized by the sight of one of Pucci’s squeaky balls on the tabletop.
Eventually this gets slipped into Pucci’s bag/bed and then Fritz enjoys a few
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biscuits too – jumping up onto his Auntie Georgie’s lap for the rest of the session.
This puts him next to Ofra, who gives him a big cuddle – calling him “Fritzl
Schnitzel.”
Peter and I discuss the fortunes of his beloved Queen’s Park Rangers – which had
a scoreless home draw against Spurs yesterday. Makiko says that she is taking
her visiting Japanese contingent (from Sony) to see Arsenal entertain Manchester
City at the Emirates Stadium today. Hearing that these visitors are interested in
importing Broadway shows to Japan, Dan wants to arrange a meeting for them
with his own bosses, London’s greatest theater impresarios. Dan has brought
his own blanket this morning and wants the café to provide such items for all
customers. It is obvious that Dan is planning a second canine overnight expedition
to Southwold – which was visited by a number of those present five years ago.
Debbie announces that she has a more distant journey tomorrow – to Luxembourg.
Evidently she is, like Georgie, afraid of flying and she is certain it will be snowing
in Luxembourg when she gets there. The white stuff is predicted for much of the
UK – perhaps London as well – and it is certainly cold enough, indeed so cold that
after forty-five minutes or so I find that I am shivering and decide to make a move.
I haven’t missed much because by the time I have reached the clubhouse I look
back and see that everyone else is now getting ready to depart.
Monday, January 14:
A light dusting of snow has fallen overnight – but I can see that the walkways and
pavements are unaffected. I suppose I might wear my wellies if the snow was really
deep but my hiking boots, which I wear every day anyway, will be quite sufficient
this morning. Ozzie comes rushing forward to greet us with his eerie pale eyes as
we get underway, and when we get to the café I discover that Ellen is already in
residence with her two dogs. Chica the Boxer is standing outside our compound
staring at her lifeless tennis balls but inside our fence are two lively, half-grown
sisters, Staffie-crosses who are trying to make friends with Lucky and Jack. I
won’t say anything more about the appearance of these pups – save for adding
their names, Yellow and Brown. Fritz, meanwhile, is beginning a long circuit of
the green – to the sounds of “Dudley, leave her alone!” echoing across the grass as
Janet tries to protect her pet from the overeager roughhousing attacks of Karen’s
pet. A dog walker is letting six charges off their leads near the Grantully gate as we
pass by. Soon thereafter I put Fritz back on his lead so that we can make an orderly
progress toward the café again. All the others are already sitting over their coffee
cups by the time we return.
The queue is very slow-moving this morning but at last I am seated – joining
Ellen, Peter, Davide, Ofra, Georgie and Makiko. Bailey inhales his five-a-day in
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five minutes and then I have to resist his attempts to secure even more treats for
the next half hour. Ellen is again distributing sausage segments to the lucky dogs.
Yesterday it was Emilio who surprised me with his interest in biscuits but I have
another new Pug customer this morning. This is the burly Harley. Unfortunately
he drops his treat and Winnie pounces on it. Then, adding insult to injury, Emilio
begins to lick the visitor’s willy. Fritz can’t believe that Ellen has run out of treats
and to console himself he makes one desperate bid for freedom when she gets up to
leave – she soon collars him (quite literally) and returns him to our company.
Makiko brings us up to date on her Japanese visitors – they enjoyed their outing
to Emirates Stadium yesterday (even though Arsenal lost to Manchester City 2-0)
and today they will have breakfast at the Wolseley and visit the London Dungeon
before flying home. When I tell her that the famous restaurant got its name because
it was once a showroom for the long-discontinued motorcar she is delighted and
looks up all the details on her phone. (Makiko is wearing a fur hat in the shape
of a pawn; Ofra has switched to a care-in-the-community wool hat with dangling
bobbles.) I tell Davide that the first of the dog calendars he took with him to New
York has arrived at my sister-in-law’s house and this means that Liz must have
retrieved them at his New York hotel and mailed them at last. Davide and Janet
exchange information on the installation of computer and TV equipment – it
turns out that Davide, with the assistance of a carefully calibrated satellite dish,
gets Italian TV only. Renata now comes by but she says it is too cold to sit down,
offering, instead, to give first Ofra and then Peter a ride home. Ofra says she has
an appointment with Julie the osteopath but Peter says he will wait for his German
friend to complete one more circuit of the green before he accepts her offer. When
we reach our exit gate the farewells are a bit longer than usual: Janet will be
visiting her sister for a few days and when she is back Makiko will have followed
her tourists on a journey back to Japan.
Tuesday, January 15:
The needle on the thermometer has not even reached the zero mark this morning
and the surface of the running track pitch has yet to lose its white cover. I am
feeling the cold almost immediately and the hood of my coat soon embraces my
wool hat. We pass Pippa the Papillion as we head for the café – where Peter, Ellen
and Davide are already seated, waiting for the doors of this establishment to open
at last. We continue on along the Randolph roadway, soon reaching the gate and
turning around to head back ourselves. There are a few dogs at play on the green
and the odd jogger shedding calories on the walkways but, on the whole, the park
is rather quiet this morning.
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I am glad to see a young woman entering the café just ahead of me – since this will
mean more time spent in the queue, that is more time to thaw out. Unfortunately
this customer wants only a croissant and so I am soon heading back to our table,
where we now also have Ofra and Georgie. As I open the gate Sparkie rushes out to
say hello to Buddy – who has clearly been through the wars. Saskia, pushing baby
Romy in her stroller, tells us that the Golden Retriever has had a tumor removed
from his side (he wears a large white bandage) but he also has a sore paw and this
is protected by a covering that makes it look like he has a hoof. Buddy accepts one
biscuit from me (he is subdued this morning) and departs, leaving the rest of our
pets to continue their own pursuit of sustenance. Fritz manages to get tripe sticks
out of Ellen, Winnie’s diet pellets from Davide and he even gets Peter to remember
that he has a goody dish in an interior pocket – unfortunately it is empty today.
Ofra is rattling away in Hebrew on her telephone. When she is corrected by Davide
for saying that she lit down a candle bought yesterday at the White Company on
the Marylebone High Street she admits that she often speaks English only in the
park. She is not offended by Davide’s correction (lit up) and the two compare notes
on their struggles with a second language – with Davide saying he is particularly
bothered by English words that begin with a silent “w” – like “whole.” Another
who occasionally struggles with English is Makiko, who is now seen heading
our way with Emilio. Davide complains that he is very cold and that if Makiko
wants a coffee it had better be in a take-out cup – soon we are on our back passage
walkround. Just outside the kiddy playground Sparkie produces a very runny poo –
and Bailey steps in it.
Wednesday, January 16:
Well, the needle on the outdoor thermometer has budged at last. At all hours it has
been stuck at the freezing mark for days – but now it is minus two! At least there
is nothing coming down from the skies as we head for the park where, just as we
enter, an unusual scene is unfolding. A chap is trying to summon his dog, a half
grown female pup, and she is ignoring him in splendid immobility– until she gets
up to join Fritz in the little landscaped mound opposite the gate. Seeing his chance
to collar his pet at last the chap completes a furious charge forward by flinging
himself, belly down, on the unsuspecting animal – a tackle worthy of the Patriots
and the Texans, whose TV playoff game I have just been watching (knowing that
Gavan is somewhere in attendance at this contest). The dog cries out in pain and
surprise as her collar is attached and then she has to endure a lecture on her failure
to come when called.
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The puddles are frozen at the side of the walkway – with grit having dissolved the
ice on the paved surfaces themselves. When we reach the café there is no one about
and so we continue down the Randolph roadway, where a magpie is sitting on the
rim of a trash bin – seeing if there is anything useful inside. Fritz turns left at the
tennis courts and, to my surprise, actually dashes through the open door of one
of the courts. A groundsman is just exiting with his wheelbarrow and he is vastly
amused by this impertinent act. “He won’t find any tennis balls in here today,” he
says. “He won’t even find any tennis players,” I note – the place is totally deserted
on such a frigid morning. We continue on to the doggy compound on the Carlton
roadway – where the Killer Chihuahuas are just departing. As we leave this space
ourselves a gym teacher from St. George’s is just leading his hockey girls into
the park. He is lecturing his charges on body heat but the tail-enders are more
interested in testing the surface of each puddle for ice – using their sticks as probes.
We have a fairly small turnout this morning – just Davide, Georgie, Peter, Ellen,
and a luckless robin, who is sitting on our fence and singing to us of his need for
crumbs. Ofra arrives some five minutes late, having picked up her daughter at
Paddington Station earlier in the morning. Someone asks her if she ever picks Lee
up at the airport and her response is, “To the airport I wouldn’t even my husband
take.” Georgie reports that this is the third time she has been out this morning
– some of her charges have been left at home after early morning expeditions.
There are two topics of conversation today – a helicopter crash at Vauxhall and the
discovery that the hamburgers at Tesco and other stores may contain horsemeat
and/or pork. The latter seems a more serious issue than the former – given the
sensibilities of some customers for whom pork is a decided no-no. (We may be
back to the Indian Mutiny of 1857 here.) Ofra now takes a call from a sister in
Israel, also noticeably pork-phobic. She tells us that eight years ago she returned
to Israel to discover that she was now an outsider, that she didn’t even understand
some of the newly evolved slang. “What’s Israeli slang,” I ask, “for my dog is
humping my left leg?” Bailey is detached, Jack is removed from Lucky’s back and
we are ready for an early departure.
Thursday, January 17:
Again the temperature has budged – now it is four below zero on my windowside thermometer. I toy with the notion of putting a coat on Fritz’s back but he
seems to want to go out now – and so this is left behind. I am not too surprised by
his urgency since, for the last few nights, he has been playing silly beggars at the
time of our last walk: either he always wants to turn left (better scavenging in that
direction) or he has to be pulled along before he is ready to assume his normal trot
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or, like last night, he wants to get back inside as soon as possible. As he pauses
for his first poo he is joined by Blanco and thereafter he bounces along with this
little white dog as far as the café. As we walk along behind the tennis courts I try
to point out that there are two lime green tennis balls perched on the hillside on our
left – but he shows no interest in recovering these objects. After a frosty sojourn in
the Carlton roadway doggy corral we are ready to head for the café again. Too bad
the hockey girls from St. George’s aren’t here this morning – all the puddles are
covered in a scrim of ice.
Ellen volunteers to fetch my coffee, though I remain standing so that I can open
doors and gates for her when she returns. Only Peter, Georgie and Ofra are present
today – though Wendy comes in just as we are about to leave. Peter, who always
likes to cheer us up with dire predictions, suggests that it will snow tomorrow from
6:00 am to midnight and this means that it is unlikely that there will be many of
us around to collect lottery or horseracing information. Ellen teases him over this
pessimistic outlook but the decision is made not to sink any of our funds into these
enterprises this weekend. Peter is in a sullen mood anyway – having been abused
by a clerk at a Boots in Kilburn. Ellen too complains of poor treatment at this
establishment.
Surprisingly, there is a little warmth in the sun and this makes our outdoor
adventure more tolerable today. The dogs have fewer ports of call with such a
poor turnout but Fritz manages to spend most of the session laying siege to Ellen’s
purse. Sitting alone at their end of the table Georgie and Ofra are discussing old
age (though those of us at the opposite end have more expertise) – specifically,
who will take care of me when I’m unable to do so for myself? They seem to be
worried that children can’t be depended on in such a situation and I can tell why
such thoughts are haunting Georgie now – daughter Lynn and grandson Oliver
have just returned from a holiday in South Africa and there is some talk of a
permanent move here in the future. Because she has four dogs with her today
(Sparkie, Sweep, Dudley and Winnie) Georgie now decides that the quickest way
home is the Morshead roadway – and Fritz and I follow along as well, anxious to
get back inside as soon as possible.
Friday, January 18:
Well, it did not start snowing at 6:00 this morning (I checked) but by the time Fritz
and I are ready for our day in the park it has been doing so for an hour or so. There
is not much accumulation (the flakes are tiny) and the walkways in the park have
been sprinkled with grit to ease traction. But when Fritz turns to the right for his
first park pee I decide to head this way too – since a left turn would bring us to a
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descent that would be tricky under today’s conditions. Walking over on our left
we have a trio of ladies and their dogs and one of these is Celine, whose Ziggy
would just as soon continue his morning with his pals rather than head for home
– Jasmine Guinness makes sure he has heeded Celine’s call before continuing
forward with her Fly. Fritz and I now complete a slow circle of the green and then
continue down the tennis court alley. As we leave the Carlton roadway doggy pen I
can see Boyd, who has ordered all this superb gritting, having a quiet cigarette in a
corner of his empire.
In spite of Peter’s dire predictions there are more dog owners here this morning
than I might have anticipated. Ellen is here, so is Vlad, so is Georgie, so is Janet
(returned with Daisy-Mae), so is Ofra – who, though afraid of driving in the snow,
has been reminded by her husband that they do now own a jeep. Full marks to
all these brave dog lovers – who have to sit on snow-covered chairs (well, Vlad
scrapes his with paper towels) and endure the occasional gust that blows sideways
under our green umbrella, showering every surface with what looks like coconut
sprinkles. Much of the conversation is devoted to strategies for coping with the
onset of wintry weather. I suggest that my sheets will have to wait a few more days
on the shelves of 123 Cleaners and that I will not be making an expedition to the
bank today, noting that Barclaycard does still permit mailed payments – though
they stopped providing reply envelopes, the bastards, several months ago.
Again Wendy arrives just as the rest of us are on our way home. Ofra offers Peter
a ride and Janet (who has shown us a photo of an oil painting of our dogs that
she is currently working on), Georgie and I take to the back passage. Daisy-Mae
follows Dudley into the empty central pitch and Janet has to go in there herself in
order to keep her pet safe from the mugging proclivities of Dudley. Georgie has
to take a work-related phone call as we walk along our fenced chasm – there will
undoubtedly be scheduling changes involving her school kids as a result of the
snow. Fritz and I get well ahead of these two ladies and we don’t wait for them to
catch up. The snow is still falling steadily but not much is settling; nevertheless
it is less than pleasant when the wind is in your face and I need to get out of my
damp trousers as soon as possible.
Saturday, January 19:
Conditions underfoot have remained unchanged since Fritz and I completed our
late night walk – crunching along the pavements over snowy surfaces that provided
just enough purchase for safe walking (though I did have my stick with me for
additional leverage). As I stare out of my window at the park scene I fail to observe
any sign of life this morning. This is a happenstance that often spells delight
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but today, under very dark skies, the effect is merely depressing. Once we have
begun our journey here activity does pick up – there seems to be no diminution
in the ranks of the joggers but there is no organized footie activity today and
those children who do make it to the park are disappointed that there isn’t really
enough snow to make a decent snowman. Fritz makes a most leisurely circuit of
Mt. Bannister and, perhaps because he has discovered something that he deems
edible under some bushes here, I have a devil of a time getting him to abandon the
Carlton road doggy area. There is one piece of good news: after a year and a half I
have finally figured out how to keep the hood of my winter coat in place atop my
head.
Ellen, Ofra and Vlad are the only breakfasters when first I sit down with my own
cappuccino but Dan and Janet are out on the green, slowly making their way
toward us, Hanna arrives after ten minutes with Yoyo and an oversleeping Georgie
arrives after twenty minutes with Sparkie, Sweep, Emilio and Dudley. The latter
is the worst of the wet-pawed culprits at my knee and my trousers are soon soaked
through. Vlad is telling a story about adding Tara’s wet paw print to postcards he
used to send his son while, at the same time, the tall Rhodesian Ridgeback is rising
up at the table edge in order to stick her head inside my biscuit bag. Daisy-Mae and
Yoyo have a food scrap under the table and Winnie, sitting on Dan’s lap, is also
looking for a fight with anyone.
The issue of horsemeat is still an important topic for us this morning. Dan has also
eaten horse (Hanna too) but others disdain this idea and this leads to a broader
discussion of what each of us would or would not eat in extremis. Perhaps because
we are surrounded by snow (and sand-like pellets are still falling) the experience of
the Andean plane crash victims who turned cannibal is drawn upon as an example.
Georgie says that she would never eat the corpse of her husband James – “if I
did I’d be drunk all day.” “That’s all right,” Dan replies, “you could just have a
piece of him as an after-dinner liqueur.” Dan is the first to announce that he is
getting cold, after we have been seated for forty minutes or so, and so a homeward
progression begins. I would love to return to the warmer precincts of my own
home but I know that as soon as I drop Fritz off I have an errand to conclude. More
dire weather is predicted over the next few days and I had better head over to the
123 Cleaners while I can still see my feet in the slush.
Sunday, January 20:
Ah, where is the grit of yesteryear? In fact the street-side pavements seem to
have earned a good deal of attention in this category but, with the staff enjoying a
weekend break, the same cannot be said for the walkways in the park itself. And
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it is snowing. I make my way gingerly down the little hill at the start of our back
passage and follow Fritz, who is wearing his coat today, as he makes quick work of
his progress back here. Thank God I have learned how to fasten my coat hood into
its secure protective helmet. Fritz would really like to enjoy a good snowplowing
run through the white stuff, his nose buried in the surface, but there is really not
enough accumulation at this point. Instead he makes his way behind the tennis
courts and into the Carlton roadway doggy compound. Here we find the noisy
Killer Chihuahuas, whose name I learn at last – little white Sky and little black
Mischu. Mischu is being teased by a magpie, who drops down a few feet away
and then takes off as soon as the little dog charges, then drops down over and over
again. Giving up at last Mischu joins Sky in hectoring a new candidate – me. They
are so insistent and so hard to collar that when it is time for us to leave I have to let
Fritz out of the gate without putting him on lead first. Then I am able to secure him
for our march to the café and coffee at last.
Blarina asks me if it is true that dogs like snow – she has seen quite a few
gamboling about joyously in the last few days. Together we stare out the window
at the greenside scene – where one personal trainer has floored his charge flat on
his back on the Randolph roadway outside the café gate while two Weimaraners
dance about. In spite of the little blizzard we have a very respectable turnout this
morning: Dan (who is just explaining that he wants me to add a seating chart to
my next book), Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Hanna and Ellen – with Matthew’s dad soon
arriving with Emilio and Yara bringing up the rear with Luna and Luci. I am at
last able to pass on to her the greetings of my hairdresser, Sali. Yara is thinking
of selling her Smart car and Ofra is interested. The latter also wants to see the
film version of Les Miserables and Dan discovers that there are seats at the 1:00
showing of the film at the Sutherland Avenue Everyman – Janet will go as well
but Georgie says she has too many dogs at home to join in (one of these, Bella, is
sitting on her lap under two layers of clothing). Matthew’s father announces that
last night he saw a fox – only to be told that this is a common occurrence in our
neighborhood. Indeed, Dan says that he grew up in the Essex countryside but he
has encountered many more exemplars of this species in Maida Vale.
The end of the session comes with a series of canine meltdowns. First Bailey
becomes distressed when Ofra gets up to go to the loo, then he somehow escapes
in order to look for her but when she returns and receives the news that her pet has
gone walkabout she manages to let Fritz out as she hangs on the gate. He is rapidly
recaptured but now there is a noisy confrontation under the table as Daisy-Mae
attacks the half-blind Sweep and the latter shrieks in terror. Luna and Luci never
make it inside the doggy compound but we now have to abandon the tardy Yara
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to undertake our back passage walkround. This is not an easy process since the
surfaces are slippery and the joggers are getting mixed up in the dogs’ leads. Just
before we reach the exit I notice that Winnie, dressed in her yellow Snoopy skater’s
outfit (the one with baseball cap covering her head) is somehow managing to keep
up for once – because she is being carried in a dog bag by a doting Dan.
Monday, January 21:
Temperatures remain on the frigid side today – which will explain why all the
recent snow lies undisturbed in its wintry patterns. The back passage remains
ungritted and so there is some need for careful progress as Fritz and I head for
the sanctuary of the cypress trees – whose overhanging boughs usually prevent
the accretion of any snow whatsoever. In the chasm between the playing fields
we at last meet a park worker with a wheelbarrow full of grit and when we reach
the green there is a totally snow-free ribbon of tarmac. On the foothills of Mt.
Bannister three schoolboys in uniform are having fun deconstructing a snowman
but for one of them disaster beckons. He decides to use the loos, makes the mistake
of entering the female toilet, recoils in horror, and manages to put a foot into a deep
bowl of doggy drinking water!
Heading toward us is another Schnauzer, named Siki I believe, and Fritz is soon
touching noses with his skittish cousin. He does not, however, continue on to
any of his usual park routes and this is because he can hear the voices of Janet
and Davide out in the center of the green, and here he has to dash joyfully in the
undisturbed snow. Little Barry, the black Pug, is also out here with Winnie and
Daisy-Mae and Georgie soon arrives with Sparkie and Dudley. While Dudley is
rolling Daisy-Mae in the snow I manage to get a lead on my pet and to head for the
café – where things are not as we usually expect them. I notice that the umbrella
has not been unfurled this morning (and not because the non-existent sun can better
reach us this way), our two tables have not been drawn together and there is a fine
scattering of grit all over the surface of our doggy compound. Moreover tables and
chairs are being deployed by Metty’s brother, Benny, directly in front of the café
door – here is where we will be sitting today. I tell Blarina that this was, of course,
our old place of pilgrimage but she knows this – though it was well before her time
here – since she has studied the back cover of volume four in “The Dog People of
Paddington Rec” cycle. It soon becomes clear why we are to be displaced today.
To begin with, the umbrella is frozen in place and can’t be unfurled. Then there are
objections to the covering of grit – for it is true that the salt content of this fine sand
does hurt the paws of our dogs. So, here we are, back at our old station – Janet,
Davide, Georgie, Peter, Vlad, Wendy and Ofra.
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Janet begins the session by noting that Susie has called and that she has been given
the all-clear after her recent cancer treatment; Janet says she also spoke to Ronnie,
who seems to be getting on well. She is taking pictures of the dogs in the snow
today, and she also says that no one went to the movies yesterday after all– since
they couldn’t get three seats together. Fritz is attached to a leg of my chair (also
a remembrance of things past) but he takes no part in the feeding frenzy. Bailey
gets his five-a-day and Daisy-Mae shows up to beg biscuits for nearby burial in
the snow. Robin is here and we have no crumbs but we convince ourselves that
he has been watching Daisy-Mae and her biscuits – he does seem to hop around
near her burial site. When it is time for us to make our homeward journey there
are problems. Daisy-Mae hates the salt on the walkway and Janet has to pick
her up; Winnie is more reluctant than usual and Davide has to go back to fetch
her. Even Fritz is limping a bit and I notice that he prefers walking in the snowy,
ungritted margins of the walkways. This is why, as we near home at last, I avoid
the pavements as much as possible – taking to the shiny tarmac of the street itself
for as long as possible.
Tuesday, January 22:
A low, icy fog clings to the surfaces of the Rec this morning – temperatures still
struggle to reach positive figures and today the damp chill is truly penetrating.
Fashionable London makes an appearance as we complete our in-lap – first we
have Jasmine Guinness, walking with her Fly, and then, on the Randolph roadway,
we encounter Mary McCartney with Paddy. Both of these ladies always offer me
a greeting – perhaps it’s just be kind to the elderly week. Fritz decides to explore
the walkways on our right and soon he is beginning a circuit of the green itself. He
has made a really slow progress to this point and I would really like to get into the
café – so I put the lead on him after only a short distance and, reversing directions,
we return to our doggy compound – where the green umbrella, unfrozen at last, has
assumed its rightful pose above our conjoined tables.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Davide, Peter and Ellen.
The latter has ordered some sausages and these are cut into little chunks, the better
to cool to an edible temperature before being distributed to the dogs. Fritz enjoys
several mouthfuls, though he feels that Ellen is holding out in him, and then he
pays court to Davide’s knees in anticipation of some pellets from Winnie’s diet
bag. Daisy-Mae is slow off the mark (perhaps because there is a toasted sandwich
nearby) and misses out on the sausages – though she does arrive for a biscuit or
two later on. Bailey gets only up to number four in this category today. After the
animals have settled down we can return to our usual chat and other necessary
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activities – such as the topping up of lottery stakes. A number of us have been
watching an abortive wedding drama on Coronation Street and this is discussed.
Davide tells us that he is driving to High Wycombe this evening in order to deliver
a friend to hospital. He would have taken the train but the price was so exorbitant
that it will be cheaper to drive.
After a while Vlad comes in with Tara and takes a chair at the far end of the table.
He then lights up, sits back and relates the following tale. Yesterday, leaving Tara
at home, he went to pick his wife up at work. He was too early and so he parked
and ordered a cup of coffee. While he was drinking this his phone went off and
he answered; a neighbor was calling to report that there was smoke issuing from
his house and the fire alarm was ringing shrilly! He jumped in his car and drove
through several red lights in his panic. (You can tell he is still upset because at
one point he tells us, “The tears were streaming from my ears.”) When he reached
his house the fire brigade was already in evidence; they had broken down his
front door and dealt with the source of all this smoke – Vlad had left the light on
under a pot in which he regularly boils a chicken for Tara. The latter was unhurt –
though she was hiding under a bed. The firemen dumped the offending pot into the
back garden and, much relieved, Vlad relaxed. But soon he noticed that Tara was
vomiting and a closer examination revealed that the offending matter contained
a lot of soot and charred bones: the Rhodesian Ridgeback had discovered the
carbonized chicken in the garden and scoffed the lot.
Thursday, January 24:
I have missed a day in the park – for the first time since mid-October. In fact Fritz
and I were here, but half an hour or so before our usual time – since I had a 10:00
appointment in the West End, and this meant that I would not see any of my friends
at breakfast. Hoping to remedy this deficiency today we set out at our normal hour
on a gray and frigid morning. Most of the snow has receded – indeed yesterday
I even saw a work crew laboriously stripping snow away from a few lanes of the
running track. Everywhere there is mud. When we reach the Randolph roadway an
infant, in the first joys of self-propulsion, is lurching delightedly from the precincts
of the gazebo. Fritz passes her by and I assume we are about to begin our normal
circuit of Mt. Bannister but he is enchanted by familiar voices across the green and
he turns around to join a number of his pals in front of the café. I have high hopes
that we can sit down now but he is soon resuming his interrupted journey, though,
surprisingly, we have the company of Ofra and Bailey on this expedition. Bailey is
hunting for squirrels during this procession, one that ends when Ofra, without even
making an appearance at our breakfast table today, gets into Ricky’s car (which she
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has to return now) and drives off.
There is, indeed, only a small turnout in our doggy compound this morning – just
Peter, Ellen, Janet (with a bad cold), Georgie and, back after her week in Japan,
Makiko. Georgie says that yesterday she found an ad for local construction workers
on the Internet and was in the process of passing the telephone number on to her
underemployed husband when she noted one usual requisite – “Must be able to
speak Hungarian.” (The benefits of European union, which David Cameron only
yesterday promised would be the subject of a national referendum eventually,
seem somehow well-focused by this requirement.) Meanwhile the world-travelling
Makiko, who was part of the team responsible for One Direction’s recent Tokyo
visit, shares with our dogs the first of a number of treats, this one in chicken and
sweet potato flavor.
I tell the others that my absence yesterday was due to my annual visit with
cardiologist Rodney Foale. This estimable physician shows a keen interest in the
dog books and, while studying my charts and thumping my chest (and telling
me that I will probably need a pacemaker within the next ten to fifteen years) he
developed a detailed fantasy in which this cycle would serve as the subject of a
chummy British comedy film. (He does know many show biz characters, including
scriptwriters, and he did ask me if he could pass my name on to some of them.) I
have heard ideas like this before and I don’t take them very seriously but for the
fun of it I now ask my friends to imagine who might play them in a screen version
of “The Dog People of Paddington Rec.” Peter grumbles that he has been though
this once before – with Richard Wilson or Bob Hoskins coming to mind. The
others want Helen Mirren to play Ellen, Janet says she’d just as soon be portrayed
by Angelina Jolie (if Jo Brand is busy), and Georgie says she could be played
by wee Jimmy Krankie. I suggest that Alan Carr and Bruno Tonioli have been
approached to play Dan and Davide.
As we get up to leave Janet offers Peter a ride home – but he is still waiting for
delivery of Bobby. Daisy-Mae takes her rubber ball into the central pitch and won’t
leave this area so Janet has to come back and get her. (There is retribution for this
naughtiness because the ball ends up in Fritz’s mouth and, I think, he drops it in
the bushes on the way home.) We now encounter Renata, walking with Maxi, and
she and Makiko exchange a few words in Italian while Emilio’s drooping coat is
reattached. Makiko, not having had time to make a choice, is carrying a whole
shopping bag full of Japanese dog goodies – and she promises a further selection
will take place before treat time tomorrow.
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Friday, January 25:
Was I perhaps over-stimulated? I am looking for some explanation for the poor
job I did of sleeping last night. It had been a busy day. Fritz spent a lot of time
growling at the front door and every time I had a squint through the peephole I
could discover no explanation for this behavior. Then, when we made an early
start to our afternoon’s walk, I opened the front door only to discover Daisy-Mae’s
missing yellow ball – which Fritz must have dropped just as he arrived at this spot
earlier in the day. We were undertaking an early walk because at 3:50 I had to meet
my friend Tosh, between chemotherapy sessions, at the Vue theater in Shepherd’s
Bush. It had been months since I had last seen her and we had a lot of catching up
to do after viewing Argo – and this was also true when I got home and Michigan
Janet called – for the first time since my birthday. Janet was fascinated to hear
about Makiko’s connection with One Direction – for these lads are idolized by her
granddaughter, who is in her first year at Central Michigan University.
Since I have been up for so long anyway Fritz and I make an early start on our
walk in the park this morning. By the time we have made our usual circuit and
returned to the café (where two forgotten, forlorn and mismatched mittens decorate
the fence top) the others are beginning to foregather. Today we have London
Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Wendy, Peter and Ellen. Makiko, who must be suffering from
terminal jetlag, fails to make an appearance – with or without Japanese dog treats.
Our animals content themselves with hectoring me or Ellen, whose toasted cheese
sandwich is soon shared out – even Peter gets a piece, though the cheese melts into
his coffee. Georgie says that she must give Dudley a bath – since Karen is due back
tomorrow morning. The lively white dog has been quite a presence in her house for
the last month – never at rest, always up to some mischief (last night he ate one of
James’s slippers and twice pulled Sparkie out of the bathroom by his tail.) Georgie
still has Skye with her as well – even though Michaela is back in town – and
thereby hangs another kind of tale.
This story is related by Janet and it takes place in France, where Michaela and
Stewart were on holiday. In very bad weather their car crashed off the road, turned
over and left them both upside down for two-and-a-half hours before rescue!
Michaela is still in a state of shock, evidently, lucky to be alive she says, but only
sore and bruised and limping about a bit as well – which explains why it has been
easier to leave the Cairn with Georgie. Skye now joins our homeward procession.
As we pass the playground we can see Maida Vale’s own triplets, each dressed in
blue anorak and gray bobble hat, chortling in joy as the swings rise and fall. It is
still grey and very cold and I am longing to get back inside as soon as this return
journey is concluded.
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Saturday, January 26:
Temperatures remain depressed but today we have something we have not seen for
many a morning – bright sunlight. I grab my dark glasses, therefore, and we head
for a muddy park that is filled with Saturday morning footie folk. One unit in this
ensemble enters the park directly in front of us but, as so often happens, they get
confused over which way to walk to reach the pitches –and soon they retreat. Fritz
weaves through all the legs and reaches the green – where we begin a rare circuit.
By the time we have reached the bandstand he has to go back on lead and I can
see that ahead of us Dan is just entering with Winnie. Dan is also just ahead of me
when I join the coffee queue, but the chief interest at the counter is a tug-of-war
between an interloping Dudley and, returned after a month in Australia, Karen!
Two days ago was her birthday and the coffees (and the cookies she has brought
from down under) are on her.
In addition to Karen and Dan our grouping this morning includes Janet, Georgie,
Ofra, Peter, Ellen, Matthew and Makiko. Peter passes out scratch cards and,
the tracks having survived their inspections, racing information as well. It takes
Matthew and Makiko a lot of time to find the money for today’s £2 in the latter
category – but, a penny at a time, they somehow manage it. (“If we win you are
going to be paid in farthings,” a disgruntled Peter warns.) Makiko can now settle
down and admire Ofra’s new boots. I also want her attention in order to tell her
about Janet’s granddaughter and the latter’s affection for One Direction, and to
remind her that I am breaking in a second pair of birthday socks, and to bring her
up to date on our adventures with casting for the mythical production of “The Dog
People of Paddington Rec.” Makiko enters into her own casting issues by rejecting
Lucy Liu and my own nominee, my former student Devon Aoki – whom Makiko
dismisses as looking too Asian! She would really like to be portrayed by Penelope
Cruz – we never get as far as nominating Sandra Oh – but she agrees with me
on my suggestion for Ofra: “I’m casting Natalie Portman as Ofra – because we
need an actress who can break into Hebrew conversations on the telephone at the
breakfast table.” As I say this I note that Ofra, sitting on my left, misses this bit of
conversation – because she is having a conversation of her telephone in Hebrew.
Dudley is not the only dog happy to honor the return of Karen – Fritz too has been
missing his morning cuddle and he spends a lot of time in her lap before reporting
for his biscuits. Bailey, Winnie and Sparkie are also repeat customers and even
Emilio takes a treat while he is sitting in Makiko’s lap. All of these dogs, and
Daisy-Mae, join a back passage walkround – where I can count no fewer than eight
dog owners. Dudley distinguishes himself by running into two of the footie pitches
as we make our way among the crowds. Matthew has to go back to pick up Emilio,
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who is suffering from a foot problem. Fritz twice pauses to drink from puddles – a
practice I discourage since we can guess that the water must have a lot of salt from
recent gritting. We do not turn right at our usual exit because I have decided to
prevail on Georgie to keep an eye of my dog when I dart inside the Hamish II store
on Castellain Parade. This decision is immediately questioned by the other dog
owners (and they say dogs are creatures of habit), who want to know why I have
departed from my normal routine – rather than go home. I tell Georgie that it is a
good day to be left holding a dog lead outside a convenience store: it is sunny, for
once, and she is not holding on to five other pets.
Sunday, January 27:
An all-night rain has at last lifted, and brighter skies are bringing with them
another morning in the sun. Temperatures have also risen considerably (look
ma, no long-johns) though there is a chilly wind to remind us that we are still in
January. Puddles lie everywhere and if you step off a footpath to avoid them you
are instantly in mud. Heading toward us in Karen – she is wearing her orange
puffer jacket and Dudley is wearing a fluorescent orange raincoat. When we reach
the green, however, I can see that this latter garment has been stowed away – just
as well since florescent orange and lime green are the two colors Sparkie hates the
most – they symbolize men at work and he resents this, perhaps because, perforce,
there is so infrequently any homegrown example of the phenomenon. Rushing
toward us is Phoenix, here to check Sparkie out, but Fritz, resuming an ancient
role, rushes forward amid cautionary growls, eager to protect his pal. We continue
along the Randolph roadway as far as the gate and then turn around. I notice that
the cricket crease is covered in standing water – though not quite enough to earn
this place its alternative nickname, Lake Botham.
Georgie and Dan are just in front of me in the café queue – and atop a glass
cabinet we can see a homemade sculpture, a golden spoon award for the world’s
best coffee made for the crew by a satisfied customer. We three are soon joined by
Janet, Peter, Ellen, Karen, Matthew, Makiko and even Ofra – who has not gone to
Bristol to visit daughter Lee, even though Bailey has had an anticipatory sleepover
at Georgie’s last night. That dog now lays siege to my trousers, turning them into
a muddy mess even before Winnie, Sparkie, Dudley and even Emilio can have a
turn. Fritz decides that he wants the attention of his Uncle Dan – though the latter
objects to my pet’s wet paws; I have Winnie clawing away at me at the same
moment that Fritz is laying siege to Dan. Finally Karen takes pity on my boy and
he spends some time on the orange raincoat on her lap.
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Bailey scoffs his five-a-day in as many minutes and then I have to fight off his
attentions for the rest of the session.
Makiko too has brought some more Japanese dog treats – more chicken encased
in plastic – but she also has some human edibles as well; sesame balls, chocolate
sticks and the unusual instance of wasabi-flavored Kit-Kat bars. The latter do not
carry any of the sting of real wasabi but they are tasty enough. I congratulate both
Makiko and Karen for fighting off jetlag to join us this morning. Karen says that
two glasses of wine knocked her out for good last night. She is thumbing through
the Mail on Sunday – with its news about a future referendum on UK participation
in the European Union. She says that the French too are plagued by Europe’s
endless regime of rules and requirements but that, unlike the British, they just
ignore these and get on with it. The back of the paper carries a blast at his own
team by QPR manager Harry Redknapp – a verdict shared by Peter after a poor
showing against MK Dons yesterday. But Peter does have some good news – for
our £2 turf investment we each now receive an envelope containing £2.88 – don’t
spend it all at once. We get up now to begin our journey home. Bailey jumps up on
an empty chair at a table shared by two gents in front of the café – and is swatted
down just before he helps himself to the food on their plates.
Monday, January 28:
Sunny skies and chilly temperatures again prevail as we begin another week in
Paddington Rec. Janet and Daisy-Mae are coming in behind us as we reach the
cypress trees and Fritz rushes back to give Janet a big greeting before returning to
his relentless assault on the green. As we near the Carlton roadway we encounter
Peter – just arriving with a wheeled carryall. “If this were just after a race day,” I
tell him, “I’d expect you to have all of our winnings in that contraption.” For his
part Peter wants to know if the café has changed its hours for, sure enough – ten
minutes or so before opening time – a woman is sitting out in front with a cup of
coffee. I have lost track of my dog while all of this is going on but he is waiting
for me on the green and again we begin a circuit of this space – encountering a
tail-wagging Yoyo, here today with Lizzie, near the Grantully gate. I can see Tanya
in solemn conclave with Makiko and Ofra in front of the café and soon Tanya’s
Wiemaraners, Pasha and Chicca, are bounding by.
Pointing to the mountain of foam atop my cappuccino Blarina wants to know if
there should be a cherry on top as well. “No,” I reply, “but it certainly deserves
one.” Then I take my seat at a table that includes four of those already mentioned,
Peter, Janet, Makiko and Ofra, and also Georgie, Wendy and Ellen. The dogs
are the beneficiary of some sausages ordered by the latter – but they are more
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interested in making noise than eating this morning. Fritz makes his escape when
Georgie arrives with Sparkie, Winnie and Skye, but Janet assists in his recapture
by simulating the sound of a squeaky ball. I can see his gray head turn around at
this magical sound and he is too late to see Georgie descending on him with her
lead. He spends most of the session in Janet’s lap, still looking for the faux ball,
and it is from this position that he soon utters a howl of protest when the other dogs
begin hectoring strangers on the other side of the fence. As usual, Jack, Sparkie
and Lucky are prominent among the mischief-makers but today it is Skye who is
noisiest. I ask Georgie how Michaela is getting on; she says that Skye’s mom is
still sore, black and blue, and still limping about a bit.
On the table there is a two kilo green bag of organic dog food and we spend some
time trying to figure out where it came from and who should claim it now. The
consensus is that Georgie should take it for the “nursery,” and this suggestion
proves its worth when Georgie receives a text from Danielle, the owner of little
Bella. She has left this gift for Bella’s sometime sitter. Makiko and Ofra spend a
good deal of time looking up the name of a coat designer on the Internet (Ofra is
wearing new tights which simulate the pelt of some endangered feline). We have
to explain to her who Mary Queen of Shops is – for that redheaded dynamo is just
jogging by with her little Walter. (Yes, but is she Jewish? – Ofra wants to know.)
Then we return to a review of recent TV fare. Janet denounces Dancing on Ice as
boring but both of us are charmed by David Attenborough’s Africa on BBC 1 –
indeed I have seen much of the most recent installment twice so that I could watch
the leaping springboks in joyful flight, rivaling, for once, the animal spirits we
often see in our dogs. The latter are now lined up for a return journey. Daisy-Mae
is told that she will not have to worry about a mugging from the missing Dudley
today and Winnie is advised that if she gets a move on she will soon be reunited
with her daddy. Georgie often uses this bribe as a way of getting the dilatory Pug
moving but today it is actually true – waiting for us at the end of the cypress trees
is Davide, returned at last from the charms of Newark.
Tuesday, January 29:
Rain has again visited Maida Vale but the clouds have lifted by the time we are
ready to begin our morning in the park. Just ahead of us I can see Margaret,
not seen in these parts for some time, walking with her Pugs, Mutley and the
half-grown black puppy, Biddy. We never catch up with this group because
Fritz is making very slow work of his in-lap. I have reached the entrance to the
environmental area (which I like to block with my own body) when I notice that
he has squatted for a second poo amid the ivy that grows beneath the cypress
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trees. I retreat but I can’t find where this contribution has landed – it will have to
serve as fertilizer. We now continue on to the green – and begin a slow circuit of
Mt. Bannister. Toby the Bulldog is just behind us for a while, then we have no
company until we enter the Carlton roadway doggy pen – where Fritz passes a
cursory inspection by the the Killer Chihuahuas. The rest of the crew are sitting
down as we return to the café and today we have a brief visit from a chap who
knows Ellen; he has a little Yorkie named Ted with him.
Our group includes Janet, Georgie, Karen, Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Davide and Makiko
– though Vlad soon comes in to usher his wife’s best friend from Belgrade, Lola, to
the little corner table. His Tara, after exhausting the food possibilities at our table,
settles into his lap, her back feet on the floor and her chin nestled peacefully onto
the tabletop. Our dogs are insatiable in their search for puppy provender. Makiko
(dressed in a big black faux-fur) has brought another packet of doggy treats from
Japan, and Davide, at some cost to his blue jeans, distributes these to the assembled
animals. My trousers are soon muddy as well. Skye, one of the worst of these
panhandlers, soon discovers that his tennis ball has rolled outside our fence and
he sets up a manic appeal for its return. He is in position to join Sparkie in protest
over the arrival of a five-month old Tibetan Spaniel named Hannibal.
No one complains about the temperature – which is really quite mild – but there is
a catalogue of complaint nevertheless. Davide complains about missed texts and
failed Skypes (and I suggest that life was simpler when we just had the telephone
to deal with) – while Ofra complains that her fingers are too big for the dial of
her mobile phone and she has to use a pen. Janet complains that her bronchitis
has robbed her of the sense of taste and that Daisy-Mae may be right in refusing
some proffered chicken – since it may have gone off. Karen complains that her hot
water isn’t working and it may be time to call in Pimlico Plumbers again. Peter
complains that QPR players are fighting among themselves and they are never
going to succeed against visiting Manchester City in such a mood. When we get up
to begin our back passage walkround Fritz gets far ahead of the others, never looks
back, and soon we are at the foot of our stairs – as the sun attempts a breakthrough.
Wednesday, January 30:
It has not been a restful night at our house. I did not get back from my cinema
rendezvous with Tosh (Lincoln at the Mayfair Curzon) until 5:40 – so our late
afternoon walk was well-delayed. Then I again made the mistake of mixing some
spaghetti (though well chopped-up) into the dog’s evening meal – he loves it but
it doesn’t love him and hours later, after our late night walk, up came most of his
dinner on the hall carpet. Thereafter he was restless and even woke me up at 3:45,
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whining in the same hallway. I think he was also discomfited by the weather – for
rain and wind lashed away at our windows all night long. He did not seem to need
any emergency visit to the streets, thank God, so I just picked him up and put him
on the bed – where he settled down eventually. This morning the last of the rain
seems to have lifted by the time we head for the park.
On the back walkway we encounter Janet, chatting with Stephen – while Will,
Grace, and Daisy-Mae wait patiently. The topic of this conversation, I can soon
tell, is dog grooming; I have noticed that most owners are fiercely loyal to their
pet’s hairdresser of choice, and will follow the stylist to new locations so that this
bond will remain unbroken. “Are you looking for squirrels?” – so says Karen,
coming up behind me as I bend low amid the cypress trees in pursuit of a poo
(Fritz’s seems fine, incidentally). We continue on along the Randolph roadway,
where Fritz seems very interested in the workmen who are preparing to install a
new greenside set of benches – I get him away from here before he manages to pee
on any of their tools. After a circuit of Mt. Bannister we return to the café and I
join a very slow-moving queue, just behind Karen. Evidently Lurch is on his own
behind the counter and I have a chance to suggest to Karen that some day they
will actually breed a Coton that is half white (above) and half black (below) – as
Dudley is now. I also have a chance to read all of the headlines in the Daily Mail
over Karen’s shoulder by the time I am served.
Our group this morning includes Karen, Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Ofra, Renata,
Davide, Peter and Ellen. The latter has a number of exotic treats for the dogs. She
wants to know how I manage to keep my park corduroys so clean and I tell her that
this apparel is frequently filthy by the time I get home – but the paw prints tend
to dry quickly and I can then brush the dirt off. Ofra asks me not to give Bailey
his full complement of dog biscuits, so business is slow at my knees today. The
dogs are incensed when a fluffy Golden Retriever wanders by – they get louder
the larger the visitor is – perhaps they can sense that if admitted to our circle the
bigger dog will eat all of the treats they have been counting on. Food is also a topic
of conversation above table – we learn where to buy fish on the Golborne Road
and Renata says, “I like to cook with wine – and sometimes I even put some in the
food.” (Davide has to explain this joke to a number of our English-as-a-secondlanguage diners.)
It begins to rain again and there is a scramble for coats and leads – I haven’t
even finished my overflowing cappuccino but I get up too. “Well, there goes my
expedition to Sainsbury’s,” I add, hunting for Fritz – who has rushed out to the
green. Here Georgie grabs his collar while, calling on my “Be Prepared” Boy
Scout background, I whip his raincoat from a pocket of my own version of this
252

