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			I THOUGHT I WAS A DOG PERSON

			I am not a people person, I am a dog person. This means that I am much more comfortable around dogs than people. Always. People make me nervous: they are complicated and unpredictable. Dogs are rarely either. I understand dogs, and they understand me. Dogs have shaped how and what I love; they have defined my career and continue to inspire and comfort me every day.

			When Ken asked me to join him on this project, I knew that I would love meeting and photographing forty New York dogs, but what surprised me was the powerful friendship and instant bond that I often felt with our human subjects.

			Doing a photo shoot is always an intense experience. It’s invasive, collaborative, and exhausting. Time stops while I have a camera in my hand. I am not myself—I am better. I have no limits or worries or awareness, I just am. And when I “come to,” I have the images to remind me of the crazy, beautiful unrehearsed thing that just happened. For City of Dogs, we were entering people’s lives in an extraordinarily intimate way. We came to their neighborhoods, we learned all about their family history, their love lives, their kids, their workplaces, and their sanctuaries. On many occasions we saw the good along with the bad, but on great days, we uncovered that vulnerable self that crouches under “the face that [we keep] in a jar by the door,” as the Beatles said. This more private self is not always what I photographed—in some cases, it wasn’t the right choice—but what I found utterly amazing was that the deeper we dug and the closer we got to the core of our subjects, the more we discovered that these were all really good people. Not being a people person, I found this to be a life-affirming realization.

			Growing up in North Carolina, I always had a bit of a love/hate relationship with New York City. I feared the gritty, graffitied New York City of crime dramas but also felt like it was probably the place to be. At the beginning of my career, it was still the norm for aspiring artists to head to Manhattan or LA. I resisted and moved to Providence but remember telling my boyfriend (who later became my husband) that I would have to move to New York eventually, so he’d better be prepared to come with me. For better or worse, the art and photo industry shifted massively in the early 2000s. With digital workflow and the Internet, it mattered less and less where you lived. Artists were no longer clustered in one of two metropolises but all over the country in small towns, cities, and the middle of nowhere. We could all access one another and work from anywhere. I love Providence, so I stayed there. But I’ve always had this little itch in the back of my mind about living in New York, even just for a little while. Making this book gave me the chance to be a kind of honorary New Yorker. Photographing more than a hundred locations in all five boroughs, I have now seen more of New York City than many New Yorkers ever do. I’ve been to landmarks and hidden gems, teeny apartments and majestic town houses, not to mention just about every vegan restaurant in the greater metropolitan area.

			Ken wore many hats in the making of this book. He was a location scout, an incredible and inexhaustible resource for finding subjects, a driver who schlepped us from shoot to shoot, and a photo assistant, holding reflectors and light stands, often in unfavorable weather. Ken was very dedicated to our mission, which was to represent, as best we could, all of New York, not just the hip streets of Brooklyn and posh Manhattan hoods, but as many neighborhoods as possible through their remarkably diverse canine and human residents. We could have gone on forever and made an encyclopedic opus, but forty seemed like a good place to stop. Obviously there are many places, and types of people and dogs, that we couldn’t fit in, but we have an amazingly diverse, exciting array of subjects, both canine and human, whose ages range from infant to senior and everything in between. We have mutts and mongrels, pure breeds and show dogs. We have teachers, writers, artists, performers, construction workers, accountants, lawyers, animal-welfare workers, doctors, shop owners, athletes, office workers, and more. But most important, in the end, I feel certain that we could chuck this large, somewhat random selection of New Yorkers who are so racially, economically, and culturally varied in one room together and they would all get along, because at their core, they are dog people. Loving and needing dogs in our lives is something that brings us together, no matter how different we are in other ways.

			TRAER SCOTT
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			AN ANTHOLOGY OF DOGS

			I grew up in Central Pennsylvania, but New York was always “the City.” My parents would load us up into our station wagon and drive to a Midtown hotel, leaving behind a houseful of cats, hermit crabs, tropical fish, and one single Samoyed for a temporary life of museum hopping and side trips to FAO Schwarz and Creative Playthings. Our home was full of pets; our city adventures were completely absent of them.

