
Months before in the American 
wilds, I’d met Mark, a hunter who 
understood real dogdom and dogma. To 
my disbelief, when Bruiser jumped on 
Mark’s young male black Lab, instead 
of shouting like most men, or squealing 
in horror like many women had done in 
suburbia, he’d said, “Let’s just watch 
and see what happens.” And so we 
sat, dog owner next to dog owner, and 
watched. Certainly his dog yelped as 
if he was in the throes of death. And 
certainly it appeared that Bruiser could 
injure a dog half his size. 

“Bruiser, stop!” 
“No, let’s just wait,” Mark 

reiterated.
As if viewing a slow-motion scene 

from a National Geographic documentary, 
we watched the drama unfold - and 
saw that it was just drama. By the time 
Bruiser walked away, some saliva on 
Blackie’s neck was the only evidence of 
a scuffle. And Bruiser’s position as top 
dog was secure - for the moment. 

But in suburbia, I discovered this 
age-old practice of animal behaviour 

was forbidden. What was considered 
standard dog behaviour on one 
continent was criminal in another.

“Really,” I assured dog owners 
who wanted their dogs immaculate 
after a day in the park, “this is how 
dogs choose the pecking order.” 
People looked at me incredulously. 
American dog owners in crowded cities 
desperately wanted to protect their 
pets from maulings by badly bred dogs 
or those trained to be vicious. And I 
certainly couldn’t blame them. 

But Bruiser is neither. Unneutered 
the first five years of his life, his 
bravado and savvy ways had assured 
his survival on Kenya’s rural dirt 
streets. Returning to America after 
12 years away, and as a first-time 
dog owner, I quickly realised there 
were dog etiquette, protocol and 
laws needing to be followed. I’d 
religiously adhered to different dog 
training practices, which Bruiser 
noted and steadfastly ignored. It 
wasn’t easy teaching this old dog 
anything new. So to spare both of 

“KEEP YOUR DOG under control,” 
the designer-clad woman screams as I 
wrestle with Bruiser’s lead. I’d let go 
for only seconds while removing items 
from inside the Jeep. Sensing freedom 
after a long day of driving, Bruiser had 
run after a large dog, the end of his 
retractable lead bouncing along the 
sidewalk among the teeming mass of 
five o’clock pedestrians. Less than five 
minutes in New York, and already we’re 
in trouble.

Ignoring the ranting woman, the 
red-uniformed bellman of the hotel 
continues placing my belongings on to 
his trolley.

“I just got here,” I offer the 
woman in explanation.

Her tirade escalates.
“Have some empathy,” says the 

bellman. 
“YOU have some empathy,” the 

dragon spits, dragging her bewildered 
Boxer down the street. 

“Some people just don’t 
understand about accidents,” the 
bellman says softly, noticing my 
shocked newcomer-to-New-York eyes. 
I quickly survey the sidewalk for other 
city canines. Thankfully none.

Dressed in jeans and a 
comfortable-for-driving shirt, I feel like 
a country bumpkin in the Big Apple. 
Even the Jeep doesn’t belong. Certainly 
there are other fun and fantasy 
vehicles negotiating Manhattan’s 

infamous city streets. But their polished 
chrome hubcaps, slicked upholstery, 
and dressed-to-impress tyre treads 
are wasted on the smooth tarmac. 
In contrast, my Wrangler has a thick 
coating of mud on its underside from 
my friend’s 200-acre farm where, for a 
month, Bruiser and Dog looked longingly 
at the mounted wild boar head hanging 
on the wall of the double-wide trailer. 
The Appalachian Mountains weren’t 
Africa, but the dogs had quickly adapted 
to the wild atmosphere where deer 
roamed freely. Would New York City’s 
cement jungle prove too much of a 
challenge? Would these Kenyan canines 
even be able to communicate with 
American city mutts?
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In the final part of Dog, Bruiser and Lorraine’s adventure 
from Africa to America, the intrepid trio hit the Big Apple, 
where New York means some new rules... 

June Appel 
adjusts Dog’s 
Granite Gear 
backpack which 
will double as 
a shopping bag 
during their 
jaunt into the 
shopping mall 
next to Trump 
Towers
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Dog Days
APRIL

17Tuesday 17 April 
A talk on barking by dog 
behaviour counsellor Christine 
Emerson. Learn how to diagnose 
different types of barking, 
understand why they are doing it, 

and how to overcome it.
Where:  Drove Veterinary Hospital, Swindon. 

Starts at 7.45pm, finish about 9.15pm.
Cost:  £15 per person, including buffet.
Contact:  Jane Carter on 01793 522483 or write to 

Drove Veterinary Hospital, 252 Croft Rd, 
Swindon, SN1 4RW for a booking form.

