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Evan Heer

Walking the Streets of Glasgow 
I love this city. The people. The architecture. The culture. The 

history. The university. The old man with the walking stick and 
golden retriever who I see at what seems like every new bar I enter. I 
love all of it. Knowing what I did about Scotland, and assuming ev-
ery city in Scotland resembled what I had seen in the film Trainspot-
ting, it was difficult for me to imagine what it would be like to live 
in Glasgow. But, after having spent just under three months here, 
there are several things I have fallen in love with in this ever-friendly 
country, but there is one simple thing that I will always remember— 
walking the streets. When I arrived in Glasgow, I told myself that I 
should try to fully embrace the way of life that comes with living in a 
city. I knew that I needed to experience three forms of transportation 
that are necessary for city living: taking the subway, taking the bus, 
and walking. Although taking either the bus or the train is faster 
and easier, I wanted to push myself to walk as much as possible. This 
is the best advice I can give anyone looking to soak up the culture 
of a new city, and in a beautiful and culturally diverse city such as 
Glasgow, there is a lot to experience from just walking around.
       Dogs. I feel obligated to first speak to the ridiculous number of 
dogs in Glasgow, and when I say ridiculous, I mean that in the abso-
lute best possible way. Every day on my way to class, I am met by a 
new dog with an owner who is more than happy to wait as their dog 
sniffs every square inch of each human that crosses their path. If you 
ever visit Glasgow, I dare you to try walking through Kelvingrove 
Park without being sniffed by a dog. It’s impossible. It’s almost as if 
each dog is a TSA agent and you are walking through airport secu-
rity, except these four-legged TSA agents are smiling, and so are you. 
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With such a large population of dogs, which I argue is higher than 
the human population in Glasgow, it only makes sense that dogs 
are welcome in bars and restaurants, right? Yes, you heard correctly. 
Dogs are allowed in many bars and restaurants throughout the city 
of Glasgow. The first time I saw this, I was sitting in BrewDog, a 
local bar. As I sat with two friends sipping the latest experimental 
BrewDog draft, I saw a middle-aged man waltz through the front 
door as a white and black spotted pug shuffled in behind him. The 
man sat in a chair at a table as the pug hopped into the booth across 
from him. I was first worried because I was waiting for the man to be 
told that his dog was not allowed in the bar, but then it became very 
clear to me that this was not this dog’s first time in the bar. I realized 
that this dog was as much a regular as the chubby guy named Ralph 
sitting at the corner of the bar. But then, things got even better; a 
BrewDog crew member walked over to their table and held his right 
hand out. The dog high-fived him. I mean, come on. Then he reached 
out his left hand and placed a treat on the table in front of the pug as 
the dog quickly engulfed it in his mouth and chomped on it gra-
ciously. I spent the rest of my time at BrewDog that day just waiting 
for that pug to order a beer. I’ve seen dogs in several other bars as 
well, including the Islay Inn, the Park Bar, and Lebowski’s. I’ve even 
seen people dancing with dogs to bagpipe bands in pubs such as the 
Islay Inn. Let’s just say that I would not be surprised to see legislation 
giving dogs the right to vote in the UK.
       Weather. Ask any Glaswegian about the weather in Glasgow, and 
all they will do is laugh and tell you to look at your reflection in the 
puddle ahead of you. If there is one word to describe the weather in 
Glasgow, it would be “complicated.” It is not uncommon to experi-
ence rain, sunshine, snow, and heavy wind all in the same day. With 
weather patterns changing every fifteen minutes, contrasts and color 
schemes are constantly rotating. This may sound completely miser-
able, but somehow, it isn’t. It provides a surprise factor for each day 
and offers a subconscious influence for how to feel just as a film 
score influences us when watching a movie. As a student with a 
short amount of time here, I have quickly realized that the weather 
dictates each decision I make. It’s calm and sunny? Better grab some 
friends and go throw a Frisbee in Kelvingrove Park. It’s cold and 
rainy? Better head to Ashton Lane for a quick movie (or stay in and 
write that politics essay). Because there is so much rain, everything 
is so green. The rain cultures a curly, lively form of grass throughout 
the entire city, almost making Glasgow into one big golf course. One 
of my favorite places to walk is through Kelvingrove Park, just a five-
minute walk from my flat. The paved walkways are normally damp 
from the sporadic rain cycle of that particular day; the grass is green 
and rubbery, and the leaves are turning in the core of autumn. The 
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complex climate of Glasgow fosters a tremendously vibrant, natural 
atmosphere that continues to reward those who take the time to use 
their feet for transportation.
       Language. When I chose Glasgow as my study abroad destina-
tion, it was partially because I knew it was an English-speaking city. 
While this may be true, Glaswegians possess a language of their own 
that I am still struggling to fully understand. I have found that one 
of the best ways to learn the true Glaswegian language is to walk the 
streets and subtly eavesdrop on every possible conversation between 
locals like a true United States citizen. There are lots of simple slang 
words that I picked up rather quickly. For example:

“wee” = little
“chips” = French fries
“crisps” = potato chips
“half-ten” = 10:30
“rubbish” = garbage
“cheers” = thank you/you’re welcome… actually, cheers can be 
used for pretty much anything.

This slang is easy to figure out because it is familiar, but the real 
Glaswegian language is fast and difficult to decode. However, during 
my three months of eavesdropping and conversing with Scots in bars 
and lecture halls, I have come to understand authentic Glaswegian 
slang. For example, I overheard a guy outside of the tennis courts 
on Kelvin Way say, “Aw, muh leg’s a’ gawpin after dat match,” which 
means, “my leg is throbbing after that match.” Another time, I was 
walking behind a man and his girlfriend/wife, and I overheard him 
say, “Aye, guy’s a good mucker o’ me,” which means, “Yeah, he’s a 
good friend of mine.” By understanding this Glaswegian language, 
I am truly able to feel like another member of this great Glasgow 
culture.
       These are just a few of the many things I have learned while 
walking the streets of Glasgow, and it is because of these things that 
I would urge you to always walk every time you can when in a new 
city. Listen to the way people are speaking to one another, pay atten-
tion to the weather, and pet the dogs if they’ll let you.