The Dogshank Redemption

garment. Makiko is my companion on the back passage. She wants to know all
about Lincoln and I am soon plunged into memories of my seminar on Radical
Reconstruction at U.C.L.A. half a century ago. I recall that Harold Hyman,
our professor, had become a Radical himself by the time he had completed his
biography of Secretary of War Edwin Stanton, who appeared as a character in
yesterday’s film. We are really getting soaked and, Sainsbury or no, I will need to
change trousers when I get home. I tell Makiko that I will have Cathy the cleaner
keep an eye out the back window – if there are signs of approaching blue sky I may
still be able to undertake my expedition. Sure enough, this is the finding as soon
as I reach home and five minutes later, with a stop at the 123 Cleaners, I am on my
way to the 228 bus stop opposite Domino’s Pizza. Janet is standing here too.
Thursday, January 31:
Winds have rattled all the windows as a driving rain has again made sleep difficult
for man and dog – indeed, at one point I am sure that Fritz, lying next to me on
the bed, moaned in protest. Fortunately skies are much brighter as we head for the
park, where a great deal of activity is already underway. First there is a mid-sized
brindled bruiser who is making a game of escaping with a large tree limb. Then
we have Cracker, rushing forward to plant a chin on my dog’s back. Then we have
Simba, whose carer always pauses to give Fritz a cuddle. Together we examine
the brave shoots emerging from the earth – but, as yet, no flower has braved the
elements. Fritz and I continue on to the green – where many dog owners are
heading for the café, and then we head down the Randolph roadway as a bustling
Toby comes charging in. Zorro is in residence when we reach the Carlton roadway
doggy compound and, as we leave this space, we are preceded by Tara, who has
just entered the park with Vlad.
That gentleman takes his usual corner table, leaving the rest of us to crowd under
the green umbrella: Karen, Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Janet, Davide, Makiko, Georgie and
Renata. Vlad absents himself in order to enjoy his tobacco – Karen protests at the
smoke rising from Renata’s cigarette. Peter asks Karen if she wishes to join us in
registering her participation in the weekend’s racing and she surprises us by saying
she is actually heading for Sandown in person. She adds that she has finally seen
an episode of Attenborough’s Africa and, like the rest of us, is deeply impressed.
Her Dudley is scraping away at my shoulder but he has been anticipated by a circle
of starving canines: Bailey, Sparkie, Skye, Lucky and Winnie. “I could start a new
religion,” I boast, “if humans would look at me as worshipfully as these animals.”
Yoyo is soon queuing up as well – for Hanna has just taken a seat at the end of the
table. She asks Karen if there were any exciting men encountered on the recent
253

The Dogshank Redemption

Australian junket. Karen, who has a dim view of her male compatriots, says that
the ones she met were either drunk or gay. She tells us that, after San Francisco,
Sydney has the highest concentration of gay citizens in the world– they don’t spell
it Sydney for nothing.
As yesterday, skies have begun to darken and I stow my redundant sunglasses
in my jacket pocket. It now begins to rain again as well, an instant replay of
yesterday’s weather pattern. I have high hopes that the others will wait this squall
out but the wind is whipping moisture in on us and there is a move for the exits
– which I join. At least we use the Morshead roadway, the fastest way home for
most of us, but in the five minutes or so it takes us to reach the gate my trousers are
soaked through. When we get inside I make a costume change and try to dry off
the dog. He would much prefer a little body warmth represent by my seated figure,
which he curls up next to as I write this on the sofa.
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Life Among The Dog People of Paddington Rec, Volume IX

By Anthony Linick
Chapter 9—February, 2013

Skye enjoys a rest from his own ball-chasing.
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Friday, February 1:
Another restless night. At about 3:30 Fritz began to whine again – and again I
could not figure out what the problem was. He just stood there, looking off into
space – he didn’t seem to want to go out, and his stomach wasn’t rumbling. When
this happened a second time, about 6:00, I opened the door to the sitting room –
where he often likes to sleep on his favorite sofa. Needless to say I was not an early
riser, and I might have remained abed even longer if it had not been that shortly
after 8:00 I was uprooted by the impassioned maternal cry, “Alessandra, no!” –
coming from two two floors above me. (Alessandra, a toddler now, got her first
opportunity to stroke the dog just two days ago in front of our building.)
I can’t tell if it is raining or not so again I stuff the dog’s raincoat into my pocket
just before we make our departure for the park. It is raining – and so on goes the
coat, even before we have reached our entrance gate. Fritz makes slow work of
our march along the back passage but soon enough we are beginning our circuit
of Mt. Bannister. Ofra, whom I call the Touareg Princess, is just parking Ricky’s
jeep-like black beast in the lot next to the Carlton roadway doggy compound and
she follows us on our approach to the café. “Why are you laughing?” she asks me
when she catches up. The answer is that she is wearing her white knitted panda hat
(which I now pet) and it looks like the bear has a mobile phone pressed to its ear.
In the coffee queue I tell Janet about Fritz’s odd midnight adventures. She says in
her house this would mean that Daisy-Mae was listening to mice!
In addition to Janet and Ofra we have Davide, Peter, Ellen, Georgie, Renata,
Karen, Makiko and Matthew – plus the latter’s friend, also named Matthew. I tell
our Matthew that I saw a consultant endocrinologist on last night’s news making a
spirited defense of Lewisham Hospital – which the government has begun to strip
of its needed services because health authorities in neighboring boroughs have
made a hash of their budgets. (Why, in a metropolis like London, with its constant
movement and interpenetration, it is necessary to subdivide the health service into
two dozen competing semi-privatized trusts is not explained.) Davide, who has
been on standby these last few days, now receives a phone call; his services are
needed on the Chicago flight but how he is to drive to Heathrow, with roadworks
undermining passage through Shepherds Bush, remains another mystery. Peter,
still muttering over the latest million pound purchase at QPR, begins to collect
horseracing money – though weather threatens the race card, and even Karen’s
junket to Sandown tomorrow. The weather has not improved today and it is still
dripping as we make our back passage walkround. Skye is kicking muddy turf with
his back legs as we near our gate and I notice that a large clod has landed in the
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middle of Fritz’s back. Makiko turns around to say she will not see me for a week
or so – she is off on another ski holiday tomorrow.
Saturday, February 2:
It’s long underwear weather again – sunny but very cold – as Fritz and I begin our
Saturday in the park. At our gate we meet Janet, just arriving with Daisy-Mae, and
my first question is, “Do you think Audrey will take him back?” Janet thinks she
would and this means that she too was watching last night’s dramatic episode of
Coronation Street – one in which the con artist Lewis (played by Nigel Havers)
walked off with Gail’s £40,000 – while returning the money he had earlier stolen
from Audrey. Fritz just manages to keep up as we fight our way through Grand
Central Station – or so it appears, with all of the kids here to play football and their
parents in attendance, plus the usual joggers and other dog walkers – including
Renata with Maxi. We reach the green and Fritz begins a circuit of Mt. Bannister.
Behind the tennis courts we find Margaret with Biddy and Mutley – but she can’t
acknowledge my greeting because, staring into the bright sun, she can’t see who is
addressing her. We make the briefest visit to the doggy compound and then, with
the Touareg Princess just pulling in behind us, we head for the café.
Already I can see a long Saturday morning queue and Karen, taking Fritz’s lead
from my hand, says, “Go give your money to someone near the front – otherwise
you’ll never get served.” I can see Georgie near the front but she tells me that Ellen
has already been alerted to fetch my cappuccino for me. This she does after a few
more minutes and now we can then settle down – in addition to the aforementioned
regulars we have Dan, Peter, Vlad (at the little corner table) and Margaret – whose
multi-staged arrival is the signal for a brief escape attempt on the part of my dog.
He is soon collared by Karen. The latter, it turns out happily, is going to see the
races at Sandown today. Peter passes out lottery and turf info (we are also invested
in Sandown) and also some scratch cards; I produce the only winner, a don’tspend-it-all-at-once £2. Ellen has ordered another sausage sandwich (with a side of
extra sausages for the dogs) and these are distributed to hungry mouths – though
Fritz, surprisingly, takes no part in this feast. Ellen is fighting off the depressing
news that Lucky and Jack’s ancient owner, Aisne, has been taken to hospital and
may be failing; she won’t keep her oxygen mask on. Margaret begins another
disquisition on the latest products in the Pugs Might Fly range and even produces
two bars of Pug-shaped soap. Meanwhile her Mutley, warming to the cuddles
from Uncle Dan, produces a slimy red lipstick below – and Ofra takes exception –
“Please, we are eating here!”
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After a while it occurs to me that it has been some time since I have spotted my
own dog and I get up to discover that he is nowhere to be seen! I have no idea
how or when he got out but, remembering that he was not present at the sausage
fest, I have a feeling that he has been gone a long time. I raise the alarm and my
friends each head off in a new direction – calling for the missing person. I don’t
know which way to head but finally I decide that he may have followed Ellen and
I head down the Morshead roadway. Here I meet Ellen herself, on her way home
after delivering Lucky and Jack, but she hasn’t seen Fritz at all. Now I wonder if
he has gone home so I head for the nearby gate, calling “Fritz!” and whistling as
well. As I near the doggy compound over here a chap asks me if I am looking for
a Schnauzer – he has spotted one just outside the gate. I exit, still calling for my
dog, and there he is – on the Morshead Road pavement – who knows how many
adventures he has enjoyed or perils he has escaped since last I saw him? After a
few cross words I put him back on lead and now we have to go back to the center
of the park so I can alert all the other searchers. I meet Dan and Janet first and
Janet sends out a text. She thinks the others will be at the Essendine gate and so
they are – relived to see the escaped convict back in chains again. When he and I
get home I remind him that welcome home biscuits are for good dogs only. A few
minutes later I can hear that he is satisfying his hunger by finishing off last night’s
dinner in the kitchen – he’ll show me.
Sunday, February 3:
It’s a cold, gray, unfriendly morning as the great escape artist and I head for the
park. After a small reminder on the subject of deportment I let my dog loose. He
is unaffected by all the recent trauma and soon he is squatting for his first poo as
three burly teens are stretching their legs atop the trackside fence and studying my
poo poo bag technique at the same time. A number of the dog people are already
near the café and each one has to make a remark on yesterday’s disappearing act.
Debbie, who was not here, wants to know where Fritz went during his fifteen to
twenty minute absence. “Ask him!” is my waspish reply. When I meet up with
Janet and Karen I note that my dog has just signed to play the lead in Dogshank
Redemption or I Was A Fugitive From a Maida Vale Chain Gang. Fritz now
resumes his circuit of Mt. Bannister, making fast work of his progress through the
Carlton roadway doggy area.
In addition to those ladies already mentioned we have Dan, Ellen, Georgie, Ofra,
Renata and Peter at table this morning. To the last of these I hand the lead of my
wayward dog but when I return with my coffee I anchor the handle beneath a foot
of my chair – unwilling to risk any more unauthorized wandering…this is the way
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we sat for years when our table was out in the unfenced café forecourt. Fritz is
not too happy about this, though he is easily able to reach Ellen’s chair when it is
time for the distribution of tripe sticks. Then I have to let him off the hook so that
he can resume his former position in Karen’s lap for a prolonged cuddle. Renata
tells me that this is what I should be doing – as if she had any insight into how we
spend the rest of our day. She is wearing her “porcupine” coat and today she notes
that its fur also bears a striking similarity to that of Skye the Cairn. Peter thinks
that Skye has changed color – but he has always been a mixture of gray and black.
When I tell Bailey “Setzen sie!” he does – much to my surprise; he won’t obey any
commands in English, that’s for sure.
Inspired by Dan’s fried egg sandwich (and a debate over whether it is permissible
to dress such a snack in ketchup or not) we begin to discuss food. Ofra says that
a German chap, who moved to Israel, married an Israeli girl and converted to
Judaism, has won the local version of Master Chef – using, so she adds, her fish
recipe! Debbie says she eats no meat and wants this recipe. I tell her that we
thought she had been kidnapped by the Luxembourgers since we have not seen her
since her trip there. She says that she slipped on the ice in the town square, bruised
her bum – and is not going back to Luxembourg. Karen tells us that she won
£57 on the first race at Sandown yesterday and this helped to make the outing an
inexpensive one – though very cold. It remains frigid today and I note that DaisyMae, Pucci and Maxi remain lap-bound throughout our session.
Monday, February 4:
My dog’s erratic behavior continues. Last night, admittedly one of my more
restless intervals, he began to whine at about 5:00 (having seen me get up a number
of times) and I decided I had better take him out. It was a relatively mild night and,
and that hour, extremely dark and deserted outside. There did not seem to be any
extra urgency in his streetside behavior; he did do two poos (he had done none
during our 10:00 walk) but they did not seem to signal any stomach distress. He
preferred to sleep in the sitting room when we returned but all of the rest of our
morning preparations (when 9:00 rolled around) were unexceptional. He did one
park poo – and this was not noteworthy in any way.
Usually we wait until coffee-time to meet up with the rest of the Paddington pack
but today this is not true at all. First Daisy-Mae comes back to greet us soon
after we have entered the park. Then, when we are strolling down the Randolph
roadway, we meet up with Janet again, also Karen with Dudley and Stephen with
Will and Grace (I pass up an opportunity to add my two cents worth on the subject
of eyebrow tweezing). As we turn left at the tennis courts we meet up with Renata
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with Maxi and Ofra with Bailey. And then, as we enter the Carlton roadway doggy
compound, we find Ellen in residence with Lucky and Jack. Most of these people
have settled down at our table by the time we make our way to the café – they have
been joined by Georgie, Davide, Danielle, Peter and Wendy.
I manage to place my chair leg atop a shrieking Skye as I attempt to sit down. I
have placed the handle of Fritz’s lead under a leg of Karen’s chair – so that my dog
can stare out at the green (but not reach it) and remain in close contact with his
favorite lap at the same time. Indeed he is soon serving as a backrest for Karen’s
newspaper. (She notes that her horoscope predicts a riotous love life this month and
Peter says, “Put me down for February 15th.”) Danielle, it will be remembered,
is a veterinary surgeon from the States, and she says that the operation frequently
performed to make it easier for Pugs to breathe is both easy and inexpensive –
in the States. (Ofra is somehow inspired by this surgical discussion to return to
the subject of her Guy’s circumcision.) Janet, Ofra and I briefly discuss Dancing
on Ice because last night, almost be accident, I happened to witness the efforts
of Coronation Street actress Samia Ghadie. “Samia needs to stick with her day
job,” I conclude with some regret, “which these days include turning gay men
straight” – the latter delivered with a wink in the direction of Davide. Meanwhile
Davide’s partner, Dan, has a press night to attend on the same weekend that these
people were thinking of for another canine outing to Southwold – it will have to be
rescheduled.
Tuesday, February 5:
Fritz has endured another restless night – but then so have many Londoners – as
high winds have buffeted the capital. During one of the more robust periods in this
gale I heard him whining in the hallway at 1:00. I opened the door to the sitting
room – for such a gesture has two dividends: the interior windy howl is dissipated
and the dog often does like this part of the house for his sweet repose. Thereafter
he slept well enough – he had enjoyed several hours of spirited play with his daddy
and a long walk before bedtime as well.
The sun is shining brightly but temperatures have again dropped as we begin our
Tuesday in the park. I need to fasten my hood and bury my hands in my pockets as
we march along – you can tell it’s cold because the jogging Israeli security guard,
the one with his weights in his hands, is today wearing an anorak over his Italia
sweatshirt. I am humming an echo of recent listening as we make our way along
the walkways – usually I am a composer or two behind, humming Shostakovich
(whom I once met) while the alphabetical order has moved me on to Sibelius
(whose monument I visited in Helsinki last April) but today I am full of the icy
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charms of the Finnish bard himself. It seems somehow appropriate that today we
see the purple blooms of the walkside crocuses, bravely lifting their heads for the
first time this year. Again we complete a circuit of Mt. Bannister, Fritz making
very slow sniffing work of the tennis court walkway and then finding not only the
Killer Chihuahuas in the Carlton roadway compound but also that ancient friend
of his youth, Fonzi. A magpie is again teasing Mischu and Sky by dropping to a
low branch, exciting their agitation and then flying off when they have reached an
apoplectic high.
I turn Fritz over to Peter, who passes him over to Karen while I head for the coffee
counter. Outside the front door a baby, whose nose is streaming, sits in her carriage
while her older brother, his cheeks red with the cold, dances around waiting
for mom to emerge with the hot chocolate. Vlad and Renata have established a
smokers’ enclave at the little corner table but our group includes Janet, Georgie,
Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Wendy, Karen and Davide. The latter has a bad cold – no
Chicago for him this week. Karen, again resting her Daily Mail on Fritz’s back,
is reading to us about last night’s intriguing news…it has been confirmed that
workers excavating a parking lot in Leicester have actually uncovered the crookbacked skeleton of Richard III! Proof came with DNA evidence provided by a
distant descendant (17 generations) and Karen says that next they will uncover
the body of baby Jesus. “If they do that,” I warn, “they will have to to some major
readjustments in their theology.”
I have so many dogs snapping at my knees that Peter suggests I resemble a
kindergarten storyteller – fending off interruptions from a quarrelsome lot of
toddlers. Today I am trying to get Dudley to sit, a form of discipline he is reputed
to know. His mommy discovers that Fritz has been freed from his lead, still
anchored to her chair, but Janet has done this in order to invite my dog to switch
laps. So he spends some time in her lap and then moves on to Georgie as well.
These latter laps, however, need to be vacated for little wriggly Bella, who soon
arrives with Danielle. These two join our back passage walkround (Danielle never
off the phone) and I note that when Dudley and Daisy-Mae enter the five-a-side
pitch Bella follows, dancing around them and barking commentary as they wrestle.
“Hey Sparkie,” I announce, “she’s taking on your old job.” Sparkie looks a bit miz
at this notion, but he is on lead and there is nothing he can do about it.
Wednesday, February 6:
We have spent another unsettled night. I wanted to make sure that Fritz was nice
and tired and so there was a lot of hallway football action in the evening. I was also
determined that there would be a poo on our late night walk – leaving little chance
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that he would want another 5:00 am jaunt – but, unfortunately, we had to march up
and down our familiar streets for close to half an hour in order to accomplish this
task and a light rain fell throughout the session. Of course he wouldn’t settle when
we at last returned – whining in the hall, to my great perplexity. Did he want more
biscuits? More play? Was he fretting about the storm? Did voices elsewhere in the
building cause this agitation? Did he want to sleep on the sitting room room sofa –
a gesture I always discourage because of his habit of clawing away at soft surfaces
when the mood takes him. I could provide no satisfactory explanation, though after
I opened the door to the sitting room he disappeared and seemed to grow quiet.
After a decent sleep he is raring to go on a sunny and crisp morning. Janet has
just entered the park ahead of us and my dog makes some attempt to catch up
with Daisy-Mae – but this doesn’t quite happen. Today’s route takes us up to the
Randolph gate and on our return we are anticipated by Renata in her porcupine
coat and Ofra in her Princess Leia earmuffs and dark glasses. Heading toward us
is Terry with the Alsatian Cris. “Ah it must be 9:30,” he says, “the coffee klatch
is about to begin.” Indeed we are soon queuing up at the counter – Maxi, for
once, left out in the cold. I suggest that this is where all dogs belong but the door
is soon opened for the spoiled Toy Poodle – “My dog is special,” Renata says
by way of justification – and she means it. In addition to those ladies already
mentioned our group will include Georgie, Wendy, Davide, Peter and Ellen. Fritz
is again anchored to Karen’s chair but he never makes it onto her lap, nor does he
participate in the feeding frenzy.
Karen is sitting on her gloves since her chair is so cold but this means that her
hands are frigid and she is soon blowing on them; the hood on her coat is also
raised. In fact it is getting colder as we drink our coffee – dark clouds having made
Ofra’s sunglasses redundant. That lady is complaining that her husband wants to fly
to Israel for Passover – but she says that if he can afford that indulgence he can buy
her a car first! Janet announces that she has a commission to paint a dog’s portrait
and that she is going to Ofra’s favorite restaurant, the Entrecôte on Marylebone
Road, for lunch. (I interrupt to say that I only go to the one in Paris.) All of this
has to be repeated for Renata, who is having major hearing problems. She tells us
that she has brought her plastic cigarette with her so that she won’t feel the need to
smoke – but she has lost this and now begs a fag from Vlad – who gives her one
of his hand-made roll-ups. There is one item in the day’s news that has a special
relevance for dog people – it has been announced that by 2016 all British dogs
must be chipped. Of course all of our dogs have received this essential form of
identification but Karen says she wants a chip that will allow her to track the
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movements of her dog. After my own animal’s recent misadventures I can heartily
concur.
Thursday, February 7:
We have had a quiet night (my not waking up until 8:00 may be taken as a proof
for this assertion) and we are now ready for our day in the park on a bright
but frigid Thursday morning. Coming in right behind us is Karen, today in the
company of Dudley and Daisy-Mae. She walks with us along the back passage
while we discuss last night’s news – a major scandal involving the mismanagement
and neglect of patients by the Staffordshire NHS trust; no one seems surprised any
more that enforcing the corporate model on a social institution is bound to end in
death-dealing cost cuts. As we reach the Carlton roadway we meet a dog as white
and furry as Dudley – this is the adorable three-month-old white Alsatian, Alaska.
Then Dudley briefly joins the melee on the green (a gesture Fritz finds immature
in the extreme) and then we turn off behind the tennis courts. Here, however, we
encounter Renata and Ofra and their dogs and Karen follows them back in the
direction of morning coffee while Fritz and I continue on to the Carlton roadway
doggy compound.
There is a very substantial turnout under the green umbrella this morning: Karen,
Renata and Ofra, of course, but also Georgie, Davide, Wendy, Peter, Ellen,
Danielle, Jo Lynn, and, returned from their skiing holiday in Italy, Matthew and
Makiko. We have seen Emilio being walked by a friend in their absence but he
has not joined us – Ofra says, “We look like such a bunch of weirdos that people
are reluctant to join us” – “and learn that they were right the first time,” I add.
Ofra’s Bailey has lots of rivals in the greed department this morning – with Tilly
joining the pack and Skye, still in Georgie’s care, out-snatching Lucky when there
is anything being handed round. Fritz actually gets some biscuits this morning
– he spends the session tethered to Karen’s chair, an after-effect of his recent
disappearance, but I’m sure he makes no connection between this act and this
outcome. People are beginning to notice that Janet is not here and the explanation
comes when Karen says that her neighbor is off on the first day of a new ceramics
course. “Does this mean,” I have to ask, “that we will all soon be getting ashtrays
embossed with our dog’s picture?”
Davide is still suffering from his cold and he does seem to have major nasal
problems – which Dr. Matthew is asked to analyze from his seat across the table.
Ellen gives us a report on the health of ancient Aisne, whose recent hospitalization
came after a bedroom fall on the slippery wooden floor. I mention that in Aisne’s
building the leases call for carpeting in all rooms but bathroom and kitchen – but
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this is a requirement ignored everywhere with impunity. Wendy says she even
offered to pay for an extra sound-absorbing layer when her upstairs neighbors
installed wooden floors; the offer was refused and there has been friction ever
since. Danielle now reports that she starts a new vet posting this morning and Ofra
says she has been working in Ricky’s office recently – since his secretary is sick. I
have a new job for Makiko as well. She is showing us telephone photos of polenta
dishes taken on her recent holiday and I propose that she really needs to turn this
hobby into a profession – food photographer. As we walk along the back passage
this idea is expanded when Makiko says she would really like to review what’s on
offer in all these resort holidays she has been taking, and I suggest that she offer
her services to Japanese travel magazines. This is where we leave it for today – as
we have neared the end of our walk. Here Bailey and Skye notice that there is an
earthbound squirrel staring at them from a corner and they both freeze – Bailey is
even pointing. Eventually the squirrel takes to the heights and we can reach our
exit – just as the seldom-seen Carrie is entering with her Oggie.
Friday, February 8:
Although there is bright sun it is extremely cold today; the puddles are frozen,
frost covers all the cars, and there is black ice on the walkways. It doesn’t take
me too long to tie the hood of my coat over my wool hat – just for the extra layer
of warmth. Fritz gets well ahead of me as we approach the café but I find him
waiting at the side of the green. Here there are a number of dogs in the center –
these include the puppy Alaska and Simba (whom I have already helped relocate
as he exited the park to sniff something in the Essendine corner near the telephone
call box). Simba has a pal who likes to roughhouse and things turn briefly nasty
before the combatants are separated. By this time Fritz is well on his way around
Mt. Bannister but when we reach the parking lot Renata has just parked her car and
she and passenger Ofra are about to walk along the tennis court walkway. Fritz is
somehow charmed by this couple and he reverses direction to follow them back to
the green. Here I put him on lead so that we can make an orderly progress back to
the café – where he is turned over to his Uncle Peter while I go in for my coffee.
“I’ll give you two pounds for that dog,” I say – receiving the handle of Fritz’s lead
in exchange for tomorrow’s racing stakes. I decide to let Fritz go free today and
he manages to remain behind bars for the entire session. Indeed he even joins the
biscuit queue – though he is often reluctant to take one of these treats if he has to
contend with the flashing jaws of Lucky or Skye. Today I also have the insistent
Bailey, Sparkie, Winnie, Tara and two rarer customers, Rudy the Yorkie and little
Bella. The latter is here with Danielle but Rudy is here with Georgie. He has had
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a haircut and looks half his size. Dan and Davide are both here with Winnie and
today we also have Janet and Ellen – Vlad remains at his little corner table.
Davide still has his cold and he spends most of the session with his ailing nose
buried in his newspaper. Janet reports on her first ceramics lesson – in distant
Limehouse. Dan explains some of the intricacies of the theater ticket business to
Danielle. The latter, obviously feeling more at home among this mismatched lot,
orders a BLT and shows the others pictures of her previous dog, Maggie May,
who was torn apart by two German Shepherds in Hollywood while being walked
by Danielle’s boyfriend. She admits that this tragedy soured her relationship with
the boyfriend but that she is recently engaged to his successor, who is a banker.
She tells us she is a bit nervous about her new vet posting in Cricklewood – since
she will be on her own this weekend and she hasn’t quite mastered their computer
system. I notice that she offers the dogs nothing of her sandwich but just so we
don’t assume she is too tough-minded she tells us that Bella’s dog bed has a
heating pad in it. She now joins us on our back passage walkround – a journey
delayed at the outset because Ofra has gone missing and a late-arriving Makiko
puts a puzzled Bailey on Emilio’s lead. It turns out that Ofra is inside the café, on
the phone. Summoned from this distraction by our departure she too joins the party.
I don’t know why we have lingered so long on such a frigid day – it is a good ten
minutes later than our usual return time and I am thoroughly chilled.
Saturday, February 9:
Perhaps we have one or two degrees improvement in the weather today – it is gray
and not sunny, as yesterday, but I can leave my coat unbuttoned and my wool hat
is sufficient protection for my head. Soon after we have entered the park Janet
comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae and we walk together toward the green. Our
chief topic of conversation is last night’s fatal taxicab ride (a soap opera staple)
signaling the end of the run for another well-known character – in this case
EastEnder’s Zainab (played by the talented Nina Wadia). Fritz now makes a deep
incursion into the environmental area and I seek Janet’s assistance in her patented
squeaky ball imitation in order to get him out of there. I continue on along the
Randolph roadway, even though much of our mob is already crowding into our
doggy compound at the café. I notice that a very tall dog has deposited a poo atop
a bag of sand left by workmen installing the flagstone flooring for the new benches
(Fritz merely pisses on it). Gus, the long-eared Schnauzer, now rushes forward to
see what is happening but Fritz growls him off. We make short work of our tennis
court passage and the Carlton roadway doggy pen and, sharing road space with the
milk truck, return to the café.
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I am lucky, given the Saturday morning crowds lurking about, that I have a fairly
short time in the queue before joining a table grouping that includes Janet, Georgie,
Ofra, Debbie, Peter, Ellen, Renata, Margaret, Karen, Davide and Dan. (The latter
is wearing an anorak, purchased in Madrid, in the same lurid shade of yellow seen
on Winnie’s Snoopy Skater’s raincoat.) Karen seems subdued and only emerges
from her newspaper in order to cuddle Biddy. Janet has made a wonderful photoshopped get-well card for Aisne, with Lucky and Jack in medical uniforms on
the front and all the other “dogtors” inside, waiting to assist. Peter, who seems
buoyant about today’s prospects, passes out racing info and scratch cards – we
have two £2 and one £5 winners. In spite of this good fortune the mood is edgy this
morning – there is a quarrel over the contents of Dan’s sandwich, for instance, with
Ofra registering her disgust at his adding ketchup to his bacon and tomato toastie.
Still on the subject of food we pause again to consider the latest episode in the
horsemeat epidemic – with Findus lasagna testing at 60% horse. “Well,” I offer, “at
least we finally know what happened to Shergar.” Last night’s news also implicated
Luxembourg in the faulty food chain. “It gives a whole new meaning to the phrase
Luxembourger, doesn’t it?” I continue. “Do want a Luxembourger?” “Neigh.”
Ellen has a number of treats for our pets including something labeled bones and
joints, but whether this is for the dog’s bones and joints – or made from bones and
joints is not clear. Maxi is not eating anything and Renata is worried that he may
be poorly. (Another animal on her way to the vet is a lovely Schnauzer with a sore
bum, Dizzy, who is tied to our fence.) Dan and Davide are also preoccupied with
Winnie’s health. Dan says she is suffering from a number of Winnie warts but
Davide felt that one of these must be a tick and, lacking any other more suitable
form of alcohol, he treated this affliction with a vodka-saturated bandage. Let us
hope it was effective – it did come from the same bottle (triple strength) that many
years ago meant that when I got Dorothy home from a Dan and Davide party she
fell with a crash onto the hallway floor. It is now our job to herd all of our animals
along the back passage walkway; Georgie has Rudy, Bella and Skye in tow and
the latter attacks a brown Lab as we make our way through the crowds of footie
parents – and the two have to be separated.
Sunday, February 10:
Once again I have to strap on my dog’s raincoat as we prepare for our morning
in the park – not so much because we did this act yesterday morning but because
it was necessary yesterday afternoon when Fritz and I joined Linda and Pepper
on a rare outing to Regent’s Park. In spite of the dripping skies this proved to
be an outstanding ramble – the Schnauzers making a thorough inspection (with
266

