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Attlee hails a fellow traveller, Sir John Betjeman, at St Pancras Station
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I adopted Attlee – or Pickle, as he was then – from Battersea Dogs and Cats Home in November 2009, after two years of deliberating over whether to take on a dog or not. The responsibility; the money; the curtailing of spontaneous after-work drinking activity; rising early every morn to march the mutt around . . .


But, against that, was the simple fact that I wanted a dog – for companionship, as much as anything else. It was the best decision I’ve ever made.


Attlee, a charismatic little character, is an excellent companion. When we go for Sunday roast or a glass of wine in the local – just the two of us, as we sometimes do – strangers come over and chat. They are drawn to his expressive eyes and his waggedy stump of a tail – to his spontaneous ‘chase my back leg because I don’t have a tail to chase’ performances.


My first holiday alone with Attlee was in the summer of 2011. I was about to turn 40 and had just been unceremoniously dumped by a boyfriend. The evening before departure I wept down the phone to my sister. I’d backpacked around the world as a single woman, but going on holiday in Britain on my own – to a holiday cottage in Shropshire for a week – seemed, somehow, a bit tragic? Spinsterhood writ large . . .


In fact, that week was one of the most joyful of my life. The sun shone; we walked for miles every day; we ate lunch in country pubs and then repaired to our local for the week in the evenings, to watch Andy Murray on a winning streak at Wimbledon.





The Law on Dogs in Public Places
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A lot of restaurateurs, hoteliers and publicans say that they would like to welcome dogs into their establishments – but that the law won’t allow them. The truth is, the law does allow dogs into places where food is being served – just not into the actual kitchen itself.


If the owner of an establishment has made a decision not to allow dogs inside, that’s fine. Some proprietors plain don’t like dogs – others might be concerned about alienating customers who don’t like dogs. But it irritates me, as a dog owner, to have a law that doesn’t exist quoted at me.


For the record, the Food Standards Agency confirms that: ‘the food hygiene rules do not prohibit the presence of dogs or other pets in catering establishments (e.g. pubs, restaurants, takeaways) which remains a decision at the discretion of the proprietor.’





Attlee, with his boundless energy and enthusiasm, found every turn in the woods and every chip discovered on the pub floor exhilarating and life-affirming – and that sort of enthusiasm is infectious. As for feeling self-conscious as a single woman on holiday in the UK, it’s hard to feel self-conscious when a dog is beside you, licking his bits or introducing himself to the man at the bar eating a burger and chips or barking because he’s happy and he wants his big, happy bark to be heard.


Phileas Dogg was born one Sunday in September 2011, a few months after that trip to Shropshire. I was making a cup of tea in the kitchen when I heard the tap, tap, tap of the keyboard in my study and lo – there was Attlee, typing away so fast it seemed impossible that his brain could be keeping pace with paws. A miracle!


So, with the assistance of a kind and incredibly able graphic designer called John Griffiths who created a site for us – gratis – Phileas Dogg was born, taking to the web waves in January 2012. It seemed to strike a chord. While there was a lot of information available on the Internet about holidaying with dogs, there was very little that was authored (or paw-thored, as in our case).


And the site was timely. More and more people – families, couples, singles – are taking their dogs on holiday. According to one survey, nine out of ten dog owners take their pets on trips with them; another says that the dog travel market is increasing by 6 per cent year-on-year.1 Many major hotel chains now accept dogs – Travelodge, Best Western, Malmaison and Hotel du Vin.


[image: Image]


The dog-friendly Boat Inn, Cromford


Tony enjoys a dog’s dinner at the Brandling Villa, Newcastle
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Naturally I hope that the trend for dog travel continues to grow – not just for Phileas Dogg’s sake, but for the sake of dog owners everywhere, who want to take their dogs on holiday rather than book them for a stint in the kennels. And for the sake of our dogs – in family photographs of happy times, the dog is always there, in the centre of the frame. Dogs win awards for valour and help disabled people lead independent lives. They work for us, in the army and the police and the fire service. They are there for the small child who can’t sleep at night and for the old man whose stroll around the park with his dog is his one opportunity to chat to people all day. Dogs are at the very heart of their owners’ lives. Isn’t it right they should be at the heart of their holidays too?
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Attlee says: I am a five-year-old mongrel – alumni Battersea School for Dogs, November 2009. I am good at chasing squirrels, pulling hangdog expressions and begging for treats. I am the current holder of the Best Rescue Dog title in the Brunswick Park (SE5) Dog Show. When I am not chasing squirrels, begging for treats or winning awards, I enjoy going on holiday with Jane. These are my traveller’s tails . . .


JANE’S TOP TRAVEL TIPS FOR HOLIDAYING WITH A HOUND


• I always phone wherever I’m hoping to stay rather than booking over the Internet. Having a chat reassures me that a place is dog-friendly rather than just dog-tolerant and that Attlee will be welcome.


