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The dog’s called Alfie. I am in no doubt the dog is called Alfie. She yells it often enough for all doubt to have been removed. And it’s not just your run-of-the-mill, frustrated, dog-won’t-do-as-he’s-told kind of yell. Oh no, this is yelling on a whole new level. A shrill, ear-piercing, strangled cat kind of yell which appears to have no effect whatsoever on poor Alfie, beyond leaving him partially deaf and distinctly fearful.

What was Alfie’s crime today? He dared to yearn for a peaceful wander into a mysterious, densely wooded area known locally as Lost Souls Copse—a haven shrouded in mystery since time immemorial. His tail wagged frantically, and though I’m not well versed in doggy speak, it seemed he was pleading with her to let him explore. Maybe cock a leg on a few new trees, having already claimed ownership of every other tree along the monotonous cinder track that defines his daily existence.

Her name? I know not; she is an enigma veiled in secrecy. In my head I’ve taken to calling her Butterface, for every other attribute exudes allure but her face—a face that only surfaces when her eyes glare at me with seething intensity. I appear to have a strange otherworldly effect, which causes her to contort in an extraordinary alien like fashion every time she subjects me to a sudden gush of fury and vitriol. I’m not even sure of what she’s saying any more. That’s either because she’s lost the ability to string a coherent sentence together or my brain switches to scrambled egg mode and pictures her as Yoda from Star Wars, an unfortunately fitting resemblance.

A few weeks ago when I first caught her attention, she made her feelings crystal clear. She strongly objected to my habit of spending my afternoons on the park bench, a bench that gradually became her park bench. I reassured her that I also disliked spending my afternoons on a park bench. However, when faced with the choice between nature’s awe-inspiring canvas of magnificent oaks and rolling hills, and the malodour of the graffiti-covered concrete tunnel known as Snetton underpass, the park always emerged as the obvious winner. At one point, I naively attempted to engage in a rational conversation with her—specifically regarding the ownership of the bench. It was from this moment onwards, judging by her reaction and unnecessary emotional breakdown, that she morphed into Yoda during every subsequent interaction.

Today, buoyed by a glimmer of optimism, I plotted my evasion with care, seeking refuge upon a new bench strategically positioned near the park’s entrance. Alas, my hopes were swiftly dashed, as she quickly sniffed me out, homing in on my scent with canine precision.
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