The Dogshank Redemption

their noses) of all of this alien foliage. After a while the rain stopped and I had to
unbutton a bit as we were soon warm enough in all our layers. I noticed that on a
protected south-facing bank above the canal that daffodils were already in bloom.
(For that matter, I always marvel at the ability of gardeners here to make heather
bloom at any time of the year.)
The light rain that is falling today is not too discomfiting but I wish Fritz would
get a move on. In fact, after a slow progress along the earthen bank opposite the
running track, he decides to reverse directions and head over to the Morshead
roadway. Here I meet clarinetist Tara with the Basset Hound Charlie; she explains
that she has been working six days a week but with half-term looming she may be
able to join us for coffee soon enough. Fritz and I turn right and begin to circle the
green – another slow progress indeed. Eventually I have to attach his lead so that
we can head for the café at some orderly speed. Here I hand him over to Peter –
with the usual advice; the dog can go free as soon as absent-minded Ofra is safely
inside.
That lady is soon joined by Davide, Janet, Georgie, Ellen and Makiko – who takes
one look at the yellow-clad canine in Davide’s arms and asks, “Is that Dan in your
lap?” That missing gentleman does arise from his bed in time to make a phone
call – we can hear Davide suggesting a sovereign cure for hangovers: “Open all
the windows, get out the vacuum and clean the floors.” I am surprised that (Peter
here on a rainy Sunday with no dog in tow) there is no little envelope with our turf
winnings, but Janet says that none of our three choices in race one finished first
yesterday. (Peter himself seems resigned to the inevitable – QPR’s disappearance
from the Premiership, after a 4-1 loss yesterday.) The ladies are discussing
shopping and Ofra admits that last night she forgot her bag in the car – and was
gratified to see it still there this morning. She is still shopping for a new car – I
think it is safe to say she would be happy with another Smart car. But his little
piece of tin, she says, makes her feel so vulnerable on the road that she drives more
cautiously than usual – a mosquito on the motorway.
As for the dogs, they are doing a good job of muddying my trousers with their paw
prints. Georgie has little Bella still, an overnight guest, but after a while Danielle’s
fiancé (Ben the banker) comes by to claim this dog – bringing with him a box of
chocolates that is passed around the table. Georgie also has Rudy and he is the
most troublesome member of our lot this morning. He is still with tackle intact and
he has an insistent urge to lick the willy of the androgynous Bailey – but when an
equally intact Emilio takes exception to his advances there are words and a fight
breaks out under the table, Thereafter Emilio, in Makiko’s lap, has a new hate
object – barking hysterically at Rudy, who sits next door in Georgie’s lap. A sudden
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dip in the angle of the green umbrella sends a sheet of water down the backs of
Ofra and Davide and it is time to leave. There are two unusual sightings on the
back passage walkround. First we encounter a half-grown black-and-white Great
Dane pup named Scooby, tied to the five-a-side pitch fence. And then, after passing
the cypress trees, we meet the famous Maida Vale triplets, again dressed identically
in gray caps and blue anoraks. Two nannies are evidently needed to keep an eye
on these three – for by now they can all walk, and all three are heading across the
grass as fast as their wobbly legs can carry them.
Monday, February 11:
Hard to put a precise name on the type of moisture we are now encountering on
our way to the park – I think sleet comes the closest. We encountered it on our late
night walk as well and by now there is an accumulation of snow on all the artificial
surfaces in the park; the walkways are clear – though there are standing puddles
in many places here as well. I have stuffed Fritz’s raincoat into a pocket but by
the time we have passed the five-a-side pitch I decide to put it on him – more
because of the cold than the wet, by which I mean I am cold and I need to empty
my pockets in order to reach my own gloves. We continue on down the Randolph
roadway, trailing Tanya and her Weimaraners and encountering the woman with
two heads, that is Ofra – whose head seems surmounted again by a panda bear.
There is a large white boisterous dog in the compound adjacent to the parking
lot and I decide not to enter – not knowing how such an animal might react to an
“intruder.” Already I can see that his mistress is having no success with “drop it!”
and “leave!”
I deposit Fritz in our own compound at the café, where Ofra has been joined by
Georgie, Peter, Davide, Janet and Karen – a small contingent on such an unfriendly
day. As soon as I enter the café itself I can tell that something is different but
it doesn’t take me too long to realize that the place has been painted! Metty is
hovering and it is clear that he is not too keen on the apple green tones of his
establishment – I think it’s fine (we get the same shade in the reflection of the
grass in the wall mirrors) but others at our table find it smacks of the hospital. As
I sit down a discussion is just concluding on a tragedy in Bromley where a fox has
used a cat flap to penetrate a house and attack an infant. In fact it is the weather
that dominates conversation; Karen, quoting from the ever reliable Daily Mail,
says that we are in for a month of snow. Davide says that no one has cleaned the
gutters on his building in years and that leaks are beginning to appear. This leads
to an extended reflection on the effects of unwanted moisture on the household – a
problem suffered in one form or another by all of those present.
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Ofra is the first to leave today, which must mean she needs to return Ricky’s
car. Bailey has only just started his pathetic entreaties between my knees but he
answers his mommy’s call and is soon gone as well. Georgie says that he would
really like some biscuits but he knows if he doesn’t respond to his summons his
mommy is apt to forget that he is here. His place is taken by Skye, who cannot
be discouraged from placing his wet paws on the leg of a pair of trousers just
washed yesterday. By the time we are finished with our session (rather early for
us) he has piled up so much mud on my knee that I could plant seeds there. Just
before we leave the café we are alerted by Sparkie’s barking to the presence of
two policemen. As we leave the forecourt we can see that they are here to frisk a
young man who is backed up in a corner, looking aggrieved. I have been thinking
of dropping Fritz off in order to undertake some errands but by now we’re getting
large wet flakes and, besides, I need to get out of my soaked cords. Even my long
underwear is soaked through by puppy paw prints.
Tuesday, February 12:
It’s a a raw and cold morning that envelopes us as we hit the streets today –
nevertheless we have to get on with it and today, in addition, I am carrying a sack
of garbage which I intend to deposit in the Big Black Bin adjacent to the Essendine
entrance. Here again we encounter that wild child, Simba, who is thrashing about
in the foliage – evidently looking for pieces of bread left for the birds. I get the
assistance of his carer in hanging on to Fritz’s lead while I backtrack to the bin,
noting, in passing, that someone has deposited a large pink poster of Audrey
Hepburn next to a tree here. Simba is eventually coaxed out of the undergrowth
and Fritz and I continue on peacefully. Karen is heading our way with Dudley and
my first thought is that she is underdressed for this weather; my second is that she
must have left her coat at the café. We now get as far as the kiddies playground,
where the Killer Chihuahuas have evidently just received a fright. Of course they
bark aggressively at everything moving but today, when they began to barrack Red
the Alsatian (wearing his lime green throwing ring around his neck) Red barked
back!
We now encounter the fluffy Alaska – but it is necessary to duck into the café
forecourt in order to avoid an oncoming tractor. Peter is already seated under our
umbrella with Bobby – his only other company being Karen’s orange jacket. As
we head along the Randolph roadway I can see Toby the Bulldog heading our way;
he is being chased by little Maxi but Renata says that her dog is really a coward
and only chases Toby because he knows there will be no counterattack. (Toby
is preoccupied with a brand new football – mostly orange this time.) Fritz and I
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continue along the back of the tennis courts and enter the doggy compound just as
Mischu and Sky are leaving – and the Touareg Princess is parking her huge black
vehicle.
In addition to Ofra, Renata, Karen and Bobby we also have Davide, Janet, Georgie,
Ellen, Wendy, and Makiko – with Danielle making a late appearance. The Daily
Mail is still preoccupied with horse meat in Tesco’s spaghetti bolognese but we
spend some time discussing the chief news story of the moment – Pope Benedict’s
decision to step down as pontiff. As the last time this happened was 600 years ago
there isn’t much in the way of precedent for such an act – I note that when this last
happened there weren’t even Protestants yet. Still on the subject of quitting (though
perhaps not on the same level of importance) I suggest that I am really worried
about the crime rate in Oxfordshire – since Inspector Morse’s replacement, Lewis,
has announced his retirement and, in last night’s episode, his assistant, Hathaway,
has announced that he is quitting the police force. (Some of the others confirm that
this long-running ITV institution really is coming to an end.) Still on the subject
of show-biz I now note that the poster of Audrey Hepburn has reminded me of
a story – though one of the many problems of being an old fart is that you can’t
quite remember if you’ve told this one – if I have, the others are too polite to point
this out. The tale is one related by my late wife and goes back to a time period
when, still in college, she earned extra money by serving as an usherette at the Ivar
Theater in Hollywood. One night Audrey Hepburn and hubby Mel Ferrer arrived
to see some plays by Tennessee Williams (whom they knew, of course). As she was
showing them to their seats Dorothy was surprised to hear Audrey say to her, “Now
go get me an orange juice.” Evidently Mel said, “Well, dear, the ushers in this
country don’t do that” – and he had to get the juice himself.
Danielle, who is evidently scheduled to return to Hollywood for a few more days
of locum work, tells us about her three-day stint in Cricklewood, which was
evidently exhausting – nonstop arrivals that left her with not a single break in the
working day. If she had arrived a few minutes earlier she could have treated DaisyMae, who has managed to bash her head on the tabletop, leaping for Janet’s lap.
Elsewhere the only illness is greed – with Bailey leading the lineup of patients.
He spends a good deal of time on my lap – since this gives him a better shot at the
goodies being dispensed by Ellen. Renata is helping herself to my biscuit bag –
hoping to find the little bone-shaped treats that, since they are easy to break in half,
are the only ones Maxi can eat. Winnie is also in the queue but perhaps she feels
cheated of her just desserts since, when we get up to leave, she takes exception
to the barking of a hound dog, tied to the wall opposite the café’s front door, and
actually attacks this animal in fury. Davide intervenes to get his feisty madam away
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but even as we near the exit gate she is full of resentment. Here also Ofra loses
track of Bailey. “He’s right behind you,” I am able to say.
Wednesday, February 13:
The sun is shining brightly, though dire weather is predicted for later in the day –
and not just by Peter. As we near the Essendine entrance Janet pulls up in her little
red Fiat. On the back shelf is one of those toy dogs with the nodding head – no,
it’s a real dog, it’s Daisy-Mae. She and Fritz enter the park together and manage
to stay connected for most of the walk to the café. I would say that elsewhere
disconnection rules. Karen, heading toward us, is making sure that Dudley stays in
contact by jogging along with him on lead – while she talks on her mobile phone.
Vincenzo, the Italian chap who owns Thomas, is not so lucky – since his dog has
fallen behind in order to sniff some other animals, including Daisy-Mae, a favorite.
When Fritz and I get to the tennis courts it is Renata’s Skype connection that is
under review – though I am not certain I would entertain advice from Ofra on this
subject.
Our breakfast group includes Janet, Ofra and Renata, of course, but also Georgie,
Davide, Makiko, Peter and Ellen – Karen must have headed for home. Ellen has
bought both a croissant and a toasted cheese sandwich for the dogs and Bailey,
among others, thinks that my lap is a good launching pad in his insatiable search
for treats. Little Bobby is being cuddled in Peter’s lap and Renata is amused by the
latter’s beatific smile at this moment. “Look,” she says, “Peter is smiling,” “I’m
always smiling,” Peter mutters, “especially when you’re not here.” Makiko has
brought some “black rice” from Italy for Ofra and this foodstuff launches another
dialogue on the (unwitting) horse meat consumption of the average supermarket
shopper. Renata feels that the others protesteth too much – since they are already
guilty of eating poor little lovely lambs.
Davide tells us that he is now well enough to fly again and that he will shortly
depart for Dubai. This is the clue for more Gulf adventures, real and imagined.
Makiko says that the only way she and Matthew can afford to buy property in
Maida Vale is for him to accept a cash-building assignment in Abu Dhabi. Ellie
now arrives, her Teddy in full body suit, legs and all, and – as we get up to begin
our walkround – she and Ofra begin to chatter about their need for some really
warm weather. Ellie says that, ignoring the protests of her husband, she has
booked a family holiday in Doha. Ofra chides her friend a bit on this perpetual
underwriting of the Arab economy but the two agree that none of the hotels in
Israel meet their standards of accommodation. At this point I can’t resist a little
ribbing. Ellie is wearing her favorite scarf, a copious affair with little dependent
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cream-colored fur balls. “I know you vacationed in Sharm-el-Sheikh recently, I
know the Bedouins invited you to the annual camel castration rites – but did you
have to bring back souvenirs from this occasion attached to your scarf?” The
women seem to like this notion and as I exit the park I can hear them reflecting on
their need for weather so hot it could melt the balls off a camel.
Thursday, February 14:
Daisy-Mae is making another entrance as Fritz and I reach our gate – but this is
a ceramics Thursday and the Shih-Tzu is walking with Karen and Dudley. They
head off to the right as we turn left and I begin my search for the park’s first open
daffodil. None is apparent yet, though today is far milder in temperature; the sun
makes a brief appearance and I can walk with my coat open – I have left my longjohns at home and the Israeli security guard is jogging in his Italia sweatshirt
again. On the Randolph roadway I can see that a second tall dog has deposited
another poo pile atop a sack of sand; in fact Fritz, inspired by this gesture, attempts
a similar featbut he misses. It is quiet back in the world of tennis courts, parking
spaces and the doggy compound and we make a fairly rapid progress through all
these spaces and thus back to the café – where Metty has obviously decided to start
all over with his paint job, softening the green shade considerably.
We have a relatively small group this morning – just Karen, Georgie, Ofra,
Makiko, Peter and Ellen. Peter begins by telling us that we will now receive
Saturday horseracing information by email – rather than through the usual
handout. (This means that I am unlikely to even see the names of our nominated
horses – since I don’t pay much attention to all this.) Makiko says that her sisters
want her to return to the Italian ski slopes (for a third time) and she wants to get
Ofra to join in as well. The latter says that she has never taken to skiing, finding
it breathtakingly dangerous, and that she much prefers dancing. This leads to a
comment made by EastEnders’ Mandy (Nicola Stapleton), who, waiting in the
coffee queue, evidently praised Ofra’s legs and wanted to know if our friend was
a runner. (“I don’t even run to the bus stop,” was the reply.) Meanwhile Karen is
concentrating on another part of the body, that of the page three girl in today’s
edition of The Sun – denounced as being too fat.
Both Ellen and I are under siege from a tribe of hungry dogs; her trousers and the
sleeves of her white raincoat are soon dappled in mud (Fritz is the chief culprit
here) – and the same can be said of my poor trousers again. Rude Rudy the Yorkie
is more interested in sex and prowls the dark spaces under our table in search of
unsuitable love objects (it is Valentine’s Day). He has a particular fascination with
Bailey but when he tries it on with Emilio there are again words and Emilio sets
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up an hysterical litany of protest. Sparkie has two missions in life; one of these
is food but the other is surveillance. He is undoubtedly our chief watchdog and
early warning system, a sheriff on patrol. To better complete his assignment he
now climbs onto the lap of Vlad, at the little corner table, and from on high, like
a lifeguard on Baywatch, he can keep an eye on the distant horizon. He is the first
to see Danielle, arriving for a visit with Bella; the latter will be one of Georgie’s
houseguests in a short time – today Georgie has Winnie at home and Sparkie,
Skye, Rudy and Daisy-Mae here…the latter passed on to her by Karen, who has
an appointment for a root canal at the dentist. Her own Dudley will join Bobby in
Peter’s care today; you would need a much-amended scorecard to keep up with all
these changes in custody.
Friday, February 15:
The thermometer’s needle is hovering just above the freezing mark so I am
surprised at how nice it is outside: windless, sunny and mild. Janet has just entered
the park with Daisy-Mae but she waits for us to join her party. I get a report on her
ceramics class in Limehouse (where she made a pair of ceramic lips yesterday)
and hear of her on-line purchase of a new computer. Quite a few members of the
breakfast club are already taking seats at the café but Fritz and I persist with a very
slow circuit of Mt. Bannister. Back on the Carlton roadway the Killer Chihuahuas
are being introduced to Alaska – naturally they are barking hysterically; their
owner says that this is because they are insecure (and he may be right about that).
Our group this morning includes Janet, Ofra, Georgie, Karen, Makiko, Renata,
Ellen and Peter. The latter is checking to see if his horseracing e-mails have arrived
(I think I looked at my e-mail too early). There is a lot of chasing in circles going
on among the canine population and at one point Peter gets up, announcing, “I
better sort this out once and for all.” It turns out that he is not interested in the dogs
at all – he needs to remind Makiko that, with the weekend looming, he has still
not received any stakes money from her: “If we win, I pay out immediately, don’t
I?” Another kind of track athlete is next on the agenda, with the shocking news
that blade runner Oscar Pistorius has murdered his girlfriend in South Africa! This
news, following, by a month, Lance Armstrong’s belated admission that he took
drugs throughout his Tour de France days, is a further blow to sports fans – though
some might say that this is what we richly deserve for idolizing athletes. Ofra and
Makiko, meanwhile, are discussing recipes again and Renata wonders how it is that
such food-obsessed women are still so thin. Renata is in a happy mood because her
grandson Jackson has been admitted to the senior school at UCS – the same
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Hampstead establishment attended by a number of the children of the dog people,
including Ofra’s Guy and Linda’s Liam.
Renata also seems relieved that her Maxi, who has been having tummy troubles,
has received the right attention at the animal hospital in Northolt. He won’t eat
anything now but the other dogs are not so shy – and Fritz, not believing that
Ellen’s treats are all gone, sets up a microphone at her feet and sings another aria
of disappointed need. (Then he attempts to get a drink of water from a paper cup
that Karen has used to fill the dogs’ drinking bowl.) We are a little later than usual
in our leaving this morning – since there seems to be a tacit agreement that we
will wait for Ofra to get off the telephone, which she has taken with her into the
forecourt. When we do get moving we encounter Saskia, heading our way between
the playing surfaces. Naturally Buddy stations himself in front of me and I have to
respond with a biscuit drop. The Golden Retriever misses this missile, picking it up
only on the bounce. “He’s getting senile,” Saskia says resignedly.
Sunday, February 16:
We get ready for our Sunday in the park on an overcast morning – gray but milder
than many of the days we have experienced recently. As we quit the cypress trees
I can hear a thunderous bout of barking far ahead – and I would know that voice
anywhere. Sure enough, after greeting Stephen with Will and Grace and rounding
up a wayward Dudley, I find a knot of dog owners on the Carlton roadway – and
Buddy finds me, dashing forward joyously and showing me he can still shake
paws and catch a lofted biscuit. Saskia is holding forth on her dog’s astronomical
vet bills as I round the corner in pursuit of my own animal but he has darted down
the Randolph roadway in search of another desired object. This is another one of
Pucci’s squeaky balls – which my dog has pounced on and is now triumphantly
sounding with his gnashing jaws. Of course I am immediately worried that he will
head for home with this prize and I consider it a piece of good luck that I manage
to get his lead attached before he can do this. We now complete our usual circuit
of Mt. Bannister with the dog on lead, a most unusual happenstance. I hand him
over to Ellen when I reach the café – Ofra, who isn’t here yet, often leaves the door
open, and I consider my dog to be a flight risk indeed.
Ofra is just arriving when I return with my cappuccino and she joins a table that
includes Ellen, of course, but also Janet, Georgie, Peter, Karen, Dan, Renata,
Makiko and Debbie – who continues to mourn the loss of her dog’s ball, receiving
scant sympathy from me – after many warnings on the dangers of bringing such
toys to the park. Fritz does have a problem – how to share in the goodies being
passed out to the other dogs without dropping the stolen ball in order to receive
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his own portion. At one point he does accept a piece of sausage from Ellen, which
means he must have dropped the ball somewhere, but I circle the table twice
without being able to find it – Janet suggests he has it tucked under his arm – but
soon enough he has found it and is squeaking away happily. Renata asks for a piece
of sausage in order to hide Maxi’s pill – which he does dutifully swallow in this
fashion. After a repeat recital of Maxi’s recent symptoms both Debbie and Dan
claim that their dogs have been suffering from tummy troubles as well. Bailey has
no such problems and soon exhausts his five-a-day. Skye and Lucky are on stricter
rations but Sparkie is a constant petitioner as well.
Janet is trying to organize a Sunday lunch at the Little Bay – I won’t be attending,
having re-enlisted in Dr. Atkins army recently. The girls begin a conversation on
the men they find particularly attractive (Dan is allowed to join in as well). Ofra
says that she found Jude Law to be particularly gorgeous in The Talented Mr.
Ripley but when she saw him here in Paddington Rec she changed her mind. Soon
the topic has shifted to race – with Renata enraged that someone like Makiko
could call herself an American or a Brit when she is so obviously Japanese. Others
suggest you can call yourself whatever you like and I argue that Americans are
used to employing the hyphen in such situations. Still, after I have secured my dog
(and the ball that goes with him) and we have begun our back passage walkround,
Renata will not let the matter rest, insisting that poor Makiko must never be
anything but Japanese. Dan tries to calm our German friend down while the rest
of us try to pick up the pace in order to put some distance between ourselves and
the contestants. As we near the gate I tell Georgie that I have a plan on how to get
the pink ball out of my dog’s jaws. Yesterday he found a similar though squeakless
ball in the park during our afternoon junket. He kept knocking it under the sofa so I
put it in the freezer. Now it has to come out – Fritz will chase it, drop Pucci’s ball,
I will retrieve the latter, and then I will merely have to spend the morning reaching
under the sofa – all preferable to enduring an endless squeak from the sitting room.
And so it happens.
Sunday, February 17:
We have a lovely, sunny Sunday morning for our day in the park today and the
weather turns out to be a happy omen for a number of reunions. First we pass Trish
with Tia, a pair that belonged to our circle in the very first year of these annals, that
is way back in 2004. I lose track of my dog as he ducks behind the cypress trees
and he somehow gets ahead of me – for I find him waiting for me at the entrance
to the environmental area. On the Carlton roadway there is a large assemblage of
dog owners and around the corner we meet up with Koji, the Shiba Inu – whom we
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usually see only on our late night walks. Further along the Randolph roadway Fritz
sprints ahead to greet another childhood friend, Fonzi. He and the Yorkie exchange
greetings by alternating streams of piss against a bulletin board’s leg. “Friendship!”
Fonzi’s mom says.
I decide at this point that I have had enough and I put my dog on lead for a
return journey to the café. On the way I spot the first of the new benches atop
the flagstone beds facing the green – others soon conclude that these black metal
monoliths looks uninviting and uncomfortable. As I unhook my dog I note the
presence of the two burly Bulldogs, Thor and Rebecca, but, while I am in a coffee
queue so lengthy that Ofra just rolls her eyes, I see that the Bulldog’s mistress is
behind me with a wonderful puppy named Linda. When I sit down I can see that
Makiko has claimed this prize and is cuddling Linda in her lap. Dan is standing
outside our fence, trying to get everyone to pose for a group photo – “everyone”
including also Davide, Janet, Georgie, Karen, Peter, Ellen, Renata and Wendy. It
is the latter’s birthday and the drinks are on her this morning. There are a number
of cards and gifts at her place and Dan passes around a plate of cupcakes baked by
his sister – unfortunately I am unable to partake of such delicacies these days. The
dogs have to make do, incidentally, with a variety of biscuits rather than the usual
hot treats as well. Thor and Rebecca dance around the table – touching noses with
all these strange dogs but Dudley keeps trying to mount Rebecca and Karen has to
put him on lead. Ellen says that later today Kevin will drive Lucky and Jack over
to St. Mary’s in the hope that his mother will be able to recognize her pets as they
are paraded beneath the window of her hospital room.
Karen, poring over the Sunday papers, introduces the murder of Oscar Pistorius’
girlfriend as a topic of conversation, with much interest in issues of accident and/
or premeditation. Davide says he enjoyed the sun of the Gulf on his recent layover
and Peter says we had better enjoy today’s sun now – since it won’t last. As we
get up to begin our back passage walkround I have my first chance to talk to
Makiko about yesterday’s contretemps on the subject of race. She agrees that she
was deeply offended by Renata’s suggestion that race determines all other forms
of nationality or identity. I note that Germans need to be especially cautious in
enunciating such ideas. The last part of our walk turns out to be a chapter in nature
study. Near the parallel bars (and a fallen red poo poo box that has been on the
ground for several days) I point out my candidate for the first blossoming daffodil –
for here you can see the yellow heads about to open. The others are discovering the
beautiful purple crocuses on our right (much cooing from Ofra) and Dan now finds
a patch of snowdrops in a shady corner.
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Monday, February 18:
We are a bit late beginning a new week in the park but at last we bounce down
the stairs, deposit a blue bag for the Monday morning recycling folk and, soon
enough, we have entered the park. I am keeping an eye on the daffodil patch –
still waiting for the first blossom to open – and, indeed, daffodils are the chief
topic of conversation a few minutes later when I encounter Jan Prendergast, our
representative on Westminster Council, who says she has a few opened specimens
in her garden – agreeing at the same time, however, that it is still quite cold. (I
have returned to long underwear for today’s jaunt, which takes place under sunny
skies at least.) Fritz makes very slow work of the tennis court alley and then he is
distracted by a quartet of dogs descending the hill into the parking lot. The latter,
I soon learn, is closed for a week or so while some work is undertaken here, but
pedestrians still have access to the doggy area. Again the little gate onto the Carlton
roadway seems to be opening with great difficulty – I fear the fence to which it is
anchored may collapse at any moment.
We are about five minutes late when we reach the café, where our morning group
surrounds a table at which Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Renata, Ofra, Davide, Peter
and Karen are seated. The latter soon has my Fritz in her lap; he faces the table,
her coffee cup resting on his head, and when she says she has to sneeze I ask her
not to use my dog’s head as a handkerchief. Later Fritz would like the occasional
biscuit but there is such competition at my knees (especially from the snatching
Skye and the insatiable Bailey) that he prefers to receive these treats from Renata’s
hand – somewhat removed from the fray. Another grateful customer is Buddy,
who reaches our gate and sets up his raucous chant – with Janet coming over to
fetch a biscuit from my bag for the big fellow. Emilio is settled into Davide’s lap
and, though Dan failed to get this reaction yesterday, Davide is successful with
his kind attentions in producing, beneath the happy Pug, the famous red lipstick.
Mischievously, Davide lifts the Pug and brandishes this appendage in Ofra’s face –
the latter screams in disgust and scares the rest of us.
Ofra and Makiko are still discussing recipes and Ofra says she would like Renata
to stop off at Soloman’s on Maida Vale Parade so she can buy some dates on the
way home – if only she had remembered to bring any money. Renata questions
Blarina on the closing of the parking lot – an event that has caused her to park
in front of the Essendine School, using a disabled sticker that is about to expire.
This leads to a discussion of the ins and outs of the sticker application process.
Renata thinks it is easier in Westminster but far more difficult in Camden. Peter
confirms this by saying that his late wife, who suffered from rheumatoid arthritis,
never succeeded in getting one from the latter borough. We begin our back passage
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walkround as Davide tells me that his next assignment is Moscow – and that he is
hoping that there will be no repetition of the meteor explosion that shook Russian
air space last week. A woman with a double-wide baby carriage is just behind us
as she exits the environmental area. You can tell that she would really like to head
in our direction but she despairs of ever overtaking so many canines and their
chattering owners and so she turns left rather than right. Skye is playing in a mud
puddle as we reach the Essendine exit where, surprisingly, a large contingent joins
me in my departure (often I am alone at such moments): Janet and Karen, who live
on this side, but also the displaced Renata and passenger Ofra – who must reclaim
the former’s vehicle.
Tuesday, February 19:
Frost is just melting from outdoor surfaces as Fritz and I make an entrance into
our park on a lovely, sunny February morning. Janet has just entered with DaisyMae and we walk together; we compare notes on last night’s developments on
Coronation Street and I tell her a little about my visit to the headmaster’s house
at ASL, where there was a reception for novelist Selden Edwards, part of the
annual Bergeron fellowship – which was inaugurated during my era in the English
Department (I was the only person present who had actually worked with Luke
Bergeron). As Janet and I approach the cypress trees we discover Karen heading
our way with Dudley – Fritz rushes forward with a growling greeting (the greeting
is for Karen, the growl is for Dudley, who mustn’t interfere in this process). Karen,
suffering from a bad cold, says that she has just had an unnerving encounter with
a well-dressed black man who asked many questions about Dudley and even tried
to pick him up – Karen said he was just a mutt but the man followed her for some
time and behind all this was the omnipresent fear… was this a dognapper?
Janet heads left to climb Mt. Bannister and Fritz veers off to the right to pass
through the café forecourt. In fact he gets so close to the gym that he triggers its
automatic door and I am afraid he will have a look inside but, instead, he continues
down the Randolph roadway – where the new park benches are both on display
now. (Unfortunately the cold black metal of these objects reveals that both are
covered in mud and so no one will want to sit down here.) At the next corner we
meet up with Georgie and Linda, here today with a recently shorn Pepper and little
Chica, the Jack Russell. They are heading back to the café and Fritz has to follow
– which means that I am soon able to insert him into our doggy compound. Linda
is in a buoyant mood, having just learned that her Liam has been accepted at UCL,
his first choice university.
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Janet is collecting money this morning in anticipation of Blarina’s birthday next
Tuesday. She says she will buy a gift voucher for the barista in our name and a
conversation ensues on the choice of store. Janet says that, for our information, she
would prefer a voucher from John Lewis to one from M&S but there are plenty of
other suggestions: H&M, Debenhams, T.K. Maxx. Finally I suggest, “Janet. Think
outside the box. Ann Summers!” This is not the first of my pointed interruptions.
Earlier we have had the spectacle of Ofra and Makiko poring over a cookbook that
the latter has brought with her and, exasperated, I have shouted, “Makiko! Surely
there are more interesting topics than how to cook rice – which is all you girls
seem to have been talking about for the last week.” (Ofra then reads aloud another
rice recipe, just to tease.) In other matters Renata is still trying to find a store that
will sell her some Shapes biscuits, since Maxi seems to enjoy these above all
others – especially the bone-shaped ones that are easy to break into little pieces.
Davide says he is Moscow-bound today, a turnaround flight that doesn’t leave
enough ground time for staff to de-board the plane. Ellen says that Aisne now has
pneumonia and that St. Mary’s staff are considering whether to send her on to a
care home. People do seem to be enjoying the bright sunshine but at last we begin
our back passage walkround. Ofra and Makiko are still discussing recipes.
Wednesday, February 20:
There has been an overnight rain and it is still very gray as I make my preparations
for the park. Cathy arrives with the news that it is also very cold outside, and so it
is just as well that I have donned my long underwear. I am surprised that it is this
cold (no expedition to the West End today) and soon I have to buckle the hood of
my coat over my wool hat. Daisy-Mae dances up behind us and I don’t want to
take my hands out of my pocket long enough to scratch her head – a refusal which
she finds most puzzling. Janet now says that her pet joined Dudley in Karen’s
empty house yesterday, something of an experiment, but the dogs (and the house)
seem to have survived well. By this time we have reached the parallel bars and,
wouldn’t you know it, on such a frigid day, two daffodils have at last lifted their
bright yellow heads today. Fritz heads for the café and here Janet turns left and
we, turning right, are soon on the Randolph roadway – where I pause to open the
gate for Karen, just returning from the ladies loo with a bowl of water for the dogs.
Thereafter we make a very slow circuit of Mt. Bannister before returning to the
café again.
While I am waiting for my coffee I notice that Metty seems to have settled at
last on a new color for his establishment – taupe. Makiko seems to prefer this to
the earlier pistachio, but she is more preoccupied with Oscar Pistorius, whose
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defense for shooting his girlfriend, we learned on the TV news last night, was that
he thought there was an intruder inside his bathroom – into whose door he fired
four shots. As I exit the café with my coffee cup I am again able to say, “I’d know
that bark anywhere.” This is because Buddy has just arrived with Saskia and he
is seated outside one of our gates – advertising his presence. Georgie gets up to
give him a biscuit from my blue bag but a few minutes later I can see him loping
across the green in our direction and this time he gets one of Ellen’s tripe sticks.
After a third visit Georgie gets up in order to encourage the shambling fellow to
return to his mommy – who is calling him from the head of the Morshead roadway;
this summons he finally heeds. Noise, incidentally, seems to be the dominant tone
among the canine fraternity today; our dogs never shut up, it’s one long chorus of
disapproval. Both Bailey and Daisy-Mae spend some time in my lap and the latter
is wearing a plastic cancer research daffodil pin in her topknot.
Peter now announces that one Victoria Ivanovic has booked the hall that he
manages in order to conduct lessons in belly dancing. “Ivanovic,” Ofra says,
“she must be Russian.” “Yes,” Peter responds, sotto voce, “she’s always rushing
somewhere.” Karen reports on the post-operative care enjoyed by her mother
in Australia and Renata seems surprised that such state-supported measures are
offered in any place other than England. Janet says that the new Samsung computer
that she ordered via Amazon is, in fact, a scratched used model – which is going
back. I ask her if if she has ever considered buying a computer from an actual
store instead of on-line but she says she likes the convenience of on-line shopping.
I have several objections to on-line shopping – which is leading to the collapse
of the high street store – and one of these is that others in my building enjoy the
convenience of home delivery only because I am at home when they are not and
daily I have to deal with someone at the front door with an urgent package. Janet
is also questioned by others on her loyalty to PCs – since, with her art, her design
work and her photo shopping “should have gotten a Macintosh” would have been
my suggestion.
Thursday, February 21:
Very cold weather persists. Yesterday I had planned to do a long series of West End
errands, taking advantage of Cathy’s presence in my house to complete such tasks
without incurring any charge of Fritz-abandonment, but I was too chilled when
I got home from the park to undertake this expedition. All the more surprising
therefore that I consented to an afternoon’s excursion to Regent’s Park with Fritz,
Linda and Pepper. It was sunny but the wind blowing across those vast empty
spaces was penetrating. Still, my dog had a wonderful time, which is the purpose
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after all – he dashed about at great speed in his delight (something he never does in
the Rec) and managed to snag a purloined hockey ball – which we were eventually
able to return to its rightful owners, at practice next to our walkway. This morning
it is again gray and threatening and my hood is up and my hands buried deep in
my pockets throughout our entry walk. I can see an ambulance at the southern end
of Morshead Mansions and Karen, who is walking with a South African friend
(who has Daisy-Mae on lead) wonders if this is for Aisne. I tell her I doubt it –
since Lucky and Jack’s ancient owner is still in hospital – and we continue on to
complete a frigid circuit of Mt. Bannister.
When I meet up with Karen again she is just depositing Daisy-Mae in the café
compound but she says it is just too cold today to sit outside (these dainty Southern
Hemisphere types). Indeed, we have only a small turnout this morning: Vlad in the
corner and, at our table, Georgie, Makiko (without a hat), Davide, Peter and Ellen.
(Ofra calls to complain that she drove to the park, found the parking lot closed,
and had to go home. Wendy is away and Janet is at ceramics.) The rest of us do
not linger. Davide tells us that he had Sting aboard his Moscow flight (about to
perform at a private gig) and that two drunks penetrated the cabin crew’s area and
made themselves at home in the bunk beds there. I ask Makiko if she viewed last
night’s Brit Awards show – which featured her One Direction crew. Davide agrees
with me that there are too many groups we’ve never heard of for the show to be of
much interest to us and he adds (undoubtedly not for the first time), “I didn’t even
get One Erection.” Ellen, who has bought some sausages for the dogs, says that
Aisne is, in fact, doing much better and that she may come home tomorrow.
The dogs take great exception to a mid-sized black dog who dashes innocently by
their world on a number of occasions. I notice that Sparkie’s bad influence means
that even little Bella joins this barracking chorus. Georgie (who also has T-bone
today) has borrowed Ofra’s seat blanket and she now gets up to return it to its spot
behind the counter. On our back passage walkround we soon encounter Saskia with
Buddy. “It shows how much I love you,” I tell Buddy, “that I am willing to take my
gloves off just so you can have a biscuit from my bag.” Fortunately Fritz makes
short work of the walk home but today I must complete some errands and so, after
bribing my dog with a Sainsbury dog sausage (good for the joints) I head off with
my laundry for the 123 Cleaners. In front of Aisne’s house I meet Ellen again; she
is supervising the unloading of a special bed from the Mediquip van – one with
arms that will prevent the old lady from rolling out of bed – which was the origin
of her most recent illness in the first place.
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Friday, February 22:
Americans of my generation remember this as Washington’s Birthday – but
our first president eventually lost his special significance (and holiday) because
Lincoln’s birthday is in February as well and the two events have been combined
as a kind of generic Presidents’ Day – which was, in fact, celebrated on Monday.
There is nothing to celebrate today for again we have bitterly cold temperatures
and a Siberian wind to contend with during our hour or so in the park. As we
enter the rebellious half grown Cocker, Binky, is just escaping onto the pavement
and I have to tell his owner where she has gone. Fritz and I make fairly good
progress as we head for the green; there is only the briefest of incursions into the
environmental area – long enough for him to piss on the No Dogs sign. On the
Randolph roadway we encounter Ofra and I chide her for not wearing one of her
famous hats on such a cold day. A woman with a large baby carriage is making
her way down the tennis court alley preceded by a toddler with his own tiny baby
carriage. She is a bit anxious because he is heading for the parking lot – which is
open for business again today.
It is one of those mornings when I hope for a long queue at the coffee counter –
one whose slow progress means I will have a chance to thaw – but there is no one
ahead of me at all and, even worse, Blarina has seen me coming and hands me a
cappuccino cup with a Matterhorn of foam as soon as I arrive. Outside we again
have a poor turnout. Davide is at the airport undergoing his annual exams but Janet
is back, joining Ofra (who has lofted the hood on her coat), Georgie, Makiko,
Peter and Ellen. Ellen again offers wonderful treats for the dogs – a toasted cheese
sandwich and tripe sticks galore. Second best are the offerings from my biscuit
bag; here Bailey wolfs down his five-a-day quite rapidly and when I finally succeed
in convincing him that the process is “finished” he contents himself with humping
his mommy’s leg. Georgie has wrapped a shivering Bella in a blanket; most of the
other dogs are wearing coats – including Emilio, who is cruising for a bruising as
he snaps away at Daisy-Mae in Janet’s lap.
From rice we move on to Ofra’s quest for the perfect juicer; Janet says that she has
used such objects in the past but that, like the toasted sandwich maker, her own
version of this kitchen apparatus is now gathering dust. Before we leave the subject
of food Peter wants to share with us the latest unwanted ingredients story – and he
goes into the café to fetch the tabloids while Makiko summons the same story on
her mobile phone. It seems that a couple here in England have discovered a black
cap warbler, native to Italy and Spain, in a package of Tesco salad – and there is
great puzzlement over how it got there. This subject is debated amid a number
of attempts to recover from the shock of this discovery with some therapeutic
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humor. Georgie says that she expects to find Birdseye products on the shelves of
her supermarket but not the whole bird. Once again we have a shorter session than
usual, heading for home some fifteen minutes early. Makiko is still uncertain which
side to believe in the Oscar Pistorius murder case but she seems to be spending
much of her time watching skiing championships on the telly. I get far ahead of
the others on the way out and after I have regained my sitting room I can still see
Makiko in the park, urging Emilio to get a move on.
Saturday, February 23:
Flurries whistle through the air on another frigid morning in Maida Vale. There
seem to be a lot of dogs about and one group is being encouraged to recover a nice
mid-sized red ball abandoned in the bushes; we have enough balls at home and
so I do not urge Fritz to join in this endeavor. Behind us I can see Saskia entering
with Buddy and it doesn’t take too long before the latter has spotted me and rushed
forward, stationing himself at my feet and barking joyously as I get the biscuit bag
out. Saskia tells me that the crisis of the week did not involve her dog, for once, but
the sewage mains – which backed up into her building. While I am listening to this
tale I note that my dog is missing – he has rushed back to greet Janet and DaisyMae and we now have a party of three (and our dogs) as we make our way toward
the green. Fritz is seduced by Daisy-Mae into a brief incursion into the central
pitch – where Daisy-Mae likes to visit so she can roll around on the little rubber
pellets here. I have to report to Saskia that her dog seems to be trying to get into
the café’s kitchen, then I am on for a circuit of Mt. Bannister. Behind the tennis
courts Fritz spots his old pal Fonzi and rushes forward to greet the little Yorkie,
following him into the doggy compound on the Carlton roadway before we can, at
last, return to the café.
We have a good weekend turnout today – including Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Matthew,
Makiko, Dan, Debbie, Peter and Ellen. Ellen reports that Aisne came home
from the hospital last night, as scheduled, but this morning she felt dizzy and an
ambulance has been called (I saw it down the street as I entered the park). Ofra
reports that she and Makiko dined at the Entrecôte on Marylebone Lane last night
– having to endure a 35-minute queue in the freezing air outside. Dan reports that
he went into the Café Mangiare (Plan 9’s successor) this morning and asked for
a toasted bacon sandwich. Biting into this comestible on his way to the park he
noticed something usual about its contents – this wasn’t bacon. Returning to the
counter he was informed it was bacon – “beef bacon” – a substitution necessitated,
according to the chap behind the counter, because there are so many Jews in the
neighborhood that the place is now “kosher.” Dan’s money was returned without
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protest but there remains the suspicion that the new proprietors are more likely a
halal regime than a kosher one. Matthew now says he wants a falafel and there is
advice from Ofra on how to reach the best outlet in West Hampstead. Peter passes
out some scratch cards – with no winners – and it is now suggested that he start
taking bets on the eventual verdict in the Oscar Pistorius murder trial. Makiko, who
is fascinated by this tragedy, changes her mind every day about the runner’s guilt
or innocence. Having discovered that she and Oscar share the same birthday she
now leans in the direction of innocence.
I am having trouble with my hands; gloves make it difficult to scratch cards or stir
my cappuccino without getting foam all over everything. I can pluck biscuits from
my blue bag with gloves on and Bailey soon exhausts his five-a-day limit. The
problem is that he is too dim to remember this and keeps pestering me. When they
are not queuing up for food the dogs keep up a fence patrol in which they protest
over the presence of any other dog – including the little black “Jug,” Otis, half Jack
Russell, half Pug. Some of our animals are suffering from health problems. Little
Pucci has gotten into a scrap with another dog and must go to the vet because he
has a bad eye – his pink squeaky ball continues to encourage my dog’s lust. Emilio
is also suffering from a sore paw again and it is decided to carry him home when
we begin our back passage walkround. Daisy-Mae, who is the last customer at my
biscuit store, takes her treat with her – and buries it in the forecourt leaves for later
consumption.
Sunday, February 24:
There is no relief from the sub-zero temperatures that have dominated for days and,
as an extra strategy to combat the cold, I fish out the warm wool mittens that Linda
gave me last year. These do seem to be an improvement on my leather gloves but
it is still an uncomfortable morning in the park. Fritz doesn’t seem to be affected
by the cold but I despair when it looks as though he wants to retreat just as we are
walking along the cypress trees – if he circles around from here it will add another
five minutes to our in-lap. In fact, I think he is hesitant only because he has sensed
that some of our other pals have just entered the park behind us and, in the event,
I am able to get him moving forward once again. The next obstacle is a marvelous
one – for outside the café we have last Sunday’s Bulldog family, augmented this
time by Linda’s two siblings – with Mom Rebecca and the well-muscled Thor
bustling about as well. Fritz is mobbed by this lot (he doesn’t seem to mind) and
then we continue on almost all the way to the Randolph gate before heading back
to the café.
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Vlad joins us at our table since the Bulldog party has occupied his usual corner
spot. Also present today are Dan, Georgie, Janet, Ofra, Karen (cuddling one of
the puppies in her lap), a late-arriving Makiko, Peter and Ellen. Fritz seems to
have taken a shine to the young woman (or her carrot cake) who presides over the
Bulldog party and he spends a lot time moaning at her knee while the pups (who
need to outgrow the wrinkles in their fawn skin) wander about happily. When he
has completed his entreaties here Fritz turns his attention to Ellen. Not satisfied
with the tidbits of sausage and toast he decides to see if he can winkle out some
tripe sticks from her purse. Soon his head has disappeared inside her bag, to our
vast amusement. “If you can get it out of there,” Ellen says, “you can have it.” In
fact my dog needs no such encouragement and after a minute or so of subterranean
struggle he emerges with his prize, a tripe stick of his own. He is congratulated
on his industry but his efforts are soon imitated by Tara, who snatches a stick of
her own from the well-mauled bag. Meanwhile Daisy-Mae, who did not reclaim
the biscuit she buried in the nearby leaves yesterday, gets into a scrap under the
table with Lucky. Canine bodies are flying about and at one point Fritz, who is just
trying to get out of the way, ends up on Lucky’s back.
Dan (he and Georgie are both wearing their furry Covent Garden Air Force hats)
spends some time on his phone, trying to find a Kenwood kettle in the right color
for Ofra; he thinks he has found one on eBay but it all comes to nothing. Dan then
tells us that today Davide will compete his re-qualification exercises at Heathrow
– with a real exam. I want to know if there will be an essay portion: “How I Deal
With Drunken Passengers.” I point out to Dan that Winnie is wearing a coat (white
snowflakes on a black background) very similar to the pattern on my mittens –
Makiko has a jumper in the same motif today and claims that amid the flurries
yesterday she saw one flake in the same shape as the one on her chest. Janet passes
around a birthday card for Blarina (with all of our dogs on one side and a group
picture – with absentees PhotoShopped in – on the other) and we all sign this. Peter
is chided for having picked losers in yesterday’s racing but this reminds Georgie
of a joke: “What’s the best thing to put on a beef burger?” Answer: “A fiver each
way.”
Monday, February 25:
It doesn’t seem as though the needle on my thermometer has budged at all since
yesterday but it does seem a shade more comfortable outside as Fritz and I begin
a new week in the park under gray skies. We are a bit late so it is just as well
that, after a brief pause to receive a cuddle from Karen (and to deliver a growl
to Dudley), Fritz makes short work of his advance on the green. We are heading
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down the Randolph roadway when Bekki heads our way with the half-grown pair
of Yellow and Brown. She tells me that she has lost both a lead and her phone
and, indeed, a minute later, I spot an abandoned blue lead on the grass at the foot
of Mt. Bannister. I put Fritz on lead (he has already done two poos) and set off to
find Bekki with this news. Eventually I can see her heading for the office in the
clubhouse, where, no doubt, she wants to ask them if any of her lost objects has
been turned in, and, after putting Fritz in our café compound, I head over here –
entering myself in order to reveal my discovery. She has lost a blue lead and soon
she has recovered this object, to her evident relief. (I don’t know if the phone was
ever found.)
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Karen, Davide
and Peter. Janet has delivered birthday card and voucher to Blarina and our barista
soon comes out to thank us all for these items. She tells us her heart is pounding
with excitement and she plans to buy a dress (something we have never seen her
wear) with the voucher. Karen is reminded that a highlight of her recent birthday
barbie celebration in Australia was the Donald Duck cake baked by her mom –
which she promptly dropped. Davide reports that he has completed his certification
at Heathrow and that he is now qualified to use the defibrillator and even to
deliver babies – let us hope that he has no need for these skills on his flight to
Goa tomorrow. Makiko discusses last night’s Oscars and, for once, I have actually
seen two of the films that had great success: Argo and Lincoln. Ofra receives a
call from Israel – a friend is coming and wants to know if Ofra requires any native
foodstuffs. Yes, she wants a breakfast bar that is banana-flavored and we can all
hear the word “banana” as if we were Hebrew speakers as well. This leads to a
discussion of the ubiquity of this word in the world’s languages and that of its close
ally, ananas, which, to Ofra’s surprise, means pineapple in Hebrew and Italian.
I have to ask Georgie is she has brought any dogs to the park with names that
do not begin with S – for she has in her charge today her own Sparkie plus Skye
and Seamus the Westie. (The latter two make up our own version of the logo
for Black and White Scotch, though I am sure that in the original the black half
must have been a Scottie.) Dudley is charmed by Seamus and jumps on his bones
throughout our session. We have two instances of canine misbehavior (I don’t
count Bailey’s pestiferous pawing). First Tara leaps up to have a swipe at Ofra’s
sandwich – producing another shriek. Then Daisy-Mae, sensing that Seamus
doesn’t understand her rules, has a go at the stranger and has to be snatched up
by an agitated Janet. There is one unexplained poo and, as Janet picks this up, the
others try to say that it couldn’t have been left by their pet. I know Fritz is innocent
because he has spent the entire session propping up Karen’s newspaper in the
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latter’s lap. At one point she even rests her coffee cup on his head – I suggest he
doesn’t mind because at least it is warm. Karen reads us the tale of a Labrador who
enjoyed his trip to the beach so much that he ate 79 pebbles – well that is the total
surgeons later removed from his rattling belly.
Tuesday, February 26:
The streets are wet and from my window I can’t tell if there is any moisture in the
air – so I stuff the dog’s raincoat into a pocket just before Fritz and I hit the streets.
It is not raining, we soon discover, but it is a cold, raw day with a penetrating
damp. I manage to get my mittens on and I would loft the hood of my coat as well
but the zip that holds it in place has backtracked and it is too limp to be of any use.
Fritz is greeted by a little black dog – a sort of Miniature Pinscher-Jack Russell mix
– named Pip but thereafter he makes rapid progress along the back walkways and
we are soon approaching the café, where a number of the dog owners are already
huddled under the green umbrella. We still have quite a distance to cover before
joining them and Fritz makes particularly slow work of investigating all the clues
left by other dogs along the tennis court alley.
Today coffees are on the birthday girl, Blarina, even though she has the day off.
I have yet to sit down with mine (dogs are using my chair the better to advance
their chances of snagging some of Ellen’s sausages) when Makiko appears at
our gate, waiting patiently for the slow-moving Emilio. I take advantage of her
expertise and turn my back on her so she can adjust the zip on my jacket hood. In
addition to Ellen and Makiko we also have Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Karen and Peter
this morning. The latter has Bobby with him and Georgie is again accompanied
by the three “S” dogs. Seamus is in a cantankerous mood and barks throughout
the proceedings this morning – leading to the inevitable request, “Seamus, don’t
shame us!” Skye is a canine viper – snatching out of the air every biscuit headed
for another’s mouth; he makes Lucky look well-behaved. Prize for the naughtiest
dog still goes to the famous Barney, the pebble-eating chocolate Lab. Several of us
witnessed his appearance (along with owner and surgeon) on last night’s ITV news.
Here we learned that only 73 stones were removed; Barney, waiting his turn to go
on, barked back stage throughout the previous news item.
Ofra says she is not certain about the flavor of her most recent shampoo and wants
Makiko to smell her head. The latter introduces the inevitable subject of food by
showing us half a pomelo – one that she has brought with her today – don’t ask me
why. On the subject of exotic taste treats Ofra says she once ate frogs’ legs but the
idea of horse sickens her. (I note that Tesco announced 800 job losses yesterday –
adding, with tongue in cheek, that the really bad news is that most of these are to
287