• Visit England’s Welcome Pets! accreditation scheme is a good indicator of establishments where dogs will be given a warm welcome – criteria include a bowl being available upon request and rooms being located close to external access. Look for the red and blue paw prints Visit England logo.


• The PDSA produces a leaflet on the dos and don’ts of taking your dog on holiday, containing advice such as making sure your dog is wearing a tag listing your mobile phone number and grooming him before you set off so he doesn’t overheat in the sun – good, common-sense stuff. Log on to www.pdsa.org.uk.


• Check that your dog’s insurance covers him on holiday.


• Dogs travel free on trains! Attlee and I have largely conducted our travels by public transport – I don’t drive – and, although my evidence is empirical, I have only ever met two ticket inspectors on trains who weren’t dog lovers.


• Up until I discovered that collapsible dog bowls existed, a large part of my luggage on our travels was taken up by Attlee’s plastic food bowl. Now I have discovered collapsible dog bowls, I can pack an extra pair of shoes.


• W H Smith and other newsagents at train stations don’t allow dogs inside – worth knowing if you’re travelling solo by public transport.




Dogs Trust


Dogs Trust works with Welcome Cottages whereby Welcome donates 10 per cent of the price of a holiday to the charity if the holiday maker books through www.dogstrust-cottages.co.uk – a deal Dogs Trust office dog Daniel the Spaniel is happy to take advantage of.
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Dastardly is ready for a Wacky Race to his holiday destination.


• Whatever mischief Attlee suddenly embarks upon can usually be diverted by a TREAT. This is most definitely not recommended in dog training manuals but, when Attlee is barking at a guide dog at a train station concourse, I believe that distracting him with a Bakers Sizzler is a reasonable and responsible course of action.


• Whenever Attlee and I arrive somewhere new, we walk around so we both know the lay of the land. And I don’t leave him alone somewhere until we’ve spent a while there and he knows he is secure.


• Local websites for waggers or books of dog walks dedicated to your holiday destination are invaluable. On my first holiday with Attlee, a book of local walks written by a dog called Boomer got us out and about – especially as it included details of dog-friendly pubs and cafes in the area. Check out www.bestdogwalksuk.com, which sells books of walks specifically for dogs in different parts of the country.


• If the worst does happen on holiday, and your dog goes missing, contact Dog Lost at www.doglost.co.uk. A voluntary organisation set up a decade ago by Jayne Hayes, who didn’t know where to turn when she lost her own dog, it has a small army of volunteer dog owners across the country who will use their local knowledge to help you look for your missing mutt, as well as a national database and social media alerts where details of your pet will be posted.



The Little Dog Who Saved a Pub



In the run up to Christmas 2011, Mops Draper, 60, landlady at The Compass in Winsor, Hampshire, just on the edge of the New Forest, was facing a bleak festive season. After a decade and a half of running The Compass, she was, she believed, going to have to close down – a victim of the recession. Whereas once she’d ordered in nine and a half ton barrels of beer for the festive season, now she only needed to order one.


Mops believed that the Christmas cards she sent to her customers that December, and the annual Christmas message she placed in the local newspaper, were going to be her last. She used a photograph of her cute little Jack Russell puppy, Boris – 17 weeks old, then – as the image on the Yuletide greetings simply because, in difficult times, he cheered her up.


‘There was no major strategy behind using Boris,’ Mops says. ‘He was just cute. But the floodgates opened. Customers I hadn’t seen for years popped in to meet Boris and people in the area with puppies brought their dogs in to say hello. In the space of a couple of weeks, the pub changed from being empty most evenings to being packed – packed with people with dogs and people with dog-shaped holes in their lives that Boris could fill.’
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Mops was inspired. She started organising Sunday dog walks from the pub, with Boris at the helm, followed by a roast for Rovers and their owners afterwards. She contacted a local dog trainer and held puppy training sessions in The Compass too. Now, three years on, Mops markets The Compass as the New Forest’s dog-friendliest pub.


‘Being dog-friendly turned my fortunes around,’ Mop says. ‘Now it’s the major part of our business and we’ve transformed from a dying pub into a thriving pub. All thanks to Boris.’


The Compass, Winsor Road, Winsor, Hampshire, SO40 2HE: 02380 812237; www.compassinn.co.uk
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Ruby has caravan – will travel.
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The Phileas Dogg Paw Print of Approval
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We have included places that are, in our opinion, the most dog-friendly in the country - and that’s dog-friendly, rather than merely dogs allowed. Establishments that really go above and beyond in making our dogs at home receive a Phileas Dogg Paw Print of Approval. All prices quoted are correct at time of going to print and are per double for one night B&B, unless otherwise stated. Prices for dogs are also per night, unless otherwise stated. We have endeavoured to get all our facts straight as of January 2014 but, of course, things can change so do double-check with establishments when ringing and booking. If there’s anything you think we should know (for example, that a hotel has changed its policy on dogs since this book was printed) email Jane on jane@phileasdogg.com and tell us.
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Kintyre Peninsula





1 Surveys by Morethan insurance and Medic Animal.
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THE KINTYRE PENINSULA


I wonder how many times the pleasant lady in Campbeltown Tourist Information has had to smile patiently while asked where, exactly, Paul McCartney’s farm is on the Mull of Kintyre and where, exactly, the video for the song was filmed. Quite a few times probably – probably even more than the number of SQUIRRELS there are in all of Britain. And that, as I can attest, is a very high number.


