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BEST PLACE TO DRINK
WITH A DOG

Brookiyn Ale House
103 Berry St. (N. 8th St.), Brookiyn
718-302-9811 .
Warped and Woofed. Our crazy landlard is vir-
ulently anti-dog. Not surprising, as our neigh-
bor once had one and it barked all damn day
"and night while she was out hobnobbing with
" her colleagues in the fashion world. Bitch. So
we go to the Brooklyn Ale House. We can drink
$2 pints of Checker Cab Blonde Ale there, and
can satisfy our dog jories. We like to slink in
there at 3 p.m., when the sun is bright and the

place is quiet, so we can hang with Cl
Balto. They belong to Sean Connelly, the co-
owner. Clio is an old, old black Lab who wan-
ders lazily about the bar, his face slack, stop-
ping in front of anyone who will give his back a
scratching. Balto usually tries to leap in your
lap, which evokes cries of, “Balto down!” from
the centerfold barmaid, Virginia.

By 6 p.m. the place fills with regulars like
Steve the pastry chef and his artist wife,

Annette; the local historian Gig Valinotti; Al the -

philosopher and occasional Ale House bar-
tender. And dogs—they enter in droves.
Weimaraners, collies, Michael and Naomi’s
Labs—they just keep coming. And this salty lit-
tle pug who quivers but charges other

pooches. It’s a rare night when there are fewer = fi
than half a dozen dogs in there at-any given .

‘moment. Some days we butt into the friendly
conversation about the bar. Other days we sit

spend time- returning t

. dogs and feeling the better for it.
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lunch counter in the hood. At the bac
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