The Dogshank Redemption

be stable boys.) Georgie has been served a plate of scrambled eggs on brown bread
and Ofra, outraged, goes back to the counter to complain that her friend has asked
for white. She is promised an order of white toast but when this arrives it is again
smothered in a second order of scrambled eggs – these are shared out to others at
the table (and the dogs as well). Ofra wants to know if anyone else heard circling
helicopters last night; this leads to other instances of over-policing: she says that
she once parked just long enough to let little Guy off with a baby sitter, leaving the
door of her car open. When she returned the clampers had spirited her vehicle away
and it cost her £200 to get it back – “And back then I was broke and my heart was
broke.” Before it is time to go Makiko has just enough time to note that a comedian
(who evidently had Davide’s vote) has won 25% of the vote in the Italian elections.
Ofra says that when she drops her blanket off at the café counter she is going to
complain that this time the eggs were undercooked.
Wednesday, February 27:
Another wall of gray. Fritz, who threw up in the hall last night (mostly water) and
who has therefore been under close observation ever since, does a quite satisfactory
poo as we join the park parade. Celine is coming up behind us with Ziggy. She
asks me how old Fritz is now and this somehow reminds her that she and husband
Christopher both forgot it was their wedding anniversary earlier this week. “That’s
all right,” I tell her, “problems only occur when one of you remembers and the
other forgets” – as if I had ever been allowed to forget such an occasion in the
first place. The dog now decides to head down the Randolph roadway almost a
far as the gate and today I almost wish he had chosen another route since, after
we return to the café and I hand his lead over to Peter, I have to backtrack to the
same gate on my way to Vineyard Chemists, where my prescriptions are waiting
for me. Twice I pass my fellow American dog owner, Terry (though without his
Cris), and the second time he is just emerging from the Randolph surgery, source
of my prescription, with his own piece of paper. This gives us time to compare
medications as I make my way back to the park café.
I join a group that includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Wendy, Peter and Ellen.
Yesterday Makiko told me the story of the homeless chap from Kansas City who
returned a diamond ring that fell into his begging bowl and last night this tale was
featured on the ITV news. This paralleled Karen telling us on Monday morning
about the pebble-eating Lab, who then appeared that night on the ITV London
news. (“The conclusion,” I tell the others, is, “hear it here first.”) Today’s top news
story is the tragedy of the hot air balloon that plunged to earth when it caught fire
while sailing over the Valley of the Kings. I note that six years ago this month
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Dorothy and I took a similar voyage and we too had a crash landing (though with
no harm done) when winds meant we couldn’t land on the west bank of the Nile,
where we had started, and we had to come down in a sugar cane field near Luxor
on the east bank.
I also tell the others that at the Randolph gate I met the black and white Cavalier
King Charles Spaniel named, appropriately, Charlie. This inspires Ofra (who learns
only today the Skye is a boy) to claim that her dog is not only the most clever
but also the least aggressive. There is some agreement with the latter statement
(though the word “wuss” comes to mind) but none with the former. Just as we are
about to part for home Danielle comes by with little Bella. This dog loves to visit
us and dances around the fence until admitted – when she jumps into any vacant
lap and starts to kiss the face above. Georgie is asked if she could look after Bella
today – and I suggest that in order to join Georgie’s “S” club Bella will have to
become Stella. Sparkie is barking at anything moving, Seamus remains growling
in Georgie’s lap and Skye ranges under the table hunting and gathering. I decide
to use the blue biscuit bag to carry my prescriptions home and Makiko adds to its
contents with a bowl of pomelo-inflected shrimp salad for my lunch. Unfortunately
Skye likes to bite the bottom out of such bags and he does succeed in puncturing it
and securing one windfall biscuit as we begin our walkround. I have a close look
at the bag and I am able to tell Makiko that her salad bowl is already proving its
utility – since it now covers the hole and I am able to make it home without any
more losses. But this does not mean I can rest for I have two more Wednesday
errands to complete – retrieval at 123 Cleaners and provisioning at Sainsbury’s.
Thursday, February 28:
And so we come to the end of this brief and frigid month. I notice that the two
brave daffodils, the ones who bloomed near the parallel bars last week, are still
maintaining their lonely vigil – none of their companions has yet to make an
appearance. There are many dogs about this morning and a number of them
(including Binky and Simba) have their noses buried in some fragrant corner.
Behind us Bekki comes in with Yellow, Brown and Chica and these same dogs are
on the eastern end of the green a few minutes later. Bekki is trying to get Yellow
(“Young Yeller”?) to get a move on; unfortunately her dog is pinned to the turf by
Toby the Bulldog – so this is not possible. As we near the doggy compound from
the parking lot side I can see Mischu staring out at us and it is hard to get Fritz
through the gate without letting the Chihuahua out. Thereafter Mischu (and Sky
too) follow my dog around as though he were the flavor of the month. We make
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a quick escape and head for the café where this morning our group includes Ofra,
Dan, Georgie, Debbie, Peter and Makiko.
This morning I have a mission. When I decanted all my pill boxes from the bag
supplied by the chemist’s last night I noticed that there was only one box of statins
– when usually I come away with two. I spent a great deal of time worrying about
the loss of this little object. Could it have fallen out when Skye bit the bottom
of my blue bag? Was it left on our morning table? There is no coffee queue this
morning and I am able to ask Blarina if anyone has found this medicine but she
says it isn’t so. So after a quick cappuccino I have to leave Fritz in the care of
the others as I undertake another dash (well, that’s not really possible on my legs
anymore) to the chemist’s on Maida Vale Parade. Here I learn that only one box
of pills was authorized by the surgery this time and thus I have been worrying
about a mysterious loss for nothing. I now head back to the park with two thoughts
rumbling. If the chemist routinely released a copy of the prescription form along
with the medicine I would have been able to figure this out – but they didn’t even
want to give me a xerox yesterday. And why, without any explanation from the
medicos, has such a change been ordered in the first place?
Debbie has succeeded in snagging Pucci’s latest squeaky ball just before Fritz
pounces as I return to the park. (That is Fritz, isn’t it?” she says, “all Schnauzers
look alike to me.”) Thus it is left to Bailey to earn best in the naughtiness show
honors this morning; this he does by using an empty chair to insert his snout onto
the tabletop, where he succeeds in upsetting Ofra’s coffee cup and drenching one of
her new boots. That lady will soon be making her own coffee at home since, at last,
she has secured (on eBay) a Kenwood kettle in the right color. They are eating eggs
on toast at her end of the table – Dan claiming that he is too old to drink the same
way he did during his youth. Debbie tells us that she didn’t get a job proffered by
some Russians. Someone suggests that she was overqualified and a more cynical
voice offers another explanation, “Perhaps they sensed you weren’t bent enough.”
On the way home I thank Makiko for yesterday’s shrimp and pomelo salad. Noting
that the fruit is also sometimes called “Chinese grapefruit” leads me to wonder if
the same injunction against mixing grapefruit with statins (which now appears on
the box even though the medicos have never said a word to me about this) also
applies to the exotic pomelo. I think I’ll take my chances.
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Maxi guards his purple ball.
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Friday, March 1:
A light rain is just lifting as Fritz and I make our way into the park at the start of a
new month in Paddington Rec. Yesterday, amid a rare instance of real sunshine, he
gamboled about at great speed in Regent’s Park but today he can only inch along
as he samples the succulent grass shoots and, on several occasions, I have to climb
the muddy bank on my left in order to get him to move along. The red poo poo
box next to the parallel bars, the receptacle that slipped to the ground some time
ago, is now lying, uselessly, on its back – neglected and forlorn. More cheering is
the conclave of dog owners in front of the café but we do not linger here since we
have Mt. Bannister to circumnavigate. Today we share the Carlton roadway doggy
compound with Baba, the fox-fighting Jack Russell.
Our breakfast club includes Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Karen, Davide, Peter and Ellen.
Karen has been undergoing a long series of interventions at the Eastman Dental
Hospital, where interns work under the close supervision of senior staff. We hear
in great detail how the root canal work is progressing and then about additional
struggles which Karen has been experiencing in keeping her Vespa moving. I ask
Davide about his vote for the comedian in the recent Italian elections – but this
is greeted by an outraged explosion since he voted for another party altogether.
Makiko, the source of this misinformation, soon arrives and is chided for spreading
false rumors. Makiko and Ofra each spend some time on their phones trying to find
a recipe for another northern Italian pastry – but they can’t remember the spelling
and it is unfamiliar to Davide. It turns out that Makiko has recently applied a new
makeup regime to the face of her Israeli friend (Ricky didn’t like it) but Ofra was
so pleased that she immediately switched on her Skype connection. Janet tells us
that the long-delayed return visit from New York Liz is now scheduled for March
19. I suggest that this is turning into the third act of Waiting For Godot.
The legs of my trousers are soon covered in wet paw prints as Bailey, Skye and
Winnie makes their presence known. Fritz is more interested in what others may
have on offer and even sits in front of Davide (who has a gob of melted cheese
on his anorak) in order to receive the meager handout of one of Winnie’s pellets.
(I tell Davide that such a food is always left behind in his dinner bowl at home.)
As we prepare to leave (amid extended complaints about cold hands from Ofra,
who has forgotten her gloves) there is a fight under the table. Lucky, for some
reason, doesn’t like Seamus and she launches herself at the Westie – still sitting
on Georgie’s chair and, amid an outbreak of major snarling, the two have to be
separated. Only now do I notice that Georgie has added the gentle black Lab,
Callie, to her menagerie – but all of the dogs are soon ahead of us as Fritz again
makes slow progress along the back passage. I just have time to confer with
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Makiko about a new business idea – inspired by Ofra. I think our Japanese friend
should bring out a special line of cosmetics for camera-shy telephonists: Skype
makeup. On the five-a-side pitch a group of mixed-sex teens are engaged in a
football match. One blonde defender, echoing an earlier theme, is saying, “Oh, my
hands are soooo cold!”
Saturday, March 2:
There seems to be some ambiguity over the official first day of spring. We
traditionalists favor the vernal equinox, usually around the 21st of March, but even
the Met Office seems to like the regularity of whole months (spring = March, April
and May) and now calls March 1 the first day of spring. As the temperatures have
not varied in weeks and we still have the same frigid cold and gray skies I think
it would be hard to justify today’s climate as spring-like. The park users are not
deterred by a little cold weather and I can see legions of footie kids ahead of us
and, since I know Fritz is often spooked by this assemblage, I decide to head to the
right from the outset. This brings us to the green in a far more rapid fashion and,
passing the bandstand – where four more of the new metal benches are deployed
nearby – we begin a circuit of this central space, veering off only when we reach
the water feature. Soon Fritz has reached the tennis court alley and so we now
add this link as well. As we are heading for the café along the Carlton roadway I
can see Ofra heading toward us. She is on her way to visit daughter Lee at Bristol
University and has come to the park only to leave Bailey with Georgie.
I don’t have too many people in front of me in the coffee queue but soon enough
lots of parents and their tiny children are lined up behind me – the parents
invariably asking the kids what they would like from the pastry display and then
choosing something far less calorific and expensive than the childish suggestion
they have just received. Karen arrives just a bit too late to add her order to mine
and has to accept a place at the end of the line – at least she has the Mail to read
while she waits. In addition to Karen our numbers include Debbie, Janet, Georgie,
Davide, Makiko, Peter and Ellen. Peter is muttering that Ofra has gone off without
investing in today’s horseracing adventure – yesterday she tossed him her Burberry
change purse in order to prove she didn’t have the requisite stake. Peter passes
out lottery information and scratch cards and Davide, whose parents will visit
again soon, comes up with a £5 winner. Karen says that she has been visiting her
resident tarot reader and that the latter, in addition to repeating the exciting news
that romance is in the offing, says that someone named Ella is also trying to reach
her from the other side. “I once had a horse named Ellie,” Karen says, “but it’s a
stretch to believe that she wants to get in touch now.”
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Karen’s coffee cup almost goes flying as Skye makes another of his lighting
strikes – he might as well be classified as feral, such are his manners. He is present
whenever my blue bag is in service and it is almost impossible to slip a biscuit to
the other dogs (including my own) without his attempting to snatch it from my
fingers. At least I don’t have to contend with the begging Bailey – since Georgie
keeps him on a short leash so he won’t run off in search of his missing mommy.
One of my usual customers, Daisy-Mae, remains aloof this morning; she won’t
accept some ham and cheese from Georgie’s sandwich and when we begin our
back passage walkround she slips into the picnic ground in order to eat grass –
perhaps a sign of stomach distress. As we pass the five-a-side pitch I notice that
Tanya, whose entire family (including the two Weimaraners) has passed us by
earlier, is standing on the sidelines – she, like Mary McCartney before her, has
become a soccer mom. In the central pitch a ladies’ hockey team is putting on
outlandish additions (including fluorescent rah-rah skirts) to their outfits and
activity is about to begin on the trackside playing field as well. Here, however, we
need to guard against rug burn first – that will explain why, from the four corners
of the pitch, we have fountains in spate – drenching the surface.
Sunday, March 3:
The sun is trying for a breakthrough as Fritz and I head for the park on a chilly
Sunday morning. Numbers here are down on yesterday and our passage along
the back walkways is a bit easier. Janet comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae and
we walk together for a while. Janet says that she is disgusted by the amount of
unclaimed dog poo these days – on the streets and in the park – and she thinks a
regular visit from the animal warden would be a good idea. Peter is already seated
under the umbrella as we pass through the café forecourt – he is not accompanied
by a wheelbarrow with all our turf winnings. Fritz now begins a very slow circuit
of Mt. Bannister, finally reaching the parking lot where one car is blasting “Fever”
on its radio and others are disgorging young footie lads. I am anxious to join the
coffee queue before it swells with Sunday visitors but, in the event, I have very
little waiting time here.
Our group this morning includes Janet and Peter, of course, but also Georgie,
Renata, Dan, Ellen and, eventually, Makiko. (Davide is off to Houston, Ofra is
still in Bristol.) Dan has spent several days in Dublin, previewing a show that will
soon travel to the West End, and he has brought back a box of chocolates, which
he now passes around. It has to bypass me – “a man is known by the quality of his
refusals.” Dan has a birthday this month and I ask if the town fathers of Ongar,
Essex, have ordered any special celebrations this year. He says that there is no
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theme this time – only that it is expected that the gifts will be expensive ones
(see his website for suggestions). Also, he wishes to lay one rumor to rest: his
statue, in the town square, is not covered in gold-leaf, as some say, it is solid gold.
Still in this spirit of mischief he now walks out to the green with his phone, soon
returning with a video of our scene – now with a flying saucer hovering above
us. Technology is, indeed, a special topic this morning – with Peter asking for
assistance in changing his broadband provider. Renata complains that when she
called the company that has insured her boiler for the last ten years the workman
who arrived said he wouldn’t touch it because it was too high for him to reach
without breaching “health and safety” regulations – this does not explain why this
company has been taking her insurance money all this time.
An abandoned Bailey, very sorry for himself, quickly wolfs his five-a-day and
then settles into Renata’s lap while Fritz somehow decides that Uncle Dan is
holding out on him, sitting at the latter’s feet and looking bereft. There are several
suggestions to the effect that my dog really needs a haircut – I know, but I am
reluctant to pursue this objective in our frigid weather. Renata wants to know if I
brush him a lot. I say I don’t and she wants to know how I know he doesn’t have
knots all over his fur. “Because I pet him,” is my response. Maxi is getting quite
shaggy as well (she does have to brush him because his fur is so curly) and he also
seems to be suffering from his stomach complaint again – there is blood in his stool
this morning. As we begin our back passage walkround we debate the vexing issue
of how to get the little Poodle to swallow his antibiotic pills. He spits them out
when they are shoved into his mouth, he knows when they are wrapped in morsels
of food, and when they are crushed and mixed with his regular food he won’t eat
that either. Renata has made up her mind that he has to go back to the vet and this
is where we leave it for another day – since we have at last reached our exit gate.
Monday, March 4:
Again we have bright sunlight – and temperatures only a degree or two above the
freezing mark. I am quite puzzled by the appearance of Simba this morning – for
he seems to be heading down the path with what appears to be the top of a pizza
box shoved over his head. He is heading away from us so there is no chance to
make inquiries; instead Fritz and I begin another slow progress along the back
passage. After five minutes or so back here, and the cypress trees still not in sight,
my dog decides that he’d just as soon reach the green from the Morshead roadway
– so we have to reverse directions. His speed is not improved by this gesture and
when we reach the green I decide to put him on lead for a more direct approach to
the café itself.
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I pass his lead over to Peter before approaching the coffee counter, though he
doesn’t think there is any danger in Ofra leaving the escape door open because
“she’s in Israel.” I have to remind him that her absence during the last two sessions
has been due to her visit to Bristol, not Israel. (Janet says she is a bit worried about
Peter’s memory – since he forgot to collect lottery stakes from us on Saturday.)
Indeed Ofra soon joins us in the coffee queue and, when we are seated with a group
that also includes Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Wendy, Renata and Ellen, she gives us a
report on her visit. She seemed to enjoy Bristol but not a viewing of her daughter’s
college digs – which she now denounces as filthy – “Get over it, mom.” Georgie
now tells us that she is planning a trip to Hereford to see her grandson and Janet
announces that she is going on a spa holiday with her sister. Renata has baked
anther frosted lemon cake and pieces are passed around the table, though again I
have to decline (“a man is known by the….”).
For once dog matters are the chief topic of conversation as a serious incident has
rocked park life yesterday afternoon. The story begins with a Rottweiler but by
the time Danielle arrives with better information this has become a Doberman, the
same volatile chap whom Maxi is always chasing – Renata’s heart in her mouth.
It seems that yesterday this dog went for a Beagle belonging to a “Chinese man”
and when the owner tried to rescue his dog he was bitten severely in the face!
There was evidently a good deal of blood, the police were called and now there is
again great fear about the freedom of our own dogs in the Rec. Their naughtiness
is a thousand times more peaceable. They jostle one another for treats, they rush
the fence to bark at passing dogs (Emilio barks at an innocent Daisy-Mae for good
measure) and Fritz takes advantage of Ofra’s departure to slip through the gate into
the café forecourt (where Makiko picks him up, amid growls of protest, and brings
him back). Janet has done a wonderful drawing of Bella, who is sitting on her lap
as she and Sparkie exchange French kisses, and Danielle is deeply touched.
Tuesday, March 5:
For the first time in many a moon the needle on my window thermometer has
freed itself from its traditional resting point, zero, and is steadily climbing as the
effects of a lovely sunny morning take hold. Thus emboldened I abandon my long
underwear for the day and head into the park with my coat unzipped. Soon coming
in behind us I can see Linda with Pepper and Chica and Celine (in jogging clothes
today) with Ziggy. They head our way but not before Lizzie overtakes them,
scanning the scene anxiously. “Are you looking for Yoyo?” I ask – but it turns out
that it is her hat that has gone missing, not her Schnauzer. Fritz pauses to squat
next to the stricken red poo poo box, which, though it has not been elevated in the
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interim, has at least been emptied. We walk with Linda, Chica and Pepper (the
latter again suffering from a stomach complaint) as far as the café and then we are
on our own to complete a leisurely circuit of Mt. Bannister.
In the coffee queue Ofra is berating Lurch for preparing the coffees in the wrong
order – he brings me mine without my having to ask for it in the first place. In
addition to Ofra we have Wendy, Georgie, Makiko, Renata, Peter and Ellen at
our table this morning. Vlad, of course, occupies his little corner spot but he is
not allowed to sit down before Renata orders him to roll up one of his handmade
cigarettes for her (then the poor man is chastised for not providing a match as
well). Renata is cranky because she has encountered nothing but traffic jams on
her way here from West Hampstead this morning. Ofra admits that she did too but
evidently she escaped them by driving her Touareg giant on the wrong side of the
street. Peter, who is wondering what the best way to pay his Debenham’s bill might
be, warns us that we had better not get used to this lovely weather – for worse is
yet to come. He tries again to get lottery money out of Ofra but she is not willing to
part today with any of her lucky £2 coins.
Danielle arrives with Bella and the conversation soon turns to the regrettable
events of last Sunday. By now there is a major amendment in the story: the
Chinese man was not bitten by the attacking Doberman but by his own dog – as
the Beagle lashed out in defense. Makiko can confirm this story as well since she
has seen both owner (in bandages) and dog (in Elizabethan collar) – b oth looking
traumatized, a nd she has heard the tale from the man himself. Our own dogs are
enjoying a bounty from Ellen’s plate, including a number of sausage tidbits. Skye
and Lucky are patrolling the shadows beneath our table – snatching at anything
offered anyone. One exception in this scramble is Daisy-Mae. She clearly has the
hump because Janet is away – she begins the session sitting on her own chair at the
corner table and then spends most of the session outside our compound, rolling on
her back in the sun on the flagstones of the café forecourt.
Wednesday, March 6:
Skies are more overcast today but yesterday’s improvement in the temperature
continues and, for the first time in months, I am able to wear only my baseball
cap on my head. Near the parallel bars I pass a WPC in conversation with an
exerciser – but the conversation seems to address social life and not antisocial
activity. The two brave daffodils here are still without companions in this park but
many heads are turning yellow on these plants, perhaps influenced by yesterday’s
warm weather. I do note that the policewoman is leaning on the pole that once held
the red poo poo box aloft – that object is missing altogether now. Again we are
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overtaken by Celine and Ziggy and, when we reach the Randolph roadway, little
Maxi (the essence of smart Apricot Poodledom after his visit to the beauty parlor)
adopts us and he and Renata follow us down the tennis court alley – where she
has earlier parked her Nissan Micra and where we now see Ofra maneuvering the
Touareg into position. This is the end of Renata’s companionship for the moment –
there is no way she would follow me when the magnetic Ofra is about, even if this
means she has to climb the steep path to the top of the hill behind us.
On the Carlton roadway Simba’s walker shows me a close-up picture, taken on
Monday, one of Simba with his head poked through a box lid – a task he needed
to complete in pursuit of some chips, even though he got his foolish head stuck in
the process. We have only a small turnout at our table this morning: Peter, Ellen,
Georgie, Ofra and Renata – though Makiko eventually arrives. The kitchen staff
delivers a plate of scrambled eggs on toast to Georgie and Renata, inspired, orders
the same again from her chair. Ofra is jealous of Makiko’s eyebrows and we
again discuss plans for pre-Skype makeup sessions. Then Ofra takes a call from
someone who may assist her in the purchase of a second car and Peter says that he
has received a text from Liz in connection with her forthcoming visit. Truth to tell
there have been so many visits cancelled and rescheduled that I have lost track of
when our New York friend is due.
Peter has the feisty Toy Poodle, Bobby, with him today and the latter is enraged by
the sight of other white dogs out on the green. The puppy Alaska is one of these
but Bobby is also snarling at some distant pale-colored Labs. Georgie has no fewer
than six dogs in her care this morning (though many of these are with her only
a short time today). She has already been to the park with Bella and Daisy-Mae;
they are at home now but she does have Sparkie, Callie, Skye and Winnie with her
now. Davide, back from Houston, is on his way to the park and a call from him
establishes that he will meet our party at the end of the back passage walkround.
This journey is not completed without hazard. First an unaccompanied black Staffie
is racing along the pathway with a huge stick, almost as wide as the space between
the fences – though he doesn’t hit anybody with it. Then a chap approaches with
a Mastiff-sized behemoth named Caesar and there is great nervousness about this
looming presence. Makiko often picks Emilio up at such moments; she does so
today but there is another reason – the Pug has a sore paw and is hopping forward
on all threes.
Thursday, March 7:
I spend some time at the front window – hunting for clues. I can tell that it is
still mild enough just from the needle on my outdoor thermometer, but is it still
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raining? The streets are certainly damp but eventually I can see people passing
through the park with umbrellas raised and this means that both Fritz and I must
start the day in raingear. A light rain falls throughout our morning in the park –
Fritz doesn’t mind and therefore he takes his time in a close examination of all
the flora and fauna as I wait around like a dummy. Only a few joggers are active
this morning and there is nothing to capture the eye and I need to play one of my
mental alphabet games in order to keep from going mad with boredom. After a
very slow circuit of Mt. Bannister it is a relief to reach the café and some human
contact once again.
Numbers are very much reduced this morning – with Janet at ceramics and a carless Ofra begging off by text. We do have Peter, Ellen, Georgie, Davide, Makiko
and Jo Lynn at our table; even Vlad pulls his chair up here today in order to escape
the moisture falling on his little corner table. Davide lets us in on a well-kept
secret – he is taking Dan (who has only been told to prepare for a trip) to Venice
for the latter’s birthday later this month. Makiko is also heading for Italy, a third
skiing holiday (this time with her sister-in-law) up north – she and Davide spend
some time on her iPad looking up appropriate flights. Closer to home Makiko
would really like a lift back from Hendon, where she is taking the family Toyota
for servicing tomorrow – Davide says he might have taken her if only she hadn’t
told everyone he voted for the comedian in the Italian elections. Peter predicts that
Ellen will soon have an iPad too but she says this will never happen. “You used
to say that about the mobile phone,” he says. “Yes, but the only reason I have one
now is because someone gave it to me,” is her response. (Peter also reports another
contretemps in Boots yesterday – an ejection because he had Bobby with him.) Jo
Lynn reports that people are being urged not to feed bread to the birds – it blows
up inside their little stomachs and it gets them addicted to carbohydrates. I want to
know if there is an avian Dr. Atkins diet.
Ellen has purchased a lovely sausage treat for the dogs – funny how this previously
banned foodstuff is making a comeback at our table. All the dogs share in this treat
and when it is exhausted they turn their attention to me. Tara nudges my elbow,
Daisy-Mae barks at me from the next chair, and Skye repeatedly digs his wet
paws into my trouser legs, soon saturating them with this morning’s rainwater. (Jo
Lynn actually has to wring out Tilly’s lead.) When we get up to begin our back
passage walkround I observe a puzzling incident. Fritz and I are bringing up the
rear but here come Georgie and Makiko (again carrying Emilio) heading back in
our direction. They open the gate to the empty five-a-side pitch and dart inside this
haven – explaining that they think they have spotted the giant Caesar coming our
way again. In fact it is another, much smaller dog loping down the fenced chasm –
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and they are soon able to give up their refuge for the rest of their journey out of the
park.
Friday, March 8:
The fog has lifted but the scene remains gray and dull as we make our preparations
for another morning in the park. Fortunately I choose my winter coat for this
expedition because when we hit the streets I can tell that there is still moisture in
the air. Maxi is walking our way with Renata this morning and we accompany this
pair as far as the café. Renata is vastly amused by the sight of all those Middle
Eastern moms, some with faces completely veiled, walking in phalanx formation
around the running track – though we have heard the suggestion that they choose
this space for an activity which could be carried out anywhere in the park because
here there can be no dogs. The Israeli security guard comes bustling up behind me
(actually knocking into me a bit) as Fritz and I walk behind the tennis courts. There
is no one else in the Carlton roadway doggy pen – unless you count an earthbound
magpie. By this time it has started to rain for real and I am just as happy to seek the
shelter of our green umbrella.
In addition to Renata we have Vlad (still suffering from his cold but needing a
more sheltered place than his corner table), Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Davide, Ofra,
and Janet. The latter has a doctor’s appointment and soon departs with DaisyMae; her place is taken by Hanna, whom we rarely see in the mornings these days,
accompanying Yoyo. Peter passes out lottery numbers and takes in money for this
weekend’s racing – he doesn’t understand why the rest of us aren’t as excited by
the shift of horsey attention to Cheltenham as he is. Ofra says that she is bidding on
a black convertible, priced at £3000 – but I’ll believe it when I see it. Introduction
of this topic leads to a discussion of favorite car colors – Renata denounces black
as too depressing. Then the conversation takes on a more practical tone – what
is the best color to wear to the park? – with Davide protesting that the dogs are
making a mess of his newly washed trousers and Ofra claiming that Bailey is
ruining her boots.
I am hoping that today I can make it home without having to change my trousers
as soon as I arrive there. To succeed in this project I am ever vigilant when the
brigade of beseechers (this mean you, Skye) approaches. Many of the dogs are not
with their own owners today. Hanna has Yoyo, Peter has Dudley, Ellen always has
Jack and Lucky, and Georgie is here not only with her own Sparkie but also with
Callie, Skye and Bella. Just as we are about to depart Caesar appears at our fence
and the sight of that huge head stimulates a furious round of protest barking, led
by Lucky. I have known many a large dog who simply stares in wonderment at
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the effrontery of such a gesture but Caesar reacts angrily, his jaws flashing, and he
has to be led away. “You see, “ Hanna says, outdoing Peter in the dire predictions
category, “this is why they are going to move our doggy area away from this
corner.” Because Caesar and some other large dogs are near the front door of the
café we decide to exit on the green side and use the Carlton roadway to approach
our back passage. It is still raining but I think my trousers have survived a morning
in the park.
Saturday, March 9:
Well, after all of our walks were undertaken in the rain yesterday, it is with some
relief that this morning’s expedition begins under dry skies. This is not to say that
it is particularly pleasant outside – for it is still gray and damp and not that warm.
Karen is just passing our entrance as we arrive and she tells me that Dudley has
just been chased by a big brown dog, even coming out of his collar in the process,
and that she is on her way to report this matter to park officials. Janet is just
coming in behind us with Daisy-Mae but when Fritz falls into grazing mode she
forges ahead of us. Bekki is standing in front of the café door, waiting to be the
first customer today, while Chica, Yellow and Brown are chasing one another out
on the green. We now encounter Renata on the Randolph roadway and once again
she turns around so that she and Maxi can accompany us on our circuit of Mt.
Bannister. Fritz charges through the doggy compound at the end and we are now
able to return to the café along the Carlton roadway. Here we encounter the mostly
Shih-Tzu quartet of Lucy, George, Coco and Dior.
We begin proceedings this morning with a group made up of Janet, Karen, Ofra,
Georgie, Dan, Davide, Renata, Peter and Ellen. I have brought my lucky penny
with me, the better to attend to scratch card business, but Peter forgets to distribute
these Saturday morning pasteboards and has to be reminded to search his shopping
bag. No one wins anything today. Dan announces that he has reserved a room in a
Chinese Restaurant in Paddington Basin for the night of his birthday, on the 19th
– unfortunately this requires the input of several of those present this morning,
including the always tardy Makiko – who, as principal foodie in the group, is
certain he has chosen the wrong restaurant. There follow a number of alternate
nominees, a gesture reminiscent of the famous motto: “I never nag, I merely
suggest.” I tell Dan I am uncertain about accepting this invitation – which may
invite unacceptable deviations from my Atkinsonian regime. Meanwhile they have
forgotten Davide’s humble sandwich and he has to get up and remind them that it
is long overdue.
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Fritz spends most of the morning as a petitioner. First he lands at Davide’s feet
– but the latter tells him he won’t be distributing any of Winnie’s pellets until he
has finished his sandwich (and we now know that Fritz is in for a long wait). My
dog then sets up a monologue of need at Karen’s knees. He has missed her (she
has been working for an American client in Houston and needs the mornings here
to be ready for their afternoon call). He would really like to sit in her lap but he
is disappointed here too – perhaps it is that small turd hanging off his bottom that
works in his disfavor. Finally Yara arrives (with her friend Walid and Luci and
Luna) and Fritz seems enraptured by her presence. The problem is that he keeps
putting his paws on her designer jeans and so he is rejected here too. To protect
this precious garment Renata decides to hand Yara a plastic bag – which Yara tears
in half and places on her lap. Unfortunately this is the bag in which Ofra carries
her blanket and if looks could kill we would have one dead Deutsche dowager.
Ofra does have time to discuss Smart car prices with Yara (who owns a pink one)
and then, shoving her blanket into Georgie’s plastic bag, she begins the march
homeward.
Sunday, March 10:
A glance at the thermometer reveals that the return to frigid weather (long
predicted, especially by Peter) has arrived at last. This means it’s long underwear
time and I am suitably prepared when we at last make our way into the park.
There are lots of dogs about today and Fritz slowly weaves through them and their
owners as he approaches the green. Here he begins a circuit of this open space –
the first time we have taken this route in some time. He would like to penetrate the
Grantully Road doggy compound but a woman is just exiting here with a growling
beast (sort of half-Bulldog, half-Staffie) and so I put my own animal on lead so
that we can continue a slow circle. I notice a beheaded daffodil on the grass – as if
we had any to spare in this park; it has been so cold that there may not be enough
of these blooms to satisfy the need for bouquets on this, “Mothering Sunday.” By
the time we reach the café, some minutes after the other have taken their seats, our
table already seems overstuffed.
I don’t have much of a queue to wait out at the counter and there is a chair
remaining when I get outside – though it is occupied by Daisy-Mae. She is using
it to advance her claim on some goodies being distributed by Ellen, and Fritz,
fortunately, is not too late to share in this bounty. I have my usual petitioners
but they are on short rations today – not because my biscuit bag is depleted but
because my patience is. Fritz next turns his attention to Dan, beginning an extended
dialogue that ends only when he is allowed a seat on Dan’s lap. That gentleman is
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joined this morning by Davide, Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Peter, Ellen, Makiko
and Debbie –though the latter makes an early departure and her place is taken by
Karen. Yara also arrives with her dogs and she meets up with a university friend –
who also has two dogs. I never get a chance to see what breed is represented here
and, though I can tell we have Shih-Tzus present, I never learn the name of a pair
of these animals – who accompany another chap who takes the little corner table
this morning.
Dan begins by noting that he has been asked to report to the diabetes clinic –
though Davide believes that his partner’s excessive thirst is a consequence of too
much salt in his diet. Peter is buoyed up by a couple of recent wins by Queen’s
Park Rangers – perhaps they might escape relegation after all. I tell Janet that I have
at last hung her painting of Fritz in the kitchen corner where her earlier version and
one by Cheryl are already in place. I tell the rice-mad pair of Makiko and Ofra that
the very first sketch on the new comedy series of Anna Crilly and Katy Wix was a
cooking competition spoof in which the contestants were required to cook “plll-ain
rice” – with the losing chef tearfully telling us that he’d now have to go back to
his work as a brain surgeon. There is a lot of conversation about this return to cold
weather – Renata is wearing her porcupine coat but Ofra is hatless and Makiko is
only wearing her snowflake jumper. They say that snow is on its way.
Monday, March 11:
Well, we saw no snow yesterday – though I did notice that grit had been spread
on our streets last night as Fritz and I were out walking with Rob and Pepper
after a lovely evening with Rob and Linda. Fritz had the time of his life – with
all that extra attention – and he seems ready to greet the morning with his usual
enthusiasm. It is very cold outside – below zero on my thermometer. There is also
an icy wind to further depress matters and I am seriously considering the sanity
of sitting outside for a morning coffee. There are lots of dogs about – Saturday’s
Shih-Tzu contingent is joined by a fifth member today, Milo; Bekki passes by with
Yellow, Brown and Chica; Callie’s owner has his own dog (though she is about to
be delivered to Georgie); Janet is coming up behind with Daisy-Mae, and heading
toward me is Terry with Cris the Alsatian. “Remind me why I left sunny southern
California!” is my greeting.
Daisy-Mae is looking for an opportunity to roll on the rubber pellets of one of the
playing fields but it doesn’t feel the same when you are wearing a green woolen
jumper. Fritz manages to keep up with our progress as far as the green – where he
comes to a sudden halt out on the grass, refusing to follow me down the Randolph
roadway as usual. I am puzzled by this behavior – but not for long. He has found
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a giant bone out here and he is heading down the Morshead roadway, obviously
intent on carrying this prize home. I encourage him to exit via the Essendine gate
– since there are fewer hazards at this end, but he does (as I feared) blithely cross
the street on his own, heading for our front steps. Here I manage to trap him at last
but I make no effort to wrestle the bone from his jaws, merely re-attaching his lead
and, under protest, pulling him back all the way to the café. Here the bone goes
into the bin, the dog is handed over (still on lead) to Peter, and some ten minutes
behind the others, I enter the warming precincts of the café – where I can warm my
frozen fingers on the radiators.
There is only a small turnout this morning: Peter, Dan, Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata
and Makiko. This is Dan’s first cup of coffee today – for he has just come from his
appointment at the diabetes clinic, where blood was sampled for later diagnosis
– soon we learn that he doesn’t have diabetes, just high blood pressure. He soon
leaves for work – having decided it is too cold to cycle all the way. Makiko
spends all of her time on her phone this morning and I haven’t seen Dancing on
Ice – so there isn’t much in the way of conversation (other than speculation on the
likelihood of snow). Hanna now arrives with Yoyo and Carrie’s Oggie and Danielle
(back from Venice) arrives to reclaim a well-bundled Bella. Tiny snowflakes have
been drifting by our table but now that we are standing up there is a brief blizzard
– though nothing settles. “Try to stay out of any more trouble,” I tell my dog as
I attach his lead and we exit our fenced compound. He responds by rushing into
some forecourt foliage and wrapping his lead around a bush so that there is no way
he can escape without my unhooking him and reattaching the lead once I have
gotten him out of there. He rushes home in this fashion – perhaps there will be
another bone waiting for him on the front steps.
Tuesday, March 12:
Every time I hit the streets it seems to me that it has never been as cold as this –
and this morning is no exception. Although the sun has been out for some time
the temperature is still sub-zero and, once again, we have an icy wind whistling at
every corner. Many of the usual suspects are present as we enter the park – while
Monty the Lab waits, Simba escapes the control of his hard charging walker
and leaves the park to investigate the trash near the telephone box. He is soon
apprehended and made to direct his mischief to interior spaces only. Now Terry is
heading our way with Cris and Janet is coming up behind us with Daisy-Mae. She
has some sad news to impart – Gypsy, the Romanian street dog, has been put down
after cancer was detected. I never quite understood why, with so many homegrown
strays to care for, we need to import yet more animals from the Balkans – but now
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there is national anxiety about the Romanians and Bulgarians themselves heading
our way in order to take advantage of our welfare system – as these two countries
become a part of the Eurozone.
Janet and I are, as usual, waiting for Fritz to get a move on – but he is sitting on
the walkway staring at us balefully and refusing to budge. I decide he must want
to use the Morshead roadway this morning so I leave Janet and backtrack to the
Essendine gate where, to my surprise, I discover that what my dog really wants
is to go home! For the second time in two days he dashes across the street (this
time I can see cars heading our way) and climbs his home steps. I decide that he
is just too cold so we go upstairs and I attach his coat and we return – this time
to the Morshead gate. The problem is that he really doesn’t want to be out here
at all. I have to drag him along, accompanied now by Makiko and Emilio, as
we head for the café. A young chap with a fag and a bike is riding nearby with a
young “American Bulldog” named Paddy and Makiko picks up her dog in panic.
Unfortunately this is the signal for this chap to ride up to us in an effort to persuade
us that his dog (a female) is very friendly – Makiko is not convinced. At last we
make our way across the grass, Fritz still struggling, and join a party that includes
Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Georgie, Renata and, of course, Janet.
When I return with my coffee it is obvious that a whimpering Fritz would just as
soon escape these confines and head for home. I put him in my lap but he jumps
down, preferring the comforts of Ofra’s lap, at first, then Georgie’s. At least he
seems a bit more settled over there. Ofra is complaining that her friends in Israel
are running up her telephone bill with their frequent calls when her phone goes off
again. For an instant she thinks this is because Fritz has swallowed this device but
he is only sitting on the device in her pocket. Again the bitter weather dominates
the breakfast conversation; a blast of wind sweeps over Renata’s paper coffee cup
and deposits the last of its contents on her red lap blanket. It is not surprising that
no one wants to linger for long this morning and so we begin our back passage
walkround. I think that Fritz will return to his mad gallop home, though he is now
on lead, but he manages to make the voyage at his normal pace after all. Still, it is
easy to tell that he is happy to return to a warmer environment.
Wednesday, March 13:
Winds have died down a bit and, though it is still extremely cold, life in the park
seems a bit more comfortable this morning – the sun is again in full display though
it would be hard to argue that there is any degree of warmth emanating from this
orb. Fritz is making extremely slow going of our entry, sniffing at every grass
shoot, it would appear, and I decide that we had better continue with the dog on
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lead. Daisy-Mae is just running toward us and Janet is not far behind. It is not
necessary for us to part ways this morning (since I have my dog on lead) and so
we follow this pair over the top of Mt. Bannister. From this height there is a good
view of the green park scene below – now flecked with yellow points etched by the
rising daffodils. After a descent to the Randolph roadway we head straight for the
café – where members of our troupe are already foregathering.
I have just started to stir my coffee when Ofra, heading for the café counter
herself, manages to let Fritz out into the forecourt. This is usually the best side
for him to escape to, from my perspective, since this puts him in a larger gated
community instead of releasing him into the wide-open spaces of the green.
Unfortunately someone has left the gate open on this side and my absconder is
through it in a flash – and heading for home again. I can see that Ofra, accepting
full responsibility for this latest misadventure, is following Fritz along the walkway
in front of the gym. Georgie and I are trying out all of our summoning entreaties
but my dog looks back at us disdainfully. This pause does give Ofra the chance to
pounce on the escapee and by the time I have reached these two with the lead she
has picked him up and is on her way back. I have to reattach the lead and this is
how he spends the rest of our session – it’s not easy drinking coffee and hanging on
to the lead at the same time and Fritz manages to twist himself into several knots
under the table legs. People want to know why he is so intent on escape these days
– I say I don’t know but perhaps he is just bored with our company.
We have quite a small turnout this morning – just the aforementioned ladies plus
Wendy (who has a cold), Peter and Ellen. Janet announces that she is going to see
a play at the Tricycle Theater today, one whose plot involves Filipino care workers
who have accepted the assignment of looking after orthodox gents at an old folks
home in Tel Aviv. Danielle now arrives and says that last night she saw La Boheme
at the Royal Opera House and that shortly she plans to return to California for three
weeks. I don’t know if Bella will be looked after by Georgie during this period –
today she will have Skye, Sparkie, Winnie, Dudley and Daisy-Mae to keep an eye
on. The latter is a special favorite of head gardener Boyd and we turn around at one
point to see that he has picked up the little madam and is walking down the Carlton
roadway with her in his arms. Daisy-Mae is one of the spirited contestants in the
pitch invasion that takes place during our back passage walkround. She, Dudley
and Bella sneak into the empty five-a-side field and take turns chasing one another
while the rest of us stand outside the fence and shout encouragement.
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Thursday, March 14:
Temperatures have risen by a degree or two as Fritz and I venture forth this
morning Again there is bright sunshine and the wind has disappeared and,
altogether, it is a relief to be able to walk without two layers on my head. I keep
a close eye on my pet as he pauses to sample the grass shoots and, once again,
he seems reluctant to pursue our usual route along the cypress trees – therefore,
like yesterday, I put him on lead and thus he completes all of the rest of the in-lap
without any opportunity to bolt for home. There is no one about when we pass the
café the first time but we make such slow work of the remainder of our journey
that Ofra says, “I thought you wasn’t coming today,” when we have completed
our circuit. Today the Carlton roadway is crowded with middle schoolers from the
American School, my old stamping ground – a very unusual sighting here these
days. One lad is saying, “I want to live here when I grow up.”
Our group today includes Makiko, Georgie, Danielle, Peter and Ellen only – an
unusually small turnout. I tell the others that I have enjoyed a great technological
triumph yesterday and that there are still more of these to come. This is because
John Lewis delivered a flat screen TV for the kitchen – which I was able to
assemble, mount and connect to a scart cable all by myself – and, at Westfields
yesterday, I bought an iPad. Of course a number of the latter devices have made
their way to our tabletop in the park, especially in Makiko’s company, and I get a
good deal of advice on how to utilize mine from her now. Surprisingly the technophobic Ellen asks if one of these devices might serve just as well as her first
introduction to the computer world. Heretofore she has resisted the siren call of
the online world but, much to Peter’s amusement, she now seems ready to take the
plunge.
Every time Danielle sits down she gets showered with advice. Earlier this week
it was the name of my accountant since, like me, she, has to file taxes in both the
UK and the USA. Today, after complaining of a stiff neck, it is the number of our
osteopath Julie, which Ofra has on her mobile phone. Danielle’s Bella gets in the
biscuit queue, a location that has Bailey coming back for more so often that his
welcome is soon exhausted and he has to content himself with scraping away at the
table rim, where the remains of a sandwich are still visible in the adjacent saucer.
Fritz, whom I let roam this morning, makes an attack on Ellen’s purse, coming
away with some tripe sticks – I consider this gesture a mark of returning mental
health. In the afternoon, when we do a grand circle of the park with Linda and
Pepper, he manages to make it past the cypress trees off-lead but he continues to
show signs of cheeky independence – a long detour in the environmental area, a
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deep incursion into the bushes, lighting raids on any forgotten chicken bones and,
on the whole, a mad desire to turn left whenever we want to go right.
Friday, March 15:
An early morning rain has disappeared and the sun is making an effort to break
through the cloudy skies as Fritz and I begin our Friday in the park. It is several
degrees above the zero mark and, though it is still quite cold outside, this is a
considerable improvement over the temperatures we endured at the beginning of
the week. Simba is on lead as we enter the Rec and this usually means that this
chap has been up to some mischief. Sure enough I soon learn that he has just
feasted on three baguettes that some misguided bird feeder has left in a corner of
our park. While I wait to see if Fritz will make it as far as the cypress trees on his
own recognizance – that is, without bolting for home – Simba is freed from his
restraint and he bolts for the source of his mid-morning snack, his walker sprinting
after him in hot pursuit. The next time we see them the Golden Retriever is back on
lead and Daisy-Mae is just coming up behind us with Janet. In front of us the tree
limb-carrying black Staffie is running up and down the fenced chasm with his prize
in his jaws. We clear this hazard and complete a circuit of Mt. Bannister without
any further incident.
I hand Fritz over to Peter, standing at our table, and take my place in the coffee
queue. Renata is standing in front of me and she soon hears the throat-clearing
cough of the park’s assistant manager, who is pointing politely to the forbidden
Maxi – who, as usual, is dancing at her feet. A great fuss is made of ejecting him,
Renata claiming that her dog is afraid he will be abandoned forever if he is made
to wait outside – but within a minute or so the little Poodle is back inside. At
breakfast we have Peter, Janet and Renata, of course, but also Makiko, Georgie,
Ofra, Ellen, Karen and Danielle. Again I let Fritz have his local freedom but he
is reconciled to his incarceration through the good offices of Karen – who twice
scoops him into her lap for extended cuddles. He does manage to line up for the
sausages and tripe sticks on offer at Ellen’s end of the table but he never comes
by for any biscuits from me. I have plenty of other customers though I notice that
the snatching Skye is equally obsessed by a second great enticement – his tennis
ball. This I keep in play for him, bouncing it around our compound – to his great
delight.
Ofra is studying Fritz in Karen’s lap and she has a theory: his odd recent behavior
can be explained by Karen’s absence this week – he has been pining for her
presence. Karen says she can’t believe she has such an effect on my dog but it
is a theory worth considering. Ofra then returns to the tried and true topics of
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yesteryear – including the mythical purchase of another Smart car. She says her
Ricky wanted to buy her one for £4000 but she found this price excessive. “Wait
a second,” I interrupt, “your husband wanted to buy you a car but you refused
because the price was too high…you must be the best wife ever!” In front of Ellen
there is a huge pile of medicines from the chemist for Aisne – and it turns out that
much of this is the food supplement, Ensure, since the old lady has stopped eating
most food. Some discussion ensues on the topic of the newly elevated pontiff,
Francis I. Renata refers to him as Franz – or Franzi – and Makiko says her motherin-law is excited because the Argentinian cleric’s family comes from Turin, like
herself. Karen says that she wouldn’t want to be Pope – but after we point out the
problems in such an appointment (she is not a Catholic, she is a woman, she is
much too young) she is able to relax.
Saturday, March 16:
It is obvious that it is still raining – and that Fritz and I must don our raingear
before hitting the streets. It is a most unpleasant morning, wind adding to the
misery as we make a slow journey along the back walkway. I am keeping a close
eye on my neurotic pet and I can easily see that, after completing his morning
chores, he would really like to head for home. This I am determined he will not do
and so he has to go on lead and I have to drag him along the back passage – every
step under protest. Only when we reach the green does he seem to accept his fate
and trot along the Randolph roadway all the way to the gate. You would think, now
that we have turned around in order to head for the café (that is, in the direction of
home) that Fritz would show some enthusiasm for the project. But to the end he
wants to walk wherever I don’t and again I have to drag him inside the compound
gate.
I stand behind Makiko in the slow-moving coffee queue and in this way I can bring
her up the date on my struggle to master the intricacies of the iPad – a story full
of the thrill of victory and the agony of defeat. Outside there is only a small group
seeking shelter from the wind and the rain – with Dan and Karen in their usual
places but Ofra having moved closer to me and Janet and Peter having switched
sides altogether. (We still get rain pelting us from all directions) Unusually, we
also have David the Dogsitter here today – out of retirement in order to accompany
Buddy to the park. Ofra is trying to distance herself from the slobber-puss and Dan
wants to know if she didn’t have to change her children’s nappies. She says she did
so with pleasure – but drool is another matter. Buddy gets his biscuit and departs
with David and his place is taken at my knees by Winnie (who went to work with
Dan yesterday) and by Bailey. The latter has soon done a good job of soaking my
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trousers with his wet paws and he has also managed to put a muddy paw print into
the skull of Dudley – who has just emerged from the beauty parlor in a splendid
white coat. Fritz, still showing his distaste for the whole adventure, remains on lead
under the table, shivering away.
Our turnout is very small this morning. I saw Ellen earlier but she does not join us
for coffee and Georgie is babysitting her grandson in Hereford while his parents
attend the England-Wales rugby match in Cardiff. This means that Sparkie is
staying with Janet and Dan asks if Winnie can join him – since he has a workrelated function to attend tonight. Today he has to clean up his flat – covered in
a shower of plaster dust following an attempt to unblock a chimney two floors
above. He announces that the venue for his birthday dinner has been changed to
Soho – since he has his heart set on dim sum and the restaurant in Paddington
Basin originally selected doesn’t offer this fare in the evening. I tell him I will
attend – for there must be some items on the general menu that an Atkinsonian
can eat. Karen asks me how my diet is going and I can report that I did manage to
lose a stone in the first month of this regime. She and Janet have both driven to the
park this morning and, parked outside the Essendine gate I can see Karen’s car, an
ancient Mercedes convertible, for the first time.
Sunday, March 17:
Last night, while watching an episode of Law and Order: Special Victims Unit, I
discovered the existence of an entirely new illness (and one that is likely to make
a lot of money for a lot of therapists). Its abbreviation is ODD – and my dog has
it! You would think that Oppositional Defiant Disorder would be more likely to
surface during the teenage years – which doesn’t explain why Fritz (who, if we
accept the usual formula, will be 70 in dog years in a few weeks) seems to have
embraced it now. It all began with Monday’s purloined bone incident but even
today, after a week of obstinate opposition, I sense that he is not happy with our
usual routine. He spends a lot of time looking for just the right grass shoot and then
he begins to head back to our starting point – with me in pursuit. He doesn’t exit,
at least, but he is soon launched onto the Morshead roadway. Here, after a morning
poo, he does head for the street and I have to catch up, put him on lead and walk in
a leisurely circle around the green as we approach, at last, the café.
We have only a small turnout this morning – Georgie is still in Hereford, Dan is
still tipsy (he phones in his apologies) but we do have Janet, Ofra, Karen, Makiko,
Ellen and Peter. Janet, who had both Sparkie and Winnie as houseguests last night,
complains that there was a poo near her front door when she arose this morning.
The suspicion falls on Winnie, who would have nothing to do with a late night
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walk in the rain yesterday. Janet is also full of complaint over the Pug’s insistence
on sharing a pillow with her hostess – since Winnie walks on your head when she
wants to move about and, when she is settled, snores. Fritz is invited now to share
a place in Karen’s lap and, still shivering, he does so. Karen opens her coat so that
my dog can enjoy a warmer perch but soon there is additional body heat – since
Sparkie is soon in her lap also. Ellen announces that Lucky needs to slim down
(again) and there will be no sausages today. I am kept busy with biscuit seekers
but, truth to tell, only Bailey seems obsessed by this treat today.
Makiko has brought her own iPad with her this morning and she spends some time
in suggesting which apps I might want to download into my own version of this
machine. Perhaps this is not the best moment for delicate electronic equipment
in the park because, after we have been sitting with our coffee for fifteen minutes
or so, the skies begin to darken and, following a grumpy prediction from Peter, it
begins to rain. Fortunately, however, this shower is a brief one and when it comes
to an end there is a unanimous decision to depart. As we pass the five-a-side
pitch Dudley makes a brief incursion – pursued by Karen since there is a game
in progress here. Just after we have cleared the cypress trees our procession is
infiltrated by two of the famous triplets – who are delighted to toddle along in the
company of our dogs, even though one of them has to be comforted when she falls
forward with a great splat. Fortunately the girls are dressed in their padded boiler
suits and so there isn’t much damage and soon the chase is on – with one of the
toddlers making it as far as the Essendine exit before her dad can catch up and put
her back in the buggy.
Monday, March 18:
I give Fritz his choice of routes as we enter the park on a gray and chilly morning
and he takes the traditional left turn – but within two minutes (perhaps in emulation
of Will and Grace) he switches direction and trots resolutely toward the Morshead
roadway. As we reach the green we meet up with Buddy and Ziggy walking with
Saskia and Celine – and I have to get my biscuit bag out. Fritz does a patient job
of waiting for me in front of the bandstand as I chat with these ladies and then we
continue on around the green. By the time we have reached the Randolph roadway
I can count over eight dogs milling about at this junction – including the lop-eared
Gus, the ball-obsessed Toby and young Alaska, who is white on top and muddy
brown below.
Today is Daisy-Mae’s sixth birthday and the coffees are on her. Our group includes
Ofra (on the phone for much of the session), Ellie, Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Makiko,
Hanna and Janet, of course. The latter has baked some cheese-flavored scones and
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brought jam and cream cheese with her. These goodies are passed around the table,
though, again, I do not partake (A man is….).
The animals have sausages from Ellen’s end of the table, though it is difficult to
convince them that these treats are now exhausted and Fritz has to be shown the
empty tripe stick bag before he is convinced that Ellen has run out of goodies
for this morning. Of course I have my biscuit bag but I am a poor second choice.
Emilio, meanwhile, is barking at the birthday girl and a number of the dogs
have taken positions in laps. I am able to discuss with Georgie the dates for my
forthcoming annual visit to Sweden – when I hope she will be able to look after
Fritz.
Makiko wants to know how I am getting on with my iPad and I can report that I
have successfully downloaded one app. This must count as technical mastery in
someone who finally got around to it adjusting his wristwatch only this morning
– after walking around since the first of the month with the date three days in
arrears. The ladies are discussing makeup and I have to warn them not to add
too many layers – unless they want said of them something that I remember my
friend Holzman saying of one of our contemporaries, a matron of 22 who wouldn’t
stop adding more and more makeup – “Slap her on the back and she disappears
in a cloud of dust.” Janet now announces that she will be visiting Carcassonne
on Sunday and this is a reminder to Hanna that her ancestors, the Cathars, were
massacred here during the Albigensian Crusade. I have no idea how she is able to
trace her ancestry back to the 13th Century but she is convinced that one of her
ancestors was hanged and to prove this she points to the rope mark around her
own neck – which, she says, is inherited. After this the rest of us are doomed to
mediocrity in the ancestry department. Nevertheless we manage to slink from the
park, hoping it will not rain before we get home.
Tuesday, March 19:
It is cold and gray but dry (so far) but I decide I had better shove the dog’s raincoat
into my jacket pocket. Again I offer him a choice of routes and again he heads left
– but this time there seems to be no neurotic hesitation and he trots along without
pause as far as the cypress trees. Here Daisy-Mae catches up with us and Janet and
I can continue side by side as we discuss last night’s dire events on Coronation
Street… the immolation of the Rover’s Return. We catch up with the chap who is
on his way to deliver Callie to Georgie – he says his dog is a bit stiff this morning.
Fritz passes through the forecourt of the café and continues on down the Randolph
roadway as far as the gate. I hand him over to Peter before heading into the café;
here Ofra is chiding Bailey for yet another clandestine incursion; she invites me to
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a seder on Monday night – after adding to her supply of cutlery and plates at Ikea.
In addition to those already mentioned our breakfast group also includes Karen,
Renata, Ellen and Makiko.
After a while, preceded by the enthusiastic Buddy, Saskia also arrives. Her toddler,
Romy, presents a most unusual appearance this morning. She, like one the triplets
the other day, has fallen face forward – though in her case this was directly into a
mud puddle and her face is covered in gloop – which Saskia now manages to erase.
(The triplets themselves are having a morning tea party in the nearby playground;
we learn only today that they are boys – many of us thought they were girls.) And
the same ambiguity is also being endured by Georgie’s grandson, Oliver, who
– with his shoulder length blonde hair – is also often mistaken for a girl. Karen
insists that the boy needs a haircut (after seeing pictures) but neither mom nor
granny can evidently bear the thought. A second visitor is Yasmina, whom we have
not seen in almost two years. She tells us that Sasha, another member of that wild
child fraternity of Golden Retrievers, has died; my last entry for him was April 15,
2011. Now Yasmina tells us that in that same year her sixteen year-old son took his
own life, after leaving a note to say that no one was to blame for this desperate act.
Chastened by this news we begin our back passage walkround. However we
have just entered the fenced chasm between the playing fields when we discover
that they are changing some of the overhead floodlights and our way forward is
blocked. This means that we have to turn around and seek another exit – and many
of our dogs are quite puzzled by this change in plans. Dudley returns to the coffee
compound and will not join us no matter how many times he is called. Meanwhile
Georgie (who now has Sparkie, Skye, Callie and Bella in tow) and Makiko, who
picks up her pet, have veered off to the right, behind the clubhouse. I am greatly
puzzled by all this but it is explained to me that there is a big dog, whom the others
do not trust, out on the green – and they have taken the safer option. Eventually we
are reunited on the Morshead roadway and this is how we make our exit. It is not
“see you tomorrow” this time, however, for most of will see one another tonight at
Dan’s birthday party at the Pearl Liang in Paddington Basin – yes, we are back to
the original venue!
Wednesday, March 20:
We don’t have a very nice day for it – it is raw, cold and gray as we reach the
streets – but this doesn’t stop the loyal dog people of Paddington Rec from
completing their appointed rounds. Indeed, the troops are gathering in strength as
we reach the Essendine gate – with Janet having just parked her Fiat and Karen, on
foot, arriving with Dudley. Daisy-Mae chooses to follow her pal to the right and
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so Fritz and I are soon on our own. Progress is painfully slow until we have at last
reached the playing field alley – when Fritz at last puts on some speed. Perhaps
because we have not been back here for a while he needs to resume his dilatory
pace as we walk down the walkway behind the tennis courts, sniffing intently, and
I am thoroughly chilled by the time we have reached the Carlton roadway doggy
compound. As usual we have this space to ourselves – then we can head back to
the cafe and some warming coffee.
We have a fairly respectable turnout for midweek – Janet and Karen, of course,
but also Debbie, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko, Renata, Davide, Peter and Ellen. Most
of these were present last night at Dan’s birthday party in Paddington Basin and
there is an extensive post mortem. There were, in fact, a dozen members of our
circle present last night – including David the Dogsitter and Linda – plus five of
Dan’s friend from the non-dog world. Peter was a noticeable absentee – since fish
and chips were definitely off the menu. In fact the restaurant’s gourmet versions
of familiar dishes did not resemble our usual definition of Chinese food – “but
you still wouldn’t have liked it,” I assure Peter. The foodies at the other end of the
table, enthused by this remembrance of meals past, now go on to Italian food and
I can hear “polenta” and “gnocchi” making their appearance. I describe for Ellen
a wonderful photoshopped birthday card made by Janet for the birthday boy, who,
earlier in the day, had been informed by Davide that the two would be celebrating
the famous event with a trip to Venice –starting tomorrow. In the card Daisy-Mae
and Sparkie act as passengers while, in gondolier’s gear, Winnie poles her way
through a Venetian canal.
The real Winnie is only interested in biscuits this morning and spends a great
deal of time with her paws on my knees. Also jostling for attention we have Skye
(referred to as Spike by a confused Renata) and Bailey. The latter does spend some
time in his mommy’s lap – which only gives Dudley a better opportunity to lick
the Cavalier’s willy. The dogs, when they are not begging for treats, are doing a
good job of patrolling our fence – and raising objections to any passing canine.
They bark at Thomas, they bark at Cris. Terry, accompanying the latter, waves as
he passes by and it easy to see that he is clutching a handful of recently harvested
greens for his daughter’s guinea pig. Our group gets stretched to the breaking point
as we complete our back passage walkround – and Karen has to come back for a
slow-moving Dudley. Just as we near our gate I can see Makiko veering off the
path in order to avoid a head-on collision with the advancing Caesar – who has a
stick in his mouth. Dudley dashes for the safety of the gate but not so Winnie, who
lashes out at the giant beast in a typical Puggish fury. Fortunately Caesar is on
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lead because he answers with a lunging charge of his own – while Davide makes
desperate attempts to get his angry pet back on the homebound path.
Thursday, March 21:
There is a little pale sunshine this morning b ut this has no effect of the temperature,
which is chilling. There seems to be no one about as we enter the park and once
again I let Fritz determine our direction. He heads to the left, along the walkway
we always use to reach the cypress trees (and his pace is somewhat speedier than
usual) but any hope that we might make normal progress along the back walkway
soon comes to an end. He steadfastly refuses to follow me after we have cleared
the parallel bars. For a while he is distracted by a tennis ball thrown into the
sawdust beneath the recently trimmed bushes here, but thereafter he turns tail and
heads back the way we have come. This time I put him on lead almost immediately
– I’m too cold to start our in-lap all over again if this now means some timeconsuming junket around the big green.
I hand Fritz over to Peter when we reach the café and soon take my seat at a table
much reduced in numbers: just Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Georgie, Renata and Makiko.
Janet is at her ceramics class this morning but we do have Daisy-Mae – here
today with Georgie. You can tell that the little madam has hurt feelings over this
abandonment and she spends a good deal of time outside our area – since she can
still squeeze through the fence. Another one of Georgie’s charges, Bella, is soon
very active in barracking other passing dogs; she used to be such a quiet, timid
little animal but it is obvious that she has picked up some of the bad habits of
the habitual policemen like Sparkie and Lucky, both of whom often take on the
responsibility of warning off any strangers. Bailey is not in the habit of protecting
our turf – preferring to plague me with endless appeals for biscuits instead – but I
notice that Fritz runs back and forth with the protesting pack – though he doesn’t
join in the barking.
I have brought with me today some suggestions for new apps that Makiko might
like – in return for all of the suggestions she has been giving me lately – but she
says she already has Magic Piano. The women are discussing families today and
we learn for the first time that Makiko, Georgie and Ofra each have three sisters.
Various childhood fights, arguments and rivalries are discussed but it is nice to hear
that these have all been overcome and that, indeed, siblings in the next generation
(Renata and Ofra’s kids, for instance) are now the best of friends. Ofra says that,
as the youngest, she was always the naughtiest child among her quartet – to which
Ellen adds, “You still are,” and Georgie agrees, “No change there, then.” On our
back passage walkround I discuss with Makiko yesterday’s outing to see the film
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that follows the hunt for Osama Bin Laden, Zero Dark Thirty, one undertaken
with my friend Tosh at the CineWorld Shaftsbury Avenue. Makiko wants to see
this Katherine Bigelow film as well, particularly because of the example it offers
of the strong female professional – the director of course but also two heroic CIA
operatives. I warn her that it is a long film but very exciting and very well done.
There were even some scenes that recalled the London bombings of 7/7 in 2005 –
when I saw them leading the walking wounded from the Edgware Road tube stop
on that day.
Friday, March 22:
Somehow I have convinced myself that long underwear will no longer be needed
in the park – after all, we have now officially begun our spring season – but it
doesn’t take too long before I have discovered my mistake. Not only is it very
cold outside but there is a strong wind blowing in our faces, further depressing
temperatures. Fritz makes a brief visit to his ancestral doo doo grounds and then
begins his retreat. At first I think this is because he senses Daisy-Mae coming
in behind us and, indeed, Janet now wants to know if she should grab my dog
before he heads for home. I dismiss this idea – after all he usually just heads for
the Morshead roadway when he has given up on our usual pathways. But no, he is
heading for home – crossing the street without looking both ways and trotting on
toward our steps! Binky’s mommy also offers to catch him at this point but I know
he is easy to capture once he is on our stoop and so he is collared at last. On lead,
and most reluctantly, he is lead to the café – where a stalwart group of dog owners
is preparing to brave the wintry blast while they sip their morning coffee: Peter,
Ellen, Ofra, Makiko, Georgie, Janet, and Renata – though we also have a visit
from the chap who owns the little Yorkie, Ted, and from Ellie, whose dog is named
Teddy.
In the coffee queue Makiko tells me that the special cover she bought for her iPad
last summer has disintegrated and that the manufacturers have promised to provide
her with a new, special strength replacement. She and Ofra manage to move from
the important subject of eyebrows to the equally critical topic of eyelashes –
inspired no doubt by Ellie’s formidable specimens – which Ofra has denounced as
just like two brooms. I notice that Ellie, who complains bitterly over the cold, is
pulling on a pair of gloves – over her gloves. This is because the first set (which
you can wear while operating a smart phone at the same time) fails to provide
sufficient warmth. She is worried that the frigid weather will continue on into next
week – when she is taking her younger daughter and friends to Thorpe Park. Janet
is worried that Stansted Airport will be snowed in on Sunday, when she flies to
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France. And Peter is worried that the bad weather will play havoc with tomorrow’s
racing.
Fritz sits under the table, shivering, and I note that many of the dogs are wearing
coats this morning. Little Ted is also wearing a harness identical to that worn by
Sparkie today – this must be a special Yorkie-only design because Georgie says
that Pucci has one as well. Teddy looks like he is wearing his pajamas and Renata
and Peter make fun of him. Maxi, meanwhile, is the beneficiary of one of those
Paddington Rec treasure finds – a brand new tennis ball that Renata has been
kicking to him inside the café. Now that we are outside he is only interested in
mommy’s cheese and bacon sandwich. Ellen has ordered some sausages for the
dogs and even Fritz bestirs himself to partake in this treat. Not surprisingly there
is an early exit but this proves to be rather difficult for poor Georgie. She has left
Winnie and Bella at home but getting leads on Callie, the uncooperative Dudley,
Skye and Sparkie is not easy work and Janet has to walk with some of these
animals as far as the gate.
Saturday, March 23:
A quick look out the window reveals the awful truth … a light snow is falling on
Maida Vale. It is time, therefore, for me to return to full body armor, long-johns
and all, and Fritz is wearing his coat when we at last hit the streets. I decide not
to attempt a passage along the back walkway but even our progress along the
Morshead roadway requires some firm persuasion on my part – Fritz remains
on lead throughout this entry period and every now and then he indicates that he
would just as soon be heading for home. The weather is most unpleasant; the snow
is quite wet and, though it melts on contact with most of the surfaces in the park, it
is still not fun having all this blowing into your face. I begin a circuit of the green,
with Fritz spending some time in the company of Charlie the Westie. By this time
he seems reconciled to his fate and he too squeezes into our compound when Janet
and Georgie arrive with the usual menagerie.
These ladies, plus Ofra, Vlad, Hanna and Renata make up the numbers this
morning – Dan and Davide are still in Venice, Karen is attending a wedding in
Belfast, Ellen has gone home, Peter (who has sent word that today’s race card is
off) has not ventured forth today, and Danielle is in California. Georgie has Bella,
Dudley, Sparkie and Winnie today – the latter is wearing her yellow raincoat
with the baseball cap hood and Hanna adjusts this garment several times since
Winnie occupies an adjacent chair, the better to lay claim to bites from Hanna’s
bagel. Only Bailey haunts my station today –while Fritz takes no nourishment
whatsoever. Indeed, about the only time he shows any interest in food is when he
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lays siege to the knees of a woman who comes in to seek some refuge from the
blizzard. She takes Ellen’s empty seat – and this may be what confuses Fritz – but
she has no treats with her, only a little black Spoodle, part Spaniel, part Poodle,
named Dougy.
Janet presents Renata with an early birthday card featuring Maxi’s photo – our
German friend, who is heading for Lugano soon – will be 70 on April 1. Ofra’s
Passover preparations dominate much of the morning conversation but there is
also a good deal of talk about methods for keeping warm. Renata and Hanna
discuss the plight of a mutual friend – I had not realized that there could still be
a flat in Morshead Mansions without central heating. The irony of all this cold
weather during a period of “global warming” does not go unnoticed. I suggest
that one consequence of such warming is the rise of additional water vapor in the
skies and the inevitable increases in rain, flooding and snowfall at certain times of
the year. Janet recalls that frigid weather did dominate much of the 2004 climate
change film, The Day After Tomorrow, and I note that the screenplay for this film
was written by Jeff Nachmanoff, who was, many years ago, a student in my U.S.
Government class at the American School. Unfortunately it is time for us to forego
observations on the imaginary effects of adverse weather conditions and to face the
real thing – a back passage walkround with the wet snow still flying into our faces.
It’s not the only menace here since Dudley soon becomes hysterical at the presence
of Caesar and the belligerent Winnie, for her own protection, has to be carried past
this danger by Ofra.
Sunday, March 24:
I can’t quite tell if there is moisture in the air – as once again I stare out my
window at the dispiriting gray scene before me– so I decide to put the coat on my
dog’s back after all. Yesterday’s flurries were all too wet to adhere to any surface
but overnight there has been a light dusting of snow and there is a kind of freezing
mist now. Fritz takes an instant dislike to the weather conditions, which are frigid,
and I have to pull him along the Morshead roadway; after he has completed his poo
he just wants to head for home. Heading toward us is Georgie and my dog does
agree to join her canine phalanx for the march to the café. Today she has Sparkie,
Dudley, Luna and Luci on lead – with Daisy-Mae, Winnie and Bella at home. She
agrees that seven is a new record – but at least two of these dogs are going home
today.
In front of the clubhouse we meet Debbie (Pucci in her shoulder bag) and she turns
around to accompany us to our table – where we are eventually joined by more
members of our stalwart fellowship including Matthew, Makiko, Vlad and Ofra.
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Debby says that she has heard on the news that today is the coldest spring day
in London since 1953 – and no one doubts this verdict; indeed, Matthew spends
much of the session on his feet, claiming he is too cold to sit down. You would
think that with such a small group that only one conversation would be needed but
Matthew is talking across the table at a distant Vlad (on the subject of cholesterol),
Ofra is comparing thermal underwear fabrics with Debbie and Georgie, and I am
telling Makiko that yesterday I ordered twelve items from Amazon, including iPad
for Dummies. When we are all back in the same chat room Ofra tells us in detail
what will be on offer at tomorrow’s Passover seder and boasts that, though this is
the first time she has prepared such a meal, she is now able to Skype her sisters in
Israel with advice on how they can emulate her efforts.
Fritz begins the breakfast session on lead, since I know just how much he would
like to head for home, but I am able to unhook him when everyone is seated.
Thereafter he pays court to Ofra – I think he wants to climb into her lap but she
isn’t having any of this. He does succeed in dampening her sweatpants with his wet
paws but I resist her protests in this matter – since Bailey is always saturating my
trousers with his biscuit business. (To her credit, she says she knows this – but she
just likes complaining.) Georgie says she has Luna and Luci for two weeks – while
Yara is in Africa – but these little dogs are not freed from their leads because they
can still squeeze through the bars. Pucci eventually emerges from his bag and I am
alarmed to see that he is trotting around with a purple squeaky ball in his mouth.
Long before Fritz can spot this temptation, however, Dudley seizes it and drops
it through the fence – where no one can get it. Dudley is also the naughtiest dog
during our somewhat premature back passage walkround. He rushes into the empty
five-a-side pitch, hoping someone will chase him, and Georgie has quite a struggle
getting him out of there. Now that we are actually heading for home Fritz is slower
than the rest. Far ahead of us I can see Ofra and Makiko, arm in arm, disappearing
into the distance. I love the idea of these two handsome women, the products of
such disparate cultures, sharing a dog-induced friendship – for which we can thank
the culture of Paddington Rec. At last we catch up and Makiko wants to remind me
that my left bootlace is undone. “I know this very well,” I respond, “but there is no
way I can retie it with my gloves on and no way I’m taking my gloves off until I
am back inside.”
Monday, March 25:
The thermometer has yet to reach the zero mark as Fritz and I descend for another
morning in the park. It is again quite gray – though there is nothing falling from
the skies. I maintain our new regime, that is conducting my dog on lead along the
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Morshead roadway (where Simba wants to sniff my fellow) and the wisdom of
this gesture is soon revealed – as soon as he has done his poo Fritz wants to head
for home. I persist in a circuit of the green, soon encountering a little pinch-faced
dog wearing a huge fur collar attached to his camouflage coat. Davide and Ofra
have just taken seats in our doggy compound when we have completed our circle
and I make the mistake of unhooking my own dog. While I am waiting for my
cappuccino I can see Ofra sprinting through the forecourt and I am not entirely
surprised when two minutes later I see her carrying the fleet fur-ball back to his
cell.
I don’t know how he got out this time but he is so desperate for the comforts of
home that I put his lead back on. Peter holds this for a while but the dog is soon
entangled under the table and I have to take him back. First he pays court to
Davide, who has a few pellets on offer and I know he would probably like to jump
into Karen’s lap but I have warned that lady not to make home for anyone whose
bum is as encrusted as that of my pet. Ellen, Makiko, Peter and Georgie are the
only other members of the group not mentioned to this point. Georgie says that
yesterday afternoon she took delivery of Pucci – bringing her total for the day to
eight canines. Peter begins to hector both Makiko and Ofra about the money that
each owes for last week’s racing – a needless diatribe (so Karen informs him) since
there was no racing at all last week and they only owe him for next week’s stakes.
Karen tells us that snow so handicapped her travel plans that she failed to get any
flight to Belfast the day before the wedding there and that she had to go home and
try again the next day. Davide also reports a travel mishap on his otherwise very
successful (and sunny) outing to Venice with Dan – the gondola ride he had booked
was cancelled at the last minute because the singer hadn’t shown up.
While we are drinking our coffee it becomes evident that there is a park crisis.
Staff members are running around and talking into their walkie-talkies, one chap
in a lime green vest is running across the green, sirens are heard in distance and
eventually an ambulance makes its way up the Morshead roadway. Now we learn
that a lad has collapsed while playing football but by the time he is loaded aboard
the ambulance no one seems to be treating this as an emergency any more and we
are able to tiptoe around this vehicle as we begin our back passage walkround.
(Dudley accomplishes this task in a sprightly fashion, even though an intemperate
Jack has just taken a bite out of his tail.) Once again Makiko uses this moment
to make adjustments to my costume. This time it is the hood of my coat that has
become unzipped; she has re-zipped it on a number of occasions but today she
finds a useful snap back there and we may hope this crisis is at an end. Fritz,
meanwhile, faces a new crisis at home: today is bath day.
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Tuesday, March 26:
Wherever there is a little moisture we can see pockets of ice bubbling up from the
earth of Paddington Rec – as the frigid weather continues. Fritz is again reluctant
to commit his shivering body to anything more than the briefest of visits to this
scene and every time he completes a poo he reminds me that he would just as soon
head for home. I have kept him on lead, however, and today it is along the back
passage that I guide my reluctant pet toward his rendezvous with our breakfast
table. Fortunately Karen is here and, still fluffy from yesterday’s bath, my dog finds
a welcome home, wrapped in her scarf. Later he is transferred to Hanna’s lap and
finally he actually condescends to spend some time in my lap as well.
In addition to Karen and Hanna our brave collective includes Georgie, Ofra,
Renata, Makiko, Peter and Ellen.
Much of our conversation is devoted to a review of last night’s Passover seder
at Ofra’s. I took Fritz along (hence yesterday’s bath) and I think he had a very
good time. He is so naturally inquisitive that he loved rushing about inspecting
room after room and he also loves stairs. He made his peace with three young
children (Ricky’s younger brother and his wife were also present) and Fritz
soon found himself fetching a toy repeatedly thrown to him by the youngest of
these – these kids are all off to Legoland today.) The meal itself was splendid and
accompanied by lengthy readings and much song. I would say that we had here an
interesting combination of the improvised and the traditional – the only male to
don a yarmulke was Bailey – whose picture was snapped on their mobile phones
by Ofra’s children, Lee and Guy – who were home from their universities. Ricky
complained that his kids only seemed to attend class five months out of every year
and that he wants a refund.
Near the end of our session Tracy arrives with little Sweep, a curly-haired fellow
in pristine white. We have not seen them in some time because they have been
for several months in Los Angeles and Tracy now begins a long recital on the
difficulties of getting an English dog to L.A. and back again. She says Sweep
loved California but she found much of life there unfriendly to dogs: they are
not allowed into many places, they must always be on lead – these facts were no
doubt among those that convinced Dorothy and me not to move back to L.A. after
our retirement. The bureaucracy and especially the expense of getting a dog to
L.A. and back (with all the right documents and tickets) also seemed daunting –
particularly at the UK end. Listening to this tale keeps us in our seats longer than
you would expect on such an unwelcoming, gray day, but at last we are off. This
time Fritz does not dawdle and we are soon basking in some indoor warmth.
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Wednesday, March 27:
There is actually a little bit of watery sunshine this morning – not that it has any
effect on the freezing temperature or my dog’s mood. As we enter the park today
we are given a rapturous greeting from Millie the Miniature Pinscher – but this is
because to many of the park dogs I am just a walking biscuit dispenser. Natasha
is afraid her dog will run out of the park (a worry that has led me to keep Fritz on
lead most of the time now) but I collar her and bring her back inside – where I can
see that Natasha also has two Jack Russells in tow today – Bridget and Diva. Fritz
is again very reluctant to make any progress along the back walkway (not helped
by the hectoring attentions of Cracker) but I persist in tugging him along, at last
reaching the café.
Here we discover Liz, arrived at last from New York; she joins a group that
includes Georgie, Peter, Ellen, Hanna and Makiko, with both Ofra and Karen
making late appearances – to the inevitable challenge, “What kind of time do you
call this?” Liz tells us that this cold weather is a shock – she has endured far worse
in New York but London is supposed to be warmer and more springlike by this
time of year. She tells us about Roxy, the anti-urban Beagle, who now spends most
of her time on Cape Cod, and brings us up to date on her own job search in the
Big Apple. I ask Karen if she knows what a Quokka is – since I have just gotten
another postcard from Gavan in Australia – featuring this marsupial. Karen thinks
a Quokka is a bird; she needs to refurbish her Aussie credentials but we don’t
like hearing her say she sometimes thinks about returning to live in Melbourne,
a remark which can be traced back to a depression induced by this never-ending
cold. Meanwhile Peter has another cause for complaint – England’s 1-1 football
draw with Montenegro last night. He produces a little brown envelope with £4
and change for Liz – who is still a part of our betting syndicate – and we have a
fruitless go at last weekend’s scratch cards.
A trembling Fritz is taken into Auntie Hanna’s lap for an extensive cuddle and
Reiki treatment. No one can figure out why he shows such an antipathy to the
park scene these days. I think it is just the cold – for his behavior at home is quite
normal, his diet unchanged, his poos excellent, his sleeping and play patterns
undisturbed. Advice follows. Naturally Fritz takes no part in the feeding frenzy, but
I have plenty of customers in Bailey, Tara, Daisy-Mae, Skye, Yoyo and Sparkie,
and Ellen is distributing chunks of sausage as well. Just before we start for home
someone makes the mistake of asking Peter how much Liz had to wager in order to
win £4 – and there is an explosion; he never actually answers the question but he
protests mightily when the women at our table begin to chatter about some other
topic and fail to pay proper attention to his response.
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Thursday, March 28:
Again we have sun – a mocking presence only – since it provides no warmth to a
park scene that remains frigid. At least Fritz seems a little more content to enter
the Rec, but there are other problems. These days every time he stops to squat he
ends up with a filthy bum (I have to bring toilet paper with me these days) since his
fur is so long it attracts his poo like a magnet. At least he doesn’t want to head for
home – as earlier in the week – Hanna will claim that he is more relaxed because
of his extensive Reiki treatment yesterday. I attribute his improvement in part to
a purchase I made in Sainsbury’s yesterday – I felt so sorry for the boy I actually
bought him a squeaky toy, a furry squirrel that got a two-hour workout before I had
to find an appropriate hiding place before descending into madness.
After a circuit of the green we enter our doggy compound, where I pass my dog’s
lead to Peter. By the time I have returned with my coffee I am sharing space with
him, Ellen, Davide, Liz, Karen, Janet, Ofra, Georgie and Wendy. Janet tells us
something of her recent holiday in Carcassonne and Davide says he is just back
from Philadelphia (which was warmer than London) and that he is off to Boston
tomorrow. Liz says that she has it all figured out… she invested close to £50 to win
her £4 yesterday. Peter does not contest this figure, though he always wants us to
remember that £62 win – last June. Ofra gives him her racing stakes a day early
(having endured one lecture too many) but the absent Makiko is still in arrears –
evidently Emilio, suffering from a sore foot, was carried to the park earlier this
morning.
Fritz makes one successful escape, into the café forecourt, but he is quickly
recaptured. At least one of his problems is about to remedied for when the others
get up to depart he and I head across the muddy greensward on the first stage
of a long journey to Allitsen Road in St. John’s Wood, where he has an 11:00
appointment for his grooming – “not a moment too soon,” I tell Karen the groomer
– with a quick glance at his befouled bum. His beauty treatments do present me
with a problem – since I have to find something to do to kill the two hours or so
before he is ready to come home. Today I head for Oxford Street, where I have a
number of strategic purchases to make. I find this adventure dispiriting – the place
is in a perpetual state of turmoil and construction. Today I can’t find a shop I saw
here only two weeks ago – nor my favorite Starbucks – and the HMV shop, with
its empty shelves, its confused categories, its thinning stock and its alphabetical
confusions is a living demonstration of why such stores are losing out to the
Internet. Anyway I make it back to St. John’s Pets at 1:00 and, sensing the shock
awaiting my beautiful dog, Karen helps me fasten his coat before we begin another
thirty-five minutes in the cold.
323