Jane is currently asking the pleasant lady that very question. And the pleasant lady is smiling patiently and marking the spots with crosses on the map.


We have travelled to the Kintyre Peninsula, as it’s officially known, for a couple of days away with Jane’s mum, Branwen. It’s been a long journey but then it would be from anywhere – unless you’re Paul McCartney who probably comes in a helicopter, with WINGS.


But if you’re a dog, like ME, the Mull of Kintyre is worth the travel.


The scenery is amaze-bones and there are wild minks – or minxes – to chase. Although I don’t actually get to chase any of them, as I only glimpse them, from the car.


Jane says this is just as well because wild minxes are vicious. Even more vicious than the fox I recently had a scrap with who gifted me a scarlet gash across my snout. (You should have seen him, though – walking round on crutches for weeks afterwards!)
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Tarbert, Kintyre Peninsula


We start our trip in Tarbert, a pretty little fishing village at the top of the peninsula, on the banks of Loch Fyne. The houses are cheerfully painted and there’s a castle up a hill – a good, bracing walk but leads on for the first part as there are SHEEPS.


Unfortunately, though, many of Tarbert’s coffee shops and even pubs don’t welcome dogs. ‘We are dog-friendly but dogs aren’t allowed in,’ one man tells us. He must be speaking Gaelic because that sentence makes no logical sense to me.


Thank Dog, then, for the West Loch Hotel, two-or-so miles out of Tarbert, where we make our kip for the night. It is run by Andrew and his sister Rosalind and, most importantly, Andrew and Rosalind’s two dogs, Mac and Molly, who are just 13 weeks old when we visit.


Normally, whenever I arrive somewhere, I am treated like a deity (like Dog, in fact) but not on this occasion as all the fuss surrounds the puppies, who are Spoodles, a cross between a Poodle and a Spaniel. (That’s nothing compared to me, a cross between about 21 different types of dog and no one even knows what types they are.)




Fancy a wee nip? Shortie is King at the Ardbeg distillery on Islay.
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Despite the attention lavished on the Spoodles, the West Loch is welcoming. It is very FOODIE and, at dinner, in the bar – dogs aren’t allowed in the restaurant – there is a little bone on a fine, white china plate for me.


There’s a games room next to the bar, with a big wooden table for large parties – and a piano, should Paul McCartney ever pop in and fancy performing a quick rendition of Mull of Kintyre.


Next morning, we head off down the 35-miles-or-so road to Campbeltown, which is near the bottom of the Mull of Kintyre. The drive is by rugged shoreline nearly all the way. We could have done this on paw – the route of the Kintyre Way is supposed to be very fine – but time is dog biscuits so we don’t.


Now, being here is a bit like being on an island because it’s a peninsula and feels so cut off from the rest of the world. And, as we drive along, we see other islands in the distance – Gigha, and Islay, and Jura.


The Mull of Kintyre is the start and end point for ferry journeys back and forth to these islands so a lot of the hail-fellow-well-met travellers we encounter are island hopping. This is a bit like the island hopping that Greek dogs enjoy – except in Greece it is always sunny and in Scotland it often rains.


And in Greece there are no red deer, which we see plenty of on the Mull of Kintyre, although again, as with the wild minxes, I can’t chase them, because I’m in the car. Very frustratebones!
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The beach at Bellochantuy


It is also possible to see seals on the Mull of Kintyre. But we don’t see any, even though we go to the beaches right at the bottom tip of the peninsula, at Southend.


We do see some cows on the beach, however, and of this I do not approve at all. Cows are supposed to live in fields and they are supposed to stay in fields. They do not have the right to wander wherever they please, like us dogs.


After Southend, we go to Bellochantuy beach, to the Argyll Hotel, which several people have recommended to us. It has recently been taken over by Nick and Ian. Well, they may think they’ve taken over but it is obvious within five minutes of arriving that actually their Dalmatians Struan and Talaidh are in charge. They patrol from the bar to the beach terrace to the restaurant and back again and SPOT everything that’s going on.


The Argyll Hotel is one of the best situated hostelries I’ve ever visited on my travels as it is right on six miles of beach. And, as this is Scotland and not – say, Faliraki – the beach is empty. When we stroll along we have it and the VIEWS to Gigha, Islay and Jura, and the mists rolling in from the sea all to ourselves.



