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Feature by Lorraine Chittock

One woman loses her

heart to ‘a bruiser of a dog’

onions and candy, to nearby residents
and construction workers. The
purpose of the remaining kiosk is
more nebulous. Inside the windowless
wooden walls, men play board games,
and sometimes eat food that a woman
serves from a huge blackened pot.
The men are often intoxicated.

As we approach the kiosks, Dog
begins whimpering excitedly when she
sees a rust-coloured brute of a dog. The
opposite of Blackie, this dog exudes
confidence and self-assurance. He is a
dog’s dog. When | look at his testicles,
| understand some men’s aversion to
neutering. He is male, with a capital
M. One of many semi-feral dogs in the
neighbourhood, he lives off whatever
scraps are offered from workers and
kids coming home from school. He is
a hunk - a real bruiser of a dog. So
that’s what | call him - Bruiser. In the
neighbourhood, Bruiser is king, and Dog
prances and flirts around him as though
he’s the only animal alive.

Men watch from inside the
darkened kiosk from behind glazed
eyes as Dog and Bruiser lead me to

the forest. To watch the two dogs
walk in front of me is magical. They
are a stereotypical couple: he, big
and strong; she, petite and dainty.
Though | don’t like the atmosphere
around the dilapidated huts, | walk
this way to make Dog happy. If Dog is
happy, I’m happy.

Love story

Bruiser occasionally visits our house
and one morning after they finish
their prancing routine, Dog lets him
lie on her comforter in exchange for
being nibbled and groomed. It’s a
lovely scene. But when John comes
home from work to find Bruiser still
lying in front of the fireplace, he is
clearly not happy. “It’s the thin end
of the wedge,” John says, before
going into his office and closing

the door. Despite being a lover of
animals, John prefers his wildlife at
a distance. I’m certain he predicts
that the occasional feeding will turn
into regular entrances into the living
room, and then a final commitment
with the first vet bill.

One afternoon, as | bring Bruiser
back to the kiosks after our walk,

a man emerges from inside the
darkened kiosk. He wears a beige cap
with the front pulled down sharply so |
can barely see his eyes.

“You want to buy this dog,” he
asks, slurring his words. “I’ll sell him
to you for cheap. How much you want
to pay? I’ll let you have him for 2,000
shillings.”

In the many times I’ve been to
Bruiser’s territory, this is the first time
I’ve seen his ‘owner’.

“No,” | say, feigning disinterest.
“| already have a dog.” But secretly,
I’d pay a fortune for Bruiser.

One day instead of walking in
the forest, | carry my inflatable boat
to the pond that’s only five minutes
away, along with a small cushion for
me and a carpet to protect the plastic
from Dog’s nails. A heron flies away as
we approach. On the narrow cement
dock lies the torn shell of a crayfish
- remnants of the heron’s meal. Dog is
not overjoyed with the prospect of a
boat ride and waits passively on high
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and dreams of escaping

fast—changlng Kenya to return

to America - a different continent t\t-—-—
and an entlrely different world

Out of Africa

MY WORLD IS GETTING smaller. Fencing

“Hey, Blackie!” Issac barks, greeting  friend to live with.” Issac nods his
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around one after another monstrously
large, built-to-impress suburban
house is being erected in my Kenyan
neighbourhood and my usual walking
routes to the forest are gradually closing.
We try a new route and meet
Blackie. This small German Shepherd
cross guards a house that an African man
named Issac is building on the main dirt
road. Issac is happy for his dog to join us
on our walks. Taken from his mother and
siblings at too early an age, Blackie is
more than Issac can handle - and almost
more than Dog wants to handle. Lacking
in basic dog social skills, Blackie goads
Dog into playing, and then, uncouthly,
jumps all over her. With infinite
benevolence, Dog endures the advances.
After an unusually exhausting
walk, Blackie runs excitedly towards
Issac’s compound and squeezes
underneath the fence.

his dog, in complete contrast to the soft
voice he uses to address me. “Blackie,
how are you doing?” Issac yells, waving
his arms. Blackie runs into his doghouse
and cowers.

| continue the walks a few more
times until | decide | can’t continue
subjecting Dog to Blackie’s pestering
provocations, and Blackie to his ordeal
with Issac’s greetings any longer.

Mismatch

“I’m sorry, Issac,” | say when, once
again after dropping Blackie off, he
runs and cringes in his hut. “I can’t
take Blackie with us any more. He’s a
great dog, but he bites and harasses
Dog constantly. | think he just needs
companionship.” But | know that
getting any affection from Issac, nice
man that he is, is out of the question.
“Maybe he just needs another dog

head in affable acceptance. But |
know that nothing will happen.

“Or maybe you could take Blackie
to the Kenya SPCA for a while so he’s
around other dogs. That would give him
some social interaction with his own
kind.” Issac seems to like this idea.
“Who knows, maybe you could even
trade him for another dog who might
be better at guarding.” Secretly | hope
that while he’s in the KSPCA’s care,
some loving family with kids will adopt
Blackie. But though the KSPCA is less
than a quarter of a mile away, | know
nothing will happen unless | volunteer to
take Blackie there myself. And | don’t.

In the opposite direction to
Blackie’s compound are the kiosks.
Made from old scraps of wood and
metal, women sit inside two of the
three kiosks behind mesh screens,
selling basic staples, such as sugar,
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