The Dogshank Redemption

Friday, March 29:
Fritz trots along amiably enough as we head for the park on a sunny but frozen
Good Friday. I put his coat on routinely these days, especially after his close
encounter with the clippers yesterday. We again walk on lead all the way around
the green, eventually meeting up with Janet, her houseguest Liz, and Daisy-Mae. I
am trying to find out from Janet what I might expect in Good Friday alterations to
the usual schedule. She is sure all the shops will be open, but she isn’t certain about
public transportation (I am on my way to Westfield to meet up with my friend
Tosh) or deliveries (I am still waiting for my visitation from Amazon). There are
actually two people sitting on the new iron benches facing the green (and the sun);
this is the first time I have seen anyone do this, though their bums must be numb
today.
Our breakfast group includes Ellen, Ofra, Dan, Davide, Liz, Janet and Georgie –
no sign of Karen, Peter or Makiko. Davide is half asleep and has to fly to Boston
today; he eats an egg sandwich since he wishes to avoid any meat-eating. Ofra
notices that Bailey and Fritz were both at the beauty parlor yesterday and Hanna
makes a third. Fritz remains on lead, or on Liz’s lap throughout the session but the
other dogs are eager for their usual biscuit handouts. I make the mistake of handing
Tara a biscuit (instead of throwing one to her) and almost lose a finger. Both Bailey
and Winnie take advantage of an empty chair next to me to advance their own
claims on my treat bag. When Bailey at last believes his portion is “finished” for
the day he takes out his disappointment by humping Ofra’s booted leg – rocking
the whole table and its array of cups and plates in his efforts. Hanna suggests that
there is an Oedipal relationship here but Ofra says, “There is no Oedipus Complex
– we just have sex.” I suggest that the only unanswered question is, “Did the table
move for you too?”
Both Dan and Hanna have endured incidents during their earlier moments in the
park. Hanna says she witnessed a jogger who became furious when Rebel gave
chase – though no harm was done – and when she told this chap that he ought
to chill out on such a holiday he rounded on her with remarks unflattering to her
age and gender and she left with parting shots about his manhood. Dan says that
he responded to the aftermath of Winnie chasing a cyclist (“That dog should be
on lead!”) by reminding his antagonist that cycling is forbidden in this park – a
rule that is disputed by the chap, even though you can not enter the park at any
point without riding over a large “No Cycling” sign. Liz now tells us that her exhusband’s new wife has thrown him out and he has ended up at her flat in New
York; Dan is adamant that she must not, under any circumstances, take him back.
Hanna says that she is on her way to Liverpool Street where park veteran Claire
324

The Dogshank Redemption

will be holding one of her clothing sales this weekend. I tell her to say hello for us
and add a complaint that Claire, who now lives in Dorset, never visits us here.
Saturday, March 30:
Somewhat groggily I arise for our morning in the park. It is not the first time
I have approached an entrance to the Rec this morning –I was here at 4:30 as
well – though, of course, the gate was locked and all was dark and empty on our
quiet streets. Problems began when I heard the dog whining in the hallway. At
first I thought he might just want some water so I filled his almost empty bowl
and he had a long drink and paused, as well, to finish off last night’s dinner. Still
he persisted in whining near the front door and, as he had done no poo on our
somewhat brief walk at 10:30, I decided I had better get dressed and take him out.
In fact he showed no signs of urgency in any department and fifteen minutes later
we returned – sleep was hard to come by thereafter.
As I try again at 9:10 I lead my be-coated animal to the Morshead gate where we
stand aside for a hard charging Mary Portas, who almost trips over her Walter
as she stops to offer us a greeting. I get Fritz moving in a circular fashion and
eventually we reach the little hill above the tennis courts, where Debbie is heading
our way with Pucci and Ellen is accompanied by Lucky and Jack. (The latter starts
to hump his sister as soon as she rushes forward to greet Fritz.) We have time so
we continue on along the tennis court alley, Fritz still on lead, and pass through the
empty parking lot – on this holiday weekend there is very little park activity today.
I hand my shivering dog over to Peter and get in the queue; here Debbie, just ahead
of me, identifies the woman with the two toddlers in front of us as rock songstress
Chrissie Hynde. Outside those already mentioned are joined by Dan, Ofra, Janet,
Georgie, Matthew and Makiko. (Dan, Ofra and Liz went clubbing last night and
Liz has only returned from her night on the town at 7:30 this morning.)
Fritz agrees to sit on my lap for most of the session –though he does bestir himself
to accept some sausage tidbits from Ellen. Peter spends most of the session
hovering at our elbows. He needs to remind each of us that lottery money is due
next week and he has been hunting for Makiko for today’s horseracing stakes for
days. Unfortunately that lady has only a £1 coin so Peter has to wait for Matthew
to provide a second. In the meantime he shuffles about – obsessively waiting to
complete his task. I tell Matthew that this is really a form of obsessive-compulsive
disorder; Ellen merely says, “Sit down before you fall down!” Still Peter continues
to complain about the inconsistency and inefficiency of the rest of us in responding
to his due dates and Makiko, preserving her good mood, suggests he read a book so
he has some other topic of conversation. Worse, Dan has a new app on his phone,
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one that allows him to record Peter’s chatter and set it to rap music. This is played
back to general amusement – even Peter laughs. There are lots of dogs about as we
begin our final walkround – Georgie has Luna, Luci, Bella, Sparkie and Skye – and
Ziggy gets mixed up in our progress and, just as we pass Mary McCartney with
two of her kids and Paddy, so does a Whippet wearing tartan pajamas.
Sunday, March 31:
The clocks have gone forward during the night and I spend several minutes
adjusting my timepieces before Fritz and I can head for the street. On the bottom
landing I discover a £30 check, made out to cash, and it takes me a while to figure
out that it must belong to an upstairs neighbor. There is a bright sun illuminating
the park scene this morning – though no one would call it warm. Fritz makes slow
progress, on lead, as we walk along the back passage and when we reach the café
I hand him over to Peter. We have a good turnout this morning: Peter, Ellen, Dan,
Janet, Hanna, Liz, Matthew, Makiko – and Georgie, accompanied by daughter
Lynn and grandson Oliver (fresh from the Rain Forest Café). After we have been
here for half an hour or so Ofra, who has forgotten about the time change, also
shows up. She blames me for this tardy appearance, claiming I usually remind her
about the clocks. “The great thing about Ofra,” I tell Liz, “is that she really knows
how to delegate blame.”
Much of the morning’s conversation is devoted to a further analysis of Ofra, Dan
and Liz’s Friday night adventures in Soho. They ended up at a gay bar where a lot
of tequila and strawberry Sambuca was consumed and Liz fell down and hit her
face while Ofra triumphed as a pole dancer. Dan actually produces videos of these
activities on his phone – though he has no record of Liz’s subsequent adventures:
invited to a South African party in Cricklewood, this outing was followed by a
desperate attempt to get home without any money (a replacement rail bus helped
part of the way). “Never again,” Liz now says, “every time I come to London I
seem to sink to a new level. Just hand me the shovel and I keep digging.”
Dan now tries to organize a pub lunch for the group, even phoning the Truscott
Arms on Shirland Road – yes the same establishment that was superseded by the
Idlewild (which suffered our outrage when they refused to honor Janet’s vouchers)
and that has returned under its old moniker this month. Their restaurant is fully
booked and so other suggestions flood in – though I just can’t break my diet with
a pub lunch since I know I must abandon it in three-and-a-half weeks anyway
when I fly to Sweden. I am sitting next to Liz and I show her the latest triumph in
the widower’s sewing manual: I have lost the little leather strap that is supposed
to attach itself to a patch of Velcro on the right sleeve of my M&S winter coat
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(so that the latter can be tightened). I did succeed in threading the needle but this
thin object kept bending in half as I tried to manipulate it through the leather and
I ended up with another solution – two staples. Liz laughs and says the divorcee’s
sewing skills are not much better. It is quite pleasant sitting in the sunshine and we
are more than an hour at table but then the clouds roll in, the wind comes up, and
we start to get cold. It is time to get home – not forgetting to return the lost check
first.

327

The Dogshank Redemption

The Dogshank Redemption
Life Among The Dog People of Paddington Rec, Volume IX

By Anthony Linick
Chapter 11—April, 2013

Tara, the Rhodesian Ridgeback, poses on the green.
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Monday, April 1:
As often happens my return to the society of my park friends is not the first time
I had seen them since our session here yesterday. Janet had called me in the early
afternoon to invite me to lunch at the Red Squirrel but again I had indicated that
I needed to avoid the temptation of pub food. A few hours later, however, Dan
had called me to offer a second Red Squirrel invitation – Sunday night is quiz
night at this pub at Chippenham and Elgin Avenue (the former Skiddaw) and he
was putting a team together. This invitation I could accept (fortunately there are
no carbs in spirits) and at 7:30 I headed out on a bitterly chilly night. Dan, Liz,
Janet and Peter were my teammates and, after deciding that “The Dog People
of Paddington Rec” was too lengthy a team name we settled on “The Friends of
Fritz.” There were four other teams.
There were five categories, subdivided into ten questions each – and read aloud
to us by the beefy assistant manager. We did well with mythology and historical
figures; general knowledge wasn’t too bad for us – we did less well with the U.K.
category and with sports questions. Papers were collected three times and results
announced so we could tell we were in a close fight – but when the final results
were tallied we had triumphed! Dan was beside himself with excitement and was
soon posting our victory (with a picture of me as quiz guru in a prominent position)
and even before we had finished our drinks he had heard back from two former
members of our group, Helen (the owner of little Chloe) and Cheryl in Houston.
There were no questions about dogs – unless you count the question about
Darwin’s famous ship.
It is still bitterly cold this morning and all is gray. After only a minute in the park
Fritz indicates that he would just as soon go home but he is distracted by the
arrival of Janet and Liz (with Daisy-Mae and Bella – both of whom were with
us in the pub last night) and our group heads off for the Morshead roadway. The
others continue on to the café but Fritz and I complete a circuit of the green before
reporting to the green umbrella. Also taking seats at our table we have Matthew
(Makiko is home preparing a brunch to which I am invited), Ellen, and Ofra –
and then Georgie arrives with grandson Oliver, and Dan and Davide make a late
appearance as well. Dan is still pumped up by last night’s events and he is singing
“We are the champions” as he sits down. Debbie, meanwhile is jogging slowly
around the green with Pucci in pursuit and Vlad has taken the little corner table. I
make the mistake of handing a biscuit to Tara and my finger suffers – this happened
yesterday as well. Oliver is trying to feed pieces of sausage to Daisy-Mae. Fritz is
just shivering under the table and takes almost no part in the proceedings – coming
329