PHILEAS PHACTS: Mull of Kintyre





WEST LOCH HOTEL


Campbeltown Road (A83), Tarbert, Loch


Fyne, Argyll and Bute, PA29 6YF: 01880 820283;


www.westlochhotel.com [image: Image]


Price: from £79 per double


Charge for dogs: £3.50 a night


Extras for dogs: bone served at dinner


Access all areas: not in the restaurant but in the bar and public lounges


Number of dogs: check when booking


Late night pee: ten-minute stroll to West Loch jetty


Owner’s dogs: Mac and Molly
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THE ARGYLL HOTEL


Bellochantuy, Campbeltown, Argyll and Bute, PA28 6QE: 01583 421212


www.argyllhotelkintyre.co.uk [image: Image]


Price: £80 per double per night


Charge for dogs: no


Extras for dogs: fitness weekends; dog beds in public areas; books of walks; toys, bowls and blankets


Access all areas: yes – in the restaurant, terrace, bar, public areas and the eight bedrooms


Number of dogs: just let Nick and Ian know the size of your pack!


Late night pee: miles of beach


Owner’s dogs: Struan and Talaidh, the Dalmatians
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I am aware, however, that Struan has SPOTTED us and is wondering what we’re doing on HIS beach. Well, he’ll need to get used to it because the Argyll Hotel is about to become even more dog-friendly. Soon welcome packs will be presented to all dogs on arrival, along with books of walks along the beach and in the hills and heather behind the hotel. Plans are also a-paw for fitness weekends for dogs and their humans who may need to lose a few pounds. Obviously I have no requirement of this, but, if Jane keeps eating PIE AND CHIPS on our travels, she may need to sign up pronto.



Resident Rover: Selkie’s Day Out in the Highlands



‘Awright dugs! Ahm wee Selkie Wilson, Sprocker fae the Clan Gunn, CEO of Highland Dogblog and the original Rufty Tufty, writing in tae ye fae the Heilans! Attlee asked me to write a wee piece fir ye oan some of oor brawest walks hereaboots and ahm the very dug fir the job!’


Hmph, Lauren says a little less accent and a little more focus. Honestly, some humans – no sense of the dramatic. But I do see that understanding us is a bonus in this project, so I’ll be good and try again.


Hello there! My name is little Selkie – I’m a Sprocker Spaniel (that’s a Springer/Cocker cross) from the Clan Gunn and I live with Lauren in Dingwall, Ross-shire in the Highlands. Lauren works for me at Highland Dogblog and we spend a lot of time out and about in this beautiful part of Scotland. Attlee asked us to share some of our favourite local walks with you because here in the Highlands we are spoilt rotten for choice.


There has been much woofing at meetings on the beach with other Highland dugs, seminars in the forests, deep conversations alongside salmon-filled rivers and so on. But, we have, at last, chosen to recommend a ‘Dug’s Day Oot on the Black Isle’. Lauren and I think it’s the perfect combination for dugs and humans and all of you can have a cracking time – kids too!


Assuming that you’re travelling north, drive past Inverness and cross the Kessock Bridge with its fabulous views across the Moray Firth, all the while looking out for my pals the Moray Dolphins. Keep heading north and turn off the A9 onto either the B9161 or A832 towards Munlochy, Avoch and on to Fortrose and Rosemarkie. We always drive ‘country pace’ and I ask Lauren to open the window so I can stick my nose out and smell the forest, farm and sea news as we roll along.
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Selkie’s a mover and shaker at Highland Dog Blog





Beaches



Dogs are allowed on nearly all Scottish beaches, as long as owners are responsible. (Even on the four that are exceptions, there are still dog-friendly parts of the beach.) Here’s Pugalier Mavis having the time of her wee life – she’s only a year old – running along the coastline of the Dornoch Firth with her friends and struggling to keep up with Doris the Dane!
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Wave a paw at the Highland Coo’s and sheep on your way past, and don’t get a fright when you go past Clootie Well – it’s a little weird with lots of cloths (cloots) hanging off the trees but they say it’s a blessed place and helps lots of sick people.


Then after Avoch, where my pal Spud (a beautiful Collie) is first boat dog at Dolphin Boat Trips, it’s all the way alongside the sea, past the Chanonry Sailing Club and the old Fortrose Cathedral through Fortrose itself and out to Rosemarkie. Head for the North Beach car park – it’s handy and there are no time limits.


There are three different ways to walk from here or you can just hang out on the beach, dig holes, swim, play ball and meet the locals. If you want a good walk, then hit the beach running and head north (Walk One) with the Beach Cafe on your left.


This stretch of beach goes for at least five miles all the way to Cromarty (check tides if you’re planning on walking the whole distance) so you can really feel your freedom. I chase seagulls and oystercatchers and poke my nose in rock pools – there’s always something going on there.