			Later, as an adult living in the East Village, my understanding of my community was completely transformed when I adopted Brando, a brindle mystery dog who was simultaneously more than I could handle and everything I needed. With Brando, I had explored the city beyond our own territory, walking west to Greenwich Village or south to the Financial District or north, along the East River, to the United Nations. How had I managed a life in the city without a dog?

			We moved to Florida, and then Mississippi, and finally New Orleans, collecting a few dogs into the pack at each stop. Like many New Yorkers, when I left, I never intended to come back. Leaving New York City is like leaving your most intense, dysfunctional lover or your most disappointing best friend. By the time you finally leave it, you know it is for good. And then something lures you back. For me, it was a variety of things—and losses—that made the return seem inevitable. Two close friends died unexpectedly, and both of my parents, and then Brando, who had always been the one piece of New York that was at my side.

			The additional lure—the one that made returning impossible to resist—was a job that I was invited to create with the Animal Care Centers of NYC, which run the city shelters. As the Community Dogs program coordinator (now Community Pets), I would be creating owner support programs to keep animals out of the city shelters: free vaccination clinics, free dog training, a pet-food pantry. All of these programs would take place in the Bronx, a borough I had never spent any time in. Honestly, I had really never spent time outside of Manhattan aside from an occasional trip to Brooklyn. What an opportunity!

			As I set out to learn all about the Bronx, I discovered the things I already knew: that our pets make connections of all kinds possible, no matter what neighborhood we are in, or what languages we speak, or what our other priorities might be. I also realized that I’d been missing out on one of the most amazing places in the world, one of New York’s secrets, the amazing borough of the Bronx. I wanted to get to know the entire city this way, this City of Dogs.

			Twenty years ago, my first published book was an anthology of writers who had participated in a reading series I had curated at the KGB Bar on East 4th Street. The first writer in that collection was Jacqueline Woodson. She doesn’t know this, but when I pitched that book the entire point, as far as I was concerned, was that the book would begin with her story. Since City of Dogs would essentially be an anthology of dogs, it seemed we ought to begin with Jackie’s dogs representing Brooklyn, if she let us. Oz, Noah Neiman’s dog, convinced me that I could try one of Noah’s boxing classes—because if he could train a dog, maybe there was hope for me. This is one of the wonders of dogs: they can connect us to people with whom we might otherwise think we had no common bond and they can make us better, healthier people. It wasn’t until we arrived at Noah’s apartment roof deck for his photo shoot that I realized that he lived just half a block from KGB, in a neighborhood that has changed quite a bit since I lived my life there with Brando in the ’90s. I sketched out a few more examples from people I knew but didn’t know well enough yet to know that they would be interested: Majora Carter, who I met on my first visit to Hunts Point; Alexander Nuckel, who was a client of our pet-food pantry; Monet, who had written to me years ago about the Rottweiler she’d lost in a house fire.

			But the book needed more than just a few people with whom I had a faint thread of connection. Doing the book right meant finding strangers in neighborhoods I’d never visited. It meant figuring out Queens and Staten Island, which remained, up until then, just abstract ideas to me rather than actual, concrete places I’d visited. It is possible to live an entire life in the city without fully seeing it. But everywhere Traer and I went offered unexpected discoveries: extraordinary geography, stunning (and sometimes puzzling) architecture, and, of course, the people. The people! At the end of every shoot, as we drove off in my tiny Fiat, we would talk about the people with a mixture of awe and misplaced parental concern. We wanted the best for them, and their kids, and the dogs. There are several families that I still daydream about being adopted into.

			There was another narrative theme that emerged as we created this book: the story of real estate and how it shapes our lives. It was hard for anyone to tell the story of their dog without also hearing about how they at some point had to move and make the choice to find a place where their dogs would be welcome. In some cases, the narrative ran in the opposite direction and it was a move or a breakup that allowed them for the first time to recognize the need for a dog. And there were a few people who were concerned about participating because they weren’t sure what would happen if their landlord found
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