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A dog’s life 

It’s all doom and gloom these days. Makes you wonder what’s around the corner.  

My dog has a great attitude to corners though, and I wonder whether I should take a 
leaf out of his book. It could be some of his daily sniffathon teammates (read doggy 
friends), for example. Even better, a magnificent female Golden Retriever. Or just a 
magnificent female would do. Even if what’s around the corner is a bit of a let-down, 
such as a Chihuahua, however sweet, he doesn’t let disappointment linger. 

“Friend or enemy?” I ask jokingly, as what appears to be a hyena cross approaches 
with its impassive owner (I realize I’m thinking aloud, as I try to weigh her up too). 
The dog confirms the latter before his owner has a chance to, so we scurry away (my 
dog is a pacifist). The woman smiles – apologetically, I hope. Let’s try the next corner 
then. 

Damn! It’s that lovely old man whose Wienerisch is so thick that I can barely follow 
him, although of course I can’t possibly let on. It’s all very jovial though, as we nod 
and smile away at each other, and I can always deploy the dog as a distraction (“oh 
no! That’s not another tick, is it?!”). Try as I might to tune into that station, there are 
days when I come away from a one-sided conversation like that thinking – as they say 
here – “all I got was ‘station’” (think rail station announcements). 

Time to move on! Here we are at another corner, and thankfully I spot a friend who 
speaks “proper” German, so I’m back on firm, albeit just a tad muddy, ground. We 
see some mushrooms and chat about foraging, and bemoan the fact that our local 
supermarket is selling blueberries imported from Peru, and the fact that our husbands 
have been buying them! But then I’m instantly overcome by pot-kettle guilt as I admit 
that I’ve been ordering special dog food online for my sensitive companion, although 
it’s only transported a few hundred kilometres, from Germany. At least I don’t get the 
kangaroo meat chews! 

We leave our carbon footprints behind in the mud by the lake as we part company.  

Oooh look, another human! This one has a Golden Retriever puppy with her. As we 
chat about puppyhood, she tells me about her previous dog. “To be honest, I thought 
I’d never be able to go through it all again”, she says. I get that, I think to myself. The 
weeks of puppy hell. The nights in the back garden trying to tell myself it was worth 
being up for dark and quiet skies, having been up twice the same night already as the 
symptoms of the dog’s intestinal parasite manifested themselves (audibly) yet again. 
The family arguments over what was a planned yet unplanned life-change.  

“Saying goodbye was the hardest thing I’ve ever done”, she adds. Ah.... 

Time to move on. 

It looks like we’re done with corners, as we come to the heath, where it’s just the two 
of us. The dog knows that any second now he’ll get to enjoy a few minutes – but more 
than an hour in dog time! – of the ultimate freedom, and he plans to make the most of 
it. 

I start running too. 

 