We usually do a couple of miles and then turn back – there’s a natural turning point just after a small fresh water burn (stream) where you have to climb through some high rocks to get to the next section.
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It’s a hard life for hounds in the Highlands


Keep your eyes open for seals, otters and of course, dolphins – as well as all kinds of birds. There are even a couple of caves to schnuffle in! This walk takes as long as it takes, especially if you see otters. And, depending on when you walk, you can be completely alone – just you and your humans with the whole place to yourselves – or there can be lots of other pals to play with. We’re all used to being off lead here in the Highlands so call out and tell people if you need a little space so they have time to rein in their dugs.


Walk Two is for you if you prefer a wooded walk to sand – it’s at Fairy Glen, following the Markie Burn. Stroll there from Rosemarkie beach, across the playing field and then down the path past the houses and under the bridge. Locals say that Fairy Glen is one of the last places where the ‘little people’ were seen on the Black Isle. I haven’t seen any but I’m always looking – especially near the waterfalls.


This is a 1.75 mile round trip and we always turn around at the second waterfall and retrace our route, rather than going across the bridge and onto the main road, which is quite narrow and busy with cars. It’s far more fun to skip back through the fairy forest.
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Highland hounds, clockwise from the left: Ollie, Wiggie, Indie (with panniers), Ozzy and Harvey.


For Walk Three, head down the beach to Chanonry Point where you can see the lighthouse and lots of people gathering on the end of the shoreline to watch dolphins. (Careful of jumping in on that side because the current can be very strong and there’s a steep drop off into the bay which is why the dolphins love it so much.)


You can also watch seals, salmon, gannets and sometimes even pilot whales. Look out for my pals Hudson and Harvey, the Newfoundlands. They’re the resident bears and they do daily patrols at the lighthouse. You’ll often see them with their best friend Sam, a rescue German Shepherd. They all love to swim but beware – Sam will try to steal your water toys!


The best plan after any of these walks is to head back towards the main car park and for tea and cupcakes at the Rosemarkie Beach Cafe – we aren’t allowed inside but we are allowed outside and there’s always a biscuit to greet us.


If you want something more substantial, head to the Plough Inn, built in the 17th century for drovers and travellers. It has a little garden outside or, if it’s cold, a great fire inside where dogs can warm their paws.


Another thing we like to do is drive to Fortrose to buy a ‘chippy tea’ and then on to Chanonry Point to eat it at the picnic tables. On the drive, you’ll go straight down the middle of the Royal Dornoch Golf Course – you know how we Scots like our golf! You’ll find the Fortrose Caravan Park here as well as the Rosemarkie Club campsite. Both are good – just jump out of the tent and you’re on the beach!


Sadly, some of us can’t stay and have to drive home at the end of the day, though.




Her name might be continental but when it comes to holidays, Paris’ heart is in the Highlands.
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PHILEAS PHACTS: Selkie’s Day Out in the Highlands





ROSEMARKIE BEACH CAFE


off Marine Terrace, Mill Road, Rosemarkie, Highland,
IV10 8UW: 07957 412567;
www.rosemarkiebeachcafe.info


PLOUGH INN 48 High Street, Rosemarkie, Highland, IV10 8UF: 01381 620164


FORTROSE CARAVAN PARK


Wester Greengates, Fortrose, Highland, IV10 8RX: 01381 621927;


www.fortrosecaravanpark.co.uk


Price: from £10 per pitch (tent) and from £20 per pitch (caravan)


Charge for dogs: no


Extras for dogs: no


Access all areas: yes – on leads


Number of dogs: no restrictions


Late night pee: the beach


ROSEMARKIE CAMPING AND CARAVANNING CLUB SITE


Ness Road East, Rosemarkie, Fortrose, Highland, IV10 8SE: 01381 621117; www.campingandcaravanningclub.co.uk/campsites/uk/highlands/fortrose/rosemarkie


Price: from £7.90 per member per unit; non-members add £7.20 per night


Charge for dogs: no


Access all areas: yes – on leads


Number of dogs: three maximum


Late night pee: wander down to the sea


Highland Dog Blog is a rapidly growing social network for dog lovers who live in and/or just love the Highlands and Islands of Scotland:
www.highlanddogblog.co.uk





It’s a beautiful drive for the humans – especially if they do a loop of the Black Isle peninsula – but you dugs are sure to miss it because you’ll be fast asleep in the back of the car with your noses tucked between your sandy paws and your tails wagging as you dream happy salty dreams.



ATTLEE IN EDINBURGH



My first visit to Edinburgh, back in 2011, when I was just a young pup of two years old, was a disaster, repast-wise. When we met up with Jane’s friend Lorena and her baby Rosie, Edinburgh city centre recorded a big, fat FAIL in providing a dog-and-baby friendly eatery for us. (Rosie is not a baby any more – she is four. I am still a dog.)
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Having a snout about in Auld Reekie


Pubs welcomed me but not Rosie. Cafes welcomed Rosie but not me.