The Dogshank Redemption

alive only when we begin our back passage walkround and he has his eye on
something in Pucci’s mouth – a little purple squeaky ball.
Tuesday, April 2:
A guy needs a little space at a moment like this – and so Fritz issues a growling
protest when Cracker looms over his first park squat on a sunny but cold April
morning. We are heading right rather than our traditional left but my dog still
shows great signs of reluctance – the Rec holds no charms for him these days. I
persist in a grand circuit of the central green and there comes a moment when he
bows to the inevitable and begins to trot along amiably. We pass Toby, noisily at
work with his orange football, and begin to head for the café. Here again Fritz
puts on the breaks and I have to drag him into our close quarters – where, today,
the green umbrella lies un-hoisted so that the sun can reach the coffee-drinking
customers.
Our group this morning includes Janet, Georgie, Liz, Ofra, Makiko, Davide, Karen,
Peter and Ellen. When I return with my own coffee cup I discover that my dog
is snuggled deeply into Karen’s lap, still shivering, and when she makes an early
departure Ellen claims the gray parcel. Hanna now arrives and she says that Fritz
seems quite warm under his coat and that there is something in the park itself that
must be causing all this discomfort. I haven’t a clue what this might be. Hanna
eventually claims the dog in her lap and I get my turn as well. Meanwhile Ellen
has distributed some nice sausage tidbits and I have opened my biscuit bag. Emilio
goes into meltdown over the presence of Daisy-Mae and Bella climbs high onto
Janet’s shoulder in order to have a better view of the green. Daisy-Mae squeezes
through the fence in order to hector Chinny and Bliss, the Chows, and Sparkie
barks at everyone who passes by, including a black man on his way into the gym;
this chap shies away from the intemperate Yorkie and everyone hopes that this is
not going to be regarded as a racist incident.
I tell Makiko that after her sumptuous brunch of many courses I didn’t need to
cook an evening meal last night. Georgie says that Lynn and Oliver have made
it back to Hereford safely, though this was a difficult journey since Lynn, who is
an enemy of anything that could be called clutter, absent-mindedly tore up her
train tickets and threw them away before this trip began. Liz is still being teased
about her Saturday night exploits but she takes this in good spirit. She says she
would really like to take Bella home in her suitcase on Thursday – Bella has been
staying with Janet since Georgie had a houseful of other dogs and her own visitors
and even Sparkie was farmed out to Dan and Davide’s (where he responded with
indoor poos and pees in protest). Just as we get up to begin our back passage
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walkround I spot a face I have not seen in some time – my former colleague
Suzanne, back from several months in the States and walking with another former
ASL face, photography teacher Linda.
Wednesday, April 3:
Our teeth chattering, Fritz and I head for the Morshead entrance just as Jo Lynn is
greeting Simba in the nearby doggy compound. Her own Tilly has gone missing
and the suspicion is that she may be in the rose garden – hunting for bread. Jo
doesn’t seem too worried about this defection and she walks with me down the
roadway toward the green – thus she is able to witness the recurrent recalcitrance
of my own dog – who would like to start for home after only a few steps. I persist,
of course, and soon he falls into step. Georgie comes in behind us with Sparkie and
Skye (and the missing Tilly) and together we begin a circuit of the green. Near the
Randolph roadway I pass Fritz’s lead over to Georgie since I have an errand to run
– a prescription for a box of statins that I must deliver to the Vineyard chemists.
When I return I find Makiko, heading for our tables with Emilio in her arms, and
Fritz, wrapped in Karen’s shawl, making himself comfortable in her lap. Makiko
is complaining bitterly about the endemic cold – but I tell her that she needs to get
in shape for her Italian skiing holiday, which begins tomorrow. Also present this
morning are Georgie, of course, Janet, Ofra, Wendy, Peter, Davide, and Liz – the
latter will also be leaving us tomorrow and Ofra is in a bit of a sulk because the
two pals who can be counted on to share in the midnight mischief will both be
gone. Ofra is wearing a parka that resembles the one she wore, many years ago, in
the Israeli army. (Can you imagine depending on Ofra as your first line of defense?
– “Oops, I forgot my gun.”) Peter gets up now to talk to a friend in the warm
confines of the café itself and this means that Bobby must share Wendy’s lap with
T-bone. Bobby whines over this abandonment for the next ten minutes.
Davide and I are discussing the latest sports controversy – the appointment of
Paolo di Canio, a supporter of fascist causes in the past, as manager of Sunderland.
Last night’s news noted the resignation of former foreign secretary David Miliband
from the football club’s board and the severing of ties to the club by the Durham
miners. Curiously, I tell Davide, the same newscast included an interview with a
former student of mine, Gabriele Marcotti, who now writes sports for the Times
(first the ASL Standard, now the Times) and who, quite a few years ago, wrote a
biography of the Italian footballer. Gabe seemed to indicate that being a fascist in
the environs of right-wing Lazio is not as sinister as it might seem in an all-English
context but Davide says it’s just as bad. We get up for our back passage walkround
just as Suzanne arrives again – she says her Springer, Sunny, has already been to
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the vet this morning after 5:00 am tummy troubles. Heading toward us is a Boxer
on lead – perhaps this latter fact encourages both Skye and Daisy-Mae to charge
this fellow in an attempt to wind him up. Georgie and Janet are trying to control
their charges but there is no harm done and we can now head for the warmth of our
homes.
Thursday, April 4:
Fritz is quite mystified when, at about 7:50, I leave the house without him – though
perhaps the deployment of a guilt sausage helps allay his anxiety. I am off to have
my cholesterol checked with a blood test at the Randolph Avenue surgery – but,
with an 8:00 appointment, how can it be that five people get to see the health
care assistant before me? I get my first cup of coffee when I get home and there
are forty more minutes to go before I have to face the bitter wind and the frigid
temperatures again. Fritz heads to the right once we reach the park and once again
he demonstrates considerable reluctance as we make our way forward, finally
accepting the inevitable as we make our way around the margins of the green. It
takes a long time for Fritz to part with his gift and by this time we have started
down the alley behind the tennis courts. As we reach the parking lot I can see, from
her parked car, that Renata has returned and when I approach the café this lady tells
me that the coffees are on her this morning.
This largesse is a late gesture since Renata was absent on her birthday (on the first
of the month) and she now wants to arrange a birthday lunch at the Salt House for
this weekend. The problem with this idea is that she is reluctant to go ahead with
such plans without the participation of her “toy boy,” Dan, and the latter, who is
with us this morning (along with Liz, Janet, Ofra, Peter and Ellen) knows that with
the arrival of Davide’s parents this may be a problem. After a phone call to Davide
it is decided to think about the following weekend – when Dan’s dance card may
be freer. For Renata’s benefit there is a brief review of the weekend activities of
some of our breakfasters – Ofra, perhaps overtaxed by her late night revelry, is
still sniffling and has to borrow kleenex from Janet. Liz is quizzed on her New
York social life and Dan, in a teasing mood, wants to know what kind of date Peter
would take her on if he were free to plan the itinerary. (The collective answer: first
a chance to see QPR win the league title 6-0, then a portion of fish and chips.)
The dogs have to make do with my biscuit bag this morning – though Fritz takes
no part in this activity, shivering away in his coat under the table instead. To my
surprise Jack actually takes a biscuit from me this morning – and succeeds in
eating it as well. Bailey has no hesitation in advancing his claim on these treats and
soon exhausts his allotment of five-a-day. He is shivering too and this is a reminder
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of just how cold it is – Liz says that today is the coldest day yet and the white stuff
that now flies through the air seems to prove her assertion. We begin our back
passage walkround but it is a melancholy march – for Liz returns to the States in
a few hours. Georgie (who has had to wait at home for a workman) calls to say
goodbye just as we near the Essendine gate; here hugs are exchanged, and Fritz
and I are free to head for home. I have mistakenly left the heat on while we were in
the park – and I am really glad I did so.
Friday, April 5:
Fritz decides to head left, soon after our entrance into the park, and I am hoping
that he has gotten over his in-lap silliness. He pauses to pee several times, watched
intently by two bushy squirrels, and trots forward as far as the red poo box. After
I have picked up his own contribution, however, he shows his recurrent reluctance
to continue forward and, once again, I have to pull him along – it doesn’t help that
one of the maintenance men is heading our way with his leaf blower. When we
reach the Carlton roadway he again heads left, quite an unusual choice, and soon
we are attempting an ascent of Mt. Bannister from this spot. As we descend on the
other side there is again a struggle, since I now want to head for the café, and my
dog would like to go anyplace else. For some reason the green umbrella lies limply
from its white pole in our doggy compound – usually this is a strategy intended to
admit as much sun as possible. Today there is no sun – just a gray chilly morning
with a biting wind.
I pass the dog’s lead over to Peter and head inside for my coffee. When I return I
let Fritz run free but I am greeted by the pathetic sight of my dog trying to squeeze
through the bars of his prison. I pick him up, hoping to get him settled in my lap,
but he isn’t having anything to do with this gesture, and I have to let him jump
down. He wanders around a bit but life becomes better when Karen arrives with
Dudley. She picks up the shivering fellow, wraps her scarf around him and leaves
him in her chair while she goes inside for her own coffee. Thereafter he settles
down in her lap, a shawl providing additional comfort. Others present this morning
are Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Peter and Renata. The latter tells me that I should be
holding my dog the way Karen does it – and my reaction is both measured and
stern… “The role of resident nag is taken, Renata. Don’t think you have any
chance of competing for this title.” One reason it would be difficult for me to do
nothing but swaddle my dog is that I also need my hands free to feed everyone
else’s animal; this I do now – with Skye, Sparkie, Bailey and Daisy-Mae among
my customers. When the latter sees that no one is interested in challenging her
for possession of these treats she squeezes through the bars and attacks two large
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brown Poodles – who run away from this pint-sized menace. Then Daisy-Mae
dances around the perimeter, taunting Dudley – who can’t get at her as hard as he
tries. Meanwhile Sparkie finds a packet of tissues and tears this apart under the
table.
Janet tells us that earlier this week Ellen’s husband suffered a stroke and that he
remains in hospital. (The poor chap, who is 90, has evidently not left the flat in
several years.) Janet and I discuss events on Coronation Street, where two actresses
have left the series this week; I need to know if Carl really did disconnect Sanita’s
breathing tube while I was occupied with dinner preparations. Renata now returns
to the subject of her birthday lunch – having decided to go ahead with a Sunday
gathering even though Dan may be absent. “I’ll have to be your toy boy,” I tell
her. Peter is intent on the Grand National, which takes place tomorrow at Aintree,
and several of those present make their selections. Soon it is time for us to make
a move. I draw attention to my dog’s behavior at this point; as soon as we are
homeward bound he stops shivering, resumes his normal sniff and search mode,
and in every other way seems to be his old self – the mystery continues.
Saturday, April 6:
There is bright sunshine this morning – maybe this will speed the disappearance
of that thick layer of white frost that covers the artificial surfaces in the park. Janet
comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae and we compare notes on recent matters of
importance – Coronation Street among them. She says that there has been a written
complaint in the Labour Party’s Westminster North e-mail newsletter calling, after
the latest dog bites man incident, for all dogs in Paddington Rec to be on lead – no
mention of the fact that the man was bitten by his own dog! Fritz is putting on the
breaks, as usual, so we bid goodbye to Janet and Daisy-Mae and make our own
way, far more slowly, along the walkways until we reach the environs of the café.
Again we turn left and climb to the summit of the hill. On the descent I can see
Hanna heading our way with a bag full of goodies for the breakfast table – today is
her birthday and the coffees are on her.
At our table this morning we have Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Yara, Renata, Dan, Karen,
Peter and Ellen – but not the birthday girl, who sits at the little corner table with
Walid. Ellen reports that her husband is home from the hospital, but he is very
weak and she doesn’t like to be away from the house for very long. Peter is
still securing suggestions for individual bets on today’s Grand National; when
Wendy arrives he can’t resist mentioning this race to her, knowing she will have
to respond with the latest equine fatality – since the hazards of this steeplechase
are killers, and she can’t abide this cruelty. Renata has a £5 winner when Peter
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passes out scratch cards but the rest of us are winless. I ask Yara if it was at least
warm in Africa, from which she has just returned, and she says that it was – but
also gray and damp. She has relatives in Sierra Leone but complains that her
room smelled of damp and so it was either court lung cancer by spending a night
inside or risk contracting malaria with a night on the beach – she also objected to
the breakfast entrée of frog and eggs. Yara is among the smokers who are puffing
away at our side of the table and Janet can’t resist suggesting that she has recently
had a breathing test – her lungs, after many years of smoking, evidently resemble
those of an eighty-five year-old. She says that this is true even though she gave up
smoking fourteen years ago. I note that my Dorothy, who died from a form of lung
cancer, had been almost 25 years without a cigarette. “I’ve always wanted to ask
you,” Janet says, “Dorothy once told me that if she were ever diagnosed with lung
cancer the first thing she would do was buy a pack of cigarettes – did she?” I have
to reply that she did not.
Fritz, meanwhile, has again accepted the shelter of Karen’s lap; he is wearing his
own coat and she detaches the hood of her jacket and cuddles him in this too. He
makes a meal of his distress, shivering away when we know he can’t be cold, and
lifting his head only when it is time to ingest a few sausage morsels from Ellen’s
plate. The other dogs are not as reticent as this and when they are not cadging
for treats they are patrolling the fences. The baying pack succeeds in scaring an
innocent Great Dane, who shies away from the fence when they attack – though
Sparkie is shocked when a woman, on her way to the gym, actually barks back. I
have to ask Dan a question about his dog – “Why is Winnie wearing Makiko’s ski
sweater this morning, and, more importantly, what is Makiko wearing?” Dan says
that he had to put Winnie in his bicycle basket this morning – since she refused
to walk to the park. He makes her use her own feet for a while as we begin our
back passage walkround. In the chasm between the playing fields we meet David
the Dogsitter, heading our way with Buddy. I slip Buddy a biscuit and receive, in
return, a DVD of the long-delayed movie version of Jack Kerouac’s On The Road,
a novel published in 1957. David knows that I had some correspondence with
the famous Beat novelist, fifty years ago, that I used this text in my classes on a
number of occasions, and that I will be interested in this realization – even though
some scenes were filmed in the wide open spaces of Argentina.
Sunday, April 7:
Another cheerful morning – I can tell that the temperature is climbing and so I
decide to abandon my long underwear and to leave the dog’s jacket at home. Fritz
responds with a somewhat improved entry lap – pausing not because he is reluctant
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to enter spooky pathways but because he wants to sample some of the grass shoots
near the walkway. Ah, how times have changed – while the shrouded black figures
of the Middle Eastern mommas are strolling around the running track we pass a
male couple, in running gear, walking toward us hand-in-hand. I am waiting for
my dog to do his poo but we reach the green before he squats. Georgie is heading
toward us now with Sparkie, Emilio, Luna and Luci (since Yara is now off to
France). We follow this posse back to the café – where I can hand my dog’s lead
over to Peter.
In addition to that gentleman, and Georgie, of course, we have a very large Sunday
turnout; already here are Dan, Hanna, Janet, Renata, Ofra, Debbie and Ellen –
but after half an hour we are also joined by Davide and his visiting parents. The
latter have been preceded by some wonderful Sardinian biscuits, brought by Dan,
and passed around to universal acclaim (well, Renata says they are too sweet).
Davide’s mom, who exchanges kisses on both cheeks with all of the other diners,
has also brought some cannelloni – which the lads feasted on last night. While on
the subject of food we debate whether Peter might be in luck at Renata’s birthday
lunch today – might they be serving fish and chips at the Salt House on Abbey
Road? Peter learns that Ofra’s Ricky is also suffering from diabetes, and has been
for the last three years – but Dan does not have this affliction – as was feared. Peter
is fretting about his schedule – he has to go shopping with his son in a few minutes,
then there is the birthday lunch, then he has to get to the pub to see if relegationthreatened QPR can win seven in a row (one would be a start) – beginning with
this afternoon’s battle against Wigan.
At our end of the table there is a good deal of confusion about sex – the sex of our
dogs in this case. Renata thinks that Lucky is a boy and Peter refers to Cressida
(whom we have not seen in some time) as a boy as well. Moreover he thinks all
the Pugs look alike – regardless of gender – and Dan takes exception to this since
his Winnie, who keeps losing her treat ball through the fence, is clearly beautiful
in a way that no male can match – and to prove his point he manages to get both
Winnie and Emilio into his lap at the same time…Peter still thinks they look alike.
Fritz spends some lap-time this morning as well, including a nice session in Ellen’s
lap. I have let him run free and he responds with a far more normal routine. He
tries to get Davide to open up his treat bag and he pays court to Debbie – who has
left Pucci at home this morning. We think he wants to jump into her lap as well
and Janet picks him up so that this can be better accomplished – it turns out that he
is really interested in a squeaky ball that Debbie has in her pocket; this has to be
hidden elsewhere discreetly. We get up to begin a mass migration – with so many
participants this morning. Heading toward us is Ziggy and this means that Celine
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cannot be far behind. Her Raffy, riding his tricycle into the legs of his slow-moving
mom, is not far behind.
Monday, April 8:
It’s a bit colder than yesterday, the sun is weaker and there is a nasty wind blowing
– as Fritz and I cross the street and head for the park. The dog wants to trot down
to the Morshead entrance and I am interested to see if he offers any indication
that he’d just as soon head for home once we get there. Progress up the Morshead
roadway is slow but we do eventually reach the green – where we begin a leisurely
circuit. Ahead I can see Dan and Davide walking with Janet and Renata and
Georgie is just crossing the green to join them. By the time she catches up, with
Sparkie, Skye and Callie in tow, Dan has departed for a morning of errands and we
have completed our circle and can head to the café.
I hand Fritz over to Peter as I join a queue outside the front door. It is a couple
of minutes past opening time and the place is still locked; this gives Hanna the
opportunity of rattling the door and pounding on it as well – while Lurch makes
a show of moving as slowly as possible in his tardy efforts to admit his impatient
customers. In addition to those already mentioned we need add only Ofra, who
is still sniffling. I let Fritz go free but he is not happy this morning – he would
just as soon slip through the bars and head for home and today Ellen is away –
having taken Lucky for a check-up – and Karen, whose lap my dog craves – is
also absent. Yoyo, Skye and Bailey are my chief customers this morning but Skye
is also interested in Maxi’s tennis ball and I manage to keep this in play as well.
Unfortunately it dribbles through the fence and there are anguished shrieks from
the Cairn; I have to get up, open the gate, and let him retrieve this prized toy.
We begin with a review of yesterday’s birthday lunch for Renata – where eight of
us were present (plus Maxi and Dudley). Everyone seemed to have a good time
and then each of us went home for a good afternoon’s nap. Davide is seeking
shopping advice from the ladies – since he will soon be accompanying his mother
on a major expedition. Renata too wants to know where she can buy Armani jeans
– Peter sniffs when Selfridges is suggested since he asserts that everything here is
twice as expensive as any place else. (I have nothing to add to this debate.) Hanna
now boasts that her early morning 45-minutes fast walks on the running track have
lead to the loss of 2 kilos. Unfortunately she now begins an extended nagathon in
which I am urged to join her in this exercise – as if I don’t have enough problems
with my dog in the morning and need to go out without him into the bargain. When
I decline to join Hanna I am required to say why not – and eventually I respond,
“I don’t have to answer that question” – with some asperity. It is with some relief
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that we make an early departure today – as we walk beside the cypress trees Renata
notes that every single dog has to piss on the same twig back here.
Tuesday, April 9:
Often I can’t tell, especially when I am not wearing my glasses, whether it is still
raining – and this is true today as Fritz and I get ready for our Tuesday morning
in the park. I can’t see any umbrellas but everybody outside has a hood up and so
I decide on rainy-day gear after all and as soon as we hit the street this strategy
pays off – a light rain is falling. We make very slow progress along the back
walkways, not so much because my dog puts the breaks on, but because he is intent
on sampling grass shoots. Come to think of it, he did have some tummy problems
yesterday – a bit of French saucisson came up on the hall carpet (my fault) and
so he may be attempting his own form of therapy. Eventually we do reach the
cypress trees – where a Yorkie accompanying a jogger and an advancing Jack
Russell provide a suitable distraction. When we have rounded the corner, however,
resistance begins again and I have to pull Fritz forward to his fate – morning in the
doggy compound of the Park Café.
I am puzzled to see Luci trotting around inside the café, but this is because Yara
has returned from France. I am hoping that Fritz will not take advantage of the
swinging gate to make one of his patented escape attempts but it is Luna who does
so – soon we have both brother and sister exploring the forbidden interior. Yara
joins a small group of breakfasters who also include Georgie, Karen, Ellen, Ofra,
Dan and Davide. Janet is at one of her classes but Daisy-Mae has come with Karen.
The Shih-Tzu is among the many canine customers who succeed in saturating my
corduroys with their wet paws – Bailey, Skye and Winnie are there to help her.
Fritz, incidentally, does not attempt an escape this morning but he takes no part in
the biscuit handout – preferring to stand under the table and shiver dramatically.
Yara is still full of tales of her recent travels – including the moment in the Sierra
Leone airport when, the electricity having failed, passengers were told that the
scanner was down but if they didn’t want to have their bags opened they could
always “give” the security team a present. (Davide is appalled when he learns
that this was a BA flight.) Karen has made some dog-biscuit shaped cookies,
covered in glitter (“Disco Biscuits”) and these are enjoyed by the assembled coffee
drinkers, including Dan, who is in the final stages of his 24-hour regime with a
blood pressure sleeve on his arm. He has been asked to keep a diary of what he is
up to when the sleeve inflates every fifteen minutes and we try to wind him up –
“Put down you were sipping coffee amid a charming company.” (Davide is chided
for sleeping on Dan’s cable.) Much of the morning’s conversation is devoted to
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yesterday’s epoch-ending news, the death of Margaret Thatcher. On the whole I
would say that most of this group are more comfortable with right-wing policies
than left, and there is just a little lingering disapproval over last night’s news
coverage – in which both sides in the eternal debate over the Thatcher legacy were
interviewed by reporters. This may not have been the hagiography demanded by
fans but it was certainly exemplary journalism.
Wednesday, April 10:
A cold mist is just rising as Fritz and I enter the park today – with a canine melee
greeting us as soon we pass through the gate. Binky is here, also Cris – but at
the center of this furry pack is a wonderful Shih-Tzu puppy named Bobby. He
is four-and-a-half months old and everyone is making a fuss over the bouncy
rollover body. Everyone except Daisy-Mae, at her dowager best, who now comes
in behind us with Janet. Jo Lynn is also here with Tilly and the presence of these
dogs moving briskly forward inspires emulation in my pet and we make rapid
progress for once in the direction of the cypress trees. When we reach the green I
can see Peter heading our way with the original Bobby but we continue on to walk
around the hill and through the Carlton Road doggy compound. Here I notice that
new hardware has been added to gates, front and aft; the gate on the parking lot
always closed securely without the need for any catch. The one on the roadway still
doesn’t work properly.
At breakfast this morning we have Janet, Peter, Davide and his mom, Hanna,
Makiko, Georgie, and Ellen – with Ofra arriving very near the end of the session.
This means that Bailey only has time to scarf one biscuit – and I have to contend
with the constant paws of Winnie, Yoyo and Sparkie instead. Fritz takes no biscuits
but he does lay siege to Ellen’s purse, hoping for more tripe sticks, and in other
ways demonstrating that he has regained something of his normal rhythm. Bobby
sees a huge black dog outside our fence and begins to snarl in Ellen’s lap; we spot
Sabina walking here with Scamp the Westie and Oscar the Schnauzer. It has been
quite some time since we have seen this pair – Sabina says that her work schedule
has changed, that she usually walks her dogs near the canal, and that it is a real
treat to return to the Rec.
Makiko is bemoaning the end of the skiing season – I tell her it is just beginning
in Chile. She has brought with her some sugar-glazed baked crostini from Turino
and these go well dunked in our coffee. She tells us that Matthew drove into a ditch
on their ski holiday and had to be towed out by the hotel and she gets a chance to
try out her Italian on Davide’s mother. The Sardinians are going home today and
Davide says that for four people in a one bedroom flat with one bathroom for four
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days is a long enough visit. I tell the others that last night Linda accompanied me
on a visit to the Royal Festival Hall, where we went backstage so I could greet my
old friend, conductor Michael Tilson Thomas. I note that Linda spotted Princess
Michael of Kent in the crowd and Hanna wants to know, as we rise to begin our
back passage walkround (amid real sunshine) if the Princess was there with her toy
boy.
Thursday, April 11:
Again there is great ambiguity: is it still raining? I can see that the streets are
wet and so I decide to play it safe as I stow the dog’s raincoat in my pocket.
This proves to be a useful gesture – for a fine mist is falling and as soon as we
have entered our gate I pause to wrap Fritz up in a protective layer. Janet is just
coming in with Daisy-Mae, also in her raincoat, but these two soon pass us by.
I urge Fritz forward, assisted by the lead that he seems to wear all the time now,
and we eventually reach the cypress trees. Here Simba and his carer come up
behind us. Fritz always gets a wonderful greeting from this lady and when I say
that my dog will celebrate his birthday tomorrow and she says that tomorrow is
also her husband’s birthday. A little later, after we pass Peter and his Bobby on the
Randolph roadway, she says she will not be here tomorrow but she wishes Fritz
the best on his forthcoming anniversary. Bobby is snarling at another large dog as
we continue on toward the Randolph gate; when we turn around I am gratified that
Fritz puts on no show of resistance as we return to the café.
I remind Blarina that tomorrow the coffee will be on me and I take my place at a
table where a hardy contingent of dog owners is by now positioned: Janet, Peter,
Ellen, Makiko, Georgie, Davide and Ofra. I let Fritz roam free and he seems to be
preoccupied with matters other than escape this morning. Ellen has ordered some
sausages and then she gives him a large hunk of congealed tripe and he gnaws
away intently throughout the session. Ellen also has some tripe sticks and when
pieces of this treat are distributed there is an almighty ruckus under the table – with
Lucky, Bobby and Daisy-Mae duking it out for possession of these tidbits. Bailey
is the chief customer when I open the biscuit bag and soon he has muddied my tan
cords with wet paw prints. “The difference between me and Ofra,” I point out, ‘is
that she wears her sweatpants to the park – and I have to put mine on as soon as I
get home since my regular trousers are by now saturated with her dog’s wet paws.”
Recent television fare is under discussion and there is some talk devoted to the
threat of a North Korean nuclear strike – a matter that has dominated the news
programs for the last few weeks. Makiko says that there doesn’t seem to be
too much nervousness in Japan over this possibility so far. You can tell that our
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Japanese friend is having trouble concentrating on the rest of her life now that
skiing season is over. I tell her there is a four-letter word that might ease the
transition – “work” – but she says that she tried a little yesterday and she couldn’t
concentrate. Much of her conversation is accompanied these days by involuntary
typing motions – as if she can only visualize the world as an extension of her
computer keyboard. The others have begun to tease her about this “air typing” and
I tell Davide, “And I thought it was only the Italians who talked with their hands.”
Friday, April 12:
There has been a good deal of overnight rain but skies seem to have brightened
a bit as Fritz and I make our way into the park; it is still damp but temperatures
seem almost balmy when we compare them to the frigid readings we have endured
for so long. Janet comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae and this means that she is
the first to wish my dog a happy birthday – Fritz the dog is ten-years-old today!
Our progress along the back passage is more rapid than similar journeys recently
and we have soon reached the green – where I can see Michaela heading our way
with Skye. It it the first time I have seen her since her car accident in France and
I am glad to have a word at last, since I would like to have her supervise some
remodeling and refurbishment in my flat this summer. We don’t get any additional
walking done – after this lengthy conversation – and so it is time to hand Fritz over
to Karen as I head inside the café for my morning coffee.
The coffees, indeed, are on Fritz today and when I return with mine (and Karen’s
Red Bush tea) I discover a wonderful scene. Karen has brought a wonderful
cranberry-colored blanket with her today and in this my dog is soon swaddled –
eventually he ends up on his back in her lap – looking like a contented papoose.
(And, when Karen has to depart, this parcel is passed on to Hanna.) In addition
to Janet, Karen and Hanna, our group this morning includes Georgie, Renata,
Peter, Ellen, Davide, Makiko, Ofra and Vlad. The latter has to abandon his corner
table and join us under the green umbrella because it has started to rain again. His
Tara manages a lightning strike on the tabletop in order to purloin an abandoned
biscuit but the other dogs secure their treats by claiming my knees with their
wet paws; Davide also protests when he gets the same treatment. Ofra, who has
arrived well behind the others, has her coffee hand-delivered by Lurch – who has
embossed a foam heart on the surface of this beverage. Georgie complains that she
has never gotten such treatment but Ofra puts it down to her just being the most
loved member of our party. (I ask her if she still has her “Adored and Loved by
Everyone” sweatpants.)
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Fritz is having the time of his life with all the attention and cranberry is his color,
without a doubt. Renata says that Karen obviously needs a real baby to cuddle –
Karen says this is not going to happen but we do speculate on how much Georgie
could charge if Karen substituted a baby for Dudley. Georgie says she prefers
looking after dogs anyway. In other news Davide reports that his mother left
her purse aboard the Alitalia flight from London back to Rome – but it has been
recovered. Ellen reports that her husband is back in hospital, following his recent
stroke – but this time he is in St. Mary’s and this will make visits easier. I remind
Peter that he has said nothing about tomorrow’s racing and this soon produces
a pile of coins in front of our resident bookmaker. We get up to begin our back
passage walkround. As we walk along the cypress trees we are overtaken by the
Israeli security guard and he brushes against Hanna’s arms with one of his hand
weights. She says he has been reported to the park authorities for other antisocial
activities and may be banned if he doesn’t behave himself. As we near our exit gate
Fritz is thanked for all of the coffees his anniversary has produced today. Makiko
can’t believe that the trim, athletic, spry figure of my dog is really ten. I can’t
believe it either.
Saturday, April 13:
The birthday boy (who also enjoyed a visit from his Auntie Linda yesterday
afternoon) heads for the park on a gray morning; well, it is gray now – it was bright
and blue a few hours earlier and the sun is making a belated attempt at returning to
primacy in our skies. Janet shows me (on her telephone) some pictures of Fritz in
his pink blanket when she comes in behind us with Daisy-Mae. Soon we are on our
own for a very slow circuit of Mt. Bannister. Tennis players, emboldened by the
warmer weather, are out in force this morning. I let Fritz take as much time as he
wants to complete his sniffathon; he is still on lead throughout or park session but
he doesn’t seem to resent this curb on his freedom.
I do unhook him when we reach our café stockade but my heart sinks when I see
the length of the Saturday morning queue inside. Fortunately, Georgie, near the
front, offers to order my cappuccino for me – even so it takes a long time before
I can hold the front door open as she exits with her tray of beverages. In addition
to Janet and Georgie we have a very large weekend turnout – with a number of
latecomers having to fetch additional chairs. Eventually we have Ofra, Karen,
Renata, Hanna, Debbie, Ellen, Peter, Dan, Davide, and Makiko – with Vlad and
Walid at the little corner table. Every time someone gets up Bailey or Winnie
jumps into the empty chair – and has to be tipped off soon thereafter. Dudley is
very noisy – this is because he wants Maxi to chase him around the table and he
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thinks a little trash talk will do the trick. Sparkie is very noisy as well – this is
because he agrees with Thomas Jefferson…the price of liberty is eternal vigilance.
I find that conversation is very difficult when there is such a large turnout – there
are half a dozen conversations at the same time, not counting Ofra’s impassioned
phone call in Hebrew. I strain to make sense of it all but I come away only
with fragments: something about the price of Renata’s cheap Swiss cigarettes,
something about Karen’s adventures in the ladies’ loo of some pub, something
about Lucky’s eternal diet, something about Vlad’s new telephone, something
about Hanna’s Express magazine. In this melee I lose track of my dog and after a
few minutes I begin to fear that he has somehow escaped. No, I find him facing
the green next to Janet’s chair, shivering unhappily. This is my cue to make an
early departure – leading my dog out along Morshead roadway – completely
unnoticed in this solitary gesture. It would be nice to return immediately to the
friendly confines but just as we reach our steps the postman lets himself into the
building. He is afraid of dogs and so we have to hang around outside for a while.
I am astonished that there is a Saturday delivery – these days this is a rarity but it
doesn’t make up for the fact that I got no post whatsoever on Monday, Tuesday or
Wednesday.
Sunday, April 14:
It’s official – spring! I can see that it is already well above the ten mark (50
degrees) on my outdoor thermometer and I can abandon my wool hat, my winter
coat and my scarf as Fritz and I begin our morning in a sunny park. As we reach
the gate, indeed, I decide to let Fritz run free – under any circumstances if he heads
for home we will know that this is not because he is feeling too cold. I am lucky
in my experiment because the dog trots forward with no hesitation and it is quite a
pleasure to see him move with such swaggering progress along the back walkways.
There is the briefest incursion into the environmental area and then we begin a
slow circuit of Mt. Bannister. Ofra is heading our way as we turn left at the tennis
courts – “At last,” she says – referring to the weather, of course.
Not surprisingly there is a large turnout at our table this morning – indeed I can see
Matthew fetching more chairs as I wait my turn in the coffee queue. He, Makiko,
Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Georgie, Hanna, Debbie, Renata, Karen and Dan (who arrives
on his bicycle) make up the numbers – though Vlad has taken his place at the little
corner table as well. He has brought with him a redundant car navigation system
– and Karen claims this. He says it works perfectly but it is rather old. (“Does
this mean it doesn’t have the M4 on it?” is the obvious question.) Karen gets up
in order to let Dudley out onto the green, where he and Daisy-Mae are enjoying
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a barking barney. The latter has come to the park with Georgie – since Janet is in
Brighton today, supporting a niece who will be running a marathon there. I have
a number of customers at my knees this morning – with Bailey and Sparkie at
the head of the queue. The latter looks like he has just been dragged through a
hedge backwards – Georgie agrees, but says she is waiting for Daisy-Mae’s next
grooming session to book one for her own pet. Hanna has scooped Fritz up for an
impromptu Reiki session; he, however, declines the offer of a charcoal biscuit. (A
few minutes later Karen scoops him up for a second lap session.)
Matthew and Makiko are on their way to Brixton, where they manage a flat owned
by Matthew’s parents. Renata asks if Makiko drives Matthew to work in the
mornings; when she says she does I suggest she needs a police siren for her car
– since she is carrying medical personnel – or at least a “Doctor on Board” sign.
Dan reports that Davide doesn’t like terra cotta (an odd aesthetic prejudice for a
son of the Mediterranean) and that the window boxes have now all been painted
black. Hanna, the endorphins percolating after another early morning session on
the walking track, is profuse in her advice this morning – with prescriptions on the
care and feeding of geraniums, the best way to drink a cup of coffee, the necessity
of letting Fritz run free on our back passage walkround. I remind her that, offlead, he has twice run across the street recently and that I will therefore not be
implementing that portion of the morning’s suggestions. I complete the return
journey on my own – all the people at my end of the table having departed already.
(“I just had a bath so it must be something I said.”) Even Renata has moved away
– in order to sit in the sun – though she now complains it is too windy in her new
position. The triplets (male) are playing in the kiddy playground this morning.
Monday, April 15:
I am happy to see that we have an instant replay today: mild temperatures and a
mostly sunny morning for our session in the park. There are lots of dogs about as,
off-lead again, Fritz makes his way along the back walkways – first we are passed
by Fly, then we cross noses with Blanco, and finally we have the company, most of
the way, of a mid-sized tan dog named Basil. When we reach the green Fritz makes
a close study of the scene – Ofra is heading toward the clubhouse with Bailey –
and here Georgie is approaching with Sparkie, Luna, Luci and Winnie. Satisfied
with this enumeration my dog now resumes his march toward the tennis courts and
we complete our usual circuit ...very slowly. By the time we have reached the café
the others are ensconced with the steam from their coffee cups rising to the heavens
– they have left the green umbrella unlofted today – so that the sun can reach the
breakfasters.
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In addition to Ofra and Georgie we have just Renata, Makiko, Peter and Ellen this
morning – though Vlad and Hanna are sharing the little corner table as well. From
this corner Hanna tells me that my dog wants to make his escape (I know this) and
that it will be cold in Sweden (I know this too). Georgie tells us that she began
work again this morning and that she has already been out with Callie and DaisyMae, who are now at home. Peter has Bobby with him this morning – unusual for
a Monday – and that this late delivery (made later than usual because Bobby’s
mommy was having car trouble – no petrol in the tank) has put a spanner in his
plans to get a haircut and to buy some fruit at M&S. Georgie and Renata both
complain of the mobs they found in our park yesterday afternoon and Renata says
that she headed for Regent’s Park instead.
I did not but I did get a chance to catch up with my former colleague, Suzanne,
who was walking with her own Sunny and the Vizsla pair of Bronny and Suki. I
wanted to talk to her about an incident I had observed from my own front window
the other day and, now that the details can be fleshed out, I can pass this tale on
to my breakfast friends. What I saw was a young thug swaggering into the park
with his Staffie-cross and pausing every now and then to reach up in order to drag
a tree limb down to the teeth of his pet – who was supposed to hang thereon in an
exercise which we can confidently describe as typical of the jaw-strengthening
regime that fighting dogs are routinely put through. On this occasion, after several
trees had suffered damage that I could see even at a great distance, I spotted
Suzanne, ball-sling at the ready, approaching the perpetrator of this desecration
for a stern lecture on this affront. This seemed to me at the time to be a very brave
gesture and I was relieved that one of the park gardeners, wheelbarrow at the
ready, was soon at her elbow to echo her concerns. After a while, after showing his
resentment over this interference, the perpetrator marched off. In the afternoons we
once had a gathering of the dog-fighting clans in this park – and we would just a
soon not see it reinstituted now.
Tuesday, April 16:
There is a bit of a wind this morning – and it depresses temperatures that would
remain comfortable enough on their own; the sun and the clouds are rivals for
primacy in the skies and we have lots of people in the park taking advantage of the
arrival of spring at last. At the head of the running track gym instructors from the
Paddington Academy are dividing their student athletes into teams – each of which
is named for a British Olympian – though when student names are read aloud it is
not too much of a stretch to say that this lot would look much more comfortable
running in the colors of Egypt, Jordan or Syria. Indeed, half of them are still in
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student uniform, coat and tie included, without any concession to the athletic
enterprise in which they are now embarked. I wonder if the return of young people
to the park has spooked my dog for, once again, Fritz, after a little grazing and
pooing, turns tail and heads for home. I catch up, put him on lead and we reverse
directions for our march to the café – I have to pull a most reluctant animal along
as we proceed.
Fortunately Karen is just emerging from the café as we arrive and she takes
responsibility for the care and comfort of the trembling Schnauzer – who spends
the entire session cuddled in her lap. Her own Dudley is allowed to roam outside
the fence of our compound – this is because Daisy-Mae is there and the two
engage in a furious wrestling match on the pavement. It always looks like the
Shih-Tzu is being mugged, but she always comes back for more. Sparkie, for his
part, reinforces a stereotype by barking at some passing women in headscarves. I
am employed in distributing biscuits to all and sundry, with Sparkie soon joined
by Bailey and Yoyo in the lineup. (Maxi will only eat biscuit chips but fortunately
there are some of these in my bag as well.) Jack, when he is not humping Lucky, is
barking out a simple message… I’m bored and I want to go home.
Our group this morning includes Karen, Georgie, Renata, Hanna, Peter, Ofra, Ellen
and Makiko. Many of those present have been following news of the bomb attack
on the Boston Marathon, and both the Sun and the Daily Mail carry this tragic
tale on their front pages – though in the case of the Sun you get only the briefest
snippet of news on page one; you then have to leapfrog the page three girl in order
to get more news on page five. Makiko, who went to school at Boston University,
has a number of friends who might have been present at the event and, of course,
world traveller Gavan once ran this race as well. Today Georgie asks Renata for
a cigarette, then a lighter to ignite this object – with someone (not Ofra, who also
wants one) asking, “Now do you want her to smoke it for you as well?” Karen
manages to lighten the mood a bit with the following tale. Dudley has been trying
to gain admission to the loft – where she stores her suitcases. Since she is now
packing for her trip to the States she allowed him access at last and, sure enough, a
dead mouse was discovered. Karen says that she is rodent-phobic and there was no
way she would touch this corpse. So she called on her gay neighbor for assistance
– telling him, “I need your manly skills.” The reply was, “No one has needed them
for years.”
Wednesday, April 17:
It’s colder and grayer this morning as Fritz and I approach the park. He turns
right to trot along the outside pavement and this would have been my choice as
346

The Dogshank Redemption

well – perhaps some variation in our entry procedure will help overcome some of
his park phobias. So we enter via the Morshead gate and the phrase “great minds
think alike” emerges from the mists of memory – though, come to think of it, great
minds rarely think the way others do. I keep the dog on lead and things seem to go
well as we pass Ziggy and Fly and reach the far corner of the green – where Mary
Queen of Shops is utilizing a ball sling to exercise her Walter. We continue around
the circle until we approach the café and here Fritz puts the breaks on – resisting
mightily his incarceration here.
Our group this morning includes Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Georgie, Renata, Janet and
Davide – with Makiko arriving only after we have arisen to begin the homeward
march. Georgie has brought Dudley with her – he will be a houseguest for some
time since Karen has now begun a business trip to the States. Georgie reports that
Dudley has settled in well a nd that he and Sparkie have been contesting ownership
of a toy rat – how surprised she was to register a period of calm in which the two
antagonists were spotted sitting side by side on the sofa, the rat’s body in Dudley’s
mouth and its tail in Sparkie’s. These two chaps join the biscuit queue but, again,
Fritz only wants treats offered by the other owners (he often won’t take Shapes
biscuits at home these days). Julia, who often looks after Maxi, now comes in
with Rowena’s Timmy. The latter soon joins in the posse of canine protectors –
who are patrolling the fence in defense of their turf. A curious Schnauzer boy,
unnamed, edges close to the bars for a sniff and when the angry barracking begins
my instincts as a Schnauzer owner rise vigorously and I tell our lot to leave this
stranger alone.
Ofra is complimented on her eyebrows and the dark nail polish she now sports on
her fingers – evidently there is a domestic question to be answered…would you
wash dishes with nails as perfect as these? Janet gives us a full report on Sunday’s
Brighton Marathon, where her niece, attempting her first race at this distance, had
to have her legs massaged midway, suffered from cramp at the finish and, to add
insult to injury, lost a front tooth trying to open some refreshment container. Peter
is having problems with his mobile telephone – which has gone mute on him – and
Davide tries to repair the situation. Davide is very tired, having just stepped off a
flight from Johannesburg. He would like to go to bed as soon as he gets home but
he has made the mistake of turning the noisy washing machine on – and now he
will have to wait a while before he gets his head down.
Thursday, April 18:
Temperatures seem to be in the moderate range, at least as far as my outdoor
thermometer is concerned, but once Fritz and I have hit the streets it is obvious
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that an icy wind is blowing its way across the grassy surfaces of Paddington Rec.
I post a letter in the corner box before we enter the park and then I let Fritz choose
our direction; he is still on lead – and this seems to be the right strategy for, almost
from the outset, he wants to turn around and head for home. Two yellow Mastiffs
play through – they give my dog a wide berth – and I suspect one of them is guilty
of depositing a massive pile of poo that we soon encounter as we near the kiddy
playground. (I blame the owner.) It is a struggle getting this far and as soon as Fritz
spots the Morshead roadway he thinks this would be a good escape route – and I do
not.
Just outside the café an interesting scene is unfolding – a fight between Timmy
and Winnie. I can see Davide trying to snatch his pet away from any danger as
Fritz and I walk hurriedly by – once we have cleared this menace my dog seems
to be able to assume his usual rhythm and we make a slow and steady progress
around Mt. Bannister. As we pass through the café forecourt after this circuit
I can see Timmy, in disgrace, sitting under Julia’s chair – excluded from our
doggy compound altogether. Once I have assumed my seat with one of Blarina’s
sculptural cappuccinos I learn a few more facts about the recent incident. It seems
that Davide has been bitten on a middle finger, a wound so deep and bloody that he
has had to borrow a blue bandage from the kitchen staff. Winnie seems unaffected
and she, Sparkie and Bailey keep up a constant assault on my biscuit bag. Fritz
refuses the comforts of my lap and offers us the pathetic sight of an animal trying
to squeeze through the confining bars. This is bad enough but my distress over this
behavior is not eased by the unhelpful observations of several of the other diners –
who like to point out what Fritz is up to – as though I can not see this for myself!
Hanna arrives now with Yoyo and tells Peter that it hurts her to see him lift Bobby
up by the lead attached to the little fellow’s halter – Peter is unrepentant. On my
forthcoming journey to Sweden Hanna wants me to bring back several jars of the
rotten herring delicacy favored by celebrating Swedes – a task I am most reluctant
to undertake. (I suspect that you can buy this product at Ikea – anyway, that’s what
I’m telling Hanna.) Makiko is sent in to fetch Davide’s espresso but she gets into a
long chat with Blarina and forgets this mission – with the other ladies then jumping
into action on behalf of the stricken Sardinian. Janet is the first to make a move
when it is time to consider a homeward journey – and her first gesture is to put
Fritz back on lead – so that he doesn’t make a premature exit.
Friday, April 19:
I can see one umbrella lofted against a very brief shower as Fritz and I make our
preparations for morning in the park – but by the time we have reached the street
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the last of this moisture has lifted and we have sun and cloud (and a chilly breeze)
for the rest of our session in the Rec. I am determined to forbid any grazing time
as we begin our march along the back walkways – since my dog managed to throw
up yesterday’s foraging harvest in the TV room soon after we returned from the
park – and so we make steady if reluctant progress as far as the cypress trees. Here
we are overtaken by Simba and his walker. She gives Fritz a treat while I fish out
a biscuit for the noisy Golden Retriever. As we make our way toward the café
Simba, up to his usual tricks, darts through the open door of the environmental area
and disappears across the bridge. Members of our gang are already taking seats at
our table but we have time to complete a rapid circuit of Mt. Bannister. Soon we
come across Ofra and Bailey – just as the latter is standing toe-to-toe with a much
younger version of himself, a Cavalier named Ben.
I have plenty of attention from Bailey when I sit down with my cappuccino a few
minutes later and he soon exhausts his portion of five-a-day. That leaves room for
Winnie and Tara – the ever hopeful Lucky sticking her nose between my knees, a
gesture that leaves her vulnerable to the humping antics of her brother, Jack. Fritz
seems to have a better morning of it in our compound – he doesn’t stick a pathetic
nose through the confining bars and spends the entire session standing behind
Georgie’s chair. I tell the others I have yet another theory to explain his recent
distress – Fritz is such a walking barometer that he can sense the approach of bad
weather (we had a good deal of lighting and thunder yesterday) and under such
conditions it would make sense to return to the sheltering comforts of home as
soon as possible. But, who knows if this is at all plausible?
Peter is collecting racing money – I can see that he has already purchased this
week’s scratch cards but of course today is not the right day to distribute these
bits of cardboard. Peter is hoping to recruit more candidates for the belly dancing
classes at the hall he manages; they have ballet dancing there as well. Davide
shares with us some of the elaborate preparations for Dan’s father’s seventieth
birthday – which will be celebrated in a twelve-bedroom mansion in Southwold –
you can tell that Davide thinks this is a needless extravagance. Ofra announces that
she and Ricky never argue about anything. When I say this sounds a bit dull she
amends her statement – they never argue about anything big or important but in the
case of small things (“like everything I say”) they argue constantly. Meanwhile,
as we get up to begin our back passage walkround Makiko is tapping away at her
telephone – in Boston one of the suspects in Monday’s bombing and a pursuing
police officer have been killed. When I get back inside (Fritz finally accepting a
handful of biscuits) a quick glance in the mirror demonstrates the awful truth – my
lips are coated in cappuccino chocolate.
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Saturday, April 20:
We have a beautiful spring morning for our session in the park today; it is still
crisp but the temperature is rising and the park is already buzzing with activity.
Fritz, still on lead, trots along peaceably – when we reach the Carlton roadway I
suggest that we turn left, rather than our usual right, in order to climb the famous
hill; Vlad, who is just arriving with Tara, is quite puzzled by this variation in our
usual routine. When we have rounded the top and begun our descent I can see quite
a few of our tablemates heading for the café and I decide we can now head in this
direction as well. I hand the dog’s lead over to Peter and enter the café; it is just
9:30 but there is already quite a queue and it takes a while before I can return with
my cup. Hanna is at the counter giving minute instructions to the chef about the
amount of moisture required in her scrambled eggs and Vlad reminds her that this
in not a hotel – but he won’t do that again.
In addition to Peter, Hanna and Vlad we have a good weekend turnout of Dan,
Davide, Margaret, Janet, Renata, Ofra, Ellen, Matthew, Makiko (and a friend) –
but the latter trio make an early departure, giving way to Georgie – who arrives
now with Dudley and Sparkie. Unfortunately she loses concentration as she opens
our gate and the inevitable occurs – a dash for freedom by my Fritz. Georgie has
a good retrieval record so I don’t worry too much – after a few minutes we can
see her leading the rascal back across the green. A minute later, however, the same
thing happens as Margaret enters from the café side – but here Dan makes quick
work of capturing the little fellow. Thereafter Fritz settles down to his fate; he
won’t accept any biscuits from me and turns his nose up at Ellen’s toast but when
that lady offers sausage he is eager to accept and he spends a great deal of time
clawing away at Davide’s knees in search of a small handout of Winnie’s diet
pellets. (At the same moment Winnie is clawing away at my knees.)
Peter passes out scratch cards: Janet and I have £1 winners and Ellen earns us a
fiver. Less successful has been Peter’s attempt to send us today’s racing selections
– the email attachment has failed to make it. Renata tells me that her dearest friend
(after complaining that she needed to try harder to die, since she was just a burden
to others) has passed on in her sleep – she was 98. There is some conversation on
the capture of the second Marathon bombing suspect in Boston – I spent hours
glued to the TV yesterday as police closed in on this chap. We get up to begin our
back passage walkround, passing through the fenced chasm where some of the
teenage footie players are barking at our dogs (and not vice versa). As we near the
cypress trees heads are drawn together as social plans for tomorrow are discussed;
it appears that the Friends of Fritz will again foregather for round two of the great
quiz-off at the Red Squirrel.
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Sunday, April 21:
Again we have a wonderful sunny morning in the park – the same weather that
prevailed as Tosh and I completed a short stretch in Wandsworth on the Capital
Ring yesterday afternoon. The beautiful spring scene in the Rec has summoned
a large turnout already – with lots of joggers, trainers and their charges and, of
course, many people out walking dogs. As we enter there is a canine explosion,
with Juliette following us into the park with the Irish Terrier, Boris, Natasha
following us with Millie and Diva, the clothing=brand trio of Coco, Dior and
George making an appearance, and Daisy-Mae trotting in with Janet. Natasha is
explaining that she is on a vegan diet now and (perhaps no connection) she found
herself weeping inconsolably last night over the fate of contestants on The Voice.
Terry, a black and brown Spaniel, is now just ahead of us and I can see him dart
into the environmental area. A jogger making his way toward us from this space
tells Terry’s owner, “He’s gone for a swim.” Sure enough the Spaniel soon returns
from his encounter with the environmental pond – he hasn’t really gone swimming,
just a little joyful wading. Fritz and I now follow Janet and Natasha over the top
of Mt. Bannister and down to the green. Here a female photographer is directing
a (fully clothed) model through a photo shoot, one whose every pose can soon be
observed by the coffee crew in our doggy compound.
It takes a long time to get through the coffee queue and when I get outside again
there is a large Sunday turnout assembling: Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Renata, Peter,
Ellen, Dan, Davide, Matthew and Makiko. Vlad is at his little corner table and so is
Debbie and the first thing she says to me is, “Fritz has the squeaky ball and I know
there is no way of getting it back.” Of course I can soon hear those busy jaws at
work – it is almost a relief to sense that Fritz would rather chew than escape but
eventually Dan manages to relieve my dog of his prize. Thereafter Fritz does show
some interest in food – exhausting Ellen’s bag of tripe sticks and reporting for
some of Winnie’s pellets at Davide’s knees. The latter says Fritz always does this at
10:00 exactly – clever dog. As for the friends of Fritz (not tonight’s quiz team but
their canine equivalents) they are busy at their usual morning tasks – cadging for
food and patrolling the fence. Emilio is on a tear and manages with his intemperate
barking to summon tears from one little girl who is on her way to the café with her
daddy. Out on the green the large turnout of Sunday dogs on the loose is making a
hash of the photo shoot.
Janet has baked some scones and these are passed around to great applause –
except, perhaps, from Davide, whose facial nerves are giving him trouble again
and causing him to wonder whether this is a recurrence of his Bell’s Palsy. Makiko
has been playing music on her phone and, as it is hard enough to hear with so
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many conversationalists about, I ask her to turn it off. Instead she takes requests,
soon summoning a tune that we have mockingly nominated as Peter’s theme
song, “Always Look on the Bright Side of Life.” Peter shrugs this off, claiming
he does always look on the bright side of life. “Yeah, I respond, “you look on the
bright side and find it wanting.” A number of last minute instructions are issued
to tonight’s dinner-and-quiz participants at the Red Squirrel and we begin our
back passage walkround. On this journey we are joined by Michaela’s daughter,
Olivia, walking with Skye. Olivia tells me that she is studying Italian and Spanish
at Edinburgh University and that she will have two months in Italy this summer.
It is truly a wonderful moment to see the kids of our dog people group (whom we
have known as children) head off to university – Ofra’s Lee at Bristol, her Guy at
Nottingham, Olivia at Edinburgh and, next year, Linda’s Liam at King’s College,
London.
Monday, April 22:
The pleasant spring weather is still very much in evidence as Fritz and I head for
the park. The dog seems to want to head for the Morshead Road entrance and so
we veer off to the right and just as we are about to enter I spot Makiko, heading
our way with Emilio. Between us is a woman with two little dogs and she has to
borrow a poo bag from me before we can make any progress. I decide to undertake
a circuit of the green with Makiko as company; it is an even slower lap than usual
since Emilio has a mind of his own. Makiko has been following the tweets that
have blossomed in the wake of the misadventures of the Boston Two and she says
she has learned a lot – about Chechnya in particular. As we reach the Randolph
roadway I pass my dog’s lead over to Hanna, who is just coming in behind us,
since I can now take off for the Vineyard Pharmacy, where prescriptions are
awaiting. On the pavement outside the park my former student, Marty, is loping
toward me and he pauses, turns around and accompanies me along Randolph
Avenue while we catch up. A few minutes later I am re-entering the park when
I am questioned by the owner of Toby the Bulldog about the complete and total
absence of my dog.
A few steps later I have reached the green and here I can see that Hanna has let
Fritz off lead, that he has a tennis ball in his mouth, and that he is delighted to
answer my call and rush across the grass to greet me. I am a bit worried about
securing his presence as we head for the café but Hanna and I perform a pincers
movement and soon we are entering a busy café scene. Today we have Makiko,
Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Peter, Ellen, Suzanne and Lawrence, whose Vizslas, Bronny
and Suki, have accompanied Suzanne’s Sunny into our area. Fritz, after his recent
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exercise, seems a bit more laid back than usual and even takes on a few biscuits
– nothing will allow him to catch up with the total scarfed by Bailey and Sparkie
however. Tim and Lizzie also arrive to turn Yoyo over to Hanna – who is sitting
with Vlad at the little corner table. As they depart Yoyo begins to shriek with
separation anxiety; Hanna says that this is over the loss of her daddy and that when
daddy picks his lady Schnauzer up she will climb his body and attach herself to his
face in joy.
Much of the morning’s conversation is devoted to an analysis of last night’s outing
at the Red Squirrel. Peter, Dan (who comes by in shorts to deliver Winnie to
Georgie), Janet and I had dinner at 6:00 and then we were joined by Ofra, Makiko
and Georgie for quiz time itself at 7:30. Daisy-Mae and Winnie were also present
and behaved themselves tolerably well, Dan insisted on modifying our team
name to “Friends of Fritz and Winnie” but this did not bring us any luck – for we
finished only third (one point away from winning a bottle of wine) – coming in
just behind a team named “A Couple of Lesbians Wandered Into This Bar.” Having
a section devoted to mathematical computations didn’t help our cause, though
my knowledge of Roman History (where we scored VIII out of X points) proved
useful. Makiko says that Matthew is good at math and she will bring him along
next time. With my prescription sack sitting on the table before us people want to
know if Matthew can write script for his wife. “Or her friends,” I add. “In which
case,” Ofra says, “I have a list.” We begin our back passage walkround – with
Dudley’s lead in Daisy-Mae’s mouth. This manages to retard progress considerably
and Janet picks up the lead for a while – but she has an appointment and Dudley
has to return to Georgie’s care (she has Winnie, Callie and Sparkie on lead as well
and, on Wednesday, she gets Fritz).
Tuesday, April 23:
It is so lovely in the park today, so warm, that I really don’t need to be wearing
this leather jacket. I urge Fritz to forego the morning’s foraging as we make slow
progress along the back walkways – arriving at last on a green crowded with dogs
at play. Here I let Fritz go free, having brought a tennis ball with me this morning,
and he has a go at chasing this down for several minutes. Simba’s walker is here
to give my dog a fulsome greeting and when she kneels he responds by squeezing
himself beneath her. Toby is racing around in pursuit of his orange football and the
little brown Toy Poodle, Lexie, makes off with the tennis ball at one point. Sunny
is barking at her shadow as well – all of this is so reminiscent of the green scene
of yesteryear. Eventually Fritz spots Georgie, who has a basketball team with her
this morning: Sparkie, Winnie, Daisy-Mae, Dudley and Callie. I take advantage of
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my dog’s interest in this scene to usher him through the gate and into our doggy
mezzanine at the café.
We have a good turnout this morning: Ofra, Georgie, Renata, Peter, Makiko,
Suzanne, Wendy, Hanna and the mommy of the pale blonde Lab, Pippa. Ellen is
a bit late this morning, having taken Lucky to the vet. She says that her husband,
back in hospital, has only a few days to live according to the medical personnel
there. She adds that Jack was spooked at the vet’s but he seems okay now. Dudley
tries it on with Pippa, to no avail, and then tries to mount ancient T-bone. DaisyMae gets into a fight over some scrap and Georgie has to tell her off. Fritz, on the
loose, is seldom seen – but at least he doesn’t haunt the gate as he often does; it’s
true that he won’t take any biscuits but he seems to be a bit more relaxed in the
warm weather.
I tell Ofra that I want Michaela to supervise the reconstruction of my master
bathroom this summer and that her Ofra’s own version of this room is my
inspiration. She says that she is now on to blinds and curtains (assisted by a
neighbor of Makiko’s) and that she can’t say for sure if her bathroom is perfection
personified – but she does find that she is happy to spend hours in it. I ask Makiko
if she saw the program on the latest Boston Massacre after the late news on ITV
last night – having reminded Matthew about this offering when Fritz and I ran
into him and Emilio on our late night walk. She says Matthew wanted to watch
something else and didn’t pass this message on – and now I have gotten him into
trouble. Hanna has ordered a fried egg sandwich and takes it quite philosophically
when a yellow dollop lands on her scarf. She is less equable about the green scene
now – for the dogs have been driven from their home base by dozens of exercising
school kids in one of those perpetual battles over the purpose of this park – the
schools themselves having sold off their own free play space in many instances.
In this disgruntled mood we get up to begin our back passage walkround; no one
is more disgruntled about having to walk home than Winnie – who hangs back
repeatedly while Georgie goes ballistic.
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The Dogshank Redemption
Life Among The Dog People of Paddington Rec, Volume IX

