Bruce the Great Dane: Sarah Cowper

Bruce was no ordinary dog. With his bright, sparkling coat that shimmered like black
satin under the sun, he had a flair for the dramatic. He was the canine equivalent of a
Broadway star, strutting through the park as if the world was his stage, and every dog
and human his audience. It was this flamboyant nature that convinced his owner, Tess,
to enter him into the prestigious Pawfect Dog Show.

Training Bruce was an adventure and quite challenging. Tess quickly realised that
conventional methods were not going to cut it. She tried obedience classes, but Bruce,
being the diva he was, often ignored commands, instead performing spontaneous
pirouettes and dramatic rolls on the ground, much to the dismay of the instructors.

Determined, Tess decided to hire Sven, a dog trainer renowned for handling
challenging’ dogs. Sven, a tall, stern man with an accent as thick as his neck and
muscles, met Bruce with a mix of curiosity and amusement. ‘We vill see, he muttered,
stroking his unshaved chin.

The first day of training was nothing short of chaotic. Sven attempted to teach Bruce
how to sit. Bruce, however, interpreted this command as ‘show off your best ballet
move, leaping gracefully into the air and landing with a flourish, tail wagging furiously.
Sven scratched his head. ‘Dis dog... he thinks he is von cutesy ballerina.

Next came the agility training. Bruce approached the obstacle course with the
enthusiasm of a performer about to debut on opening night. He swayed through the
weave poles, pranced over the jumps, and dramatically paused at the top of the A-frame
to soak in the imaginary applause. Sven was exasperated but couldn’t help but chuckle,
‘Bruce, you are von crazy show dog.

Despite the chaos, Bruce’s training progressed, albeit slowly. He never quite mastered
the art of obedience, but he perfected the art of entertainment. On the day of the
Pawfect Dog Show, Bruce was a sight to behold. He trotted into the ring with the
confidence of a seasoned actor, tail high, coat gleaming, with an unmistakable sparkle
in his eye, and a derpy grin on his face.

As the judges watched in amazement, Bruce performed his routine. He danced, he spun,
and he even took a moment to acknowledge the audience with a clumsy bow. The
crowd erupted into laughter and applause. The other dogs might have executed their
commands flawlessly, but none had the charisma or stage presence of Bruce.

When the time came to announce the winner, there was no doubt. Bruce took home the
trophy for ‘Best in Show, not for his obedience or agility, but for his sheer personality
and charm. Tess beamed with pride, and Sven, shaking his head in disbelief, admitted,



‘He really is von crazy dog’

Bruce, basking in the glory, knew he had found his true calling. He was not just a dog;
he was a performer, born to entertain.
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