I was unimpressed with Scotland’s capital. It had promised so much, dubbed, as it is, Auld Reekie – a reference, I understood, to the smells that emanated from it. My nose had been twitching in anticipation. But, with this apparent lack of dog-friendly digs, the only thing I could smell was trouble.


Is Edinburgh not the home of Greyfriars Bobby – the faithful and loyal hound who visited his master’s grave in Greyfriars Kirkyard every day for 14 years after he’d died?


And how has Edinburgh repaid the faith and loyalty of canine-kind? By turning us away at the door to every eatery? Still, I decided to visit Edinburgh again. I am all for second chances, having had one myself, when Jane chose ME at Battersea Dogs (and Cats – grrrrr) Home.


We stayed at the Travelodge on Queen’s Street, which is two streets parallel to Princes Street, making it very, very central. Opposite the Travelodge there were some fine gardens containing smells and shrubs and very likely SQUIRRELS but these beautiful and beckoning gardens were closed to Travelodge guests. Only residents of the surrounding flats and houses were granted the keys to the kingdom and our Travelodge swipe card did not cut the mustard. However, the nice lady on reception said that the hotel was trying to organise for its guests to be granted temporary keys as well, which would only be fair because Jane and I were residents on that street, if only for one night, and I really wanted a snout around those gardens.


Anyway, Queen Street Gardens denied to us, Jane and I commenced our research on Hanover Street, just around the corner. It was a bright and sunny Saturday morning – Edinburgh was having a heat wave – and we were in high spirits.


[image: Image]


Edinburgh: home of Greyfriars Bobby!




Clover’s a Beagle from the Bronx who took some time out to visit the Edinburgh Festival – a true holidaying hound from across the pond.


[image: Image]





Jane, being in one of her chatty moods, asked a lady on the street to recommend a cafe and she pointed us in the direction of Henderson’s.


Well, there were two things wrong with Henderson’s. One – dogs are only allowed outside in a tiny courtyard with two tables. That was liveable with, as it was a sunny day. But the second problem with Henderson’s is that it’s blimin’ vegetarian.



PHILEAS PHACTS: Edinburgh





TRAVELODGE EDINBURGH QUEEN STREET


30-31 Queen Street, Edinburgh, EH1 1JX:


0871 984 6143;


www.travelodge.co.uk


Price: from £21 per double


Charge for dogs: £20 per dog per stay


Extras for dogs: no


Access all areas: the hotel is just reception and room


Number of dogs: ask at time of booking


Late night pee: hopefully guests will be granted keys to Queen Street Gardens!


GREYFRIARS BOBBY STATUE is at the corner of Candlemaker Row and George IV Bridge, Edinburgh, EH1 2QQ; www.greyfriarsbobby.co.uk


HENDERSON’S is at 92–94 Hanover Street, Edinburgh, EH2 1DR: 0131 225 6694; www.hendersonsofedinburgh.co.uk


RONDE CAFE AND CYCLE SHOP


66-68 Hamilton Place, Stockbridge, Edinburgh, EH3 5AZ: 0131 260 9888;
www.rondebike.com
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HAMILTON’S BAR


16–18 Hamilton Place, Stockbridge, Edinburgh, EH3 5AU: 0131 226 4199;


www.hamiltonsedinburgh.co.uk


BLUE BEAR


9 Brandon Terrace, Edinburgh, EH3 5EA: 0131 629 0229;
www.cafebluebear.co.uk


AFFOGATO


36 Queensferry Street, Edinburgh, EH2 4QS: 0131 225 1444;
www.affogatogelato.co.uk








Dugs in Pubs



Dugs n Pubs (www.dugsnpubs.com) is a listings site for dog-friendly pubs and places in Edinburgh and beyond, started in 2009 by Lhasa Apso Bailie and his owners. Many dog-friendly venues in Scotland now display their Dugs Welcome sticker. Here’s Bailie enjoying the ambience in his Edinburgh local, The Stockbridge Tap.
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So while its rolls and breads and cakes, all freshly made, might be the finest in Edinburgh, as everyone insisted on telling us, frankly, if there’s no meat in your sausage, what’s the point? (Actually, there was vegetarian haggis and it was pretty tasty – although how people can tell whether a haggis is vegetarian or carnivorous when they catch it on the Scottish moors, I do not know.)


Jane and I were not to be cowed by the lack of meat and the lack of indoor seating for dogs, however. Cows are stupid animals and Jane and I are not stupid. In fact, we are the Woofward and Barkstein of canine journalism. So we carried on.


‘Are there any dog-friendly cafes in Edinburgh?’ Jane asked a lady who was passing with a dog. The woman replied, yes – in Stockbridge. Stockbridge, 15 minutes’ walk away, is the dog-friendliest part of town, she said. A 15-minute walk – that’s a mere skip for an athlete like me. So off we went.