20Friday 20 - Sunday 22 April
A workshop/seminar, by US 
behaviour consultant Dee 
Ganley covering recall, lead 
walking and manners, and 
fun training games. 

Suitable for professional trainers and people with 
problem dogs.
Where:  Stockton on the Forest Village Hall, nr York.
Cost:  Spectators £60, handlers with dogs £100.
Contact:  Shirley on 01405 862583, shirleykenway 

@btopenworld.com or Aldyth on 01706 
226318, aldyth.kitchin@virgin.net

26Thursday 26 April 
An evening lecture by 
Catherine O’Driscoll.
Where: The Gables Hotel 
and Restaurant, Old 
Damson Lane, Solihull, 

West Midlands, B92 9ED.
Cost:  £7.50 in advance or £10 on door. 

Proceeds to Canine Health Concern and 
Retired Greyhound Trust.

Contact:  Enquiries to Julie Sadler 07747 754759 
or email ttouchgreyhound@aol.com

29Sunday 29 April 
Battersea Dogs and Cats 
Home will be holding a 
sponsored walk to 
fundraise for London’s lost 
and abandoned animals. 

Where:  Chingford Plain area of Epping Forest 
between 10am and 4pm.

Cost:  Registration is £5 and Battersea is asking 
participants to raise a minimum of £20 in 
sponsorship.

Contact:  For a registration pack, call Lisa on 020 7627 
7886 or email fundraising@dogshome.org.

MAY

5Saturday 5 - Sunday 6 May
BETA Gundog Weekend. A rare 
opportunity to see Any Variety (AV) 
Retrievers, English Springers, Cocker 
Spaniels, AV spaniels and HPRs all 
being run at the same time. Gundogs 

and handlers of all levels and ages welcome. 
There will also be events for visitors, including 
scurries, pick-ups and lottos, with more than 
£1,000 worth of prizes up for grabs.
Where:  Claydon House, Buckinghamshire
Cost:  Free for spectators.
Contact:  Call the PetCare line on 0800 212161 or 

visit www.purina-beta.co.uk/uk/gundog

the safety of the hotel room, she again 
leaps on the bed - this time rolling on 
her back to dry her coat.

For lunch the next day, I’ve 
agreed to meet a fellow writer. I face 
a difficult decision: take the dogs with 
me for what could result in further 
trauma, or leave them alone in a room 
they’ve only known one night. I take 
them with me, and insist on eating 
at one of New York’s ubiquitous dog-
friendly cafes. 

I pick a corner table ringed by 
thick-paned glass held sturdily in place 
by black wrought iron - perfect for the 
dogs to survey the city streets without 
feeling threatened. But what passes 
on the other side of the transparent 
shield sends shivers down their bristling 
spines. Packs of dogs in a multitude of 
sizes, shapes and colours tug happily at 
the hands of professional dog walkers 
successfully negotiating the various 
leads. My jungle-savvy hounds cower 
underneath the tablecloth. Subdued 
from sensory overload, the three of 
us watch incredulously - our transition 
from country to city life has been too 
abrupt. 

One woman sits next to us with 
her small fluffy friend. After the 
woman finishes her coffee, an older 
couple take her place with their 
Pekingese pooch. The Pekingese 
trembles uncontrollably. The woman, 
sympathetic to her dog’s apprehension 
towards Dog and Bruiser, apologises and 
departs for a table further afield.

Café chaos
As I finish eating, one lone German 
Shepherd led by one lone man walks 
within feet of our table - too close. Dog 
and Bruiser yank at the leads loosely 
wrapped around a table leg. Glasses 
totter dangerously while silverware 
crashes to the cement floor. I apologise 
profusely to the waiter who clears our 
empty plates. 

A few minutes later, five dogs 
at the ends of five leads suddenly 
stroll past. Bruiser lunges. Dog barks 
territorially. Suddenly the two seem 
more sure of themselves. The waiter 
clears our remaining table settings 
while practising a look of annoyance 
borrowed from an angst-ridden off-
Broadway production. Time to depart.

Meandering through the 
metropolitan maze, I see a dog leading 
its owner out of a bank and on to the 
streets. Assuming New York protocol 
allows banker dogs, I usher mine inside 
to the ATM machine. Money extracted 

and dogs securely in my grasp we turn 
to leave. Just then, a Dalmatian enters 
the bank. Black and white dots scuffle 
momentarily with red and tan fur, 
while barks echo throughout the lobby. 
A Mastiff mix walking outside lunges 
at the thick security glass, hoping to 
join in the fun. Dog and Bruiser snarl in 
retaliation. In less than 24 hours, Dog 
and Bruiser have adapted to life in the 
big city. It’ll take me longer, if I do at 
all...