By Anthony Linick
Chapter 12—May, 2013

Dudley climbs aboard Karen’s Vespa, heading for home (like the rest
of us) at the end of another session in Paddington Rec.
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Friday, May 3:
I am barely mobile at the end of my dog’s lead as we enter the park today – for me
this is the first time in almost ten days, an absence from my usual routine needed
in order to undertake my annual visit to Sweden. It has been a memorable trip,
though not always for the right reasons, and after two bouts of ill health I am in a
rather fragile state. Still, it was nice to have my dog returned to me at about 4:30
yesterday afternoon by his Auntie Georgie and, although he did manage to throw
up on the hall carpet after snaffling something forbidden off the pavements last
night, we have started to resume our normal patterns. This means passing Blanco
and Fly, heading our way, and enduring the bullying chin of Cracker during our inlap. I keep Fritz on lead and this means that I am able to keep him moving in spite
of his preference for grass grazing – perhaps needed as therapy after last night’s
little accident.
All this takes quite a while and so I am just as happy to head directly for the
comforts of our table at the café: the umbrella remains limp on its pole so that
we have maximum contact with the sun – which has certainly done its job in my
absence of bringing on all the wonders of spring in the park. The first thing Karen
(back from her trip to the States) says to me, as I sit down heavily is, “You’ve lost
weight!” “Yes,” I admit, “and I do recommend the winter vomiting virus, which
overtook me on my third day in Stockholm, for anyone else who wants to shed
a few pounds.” (In fact, my stomach seems okay now, but I am still suffering
the aftereffects of a streaming cold that followed this first illness as our tour of
southern Sweden came to an end yesterday.) Peter starts to give me a lecture on
changing patterns in our lottery and equine investments but it doesn’t take me too
long to realize that the important change in our circumstances must be the passing
of Ellen’s husband last Saturday. He was 90 and today she will bring a set of his
best clothes to the undertaker.
Also present today we have Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Wendy (also suffering from a
cold) and Makiko – with birthday boy Vlad at the little corner table. After we have
been seated for a while Jo Lynn comes in with Tilly and a huge bag of compressed
fish skin sticks that some supplier has erroneously sent her in an £88 mistake. She
and Karen, who says she has had a successful business trip to the States, then spend
some time discussing the complexities of HMRC rules for the self-employed; Ofra
works out a date to do Makiko’s eyebrows and then adds that Bailey really missed
me. Her dog does seem to think he is owed all those missing biscuits today. I am
happy to see that my dog has resumed his hunger for these treats (he also enjoys
the fish sticks) but, for some reason, Daisy-Mae attacks him over some scrap.
Then when we get up to begin our back passage walkround this naughty madam
356

The Dogshank Redemption

penetrates the central pitch and manages to steal a water bottle belonging to one of
the exercising kids. I see it’s still business as usual.
Saturday, May 4:
Cloudy skies have returned to Maida Vale but I am a bit surprised to discover
that there is actually a bit of light drizzle as Fritz and I clear our front steps at the
beginning of another Saturday in the park. Janet is soon entering behind us with
Daisy-Mae and as we chat we are shouldered aside by two burly lady joggers. Janet
says that there is some evidence that a group calling itself Maida Vale Mommies
wants to have all dogs on lead while in the Rec – but there is a certain disconnect
between this notion and the aforementioned burgeoning membership in the jogging
sorority – for can you imagine all the opportunities for tripping up these impatient
runners that might be presented by hundreds of taut dog leads? I pass on to Janet,
for deposit on our table, a box of Swedish cookies I have brought with me from
detective Wallander’s home town, Ystad, and Fritz and I continue on in a leisurely
fashion around Mt. Bannister – no doubt this is the first time he has pursued his
favorite route in some time.
At our table this morning we have Debbie, Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Makiko, Matthew,
Dan, Karen, Peter and Ellen. Karen reports that she will have to call the vet
because she doesn’t know if Dudley’s balls are supposed to be turning black like
this. Ellen reports that the vets expressed satisfaction over Lucky’s weight loss but
the Corgi has fatty deposits around her ligaments and is supposed to avoid running.
Dan rejects the idea of a romance between Winnie and Emilio – suggesting that,
after all, Winnie is really a lesbian. Fritz has spotted a little squeaky ball belonging
to Pucci on the tabletop and he shivers with excitement in his frustration over
his inability to reach this great prize. And Daisy-Mae excuses herself from our
company and takes a seat opposite Hanna, who is sitting at a little table in front
of the café. Meanwhile I show Blarina, who is struggling with a huge Saturday
queue, the special dog food menu offered to pets at a restaurant I visited while in
Stockholm – Metty take note.
Dan tells us that he is starting a new job within the active London theater
management scene and will be working from offices above the Leicester Square
tube stop. He has discovered a new app that turns text into gangster rap and, in
an e-mail, he has transformed my biography into something that resembles street
gibberish. Plans for the bank holiday weekend are discussed – there is talk of a
cavalcade of boats on the canal and even another quiz night. Unusually, there are
no scratch cards – since Peter has begun a new lottery regime, one that has already
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seen the syndicate emerge as winners in the Euro Millions! Now, how do you
divide our huge £12 win among fourteen punters?
Sunday, May 5:
We have another lovely morning in the park – though I am still wearing my leather
jacket and still suffering the aftereffects of my recent cold. I let Fritz choose our
route this morning and he turns right as we begin a fast assault on the green. Here I
spot Dan on the grass, chatting with Debbie (of Debbie and Zorro fame) as a naked
Winnie stands by. Dan now offers my dog a fulsome cuddle as Fritz, rolling on his
back, utters a series of blood-curdling moans – all signaling utter delight. From this
point it is a mere stroll to the café – where I am already happy to stake my seat.
Ellen fetches my coffee for me and we are joined by Peter, Debbie (of Debbie and
Pucci fame), Janet, Dan, Ofra, Makiko, Georgie (also suffering from a cold), Karen
and Hanna. For the latter I have brought with me, after a series of entreaties, two
cans of surströmming, the famous Swedish fermented herring.
Makiko has brought some candy truffles with her and these eventually make their
way down to our end of the table. Peter and Ellen are discussing the weather –
Peter is still worrying about the cold and Ellen says that if it gets into the seventies
she will be too warm. Hanna is complaining about a noisy party at the corner house
on Elgin Avenue (I heard it too when I was out walking with my dog). Karen is
leafing through the Sunday papers – where the catalogue of sexual indiscretions
among the privileged and powerful continues. Someone has noted that Dudley has
chewed the handle of his blue lead to ribbons. Karen says that when she turned
around to call her dog after their arrival in the park her shout “Dudley!” was
answered by an intervening jogger, who said, “Actually it’s Paul.”
Dudley manages to stay out of mischief for most of the morning but Sparkie
continues to bark at passersby (some of whom must erroneously assume that he is
into racial stereotyping). Emilio is also straining his vocal cords in protest again
over the presence of Daisy-Mae, who has a yellow ribbon in her topknot. Fritz is
laying siege to Ellen’s purse but he is soon distracted by another sighting of Pucci’s
purple squeaky ball, lying on the tabletop. As we begin our walkround this object
is restored to the jaws of the little Yorkie and this means that Fritz stays in close
contact, hoping for a miscue. As we clear the cypress trees a little Middle Eastern
boy amuses himself by trying to tweak Pucci’s tail by kicking it. I don’t think
he means the dog any harm but this gesture is observed by Debbie and there are
words. As we near our gate Ofra is humming a tuneless ditty, “I need a pee; I need
a cake.” “You sure know how to put a lyric to a tune,” I conclude.
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Monday, May 6:
No complaints about Bank Holiday weather today – and to celebrate the balmy
temperatures and sunny skies I decide to let Fritz off the lead as soon as we reach
the park. This works quite well and we speed along to the green – where we can
hear our names being called from some distance by Hanna. Fritz rushes across
the grass to greet his old pal and then we head for the tennis courts since Hanna
feels that we need a ball for Fritz to chase. None lie on the grass but she asks some
tennis players if they have anything to spare and one Japanese gentleman gives her
a can with four duds. Thereafter she keeps my dog in action, kicking one ball and,
when he rushes after it, kicking a second one to keep him in constant play. After
this period of spirited exercise there are no protests when we head for the café –
where a holiday contingent is already assembling.
Today we have Peter, Ellen, Dan, Georgie, Makiko, Ofra, Karen and Hanna. Dan
(who says that in honor of his leaving one job for another he has just deleted over
2000 unread e-mails, dating back to 2010) now holds his dog up in his lap and
announces that Winnie is again officially fat and that, long before any really hot
weather, she is having breathing difficulties and it is necessary to deny the Pug
all breakfast treats. This is not easy to do; she claws away at my knees, sighs
plaintively and looks quite miz – particularly when the other dogs are rewarded.
Fritz is offered some croissant by Ellen but he rejects this – no doubt hoping for
something far less wholesome.
We also get a report on yesterday’s canal cavalcade; Dan says that at one point
he and Makiko were invited aboard one of these boats by strangers who offered
them champagne. It doesn’t take too long for the rest of us to realize that this
story is quite fictitious – “It would have been believable if Makiko alone had been
mentioned,” I conclude. Dan is eating a bacon sandwich (much to the distress of
his dog) and this reminds Ofra that her own supply of this contraband foodstuff has
disappeared from her house. There is some discussion of what might be open today
and Janet reminds us that Home Base is offering a ten percent discount on plants
today – this is my clue to ask Hanna if she is up for an expedition to this Finchley
Road emporium…the long and cold winter and then my trip to Sweden have
seriously delayed the annual spring plantin’ of my window boxes and I would like
to complete this process in time for Cathy to clean up the mess I will be making in
the process.
Tuesday, May 7:
Oh, how I wish for those glorious days of yore – when only schizophrenics held
loud conversations with the invisible. Today, in Paddington Rec, the legion of
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mobile phone activists is chattering away, hands-free, in every tongue known to
London society – save English. It is another wonderful morning in the park and
Fritz is again on his own recognizance. Unfortunately he offers one of his patented
growling greetings to an innocent Beagle – spooking both owner and dog. Janet,
soon arriving with Daisy-Mae, tells me that this is the famous pair who were
attacked by a Doberman, the incident that resulted in the Beagle biting his own
owner – and leaving them both nervous wrecks around other dogs. We have a good
illustration of this after Fritz and I have completed a circuit of Mt. Bannister. As we
enter the doggy compound on the Carlton roadway this chap jumps up, in spite of
my reassurances, and exits with his dog as soon as possible.
We have only a small turnout this morning – in spite of the sun penetrating the
foliage above… just Janet, Georgie, Peter, Makiko and Ofra – with Vlad at the
little corner table. Ofra has just stepped in a large pile of dog poo and needs to
wash her tennis shoe (yesterday Bailey rolled in the same substance). I congratulate
our Israeli friend, usually so fastidious, on the fact that she has managed to
remain cheerful throughout the incident. Ofra has a busy day – having to look
after a friend’s children, including picking them up at school and driving them to
their home in “Hampstead Suburb Gardens.” Ofra, Janet and Georgie are vastly
amused by a chap whose trousers seem to be down around his knees – nobody
says anything about Ofra’s sweatpants beltline – two half moons rising above a sea
of Abercrombie. In other news Janet says that people are beginning to move into
the new apartment complex north of the park – part of a process in rehousing the
denizens of the Towers of Brent – scheduled for demolition. (This is also the fate
of Ellen’s building too.)
Daisy-Mae snaps at Tara’s giant head – and somehow manages to survive, though
the contretemps is all Emilio needs to remind him that there is a permanent menace
here. A lady, seeking water for her dogs, enters the compound with a newcomer,
a mostly Golden Retriever rescue dog. At the shelter she was called Mercy but
suggestions are taken on a new name and Lady seems to be a popular choice. As
we begin our back passage walkround we meet Michaela, her mother, and Skye.
(This is good for me since I still want Michaela to supervise some work in my flat
this summer.) Daisy-Mae penetrates the central pitch and begins to roll around
on the rubber pellets here. Janet warns her pet that she has to return to the escape
gate on her own (“I’m not coming back for you!”) but, after D-M’s teasing us
all for several minutes (with no sign of compliance) Janet does have to retreat in
order to fetch her pet. As we near the running track corner I can see a little betailed Schnauzer inside the fence. This is Eva, one of Georgie’s charges, and no
one can figure out how she got onto the track – the new fence lacking the holes of
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its predecessor. Eventually some lady runners corral the little madam and pass her
over the fence. We have spent a lot of time in the park today – seduced by the soft
spring weather.
Wednesday, May 8:
There is just a little light mist falling as Fritz and I head for the park on a gray midweek morning. Fritz trots along at a reasonable speed, not deterred by the slobber
jaws of Simba or the hectoring chin of Cracker, and we have soon reached the café
– where I can see Jackie waiting to hand little Bobby over to a tardy Peter. Behind
the tennis courts we meet Janet with Daisy-Mae (“I hope you enjoyed summer”)
and soon we have crossed the parking lot and reached the Carlton roadway doggy
area. I feel very tired this morning – after a day wrestling with my window boxes –
and I am happy to flop down in my chair under our green umbrella as I wait for the
coffee queue to subside.
I make the mistake of letting Fritz off lead before Ofra has taken her seat in
our fenced-in haven and soon I can see that my dog is wandering around in the
café forecourt. I order him to sit and then I sprint after the rascal, who, getting
the message, does come to a sudden halt on the green – where I can reconnect
him with his lead. We have only a small turnout this morning – Georgie, Ofra,
Peter and Ellen only – since Janet leaves almost immediately for an art class and
both Makiko and Hanna come only after we have been seated for half an hour.
Georgie has left the lazy Callie at home but she has both the dieting Winnie and
the voracious Skye with her (as well as the ubiquitous Sparkie). These dogs, and
Bailey, make such a nuisance of themselves – turning my trouser legs into a swamp
– that at one point (unable to feed my own dog because of all the snatching jaws) I
put my biscuit bag back in my pocket. Thereafter Bailey, his paws on the tabletop,
stares intently at Georgie’s disappearing scrambled eggs on toast.
Ofra gives us a report on her day looking after the kids of a friend who is
undergoing chemotherapy – she was obviously charmed with these children,
especially when they gave her lessons on how to tune the car radio. (Ofra is a
bit distracted this morning because the health news from Israel, where Ricky is
visiting his ailing mother, is not good.) Ellen is telling Peter of her travails at bank
and supermarket as she attempts to cope, after all these years, with life on her own
– it is a process that Peter and I have had to endure too. She says that her husband
handled all the financial arrangements himself and that he wouldn’t share any of
his secrets with her – so that there are lots of complications now. As for food, she is
having a lot of problems with portion size and choice (and she rejects all the ready
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meals on offer). All of this reminds me that, mist or not, I need to make a move –
it’s been several weeks since I have been to Sainsbury’s.
Thursday, May 9:
Although there is still plenty of sun temperatures have dropped and I am glad that
I have returned to my leather jacket for our morning in the park. I am not so glad
that I have let my dog off lead today – for our progress is painfully slow, with
Fritz inspecting every square inch of surface in search of some magic message. On
the running track the Middle Eastern moms are making a steady circle with their
prams – as before, I suspect this has little to do with exercise per se; it’s just a good
place for a gossip without the menace of dogs. After I have re-hooked my own in a
bout of furious exasperation, he manages to deposit a second poo on the walkway
outside the playground – and I have just swept this up before being trampled by a
legion of yellow shirts from St. George’s. Many of these ladies are, of course, the
next generation of Middle Eastern moms and we get the obligatory screams as a
Miniature Schnauzer is sighted – with apologies for this nonsense from the gym
mistress.
At our table this morning we have Hanna, Janet, Georgie, Ofra, Karen, Makiko,
Peter and Ellen – with Vlad again at his corner table. He has brought with him a
brochure showing the paintings of underground staff (now on display at Waterloo)
including his own portrait (“10 years on the Jubilee Line”). His Tara is among the
customers at my knees – but again I grow impatient with all this nagging. Enjoying
the doggy scene today we have the triplets – the younger set, the ones with huge
jolly faces and the burly build of rugby players. Two are in their pram, but a third
likes to walk. Their dad says that they spent some time with a Schnauzer recently
and, indeed, Fritz sits calmly at the fence while they inspect him. For once none of
our animals decides to show off by barking at this visitation – though Emilio takes
advantage of this period of calm to piss on the leg of Peter’s chair.
Peter is collecting money for Euromillions and racing and taking phone calls about
the availability of the hall that he manages for Camden Council. We discuss the
story of the hour, the resignation, after twenty-seven years, of Alex Ferguson as
manager of Manchester United. Peter thinks that the bookies are taking bets on lots
of other candidates because they know that José Mourinho is the favored candidate
– which would come as a great disappointment to Chelsea fans – who assume he
is coming back to them. Karen announces that she is on the third day of a drastic
diet. “I can tell,” Ofra says, “keep it up!” – as if we needed a second poster girl
for anorexia. Davide has a late birthday present for Hanna. He has no hesitation in
sharing his sandwich with Winnie – even though Dan has forbidden the rest of us
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from indulging the portly Pug. We have all been suffering from a biting wind that
has come up since we sat down and, not surprisingly, this now leads to an early
departure. What is surprising is that Fritz now decides to put some speed on – and
we are soon far ahead of the other slowpokes.
Friday, May 10:
After a window rattling night of strong winds Fritz and I begin our morning in the
park under gray and threatening skies. Lots of little branches have come down in
the onslaught and they now litter the walkways – but Fritz seems bothered less by
these than by the threat of further inclemency. After Janet and Daisy-Mae have
passed by my dog begins to show great reluctance to follow, and soon he has
reversed directions and is heading back the way we have come. Okay, I just have
to follow, hoping that he will be more comfortable with an alternate approach to
the green, but when we reach the Morshead roadway he disappears into the rose
garden and I have to stand around and wait for him to re-emerge. This time he has
to go on lead and it is a most reluctant Schnauzer who is led across the green and
through the door of our café enclave.
Today our group includes Peter, Ellen, Ofra, Janet, Georgie, Karen, Davide and
a late-arriving Makiko. This afternoon the funeral of Ellen’s husband will take
place – I don’t believe any of our group will attend (none of us actually met the
gentleman) but there are plans for a kind of wake to be held at the café some time
in the future. Karen picks up the nervous Fritz and he settles in for a long session
on her lap – she is leafing through the Daily Mail – which has covered in detail the
recent tragedy in the Camel Estuary during which a chap and one of his daughters
were both killed by their own runaway motorboat – with other members of the
family severely injured. Yesterday I learned from Michaela (who came by to
discuss some home improvements I am contemplating) that the chap was a friend
of her husband Stuart.
Michaela’s Skye is here today with Georgie; the latter says that I appeared in one
of her dreams last night – a confusing drama that also included dog shit. (“I don’t
know if I like this pairing,” I add.) Skye is a very raggedy looking Cairn, but he
will have his summer haircut only before his family heads for France. Sparkie is
scheduled for his haircut this weekend – he celebrates by patrolling the perimeter
and barking at anything on the move. At one point I hear a very polite but firm
voice from the gym fence behind us and I am certain that we are about to hear a
note of protest over this anti-social behavior but I am surprised by the message
that a track-suited lady actually delivers: “I hate to bother you but I am five pence
short of the total needed for my gym membership and they won’t let me in.”
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She is offered this sum by several members of our group and then we get up to
begin our back passage walkround. Behind us a group of girls in school uniform
has commandeered the green for something resembling cricket. In front of us
(sheltering from the raindrops) we can see the jolly triplets inside the café on their
breakfast highchairs.
Saturday, May 11:
We are just a bit late getting underway this morning. First I need to soak some
stamps in the kitchen, then I notice that I am out of park biscuits and I had better
open a box of Shapes, then my biscuit bag is stuffed into my jacket pocket –
burying my supply of poo poo bags – and I need to carve off some more from a
wedge of Sainsbury’s green nappy bags. Having mentioned my jacket I suppose
it is fair to add that it remains on the chilly side this morning and the cool breeze
adds to my impatience when Fritz goes into grazing mode. After a while I put him
back on lead – so that we can make some orderly progress. He pauses for a second
poo just after we have cleared the cypress trees and here I discover that I have lost
my recently secured supply of bags and need to extract the biscuits so I can recover
the buried version. I decide that we have wasted enough time and that our in-lap
will have to end as soon as I can turn my dog over to Peter in our doggy haven.
There is already a long Saturday queue inside the café and matters are not helped
by late-arriving dog people who want their pals (at the front of the line) to add just
one more item to their own orders – or helped by a crash in the kitchen, during
which all of the coffees that Ellen has ordered are knocked over. We have a good
turnout this morning – Ellen, Peter, Ofra (who has baked a chocolate cake), Janet,
Georgie, Dan, Davide, Debbie, Makiko and Matthew – both Makiko and I need to
fetch more chairs from the forecourt but a late arriving Hanna never makes it into
our compound at all because of this problem. Unusually, Georgie has brought only
one dog today (her own); Sparkie and Daisy-Mae are scheduled for a visit to the
dog groomer tomorrow – not a minute too soon. Sparkie has to yield his role as
policeman to Lucky today – she rushes the fence barking at other dogs and little
children; fortunately there are no tears. People think that Matthew has picked up
the wrong Pug this morning – for he has put Winnie in his lap, but I can testify
that he knows he is not holding Emilio. I do discuss a canine problem of my own –
yesterday More Than, Fritz’s insurer, announced that it would be raising his health
insurance to over £100 a month! (They know he is ten now too.) This scandalous
figure is debated and the conclusion, with which I agree, is that it is time to cancel
this policy and take my chances.
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Peter says we didn’t win anything in the Euromillions lottery – no one is
surprised. Makiko and Matthew have to give a full report of their visit to the
Dirty Burger van, located in a parking lot in Kentish Town – since Ofra has been
recommending this site. Matthew, who is doing some work at the Royal Free in
Hampstead, quizzes Ellen on yesterday’s funeral – which seems to have passed
off quite satisfactorily. Ellen explains that because her husband had been in the
RAF they played the “Dambusters March” – though some wag, noting that this
was a cremation, wanted “Light My Fire.” As we get up to begin our back passage
walkround Dan and Davide are quarreling over the fact that Dan had two beers at
the Almodovar film last night. Dan wants to know about my annual spring party
and I tell him that this year it will be slightly later than usual – on June 2. He adds
this date to his calendar as we near our exit – where I discover the missing lump of
nappy bags on the grass.
Sunday, May 12:
It’s a lovely spring morning but breezes keep matters on the chilly side again. I let
Fritz off lead and we make better progress than yesterday but by the time we have
reached the environmental area the dog begins a deep, lazy incursion and the only
way I can speed things up is to attach the lead again. Thereafter Fritz trots along
at a very solemn pace – soon followed along the Randolph roadway by Pucci.
(Debbie says that this is her dog’s way of taunting mine – since he is brandishing
a blue squeaky ball in his mouth.) In fact Fritz pays no attention to anyone or
anything as we complete our circuit of Mt. Bannister – when we return to the café
Peter is absent but I can hand my dog over to Hanna, who is already seated.
In addition to Hanna we have Dan, Davide, Ofra, Janet, Georgie and Ellen this
morning – Peter does indeed make a late appearance, half asleep. He tells us that
we had a non-runner in one of our races yesterday, that all bets were cancelled
and that we punters have a free entry for next week. He and I also discuss the F.A.
Cup final, won in dramatic fashion by Wigan, who overcame Manchester City 1-0
but now have a real struggle not to follow Peter’s QPR into relegation. We now
learn that yesterday Matthew and Makiko followed Dan and Davide to the Italian
Culture Centre – where a reception for a Sardinian chorus was accompanied by a
sumptuous buffet. (Much ribbing of Makiko as a consequence of her enthusiasm
for this feast.) Makiko is full of complaint, by way of contrast, on the subject of
the return of the cold weather; she tells us that she had her winter coat dry-cleaned
since the winter was over – and she had to put it back on as soon as she retrieved
it. Hanna too is full of complaint about the weather – and she says she needs to buy
a new jacket. An additional problem for her is the behavior of her cockatiel, Num365
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Num, who, given the freedom of the flat, has been biting everyone in the rage of
frustrated lust. She even holds up a finger with a bloody spot, evidence of the bird’s
bad temper.
As for the dogs, the bad temper award goes to Emilio, who patrols the fence and
pursues every passerby with a growling charge. (And he used to be such a mildmannered Pug before experiencing the antics of Lucky and Sparkie.) Fritz takes
no sustenance but I am active with my biscuit bag and Ellen distributes a lot of
buttered toast. She says that the woman who looks after Aisne (Lucky and Jack’s
owner) has just acquired a nine week-old Schnauzer puppy named (of all things)
Bailey – and that the entire family was up at 2:00 in the morning playing with the
creature. (I hope the pup makes an appearance in the park.) Once again we have a
fence-side visitation – in this case it is the assistant park manager who is clearing
his throat. I assume, once again, that he is here to chide Emilio but, no, he has
just arrived to warn us that they will be testing the fire alarms at the café in a few
minutes and that things are apt to be a bit noisy. Actually this sound is nothing
compared to that produced by some of our barkers but this noise does sing us out
of the place – as we begin our back passage walkround.
Monday, May 13:
The pattern repeats itself. I let the dog run free as soon as we reach the park – on
another bright but chilly morning. He squats almost immediately and the open
walkways now beckon – but then he goes into a kind of grass-induced trance and
I have to put him back on lead if we are to make any substantive progress. In this
fashion we reach the café and here I let Fritz chose our direction. To my surprise,
he turns right – perhaps because he has to check out the newly-shorn Sparkie, just
arriving with Georgie. Thereafter we complete a circuit of the green, moving fairly
smoothly, and thus we can return to the café – where our lot are already taking
seats around the limp green umbrella.
I let Fritz off the hook immediately (since Ofra is already present) and Peter is,
unusually, inside – ordering his own coffee. Ellen, who usually does this for him,
soon arrives as well and, in addition to those already mentioned, we have Janet,
Davide, Karen and Makiko. Sparkie looks half his size (but much more like a
meerkat now); it turns our that Georgie has a number of companions for him
under her wing this morning: Callie, T-bone and Skye. T-bone spends most of the
session nestled into Ellen’s lap – I have to offer little biscuit chips for this fellow,
since his remaining teeth are not up to much these days. None of the other dogs is
so troubled – though Winnie is overcome with rage when Davide offers a treat to
Bailey, attacking the Cavalier with some vigor (when she is not raking away at my
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hands with her sharp claws.) As often happens, Fritz takes no part in this feeding
frenzy and, indeed, he stages one brief escape when Tracy arrives with Sweep (who
seems to be dressed in a serape). My dog is quickly recaptured by Tracy herself
and thereafter he seems to settle down. Daisy-Mae, also in the biscuit queue, looks
adorable in her new haircut – indeed Karen says she looks more like a toy than a
dog: “I just want to unzip your stomach and stuff my jammies into your tummy.”
Janet is complaining that someone has been trying to hack into her PayPal
account. Peter announces that he needs to do some clothes shopping at M&S
on the Kilburn High Road. Karen says she visited the Westfield chapter of this
emporium yesterday and bought the same pair of shoes for her mother and herself.
She says that she has lost two kilos on her diet and “re-won a pair of jeans.” Ofra
says that she needs to cook something to bring with her when she visits daughter
Lee in Bristol tomorrow. She also reports that Ricky came back from the Japanese
restaurant in Swiss Cottage with some delicious chicken teriyaki. Makiko says this
is not a Japanese delicacy and then there is a furious argument on the subject of the
teriyaki sauce itself – which was evidently and mysteriously much lighter in color
than the usual version of this liquid. “They always seem to be talking about food,”
Ellen muses.
Tuesday, May 14:
Under gray skies we head for the park on another chilly May morning. Fritz
disappears into the foliage near the entrance and doesn’t emerge until the spiny
Ziggy follows him into the undergrowth. I walk with Celine for a while; she says
Ziggy has to baptize every vertical object in the park but my dog’s grazing act is an
even greater impediment to speedy progress. At least he is able to remain off-lead
throughout our session, which also includes a complete circuit of Mt. Bannister
(whose summit is, for some reason, embargoed this morning.) In the Carlton
roadway doggy area a longhaired Dachshund is chasing his tennis ball – the showoff even brings the ball back to his mistress – which is unheard of. A bus is just
off-loading a contingent of student athletes from Quintin Kynaston (which, I see, is
an Academy now). We get mixed up in their noisy entrance but at last we reach the
safe haven of our fenced compound.
The troops this morning include Karen, Georgie, Janet, Davide, Matthew, Ofra,
Jo Lynn, Peter and Ellen. Georgie has again brought Skye with her and the Cairn
outdoes himself in his voracious attacks on every biscuit going. To my surprise
Jack actually takes two of these treats today; no surprise when Daisy-Mae, Bailey,
and Sparkie join the queue. Karen wonders why Bailey, who is always my best
customer, isn’t as big as a house – but then the food-conscious Ofra is as thin as
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a rail as well. Emilio takes no sustenance but, curiously, he is also silent on the
subject of Daisy-Mae and there is speculation that he only sounds his jeremiads
when Makiko is also present (Matthew says his wife pulled an all-nighter,
completing a report only at 5:30 this morning).
Karen is obviously suffering this morning and after overdoing it at yoga yesterday
she could use an osteopath today. She and Peter are discussing jam and she says
that she used to represent an Australian manufacturer who liked to produce a
seasonal pineapple jam. “Seasonal?” I interrupt, “surely it should always be in
season – we are talking about a preserve here!” Ofra, keeping to the foodie theme,
says that she will be bringing couscous and schnitzel with her on today’s visit to
Bristol. Matthew says that he hopes she will be a cool parent when she visits her
daughter at uni – Ofra responds with a question, “Do you know what I will be
doing?” Here I again interrupt – “I know exactly what you will be doing – you
will be cleaning Lee’s flat.” There is no objection to this answer but Davide is
now objecting to the weather – he wants to head for home so he can go back to
bed. Makiko, we can guess, is already there and as we get up to begin our return
lap Vlad at last arrives with Tara; he worked until midnight and has overslept this
morning. Karen now asks Janet to walk Dudley to the exit gate so that she can
make her own way, painfully and slowly, out to the street. She will not have to
walk all the way home, however; she has brought her Vespa and Dudley will soon
be riding home in style.
Wednesday, May 15:
I am more than a little grumpy as park preparations begin in earnest. The problem
began last night when Fritz and I, both in raingear, completed the dog’s late night
walk. As often happens on such occasions Fritz showed no interest in buckling
down to business in the wet, and a necessary part of our evening ritual had not been
completed by the time we returned to the dry sanctuary of home. Sure enough, at
3:40 am exactly, I could hear the dog whining at the bedside – this is almost always
a sign that he needs to go out now. So I started to make my own preparations for a
return to the street when I noticed that the dog had simply wanted a little electric
light to see how best to leap back on to the bed. I was up and he was now asleep.
One consequence of this misadventure was that I had a lot of trouble getting back
to sleep and I have just completed a make-up nap on my blue sofa when Cathy
arrives at 9:00 – with news that it is again bitter cold outside.
So I am wearing leather jacket, scarf and wool hat as we reach the park – where
Fritz again goes into his grazing trance while I grow impatient with the delay. On
this occasion, however, this interlude is brief and he is soon sprinting forward as of
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yore – though he does pause to deposit more than his usual supply of belated poo.
We again complete a circuit of Mt. Bannister (which is still closed to foot traffic
as they work on the pathways up there). The others have taken their seats by the
time we rejoin them at the café – today we have Georgie, Davide, Wendy, Hanna,
Karen, Makiko, Peter and Ellen. Georgie has brought both Skye and Bailey – since
Ofra is still in Bristol. These dogs eat almost all my biscuits – though, as usual,
Fritz takes no part in this process.
Hanna is the proud possessor of a new iPhone and this means that for the very first
time she is connected to the rest of the world by email and Internet. She is asking
the wrong person (me) as she wrestles with the intricacies of connection – Makiko
is in a much better position to offer advice. I ask Hanna if she is going to supply us
with her email address but she says that she is certain we will all bombard her with
rude materials if she does so – well, Dan and Davide did once send her a filthy text
message on her landline – one that was innocently picked up by her dumbstruck
roommate. Karen says that her yoga injury is better today – though this may just be
the painkillers speaking – and that she paid £225 for that special strap-on cage so
Dudley can ride in style on the back of her Vespa. Davide says he is still cold and
this sets us off an early homeward migration.
Thursday, May 16:
If some mornings I am surprised to discover a chill wind or a light mist dominating
park weather then today we have the happy opposite – it is much warmer than
expected, a lovely spring morning. Moreover Fritz seems to be far more willing
to keep moving than usual and nothing, not the peremptory chin of Cracker or
the winsome tail wagging of Daisy-Mae, slows us down. When we reach the café
there is already a crowd inside our compound – Suzanne is here with Sunny as
is Lawrence with Bronny, Suki and his own mother. I keep Fritz moving and we
have soon begun our traditional circuit of Mt. Bannister. Lots of little girls in green
jumpers are having a tennis lesson on our right as we clear the parking lot and
spend some time in the Carlton Road doggy compound. As we leave this spot I am
at last able to ask head groundsman, Boyd, about the embargo on human traffic
atop our beloved hill. He says that a wooden edging is being added to the paved
walkway that crosses this plateau.
I take my jacket off before sitting down at a table that still includes Suzanne and
Lawrence’s mother (Lawrence is now out on the green with a ball sling) and also
Janet, Georgie, Makiko, Peter, Hanna, Davide, Ellen and, eventually, Ellie. The
latter is adding marmalade to her toast and this leads to an extended discussion on
the varieties represented by this preserve; she and Hanna both agree that the Duchy
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of Cornwall produces a superior specimen, made with blood oranges, but it seems
to have disappeared from local shelves. I suggest that perhaps Charles and Camilla
need to set up their own cart at one of our local outdoor markets and I am rewarded
with two downloaded classics on Hanna’s new iPhone, Julio Iglesias singing a
Spanish classic and Dean Martin offering “Besame Mucho.” Ofra, of course, is
unable to add anything to this foodie dialogue since she has decided to spend an
extra day in Bristol. “Hmm, Lee’s flat must really be filthy,” I conclude.
At about 10:10 I begin to make a move, stuffing my jacket into my backpack, since
Fritz and I have a 10:30 appointment at the Hamilton Vets on Boundary Road.
Today we are just here for a battery of annual booster shots (one squeezed up the
nose). As usual, Fritz behaves placidly under these provocations. He now weights
only 8.75 kilos – no one will accuse me of overfeeding my dog. Frank Seddon also
notes that perhaps a session of tartar removal is not too far off – though I am more
likely than Fritz to report to Boundary Road for such treatment soon. We have a
leisurely walk home and then I have to hit the streets again – it is one of these West
End mornings when I will be making seventeen stops before I can finally make it
home again.
Friday, May 17:
Yesterday I was too warm in my leather jacket; today I wish I still had my wool
scarf and hat with me. At least Fritz makes a lively enough progress along the back
walkways – where we are overtaken by Janet and Daisy-Mae. Jo Lynn and Tilly
are also heading our way, but Jo reverses directions to head for the café with Janet.
Out on the green there is a lively scene and, for once, Fritz joins the other dogs
in having a sniff. Jo has some interesting treats and Simba’s carer is here with an
extended cuddle for my pet. Unusually, Blanco is off-lead out here – it is the first
time I have ever seen him enjoying this degree of freedom. In fact I now attach the
lead to the back to my dog’s collar – we are so close to café time that I don’t want
any last-minute wanderings.
Our group this morning includes Janet and Jo, of course, but also Ellen, Davide,
Karen, Hanna, Ofra, Georgie, Peter and Wendy. Fritz enjoys a second lengthy
cuddle, this time on Karen’s lap, but Hanna won’t believe me when I say that he
never endures such treatment from his owner – and, after ten years, I get a lesson
on how to cuddle my own dog. Ofra gets one too – this time on Bailey’s dental
care, which our Finnish friend finds deficient. (For her own part, Hanna has just
ordered a new therapy book – this time on “tapping,” a sovereign remedy for
addictions and other conditions – which she now demonstrates by tapping on my
face.) Karen announces that she will be making a short trip to Australia at the
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beginning of June and Georgie makes note of this on Dudley’s behalf – she will
also be playing host to Fritz, Daisy-Mae and Winnie next month as well.
Ofra says that she really likes Bristol and that Lee’s room was not nearly as messy
as she feared. But she does have a problem – she is just one £2 coin short of £100,
a milestone – and Davide goes back to the café counter and manages to secure this
missing piece of the puzzle for her. Ofra gives Peter some £1 coins for tomorrow’s
racing – most of the rest of us have a free bet, since we had a non-runner in last
week’s line-up. I explain that I need to wait in all afternoon for the electrician –
having suffered a short in my oven and needing assistance in the matter of bedside
lamps and the en suite towel rail. I need to make some preparations for this visit
and so I am just as glad when there is an early departure, again prompted by the
chill in the air. Similarly it is gratifying that Fritz speeds toward the exit; as he does
so we see some lads in yellow shirts having a go at the new shot-put surface at the
head of the track.
Saturday, May 18:
The temperature is on the mild side this morning, though it is also a bit grayer, and
we enter a park that is already choked with Saturday morning activity. Fritz goes
into a swoon as we slowly cover the grassy margins of our walkway – but after
three or four minutes I am at last able to get him moving in the right direction.
When we reach the green I am surprised to discover a collection of dog owners
standing on the grass at the foot of Mt. Bannister. This sometimes happens when
the green itself is occupied by school groups but, in fact, there is no organized
activity at all here today. Fritz stops to say hello to his pals and then we continue
on our circuit around this hill – reporting to the café a few minutes later. Oh how
I hate Saturday in the café – when the queue sometimes stretches back to the door
as all these soccer moms and dads swell the ranks. Someone lets Bailey into this
mix but he is soon expelled. I am by this time ten minutes behind the other coffee
drinkers.
Our group this morning includes Hanna, Ofra, Dan, Janet, Georgie, Debbie, Peter,
Ellen, and Karen. Hanna has recorded another song on her phone and we hear a
bit of Pit Bull. Peter brings me up-to-date on the bottom of the premiership, where
Wigan and Reading will join his beloved QPR in the tragedy of relegation. I have
brought some large Bonio biscuits in my blue sack this morning but it is hard to
break these into pieces tiny enough for the smaller dogs – Lucky has no problem
with these morsels and manages to steal the treats belonging to two of the other
dogs. Meanwhile, at the other end of the table, Ofra is getting a lesson in English
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slang as Dan has to explain that you can’t say, “I hammered myself” when you
mean, “I was hammered” – unless you really did hit yourself with a hammer.
To my surprise most of my tablemates begin to make preparations for departure
when I am only half way though my cappuccino. Nevertheless I take a few last sips
and join them on our back passage walkround – though this doesn’t come easily
today. As we leave the café forecourt, Ofra (who will join us today) is saying,
apropos of nothing, “Georgie is the only one who gets me.” “I get you,” I insist.
The fenced chasm between the playing fields is an obstacle course today since
there is a changing of the guard as we approach and kids, parents and dogs crowd
the walkways. After we have cleared the cypress trees we find Sabina sitting on a
bench while Oscar and Scamp, rarely seen in the park these days, play at her feet.
Fritz is charmed by this reunion and he jumps up on the bench for an extended
greeting. Karen tells me, as we near our exit gate, that a few hours after my party
on June 2 she will undertake her short trip to Australia. She says that she will be
checking with some local headhunters as she explores the possibility of returning
permanently to her native land – “I don’t want to hear talk like that,” I tell her.
Sunday, May 19:
It is still gray and a bit on the chilly side as we make our entry into the Rec this
morning. Fritz, much to my surprise, shows no interest in grazing at all this
morning and, with the exception of two quick poo stops, he just dashes along the
back walkways, past the Thai footie players, through the café forecourt, and out to
the green. There is no activity at all out here but my dog does run all the way out to
the cricket crease in order to baptize two traffic cones. Janet now comes in behind
us, claiming that Daisy-Mae has been on our tail for the last few minutes – for once
unable to catch up because of Fritz’s speed. There is still time for us to complete
our circuit of Mt. Bannister; when we reach the parking lot I note that there are no
cars back here at all – yesterday the place was crowded with the Chelsea tractors
belonging to the footie parents.
It looks like a poor turnout at our table this morning – just Janet, Georgie, Ofra,
Karen, Dan and Peter, but we keep getting late additions… first Ellen, then Hanna,
then Makiko, then Debbie (who does not sit down). Georgie has Callie on lead
this morning and also Yara’s Luna and Luci – overnight houseguests since Yara
had visitors from Lebanon and didn’t want the dogs underfoot. Complicating this
picture is the fact that Yara now arrives with all these visitors; they take the little
corner table as Walid adds four more chairs to our compound – but Yara has no
intention of taking back the confused dogs. Poor Luci, as if this weren’t enough
provocation, now has to endure one of Daisy-Mae’s enraged attacks – this causes
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Janet to jump from her chair (coffee flying out of her cup) in order to expel her
naughty pet from our sacred precincts. Bailey is also misbehaving in his manic
search for treats; when he is not climbing on top of the table he is humping his
mommy’s leg. Ofra says that her trousers (which already have a rip on one leg)
now also have an oil stain and that, therefore, they are unlucky. I don’t know how
she would classify Yara’s blue jeans – which have sparkly skulls shining from their
back pockets. Bobby, the young Shih-Tzu, now arrives to chase Dudley hither and
yon, but the real canine highlight is the first appearance of an adorable twelveweek-old Bulldog puppy named Uno.
Janet says she has had a delivery of plants at home and Dan claims he spent
yesterday adding chicken manure to his back garden. A lot of time is devoted to an
analysis of Ofra’s curtains/shutters problem. Makiko has a friend who has visited
Ofra’s in order to offer an estimate – but this is not complete yet. Dan says that
Makiko is obviously angling for a good commission and Ofra says she wouldn’t
mind paying this if the outcome proves satisfactory. She and Makiko are deciding
where to go today (V&A, the eyebrow emporium?) but first Makiko is chided for
her absence yesterday. Makiko says she needed to recuperate after her all-nighter
last week but party-girl Ofra says she needs no such rest period herself. When we
get up to leave there is much consternation over the fact that Georgie still has Luna
and Luci on lead – but we don’t get very far before Yara’s mother agrees to take
them today.
Monday, May 20:
Park life begins for us at least two hours earlier than usual this morning. This
is because Fritz jumps off the bed at 6:30, throws up in the hall, and thereafter
indicates that he would just as soon go out now. These days the park is open at
6:00 am (an hour earlier than formerly, an act undertaken without any consultation
with the park’s neighbors) and so we can head directly for our usual gate. On the
way there I note a package hanging from one the park’s fence spikes, and I pause
to read the message – “To the person who stole the satnav from my car last night…
you forgot to take the battery charger, so here it is…wouldn’t want you to take
the wrong direction.” (I have noticed telltale blue crystal fragments decorating
the local roadways at several spots recently – always a sign that a car window has
been smashed nearby.) Now I keep Fritz on lead as we begin a walk along the back
walkways and he does pause for two unexceptional poos. I am surprised there there
is so little grass grazing and he seems to be in no distress whatsoever.
We pass Tia with Trish and Cris the Alsatian with Terry and begin to head for home
when we reach the café. Even though it is very early Ellen is already walking with
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Kevin, Jack (sometimes referred to an “Kevin with four legs”) and Lucky. I hear
my name being called from the running track – where Hanna is completing her
early morning power walk. Fritz seems to want some biscuits when we get back
home but I make him wait for further treats until we return to the park shortly after
9:00. Janet is just arriving with Daisy-Mae and I invite her to read the sign on the
package – which, by now, has been emptied by some citizen. Again I keep Fritz on
lead and we are soon making our circuit of Mt. Bannister. The café has opened its
doors by the time we return and I am soon carrying my cappuccino back to a table
that includes Janet, Ellen, Georgie, Ofra, Makiko and Davide. Georgie has brought
Sparkie, Bella and Skye with her this morning. Sparkie jumps into Janet’s lap and
he and Bella, on Georgie’s lap, kiss and lick each other rapturously – to our great
amusement. No one is amused by Bailey’s greed or the rapacious antics of Lucky
and Skye.
Makiko has a new pair of lime green trainers and there is much discussion on the
subject of their florescence – or do they not glow in the dark? Ofra (to whom I am
able to offer a £2 coin after getting change in the coffee queue) is jealous of this
purchase and says she still has a pair of trainers she bought on a shopping spree
with Davide in New York six years ago. These two ladies are discussing where to
go shopping today; there is a shop on Marylebone High Street that may just have
the designer products that Ofra is looking for. Meanwhile, Davide is complaining
about his recent trip, a standby flight to Bahrain. He was warned not to leave his
hotel and on the return flight, where he occupied a first class seat, the cabin crew
seemed to resent his presence and his food was cold. Very late in the game Karen
arrives. She says that she played host to an overnight guest last night and that
Dudley has repeatedly tried and failed to get this chap moving this morning. As
they at last left for the park (without the guest) Karen observed that Dudley had
piled all of his toys atop the sleeping form.
Tuesday, May 21:
It is again a very gray day and temperatures are depressed as well. Fritz, who
demonstrated no additional signs of distress after his early morning antics
yesterday, is happy to trot along amid a phalanx of canines: Daisy-Mae, Ziggy
and Millie among them. When we reach the green there is a huge dog contingent
here as well – some twenty animals. Makiko, whom I congratulate on her timely
appearance today, is leaning over the café fence – fretting over the misbehavior
of a Staffie who has just interrupted proceedings by taking one of his pals by
the neck and giving him a good shake. They are digging away at the foot of the
Mt. Bannister path (supervised by Ofra) and so I decide to lead Fritz around the
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margins of the green itself today. But when we get as far as the Grantully gate we
spot Hanna – out on the green with Yoyo – and we join this pair for a little chasethe-tennis-ball action. The problem is that Fritz now seems to want to run home
with this prize and I have to coax him into a second circuit before I can collar him
at last.
Our group this morning includes Karen (who thinks it is too warm), Hanna,
Davide, Ofra, Georgie, Janet, Makiko and Peter. Peter has Bobby in his lap and
I have to break off some tiny biscuit shards for the fellow. No problems with the
others – Yoyo, Sparkie, Bailey and the bullying Skye – who snatches at everything
going, practically leaping into my lap in his greed. It is not surprising that Fritz
shies away from any participation in this feeding frenzy. There is also a lot of fence
patrolling and a lot of protest noise when people or their dogs pass by. Fortunately
our animals do not make fools of themselves when two of the triplets are lead by. I
point out that they, like Ofra, are wearing letterman’s jackets today. Ofra says she
has noticed this – and that it only increases her love for them.
Hanna is worried that a nature study group across the green may be carrying
butterfly nets and, considering the declining population of these beauties, she
will not countenance any casual predation. In spite of her fears that she will be
inundated by inappropriate materials if she broadcasts her new email address,
she does agree to share this code with me – because I want to send her a photo
that Gavan recently took in Connecticut, a bumper sticker bearing the legend,
“Schnauzers Rule!” Ofra has to leave early because her assistance is needed in
Ricky’s office today. And I do too – announcing to the others, “I hate to drink and
run but at 10:30 I have a haircutting appointment – my own today, not the dogs.”
Fritz seems happy to make an early departure and we use the Morshead roadway
for our escape. Five minutes later he is dancing down the hall as I make my guilty
exit by throwing a Sainsbury dog sausage in the direction of the kitchen.
Wednesday, May 22:
The weather remains gloomy, the temperatures depressed and the skies a leaden
gray. As we cross the street I can see an ambulance pulling in at the Morshead gate,
ominously, but its purpose is unclear. Fritz trots along speedily enough (for him)
– and these days Cracker spends very little time investigating my pet by placing
a chin on his back. We pass Terry with Cris; Terry is carrying a bouquet of weeds
– breakfast for his daughter’s two guinea pigs. There is not much activity on the
green so we head down the Randolph roadway where Simba’s dog walker asks me
if I know anything of an incident that soon has every dog owner in the park agog.
It seems that a woman with a rescue Staffie tried to pry open the jaws of her pet as
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they attached themselves to an offending Westie – and in the process her pet almost
managed to sever a finger! This will explain the presence of the ambulance and,
indeed, a WPC and park officials are still in parley near the Grantully gate.
Much of this story I hear for a second time from Karen while I am in the coffee
queue. We have only a very small turnout at our table this morning – as Janet
has gone off with her friend (also Janet), leaving Daisy-Mae behind – and only
Georgie, Ofra, Davide, and Peter are present. Ofra is excited to learn that Peter
has another £2 coin in his possession – it turns out that she is saving up for that
famous car. (I would have bought her the car by now – just to get us past this
coin obsession.) So far Ofra has £106 worth of £2 but Georgie (who is suffering
from an earache today) has £140. Karen has baked some scones and these are
passed around to universal praise – while the dogs feast on my biscuits. (Bailey is
scratching away at the tabletop rim in his mad quest for a piece of cooling ham.)
Makiko now arrives and immediately tells us that yesterday she backed into a twoseater Mercedes sports car on Clifton Road. Conversation then shifts to a more
disastrous crash – that of a giant tornado into the suburbs of Oklahoma City. Many
of those present have seen the coverage of the moment a reporter was interviewing
a survivor on the loss of her dog when the animal in question (a Schnauzer?)
crawled from the wreckage.
As we get up to leave Davide is telling us that today he will visit a Fiat showroom
but Ofra says if he buys the wrong model she is not going to ride with him.
She then dashes off for the parking lot (looking like a seventeen-year-old girl,
according to Makiko) and we begin a back passage walkround. Heading our way is
the lumberjack Staffie, the black fellow who loves to run up and down the walkway
with tree limbs in his mouth. I predict that this sight will convince Makiko that
Emilio needs the protection of her arms – and sure enough, we soon see the Pug
being carried. The yellow shirts of St. George’s line the boundary of the middle
field – earlier we had kids from QK in their smart gray blazers reaching through
our fence to pet the dogs, but how serious is this, as a period of exercise, when kids
in coats and ties are sitting on the cricket crease gossiping away? Fritz soon leads
our pack and we exit the park first. The ambulance is long gone and I need to get
ready for a Wednesday expedition to Sainsbury’s.
Thursday, May 23:
I wish I had brought my wool scarf – for it is again very cold in the park – indeed,
we are now told this is the coldest spring in the last half century. Fritz settles in
for some early morning grazing as we are overtaken by Janet with Daisy-Mae and
greeted by Karen, heading our way on a power walk with Dudley. Over in a corner
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of the track the lumberjack Staffie is experimenting with another tree limb as
school kids shuffle down the walkway, heading for their rendezvous with exercise.
I can see that Davide, Karen and Janet are now out in the center of the green so we
head here too. Fritz is only passing through, it seems, and soon we have reached
the Grantully gate. He does a lot of sniffing here, reverses direction more than
once, and I decide to put him on lead as we head back across the green to the café.
I wait out the coffee queue and, zipping my jacket up as high as it will go, take my
seat at our table. Karen, who is often underdressed for our climate, says she is too
cold to sit down and we soon see her jog out of the park with Dudley. Peter, Ellie,
Janet, Georgie, Davide and Hanna do take up positions as well. After a while Tim
arrives to turn Yoyo over to Hanna; Georgie already has Sparkie, Callie, Bella
and Skye. Unfortunately some of these dogs (led by Skye) form a protest posse
whenever another dog passes by and one Mastiff reacts with drooling ferocity
– barking back in kind and snapping his jaws. Hanna thinks the owner of this
beast should keep his pet on lead but Janet and Georgie say he would have passed
harmlessly by if our dogs hadn’t provoked him. A few minutes later the same thing
happens when Bella (the chocolate Lab this time) passes by.
I give Davide an envelope I want mailed when he reaches the States (in this case
Washington) later today. The others are deep into conversation on the subject
of yesterday’s terrorist slaughter of a soldier near the barracks in Woolwich – a
part of the world I know well because two of my walking routes have passed it
by. (Georgie, as the mother-in-law of a serving soldier, is particularly upset.) To
change the subject we discuss social plans. I tell the foodies at our table that I will
dine tonight with my old friend Del Petry (who was a member of my wedding
party almost 50 years ago) at Alain Ducasse’s restaurant at the Dorchester Hotel.
I am told I won’t be able to wear my tatty leather jacket here; others say they
hope someone else is picking up the bill and Makiko says she once enjoyed a
£25 champagne cocktail at the bar. Thus we end the conversation with a good
deal of chatter on the high price of life in London. I tell the others that I have just
cancelled Fritz’s health insurance – since they wanted over £100 a month, and that
I have just heard this morning that a modernized flat in Morshead Mansions has
been sold for over £1,000,000 pounds!
Friday, May 24:
The streets are rain-dappled as I make my preparations for our morning in the park
and I decide to wear my rain jacket, the dog’s version of this garment tucked into
a pocket. Sure enough, while he is grazing at the head of the track, the moisture
begins again and so I strap his coat on as we make our way along the walkways in
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a very quiet park. As we head down the Randolph roadway I can see that workers
have completed their chores on Mt. Bannister and that the walkway here has been
repaved and edged in wood. The first pedestrians are descending from a rainy
hilltop where the park’s only pink chestnut tree blossoms – above all it is very cold
again. Fritz decides to head for the Randolph gate and when we reach this spot it is
time to turn around and head for the café.
I think we have a very good turnout for such an unpleasant morning: Matthew and
Makiko, Ofra, Georgie, Vlad, Hanna, Karen, Peter and Ellen. Hanna is still excited
by the sighting of cricket players changing into their dress whites while standing
on the crease itself yesterday. Peter is collecting money for this weekend’s racing.
He comments on the temperature (in Fahrenheit) and Karen, raised on Celsius,
has to ask for a translation. When this is provided she says that Peter must really
be old to be using Fahrenheit still and he responds by saying she is not that young
herself. (“And they say gallantry is dead,” I add.) Makiko asks me for a report
on last night’s dinner at the Dorchester. I reply that the food was excellent but
accompanied by just too much foodie ritual for my comfort – the dishes explained
in detail on the menu, these details repeated when the order is given, then offered
a third time when the dish is served. I ordered the baba au rhum for dessert and
the staff (all of them French) arrived with a tray bearing five different bottles of
rum, the properties of which I had to assess before choosing which one I wanted
poured on my baba. This report only stimulates more food talk; Karen has been
to a friendly family Italian in Holborn and Matthew and Makiko to the Burger &
Lobster in Mayfair.
Much of the morning session is devoted to removing wet dog paws from trouser
legs. I have Lucky, Tara, Bailey and Skye to contend with this morning – even
Dudley comes by for a biscuit. Yoyo gets one biscuit before Hanna tells me that
the black Schnauzer is suffering from tummy problems and will go the vet later
today. As yesterday there are several eruptions when alien dogs walk by – Skye is
the chief instigator in this mischief as well. He is put on lead as we begin our back
passage walkround – where the chief incident occurs when Georgie bends over to
pick up some dog poo and manages to set her own hair on fire with the cigarette
in her mouth. It is still sprinkling a bit as we head for the exit, overtaken at the last
by the burly Bulldog, Toby, who – for once – manages to make forward progress
without his beloved football as an incentive.
Saturday, May 25:
Although no one would call it warm, at least we have bright sunshine for our
Saturday morning in the park. I decide to add a scarf to my ensemble and I am glad
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I made this decision. Fritz trots happily and speedily along the back walkways – as
though inspired by the sunshine, on the one hand, and the absence of that legion of
screaming footie kids on the other… as often happens on a bank holiday weekend
there is no organized activity for the little ones today. When we reach the green
Fritz surprises me by heading out to the center of this grassy space – eager to check
out the other dogs and their owners. One long-legged woman is voting for summer
by wearing shorts. My dog then continues up to the walkway that overlooks the
eastern end of the green and, back on lead, we follow several shady paths back to
the Randolph roadway. By this time I can see some of our lot heading for the café
so I follow them, handing Fritz over to Peter as I do so.
While I am in the queue Ofra comes in to fetch her blanket and to inspect her
own image in the wall mirror. “I look like a crazy person,” she says – to which
my useful response is, “So what’s new?” “What’s new,” she responds, “is that
today I only look crazy.” In addition to Ofra we have Georgie, Karen, Peter,
Ellen, Makiko, Debbie and Dan with us today – Vlad has occupied a corner table
with a friend who has a Westie named Sonic. Dan is obviously suffering from an
overindulgent evening (blame the tequila) – portions of which he can no longer
remember. He is sitting with his head in his hands, wearing a blue hoodie that
makes him look like a blonde Smurf. He says he is still drunk but he is more
concerned by the loss of his keys – a happenstance that required him, in tears, to
ring Georgie’s bell at 2:30 in the morning – since she has a duplicate set. He does
now remember that after describing his recent promotion to one his fellow revelers
last night he was denounced as a “humble braggart.” “I think I am very modest!”
he now protests – to which I have to add, “And you have so much to be modest
about.” Peter now tells us that he has forgotten to look up last night’s Euromillions
numbers and Makiko does this for him on her phone – for our £16 investment we
have won £3! Ofra denounces our choice of numbers; then she tells us that she and
Ricky have had to check out the Burger & Lobster in Mayfair as well.
Skye, still in Georgie’s care, earns the “hooligan of the month” prize for his
consistently bad behavior – snatching at every treat offered any of the other dogs.
By contrast, Bailey, who is just as much of a pest, gets a free pass. He is slithering
onto the tabletop in search of some food left on a diner’s plate and to accomplish
this task he manages to use the leverage of a slippery metal chair arm for his back
legs. This means that he gets high marks for athletic prowess and Ofra says he is
as clever as her husband – who has learned how to get a favorable position in the
restaurant queue. The day’s prize for disgraceful canine behavior goes to none
of these candidates, however, but to Dudley. The naughty Coton de Tulear is still
out on the green, mixing it up with the other dogs, when we can see, even at a
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great distance, that he is about to commit a great crime – as he lifts his leg and
calmly pisses on the back of the woman in shorts – who has made the mistake of
sitting down on the grass. Karen buries her head in her newspaper, hoping no one
will connect her to this disreputable animal and, though the victim stands up and
searches the horizon for someone to denounce, I think Karen does escape detection
this time. A few minutes later when we are getting up to leave Dudley again
disappears – to the great distress of his owner. Eventually we are able to tell Karen
that her pet has sped ahead of us, following some other party, and that he will soon
be reunited with his anxious mom. Meanwhile Debbie lets Pucci out of his handlettered doggy bag and produces a squeaky ball for her pet – which Skye grabs
immediately. He does drop it a few minutes later but before Debbie (or Fritz) can
recover the prize Ofra helpfully kicks it right back into Skye’s mouth.
Sunday, May 26:
We have a lovely spring morning for our sojourn in the park today – temperatures
have risen and the sun is shining brightly. Janet soon comes in behind us with
Daisy-Mae – they have been off visiting Janet’s sister in Kenilworth these last two
days – and, for once, Fritz manages to keep up. Indeed, as Daisy-Mae pauses to
roll on some pebbles, Fritz takes the lead – it has been a long time since DaisyMae has had to catch up with my dog. Janet turns left when we reach the Carlton
roadway, encouraged by my reminding her that the path over Mt. Bannister is
now open; I would have followed but by this time Fritz has already dashed into
the café’s forecourt. Slowly we head down the Randolph roadway – where we
encounter one dog-walking chap who says he is finding such peace in the park
after escaping the attentions of six grandchildren. Soon after reaching the Carlton
roadway doggy compound we are joined by that friend of Fritz’s youth, the Yorkie
Fonzi. It is always interesting to see how these old pals, who almost never see one
another these days, have to trot around after one another, sniffing memories. Fritz
also spends some time sitting on the bench with Fonzi’s Slavic mistress.
At our table this morning we are an even dozen – with Janet, Georgie, Peter, Ellen,
Dan, Davide, Debbie, Karen, Makiko, Ofra and Hanna joining in. Chairs are
packed rather tightly because of this mighty number and at one point Hanna clips
my arm with her elbow and my coffee dribbles down my sweatshirt and cascades
over my wrist. This is vastly amusing to our Finnish friend (try imagining the
reverse) and I add, “That’s why I always start the day in my park clothes.” Karen
is quizzed on her forthcoming trip to Australia (where a Sidney winter is evidently
warmer than a London summer). Dan and Davide are also discussing a trip to
Sardinia in a month or so – Dan wants Makiko to join them for a few days as well.
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I tell Hanna that my next trip will be on June 22, when I fly to Jersey to complete a
five-day walking tour with my brother- and sister-in-law. Ofra buys another £2 coin
off of Peter – she may say that she is saving up to buy another car but at this rate
she hasn’t even earned a front bumper. Never mind, she is promising that she will
be bringing us a cheesecake tomorrow. I take it as a sign of great class that Janet
gives Peter the £2 stakes on yesterday’s horseracing – even though we know by
now that we have again lost.
Bailey has forgotten that he is to sit down when I point to the ground; Fritz has not
forgotten how to get his nose into Ellen’s purse. Near the end of our stay there is
another food incident. This time it is Lucky’s fault – for she attempts to steal some
food on which Winnie is innocently munching and there is such an ill-tempered
kerfuffle that Winnie passes out! Both Dan and Davide rush to their stricken pet,
soon reviving her and then comforting her for the rest of the session – while, taking
advantage of all the empty seats, Bailey jumps up to the tabletop and helps himself
to some of Makiko’s scrambled eggs. Uno the Bulldog puppy is just outside our
bars, his head sticking through so that he can lick Fritz. Several of us pause to pet
the little fellow as we at last get up to begin our back passage walkround. Dan and
Davide, coaxing their winded pet along, fall far behind us on this journey – even as
we wait for them at the Essendine gate it is agreed that Winnie still looks pale and
drawn.
Monday, May 27:
We have an instant replay of yesterday’s lovely weather as Fritz and I enter the
Rec on a Bank Holiday Monday. Janet soon comes in behind us and complains
that she is already too warm – but by the time we have reached the café there is
a cool breeze in evidence and I am just as glad that I am still wearing my leather
jacket. Daisy-Mae is again the slow-poke during these proceedings; she dashes
into the central pitch in order to roll on the black pellets here, then she decides to
steal a plastic bottle – Janet has to remind her to take an empty one since there
are still footie players who might want to reclaim the fuller ones. Fritz and I then
continue on our usual circle but we do not enter the doggy compound at the end
of the parking lot today. There is an unknown Staffie in here and since he is just
doing a poo (a matter of compete indifference to his mistress) I decide that there is
too strong a possibility of encountering antisocial behavior were we to join them
inside.
We again have an even dozen at our breakfast table this morning and the lineup is
also the same – though Matthew has replaced Debbie. Ofra has come through on
her promise and we are soon tucking into a delightful cheesecake, one decorated
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with slices of strawberry. There is universal approval – even a spontaneous round
of applause over this creation. The dogs are eating too and Winnie (who seems
to have recovered from her indisposition) is offered a bite of this ambrosia on the
end of Karen’s spoon. Later a contrast is made between Winnie’s deft digestion of
this spoonful and Emilio’s spluttering attempt at ingesting some cake crumbs. In
particular it is pointed out that this Pug has a tongue so long that you could really
just smooth the food on his forehead and he could then lick it off at his leisure.
Makiko reports that she ran a lap-and-a-half this morning and Hanna, in a manic
mood, adds that this morning she helped a man who had collapsed on the running
track – even calling an ambulance on her new iPhone. Then she turns to medical
man Matthew for his analysis of the incident before turning the pages of one of
the Sunday supplements in order to search out some really unsuitable shoes. Dan,
meanwhile, is having trouble discovering where all the music he has downloaded
has ended up on his phone, but Davide shows him where it is. Yesterday Dan
bought a new broom for his garden, an old fashioned one that looks like it needs
only a resident witch. “Yes, I add, “it may be only a broom but for some of our
friends it could serve as basic transportation.” I am wise enough to name no names.
Tuesday, May 28:
Much to my surprise the phone rings at 8:30 – with the news that there has been a
sudden cancellation at St. John’s Pets and that I can bring Fritz in for a pre-party
grooming now. I just have time to brush my teeth and we are off – with a thirty-five
minute walk to Allitsen Road ahead of us. It is, in fact, a gray and chilly morning
and there is moisture in the air. I am wearing my rain jacket and I have stored the
dog’s version in a pocket. In the event it is not necessary to deploy this garment
and we manage to make a fairly speedy job of it – arriving at the pet shop shortly
after 9:00. Ordinarily I like to undertake some sort of expedition while the dog is in
the hands of Karen the groomer – but this is all so unexpected that I have made no
preparations and now I have to kill two-and-a-half hours.
I decide to walk back to the park, where I arrive just as the other dog people are
sitting down with their coffees. Makiko is comparing ads for some beauty product
with Ofra, Davide is fretting over the delivery date for his new Fiat Panda, and
Georgie is suggesting that she is really not bothered about a birthday celebration
on Friday. After we have been seated for half an hour I ask my observant friends
if they have noticed that someone is missing. Only now does Janet suggest that
it is Fritz who is absent. Perhaps it is my biscuit bag that is to blame – for I have
been administering sustenance to the other dogs even though mine is absent. I get
a number of wet paw marks on my trousers as a reward for this generosity and
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Lucky tries to come away with my fingers as well as the biscuit. (I always toss
biscuits to Tara but sometime I forget to do this with the rapacious Corgi.)
At the beginning of their lives the three blonde triplet boys are sitting in front
of the café doors in their tall green highchairs, staring at the canine parade in
wonderment. I suppose it is well to dwell on this renewal of life for Georgie now
informs us that one life has come to an end – Michael Cowie, who meant so much
to us in the formation of our canine society, has died after a struggle with cancer.
Michael was king of the park, as far as we were concerned, holding court in the
center of the green and welcoming everyone; I depended on him when I first began
my journal enterprise to provide names to go with all these dogs and their owners.
His own dog, the naughty Yorkie Charlie, was the best friend of Fritz’s youth and
I still recall vividly the trauma of that day in December, 2006, when Michael told
us that he was too unwell (emotionally more than physically, though he knew he
was HIV positive) to look after his beloved pet anymore – and that Charlie would
have to be re-homed by Battersea. Thereafter Michael’s visits to the park were
infrequent at best – it was if he couldn’t bear to be reminded of his loss. I know he
always feared we would blame him for parting with his dog – though no one did.
He lived in sheltered housing nearby and so we would run into him occasionally
but it had been months since anyone had seen him. Now we get up to begin our
back passage walkround, a ritual in which Michael once participated, but today he
is with us only in our thoughts – and I still have a lot of walking and thinking to do.
Wednesday, May 29:
Skies are far grayer today and I feel the cold – in spite of my leather jacket. Fritz
begins the session with a little concentrated grazing but, after Janet and Daisy-Mae
have passed us by, he puts on some speed. Karen is heading our way and when she
calls his name he rushes forward for a rapturous greeting. Thereafter his pace drops
again and it takes forever for us to make our circuit of Mt. Bannister. As we are
standing in the doggy compound on the Carlton roadway I see Ofra driving into the
parking lot with Bailey. I am a bit confused – she is still driving a VW Touareg but
this one is gray and its predecessor was black – anyway this is Ricky’s car, not the
one Ofra is saving up for. Fritz finally manages a poo as we return to the café.
This morning we are represented by Janet, Georgie, Davide, Ofra, Makiko (just
back from a mile around the track), Peter, Ellen, Hanna and (just returned from
a month in Lugano) Renata. The dogs have to be restrained on a number of
occasions – for they are baying their protest barks at all passersby: other dogs, gym
customers, toddlers – they do not discriminate. Fortunately they are quiet when
one of the triplets is led over to our gate to have a look. My return customers today
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include Bailey, Jack, Dudley and Daisy-Mae – Yoyo is embargoed from these
treats. Emilio follows Daisy-Mae around – warning the rest of us of this dangerous
menace in our midst. Fritz takes no part in this feeding frenzy; instead he sits
shivering in front of Karen and it isn’t too long before he has been taken into
that lady’s lap. Perhaps he really does feel the cold more after his recent shearing
(Hanna is certainly complaining about the chill wind) and perhaps he is just
craving attention. When he continues to shiver Karen wraps him in her coat and
places her warm coffee cup on his head – this at last seems to lead to more settled
behavior. (We haven’t told him that on Sunday Karen leaves for a two-week trip to
her native Australia.)
Renata has brought some Swiss chocolates with her. She complains bitterly about
the prices in Lugano (£4.50 for one avocado) and says that all shopping and most
dining were undertaken in nearby Italy. She adds that Maxi now knows every
shop in Lugano and Como and that one day he grew so exhausted by a shopping
expedition that he had to go into a basket so that he could be carried home. Georgie
is trying to organize an expedition to a Persian restaurant on the Harrow Road
for Friday – which is her birthday. Davide will miss this – as he is on his way to
Johannesburg and he makes his temporary farewell as we begin our back passage
walkround. Bailey twice distinguishes himself during this process. First he is
humping poor Dudley in front of the café doors. Then he gets far ahead our our
party as we enter the fenced chasm – even though Ofra has no intention of joining
us on this junket; she wants her dog back so she can reclaim her car in the parking
lot.
Thursday, May 30:
I can tell that it has been raining recently and so, when it is time for us to head for
the park, I decide to wear my own rain jacket and to put the dog’s version of this
garment in my pocket. In the event, we get no additional moisture while we are in
the park but it remains damp, gray and – again – chilly. I try to drive my dog along
with the toe of a boot – the grass is very lush here these days. We reach the café,
where the triplets are already at work on the important problem of standing on their
own two feet – with the assistance of little pink baby carriages which they push
before them. Renata is standing on the Randolph roadway (wearing her orange
wellies), talking to Peter. We make a stately progress around our famous hill before
returning to the café.
In spite of the dispiriting weather we have a very good turnout this morning:
Renata, Peter, Ofra, Debbie, Karen, Ellen, Georgie, Janet, Makiko and Jo Lynn.
Fritz again spends some time in Karen’s lap – this time she puts his own coat on
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in order to reduce his shivering. When he is ranging beneath our table he actually
manages to take in some biscuits (when Lucky can be dissuaded from grabbing
them first). Bailey quickly exhausts his five-a-day handout; Tilly and Daisy-Mae
also come forward for their treats and I find some biscuit shards in my blue bag in
order to feed Bobby and Pucci. We do have one new entry in the canine category
– a woman arrives with two designer dogs, four month-old puppies described as
Cavichons (Cavalier and Bichon mixtures) named, wait for it, Whiskey and Soda.
Much fuss is made over these fluffy and lively pups.
Debbie is quizzing Karen on how best to offer her services on an ad hoc basis to
the employer she has been working for full time as a p.a. Ellen gets advice from
Peter on how to handle some of the financial problems that have cropped up after
the recent death of her husband. Renata asks Makiko for help with computer
keyboard issues. At one point Jo Lynn takes a close look and says that I seem to be
changed in my appearance today. I agree that this is true but I make her figure out
what it is – absent-mindedly I have forgotten my glasses this morning. Full marks
for observation go to Makiko, however. She not only notices I am not wearing my
glasses but, on our back passage walkround, that I am shivering (like my dog). I
need to get home and turn the heat on.
Fortunately, tomorrow looks like a much brighter and warmer day and, as a
consequence, I plan to spend it walking on the Capital Ring (Wimbledon to
Richmond) with my old walking partners, Tosh and Margie. This means that Fritz
will spend tomorrow with his Auntie Linda and that we can bring to an end this
account (the ninth) of life among the dog people of Paddington Rec. Looking back
over the some 185 animals I have encountered in my hour in our park, as I like to
do at the conclusion of each year’s installment, I can add that, as often happens,
Charlie seems to be the most popular name for male dogs (we had a Cavalier,
a Cocker, a Basset Hound and a Westie representing this moniker), with Pippa
(Cavalier, Labrador, Papillion) coming first for the ladies. Whatever their names
our dogs continue to offer all the amusement, affection and loyalty that we treasure
in our pets – not to mention all those opportunities for friendship and fellowship
among our like-minded dog owners.
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Index: The Dogs of Paddington Rec
In the following list I have tried, by date, to note every time any one 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, 2012 and conclude with
May, 2013.
Alaska: February 7-8, 12, 15, March 6, 18
Alexa: November 22
Alfie: June 26
Alfred: January 12
Baba: June 4, November 15, March 1
Bailey: June 2-8, 10-19, 21, 23-24, 27, July 2-4, 9, 11, 22-25, 28, August 4, 7, 8, 9,
15-18, 20-21, 26, 29, September 3-5, 12, 14-17, 22, 25, 27, October 3-5, 8, 15-17,
23, 25-31, November 1, 4-7, 9, 11, 13, 16-18, 20, 23, 25-28, 29, 30, December 2,
4, 6, 9-16, 21-23, 25, 27-28, January 2-3, 9, 11, 14-16, 20-22, 24, 26-27, 30-31,
February 3-4, 7-8, 10-14, 16, 18, 20, 22-23, 25, 27-28, March 1-3, 8, 14, 16-17, 1921, 23-24, 26-27, 29, April 4-5, 8-11, 13-16, 18-19, 22, May 3, 7-8, 13-15, 18-22,
24-26, 29-30
Barry: October 4, January 21
Basil: April 15
Beebee: September 4, 19
Bella: August 10, 13, September 3, 7, 22, 27-28, October 5, 15, 18, 20, 22, 25-26,
29-30, November 3, January 9, 11, 20, 28, February 5, 8-10, 14, 21-22, 27, March
4-5, 8, 11, 13-14, 19, 21, 22, 23, 24, 30, April 1-2, May 20, 23
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Bella (Labrador): May 23
Ben: April 19
Bertie: December 29
Bessie: November 26, 27
Biddy: November 10, January 29, February 2, 9
Binky: February 22, 28, March 22, April 10
Blanco: July 24, August 20-21, 23, 29, September 19, 28, October 30, November
27, January 17, April 15, May 3
Bliss: June 27, July 23, 25, August 5, 20, November 25, January 4, April 2, May 17
Bo: August 4
Bobby (Shih-Tzu): April 10, May 19
Bobby (Toy Poodle): July 3, 24, August 21, 30, September 5, 27, October 4, 30,
November 1, 14, 17, 20, 23, December 12, 23, January 11, 24, February 12-14, 26,
March 6-7, April 3, 10-11, 15, 18, May 8, 21, 30
Bonaparte: June 29, September 22
Boris: June 23, April 21
Bridget: March 27
Bronny: July 3, August 7, October 1, 23, April 15, 22, May 16
Brown: January 14, February 25, 28, March 9, 11
Buddy (Golden Retriever): June 7, 9-11, August 17, October 1-2, 15, 18-20, 22, 29,
November 1-2, 5, 8, 12, 14-15, 19-21, 27, December 8, 19, January 15, February
15-16, 18, 20-21, 23, March 16, 18-19, April 6
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Buddy (Pomeranian): June 30, August 20, 24, January 5
Caesar: March 6, 7, 8, 20, 23
Callie: September 29, January 9, March 1, 6, 8, 11, 19, 22, April 8, 15, 22-23, May
8, 13, 19, 23
Casey: June 23, August 14
Chalky: November 11
Charlie (Basset Hound): August 13-14, 21, 24, September 1, 4, 14, 19, 22, 23,
October 24, November 3, December 2, 17, February 10
Charlie (Cavalier): June 17, October 7, February 27
Charlie (Cocker): January 13
Charlie (Westie): November 10, March 23
Cheddar: December 9
Chica (Boxer): June 18, 25, December 31, January 14, February 28, March 9, 11
Chica (Jack Russell): June 22, 25, July 11, 22, September 1, 7, October 1,
December 23, February 19, 28, March 5
Chicca: September 3, 21-22, November 16, January 28, February 11, March 2
Chinny: June 27, July 23, 25, August 5, 20, November 25, January 4, April 2
Coco: November 19, December 2, March 9, 11, April 21
Cosmo: June 23, July 2
Cracker: June 13, 15, 21, September 19, 29, October 2, November 9, December 13,
January 10, 31, March 27, April 2, May 3, 8, 16, 22
Cressida: April 7
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Cris: September 2, November 15, February 6, 27, March 11-12, 20, April 10, May
20, 22
Daisy: November 11
Daisy-Mae: June 2, 4-7, 9-16, 18-23 25-26, 29, July 3-4, 10-11, 20-24, 26, August
4-5, 7-8, 14-19, 21-26, 28-29, September 1-3, 7, 15-19, 22-23, 25-29, October 1-2,
8, 14-15, 17-20, 25, 27-29, 31, November 1-3, 5-9, 12-14, 16, 18-21, 23, 26-28, 30,
December 1-5, 7-8, 11-18, 20-21, 23, 29-30, January 2-3, 5-9, 11-12, 14, 18-22,
24-26, 28-30, February 1-7, 9, 12-15, 19-25, March 2-8, 10-13, 15, 18-22, 24, 27,
29, April 1-3, 5-6, 9-16, 21-23, May 3-5, 7-8, 10-11, 13-14, 16-17, 19-21, 23, 2627, 29-30
Daphne: October 19
Dash: June 22
Debussy: August 13
Dior: November 19, December 2, March 9, 11, April 21
Diva: March 27, April 21
Dizzy: February 9
Dora: September 10
Dougy: March 23
Dudley (Coton de Tulear): June 2, 6, 16, 19, 22, 23, July 4, 9-10, 23, 26, August
4-5, 7-8, 10, 13-15, 18, 21-22, 28-30, September 1-2, 5, 7-8, 12, 14, 16-19, 22-23,
25-29, October 1-3, 5, 8, 16, 18-19, 23-26, November 2, 4, 6, 8, 13-14, 16-19, 21,
26-30, December 4-5, 7-8, 10-14, 17-18, 20-24, 26-30, January 1-3, 7-10, 12, 14,
17-19, 21, 25-27, 28, 30-31, February 4-5, 7, 12-14, 16-17, 19-21, 25, March 8-10,
13, 16-17, 19-20, 22, 24-25, April 5, 8, 12-14, 16-17, 20, 22-23, May 4-5, 14-15,
17, 19-20, 23-25, 29
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Dudley (Shih-Tzu): July 22
Duncan: November 2
Emilio: June 2, 4, 7, 9, 12-15, 18-19, 23, 26-27, July 3, 10-12, 20-24, 26, August
14, 16, 21-24, 26, 29, September 2-3, 7-8, 14-15, 19, 23, 25, 30, October 9, 15,
17-21, 25, 28, November 3, 7-8, 12-13, 16, 18-21, 23, 25, 30, December 3-5, 7, 15,
18, 21-23, 26-29, January 2, 6, 8-9, 13-15, 19-20, 24-27, February 7-8, 10, 14, 18,
22-23, 26, March 4, 6-7, 12, 18-19, 28, April 2-3, 7, 21-23, May 4-5, 7, 9, 11-12,
14, 22, 27, 29
Emily: June 21
Eva: May 7
Fly: June 25, 29, November 21, 30, December 6, January 18, 22, April 15, 17,
May 3
Fonzi: September 19, 28, 30, October 25, February 5, 17, 23, May 26
Frankie: November 18
Fritz: June 2-27, 29-30, July 1-4, 9-12, 20-29, August 4-5, 7-10, 13-30, September
1-5, 7-19, 21-30, October 1-5, 7-9, 14-31, November 1-30, December 1-31,
January 1-22, 24-31, February 1-28, March 1-31, April 1-23, May 3-30
George (Schnauzer): September 28
George (Shih-Tzu): November 19, March 9, 11, April 21
Gilbert: January 12
Grace: June 15, September 2, 12, 28, December 3-4, 19, January 30, February 4,
16. March 18
Guinness; June 18, August 4, October 29
Gus (Border Terrier): November 15, 20
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Gus (Schnauzer): June 9, July 1, September 2, February 9, March 18
Gypsy: July 23, August 4, March 12
Hannibal: January 29
Harley: January 14
Harry: June 29
Hercules: June 23
Holly: November 2
Hugo: November 7
Hugo (Beagle): July 20
Hugo (Springer Spaniel): November 18
Io: December 24
Jack: June 2, 4, 6, 9, 11, 14, 16, 24, 27, 29, July 28, August 14, 19, September
1-4, 9-10, 18, 23, 29, October 7-8, 21, 26, 30, November 3, 13, 15, 23, 26-29,
December 1, 4-6, 11-12, 30, January 1, 7-10, 12, 14, 16, 28, February 2, 4, 9, 17,
21, March 8, 25, 30, April 4, 16, 19, 23, May 12, 14, 20, 29
Jackson: July 20
Jazz: July 28, September 9-10, 22, October 3, December 31, January 1
Jessica: December 28, January 7
Jez: August 21, December 4
Jonesie: July 20, September 29, November 10
Kasper: June 17, 24, September 9, November 13, January 7
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Koji: February 17
Lally: January 3, 5
Lexie (Staffie): June 17
Lexie (Toy Poodle): June 25, January 7, April 23
Linda: February 17, 24
Luci: June 14, July 24-25, November 8, January 4, 20, March 9-10, 24, 30, April 7,
9, 15, May 19
Lucky: June 2, 4, 6, 9, 14, 16, 21, 24, 27, 29, July 22, 28, August 4, 9, 18-19, 2324, 28, September 1-5, 7, 9-10, 18, 23, 29, October 2, 7-8, 21, 24, 26, November
2-3, 7, 13-15, 18, 23, 25-29, December 1, 4, 6, 11-12, 18, 21, January 1, 7-10, 1214, 16, 28, 31, February 2, 4, 7-9, 16-17, 21, 24, 26, March 1, 5, 8, 17, 21, 30, April
7, 8, 11, 13, 16, 19, 23, May 4, 11-12, 18, 20, 24, 26, 28, 30
Lucy: March 9, 11
Lulu: August 18
Luna: June 14, July 24-25, November 8, January 4, 20, March 9-10, 24, 30, April
7, 9, 15, May 19
Lupa: June 17
Mabel: June 22
Mabel (Pug): August 18
Macey: December 19
Max (Miniature Schnauzer): August 4
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Maxi: June 2, 7-8, 12, 25, 27, 30, July 10, 29, September 1-2, 13, 28, October 1, 8,
18, 29, November 3, 8-9, 13-14, 22-23, 25, 30, December 11, 15, 18-19, January 6,
8, 10-11, 24, February 2-4, 6-7, 12, 15-16, 19, March 3-4, 6, 8-9, 15, 22-23, April
8, 13, 16-17, May 29
Mercy: May 7
Millie: June 9, 18, July 20, 28, September 17, November 5, January 5, 11, March
27, April 21, May 21
Milo: March 9
Mischu: January 20, 29, February 5, 12, 15, 28
Molly (Schnauzer): August 22
Molly (Yorkie): October 7
Monty: March 12
Mutley: July 3, September 8, October 4, 21, January 29, February 2
Nelson: September 17
Oggie: June 14, October 7, February 7, March 11
Oscar: July 3, October 18, April 10, May 18
Otis: February 23
Otw: June 10
Ozzie: June 15, September 24, October 1, 3, November 30, January 7, 14
Ozzy: January 5
Paddy (American Bulldog): March 12