Stockbridge was a very proper little area with a river running through it and lots of old buildings. We decided we’d try the first cafe we ventured across and a strange place it was, too – half cafe, with big wooden tables and one of those spluttering, fizzing machines that coffee comes from, and half bicycle shop. Grrrhuzzah – dogs were allowed in Ronde.
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A bird’s eye view of Edinburgh


‘Half our customers are dogs,’ the manager smiled. Rover result!


The next place we came across in Stockbridge was Hamilton’s, a pub/restaurant that had won lots of awards. Dogs welcome – tick. Cheered, it was time for the walk Jane had promised me up Arthur’s Seat, which, she said, is an extinct volcano. We don’t have any of them in South-East London!


It was a steep uphill climb but I could smell haggises in the undergrowth and so was undeterred. I didn’t catch one of the blighters though – they’d obviously heard I was coming. Or perhaps they’d all been snaffled already by Evie, one of the many doggie denizens of Edinburgh who contacted me after she read about my visit. Evie wrote to tell me that her favourite cafe in the city is the Blue Bear at the bottom of Dundas Street – ‘baby and dug friendly,’ she reported. Or maybe Epix, who recommended Affogato, an ice cream and coffee shop on Queensferry Street, where: ‘I’m allowed to go inside – just in the front area but that’s okay because that’s where the fun is. There are so many flavours of Gelato in a Frisbee that spins round – no gravy Gelato yet but I’m waiting!’


No, I believe the real snaffler of the haggis must be Jack the Lad, who sounds rather full of himself. ‘The greatest things about Edinburgh are all the parks and wild places,’ he reported in his missive. ‘My own personal stomping ground is Blackford Hill – loads of rabbits, squirrels and dog crazy people to scratch my ears and admire my rippling physique. Then there are The Meadows, where all the hottest bitches hang out . . . . . . grrrr!’


Grrrrr indeed, Jack the Lad!



FOUR SEASONS HOTEL, PERTHSHIRE



The waitress is hovering with pencil and pad poised and I’m weighing up the big decision. Should I have the Rooster and Rice or the Hearty Ham Hough and Jelly? The Mean Bean Fritter or the Hog and Heinz? It’s the first time in my life I’ve been presented with a menu just for dogs at dinner and I want to make the right choice.


‘Hairy Hamish’s Highland Haggis sounds good,’ Jane says. I know that she’s trying to push me towards that because she fancies a taste herself. It’s what I normally do when we’re in restaurants – put my paw next to the order I want Jane to make. SAUSAGES!


We’re at the Four Seasons Hotel in the village of St Fillans, Perthshire. The views over Loch Earn are serene and the woods on the hillsides full of adventure. There are boats to hire and walking boots to pull on. But forget all that – this is a top spot because of the extras for dogs: a pet butler, should I require breakfast in bed; a list of walks presented upon arrival; a big bowl of dog treats behind the bar; a welcome pack from Sham and Pagne, Resident Canine Reservation Managers; and, now, my own menu.


The Beatles spent two nights here, back in 1964. That’s obviously when the hotel realised that celebrity guests – John, Paul, Ringo, George and now Phileas Dogg – require a higher level of service than the hoi polloi. As well as 12 bedrooms in the main house, there are six cabins in the woods and that’s where the Beatles slept, in Cabins One and Six. I’m in cabin Four and the decor appears as if it hasn’t changed much in the meantime. Amaze-bonios!


After the Beatles’ stay, the local paper ran a feature about it: ‘Police had to be called to disperse several car loads of teenagers and students who followed the group back to the hotel,’ it reported. Apparently, a local hound snubbed John and Paul, who tried to ‘entice a dog into the loch by throwing sticks for it to retrieve. The dog was not playing, however, and refused to do more than paddle.’


[image: Image]


Good dog – refusing to bow and scrape . . .


Oh, my bowl of Hairy Hamish’s Highland Haggis has arrived. Scrape – bow; paw in the air; bow again and scrape the bowl clean . . .



PHILEAS PHACTS: Four Seasons Hotel





Lochside, St Fillans, Perthshire, PH6 2NF:


01764 685333;


www.thefourseasonshotel.co.uk [image: Image]


Price: £144 per double; £108 per chalet


Charge for dogs: no


Extras for dogs: pet butler; dog menu; welcome letter and biscuits


Access all areas: everywhere bar the fine dining restaurant


Number of dogs: check at time of booking


Late night pee: the woods behind the hotel


Owner’s dogs: Munsterlanders Sham and Payne
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Clockwise: Musing the menu; dinner is served; Hairy Hamish’s Highland Haggis and Loch Earn. Above, Phileas Dogg stayed here!