Shell-shocked, I quickly herd the 
dogs back to the hotel and into the 
safety of the mood-altering elevator. 
It’s packed.

“What nice doggies, so well 
disciplined.”

“And just look how docile they 
are!”

“Lovely doggies, so compliant.”
“Yes, not at all like some of the 

other mutts I’ve seen out on the 
streets.”

“No, there’s nothing more 
annoying than disobedient dogs.”

Dog and Bruiser look up at their 
admirers adoringly. I shake my head 
incredulously. ::

us further stress, I kept him away from 
dog-friendly zones. Now in New York, I 
wonder how we’ll survive in this dog-
friendly, people-unfriendly city.

While the bellman pushes his 
trolley filled with dog food, bowls, 
my laptop and an assortment of soft 
luggage still moist with Georgia’s early 
morning mist, I struggle to saunter 
casually up to reception - and shake 
my head at the cost deducted from my 
credit card. Just one night at this hotel 
is what I’d paid for one month’s rent in 
Carrizozo, New Mexico.

The formalities of checking-in 
finished, we head for the elevator. 

“Oh doggies, another new 
experience.” I worry how Dog and 
Bruiser will behave in such a strange 
conveyance - and how other passengers 
will react. The metal doors smoothly 
slide open. The three of us are hustled 
inside by the elevator operator. The 
metallic doors slide shut. I turn 180 
degrees to face the door. The dogs turn 
with me. I stand, staring at the row of 
numbers all too slowly increasing from 
single to double digits, and wait for 
trouble. 

“What well-behaved dogs,” one 
man remarks. “They’re obviously used 
to city life.”

“Well, actually this is their first 
elevator ride.”

“Really? Such well-mannered 
animals!”

I look down at Dog and Bruiser, 
sitting passively among 10 pairs of 
strangers’ shoes. Well behaved? Really? 
Maybe it’s the muzak... 

If one night in New York City is 
equal to one month’s rent in a tiny New 
Mexico town, the size of the housing is 
certainly not proportional. 

“This room doesn’t look at all like 
the suite pictured on the website,” 
I mutter. There are no glass floor-to-
ceiling windows overlooking a glistening 
metropolis and no basket filled with 
delectable and exotic fruits. “We’re in 
a prison,” I complain to the dogs. “Less 
than half an hour in New York City and 
already we’ve been conned...”

City life
Dog disagrees and to make her 
point immediately leaps on the 
double bed, delighted with her new 
accommodation. Despite her tribal 
Maasai roots and subsequent travel 
in the wide expanses of the American 
south-west, she much prefers lounging 
on a cushy sofa in suburbia while being 
fed the canine equivalent of bonbons. 
But Bruiser and I, after being confined 
for hours in a vehicle best used along 
desert canyons, are desperate to be 

outside. With the first drops of rain 
beginning to fall from a threatening 
May sky, I insist on leaving our cramped 
confines before the weather worsens 
and darkness descends. 

Lightning flashes and thunder 
overpowers the din of rush-hour traffic 
as we head towards the 60th Street 
Pavilion, one of two dog parks within 
walking distance. By the time I open 
the gates to the play area, we’re 
soaked. But because of the weather, 
there isn’t another canine in sight. 
Perfect. The only thing Dog hates about 
cities are dog parks. She’s certain 
that the dogs playing will turn at any 
moment into an aggressive out-of-
control dog pack. Saliva pours from her 
mouth as she senses the 100-plus dogs 
who have passed through earlier in the 
day. Bruiser, however, is in dog heaven. 
His mind and nose sharply focused on 
his new turf, he runs from one tree and 
post to the next. 

“My dog has a philosophy,” a fellow 
traveller and camper had slurred over 
an early morning beer. “If he can’t 
fight it, mate it, or eat it, he’ll pee on 
it.” Without any other animals around 
to experiment with the first three 
suggestions, Bruiser is making the most 
of the fourth.

But Dog is miserable. Like a human 
reacting to a sewage plant, she’s 
quickly being tortured with sensory 
overload. How many dogs can there be 
on this tiny island? After 15 minutes, 
even Bruiser’s pee-kicks turn flaccid.

Lightning becomes closer and 
more frequent. En route back to our 
den, I stop at a deli to buy a takeaway, 
wrapping both dog leads around a 
secure metal pole under an awning. 
When I emerge a few minutes later, 
Dog is wearing a downcast look, her 
fur resembling a drowned rat. Back in 
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Enduring 
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For more information on Lorraine, Dog and Bruiser’s 
continual travels, visit www.OnAMissionFromDog.comMORE INFO
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Once inside the confines of the hotel, Dog 
and Bruiser were the picture of innocence

Bruiser: Once an African dog, always an 
African dog...