393

The Dogshank Redemption

Paddy (Beagle): August 10, 13-14, November 5, January 22, March 30
Panda: September 26
Pasha: September 3, 22, November 16, January 28, February 11, March 2
Pavarotti: November 3
Peggy: September 26, October 25-26, 28-29, 31, November 1, 3, 4
Pepper: June 5-6, 8, 22, July 1-2, 4, 11-12, 22, August 10, 23, September 1, 7, 1519, 26, 28, 29, October 1, 5, 24, November 6, December 23, 25, February 10, 19,
21, March 5, 11, 14
Phoenix: December 29, January 27
Pip: February 26
Pippa: (Cavalier): July 20
Pippa (Labrador): September 7, April 23
Pippa (Papillion): July 9, January 4, 15
Poppy: September 17, 19
Pucci: June 3, 10, July 4, 9-10, 20, 24-26, August 7-8, 27, September 8, 10, 16,
19, 21, 25, 27, October 8, 21, 28, December 6, 16, 27, 29, January 1, 3, 7, 10, 13,
February 3, 16, 21, 23, 28, March 22, 24, 25, 30, April 1, 7, May 4-5, 12, 25, 30
Rebecca: November 3, February 17, 24
Rebel: December 29, March 29
Red: June 19, December 12, January 7, February 12
Rizzy: June 29, December 18
Rocky (Pug): October 4
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Ruby (Rottweiler): January 5
Ruby (Schnauzer): July 12
Rudy: September 28-29, October 1, November 3, 4, 7, December 27, February
8-10, 14
Saffy: August 8-9
Samson: June 8, October 4
San: November 16
Satchmo: November 15
Scamp: July 3, October 18, April 10, May 18
Scooby: February 10
Scout: June 7
Seamus: June 23-24, 26-27, August 16, 18, December 15, February 25-27, March 1
Sherlock: August 19
Shirley, June 12
Siki: January 21
Simba: August 20, 23-24, 29, September 4, 10, 17, 20, October 1, 3, 5, 9,
November 6, 13-16, 20, 23, December 4, 12, January 31, February 8, 12, 28,
March 4, 6, 12, 15, 25, April 3, 11, 15, 19, 23, May 8, 17, 22
Sky (Chihuahua): January 20, 29, February 5, 12, 15, 28
Skye (Cairn Terrier): July 2, September 5, 7-8, 13, 21, 26-27, November 19, 23,
December 29-30, January 3-5, 25, 28-29, 31, February 1, 3-4, 7-9, 11, 14, 16, 18,
25-28, March 1-2, 5-8, 13, 15, 19-20, 22, 27, 30, April 3, 5, 8-9, 12, 21, May 7-8,
10, 13-15, 20-21, 23-25
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Snowdon: December 23
Soda: May 30
Sonic: May 25
Sparkie (Pomeranian): June 30, August 20, 24, December 8, January 5
Sparkie (Yorkie): June 5-7, 11, 13, 17, 20, 22-23, 26, 30, July 9, 20, 22, 24, 26,
August 4-5, 7, 8, 9, 18, 29, September 1-3, 8, 10, 12, 15-16, 18, 22-23, 25-26, 29,
October 2, 5, 8, 20, 23, 25-27, 29-30, November 3, 4, 7, 9, 18-21, 23, 26, 28-30,
December 1, 5, 7-9, 11-13, 15-17, 20, 22-23, 26-27, 29-30, January 1-3, 7-10, 12,
15, 17, 19, 21, 25-29, 31, February 5, 8, 11, 14, 16, 21, 24-27, March 4, 6, 8, 13,
16-17, 19-24, 27, 30, April 2-3, 5-8, 10, 13-18, 20, 22-23, May 5, 8, 10-14,
20-21, 23
Suki: July 3, August 7, October 1, 23, April 15, 22, May 16
Sunny (Golden Retriever): December 13, January 13
Sunny (Springer Spaniel): June 27, July 1, 23, August 7, 10, September 27,
October 4-5, 23, November 15, April 3, 15, 23, May 16
Sweep: June 7, 27, July 11, September 10, November 7, 12, 29, January 2-3, 7, 17,
19-20, March 26, May 13
Tackis: July 10, October 1, 24
Tara: June 12 14, July 4, 23, August 5, 10, October 15, 27, November 1-3, 7, 2930, December 11, 13-14, 18, January 2, 19, 22, 31, February 8, 24-25, March 7, 27,
29, April 1, 12, 19-20, May 7, 9, 24, 28
T-bone Ted: June 7, 30, July 4, 20-22, August 18, 24, 26, September 2, 11, 17,
October 25, 27, December 2, 18, 28, January 3-4, 19, 22, 29, 31, February 8, 21,
24-25, March 7, 27, April 3, 23, May 9, 13-14
Ted: January 29, March 22
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Teddy: July 10, December 11, 13, January 11, February 13, March 22
Terry: April 21
Thomas: July 28, October 25, November 19, December 23, February 13, March 20
Thor: November 3, February 17, 24
Tia: February 17, May 20
Tilly: June 13, August 7, 15, 30, September 10-11, 25, November 15, 20, February
7, March 7, April 3, 10, May 3, 17, 30
Timmy: July 28, November 19, April 17-18
Tinker: July 26, August 5, 15, 20, 22, September 7, October 2
Tinkerbelle: August 8-9
Toby (Bulldog): June 7, November 1, December 14, January 7, 29, 31, February
12, 28, March 18, April 2, 22-23, May 24
Toby (Yorkie): September 5
Uno: May 19, 26
Walter: June 21, November 5, 11, 14, January 28, March 30, April 17
Walter Benjamin: October 14
Whiskey: May 30
Will: June 15, September 2, 12, 28, December 3-4, 19, January 30, February 4, 16,
March 18

397

The Dogshank Redemption

Winnie: June 2, 4-7, 10, 13-15, 17, 20-22, 24-26, 30, July 3, 9, 21, 24-25, August
4, 7-8, 9, 14-19, 26, 30, September 1-3, 7-11, 14-19, 22-23, 25, 27-28, 29, October
4, 21, 26-29, November 2, 3, 11-12, 14-16, 18, 20, 23-24, 26, 28-30, December
7, 9-10, 12, 21, 23, 26-30, January 1-3, 6-7, 10-11, 13-15, 17, 19-22, 26-28, 31,
February 8-9, 12, 14, 16, 24, March 1, 6, 9, 13, 16-17, 20, 22, 23, 24, 29, April 6-7,
9-10, 13, 15, 18-23, May 4-6, 8-9, 11, 13, 17, 26-27
Yaris: June 9, July 28, August 18, September 9, 23, October 20-21, 25, 28,
November 11, 14, 28
Yellow: January 14, February 25, 28, March 9, 11
Yoyo: June 5, 14, 27, July 12, 23-24, August 10, 16, 20, 29, September 9, 16,
October 14, 26, November 3-4, 7, 19, 23, 25, 29, December 6, 10, 17, 24, January
19, 28, 31, March 5, 8, 11, 27, April 8, 10, 16, 18, 22, May 4, 17, 21, 23-24, 29
Zara: June 22
Ziggy: November 26-27, January 18, February 27, March 5-6, 18, 30, April 7, 17,
May 14, 21
Zorro: June 10, 24, July 3, October 21, 25, 28, January 31, May 5
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