Resident Rover: The Travelling Bear in the Hebrides and Skye



Day One: I’m the Travelling Bear and I’m on holiday – hurrah. We have driven a very long way in my owner Vee’s Mini – from the South of England to the town of Oban, Gateway to the Isles. After checking in to our hotel, The Oban Caledonian, I’m eager to explore. There are lovely views of Mull from the harbour and we find the ruins of Dunollie Castle and the fields behind – Scotland has an open countryside, right to roam policy, so we can go anywhere as long as we abide by the rules. I have a good run and a fox hunt!


Day Two: We set sail to Barra on a beautiful, calm day. It’s a five-hour crossing on a Caledonian MacBrayne ferry from Oban to Barra – past Mull and the small isles and then out to open sea. I could go inside the ferry, to the designated pet area, but people are eating sarnies on deck so that’s where I am. I take the journey in my stride – watching for dolphins; sunbathing; and accepting the admiring glances, pats and biscuits that pass my way. On arrival on Barra, we can see our hotel – the Castlebay – from the ferry so we’re dropped at our door!


Days Three and Four: Highlights of Barra are the beautiful white sands and crystal blue waters of Cockle Strand, where the planes land at low tide, along with the apple core beaches of Vatersay – we could be in the South Pacific, especially as the weather is so fabulous. I love zooming around the machair, Gaelic for the heathery land next to the beach; tearing through the dunes – stopping to chase the odd bunny; and then chasing off across the beach after an Arctic tern or three which ends up with me racing through the shallow waters. Happy, happy, happy!


Days Five and Six: From Barra, we set sail on a much smaller Caledonian MacBrayne ferry to the Uists and Benbecula. We drive straight through South Uist and head for the RSPB Balranald nature reserve on North Uist. From the visitor centre there’s an excellent walk across the machair to sandy-white beaches teeming with migrating birds, otters and seals out off the headland.


Later we find our hotel, The Langass Lodge, set on the edge of Loch Eport and overlooking Ben Eaval. The former shooting lodge is set in its own (sheep-free) estate and has a marked circular walk that takes in the Ben Langass stone circle and the Barpa Langass burial chamber, with incredible views across the landscape. There are voles to track and otters to spot. I’m a fabulous tracker – but, Vee says, a complete fidget when it comes to sitting still and waiting for otters to appear. Well, you can’t have everything! In the evening, I’m allowed in the bar to sit by the fire but prefer to look out of the patio windows in our room, policing for pheasants!




Greer, the Skye on Skye


Here’s Skye Terrier Greer, a London girl, researching her family tree on a trip to the Isle of Skye.
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Time flies for a hound on hols


Days Seven and Eight: We set sail again, this time to Harris where we check in at the Rodel Hotel and stroll around the little harbour and grounds. This is my favourite place on the trip as it’s teeming with bunnies to chase through the gorse bushes. Heaven on Earth!


Harris boasts magnificent scenery and spectacular beaches like the famous Luskentyre and Huisinis – deserted apart from the odd cow hiding in the dunes. Buzzards, seals, dolphins and basking sharks are regularly sighted and we trek through the Harris hills to an observatory to spot some Golden Eagles – I had to keep a look out for quite some time. Luckily, Vee had a flask of tea and biscuits.


[image: Image]


Eagled-eyed Bear on Harris


From Harris, we spent a day driving to Lewis and exploring the standing stones at Callanish and, best of all, Uig Sands. I was so happy racing around the huge, empty beach, through the sand dunes, climbing rocks and splashing through the crystal sea.


Days Nine, Ten and Eleven: Our final island on the trip is Skye. Staying in Flora MacDonald’s cottage at the Flodigarry Country House Hotel, we had walks from the doorstep down to Staffin Bay to work up our appetites before breakfast!


I was determined to see as much as possible in our three days on Skye. We walked up to the Old Man of Storr on the windiest day ever – I thought I might fly off. We ventured across the Quiraing; tackled the Cuillins by walking Glen Brittle with its stunning views of Rum; and explored the three peninsulas – Trotternish, Waternish and Duirinish – taking in Coral Beach, Neist Point and a delicious lunch in Stein. (Most pubs and restaurants on Skye were dog-friendly.)


Then it was time to drive home via Loch Fyne and the Lake District. We’d travelled 2,300 miles on The Travelling Bear’s Great Road Trip and had an amazing holiday, full of Fido fun!
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Stone circle, North Uist



PHILEAS PHACTS: Hebrides and Skye





CALEDONIAN MACBRAYNE FERRIES are at www.calmac.co.uk


THE OBAN CALEDONIAN


Station Square, Oban, Argyll and Bute, PA34 5RT: 0844 855 9135;


www.akkeronhotels.com


Price: from £85 per double


Charge for dogs: £10 per night per dog


Extras for dogs: beds and bowls on request


Access all areas: dogs are allowed in the bedrooms and the back bar
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