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It has been a question forever being asked by our 10 year old son Jay: ‘Can we get a dog mam, please?’ and for so many years I have managed to provide a plausible excuse. On his birthday this year it seemed I had run out of such excuses and, with his dad on side, it seemed I was losing the battle.

So it was decided that we would get a dog, but what kind of dog, where did we find one, was a puppy a better option? Decisions, decisions, I was ‘google’ eyed after hours of research on the net and my head spun with the countless ‘advice’ of friends and family with dogs, believe me everyone had something conflicting to say; ‘Bitches are best, no dogs are, you want a pup, no they’re too much hard work’ and so the wise words were endless.
On recommendation we contacted Whitby and Scarborough Rescue. They had a black cross Lab called Ben, so we arranged a visit. Unlike the kennels we had previously visited we found a lovely hill top Bed and Breakfast set in the most beautiful and tranquil setting. Sheep, donkeys, pigs along with their piglets, monkeys and dogs of all kinds were all lovingly side by side in this lovely hamlet on the hill. It really reminded me of All Creatures Great and Small. We met owners Bob and Christine who introduced us to Ben, he was a lovely dog and looked very healthy but he seemed a little boisterous for us, we have never had a dog and I didn’t want to take on one that I might not be able to handle.
Bob and Christine were very informative and interesting to talk to and had a wealth of experience with dogs, I had many questions as I believe it is a huge commitment to bring a dog into your family and it should not be taken lightly. It’s not only the cost, you have to think of exercising your dog, most will need at the very least one good walk a day, who will look after him/her if you go on holiday, how will he settle with your family, it is a big responsibility.

We then met Tag. To say that Jay and my mother were smitten is an understatement. A crossbreed about 2 years old, he seemed perfect. Smallish in size, still young but not a puppy, he was house trained and people and dog friendly but he had been found wandering the streets so his history and behaviour was largely unknown. When people say to you that you will just know when you see a dog they are right, we all warmed to him, he seemed such a character. We decided to ‘adopt’ him and made arrangements to collect several days later after we had a house visit and time to prepare for his arrival.
The first few weeks were testing. On arrival to his new home I made the mistake of trying to bath him. Cowering in the corner and looking at me with fear I could almost hear him thinking; ‘What is she doing to me, I’ve just got here and she trying to put me in that big bucket of water.’ On trying to lift him he snapped at me. It was more of a warning which resulted in no more than a scratch on my thumb, but still it was unnerving. I left him to find his own way and get himself familiar with his new home. By evening he appeared a little more settled and even came for a cuddle. After a few more incidents he has settled in to our family and everybody loves him. He has a great character, is loving if not a little protective. I think he would have a tale to tell if he could talk, he doesn’t like raised voices or alcohol and doesn’t like any ‘strange’ men coming into our house, he really is a ladies man.

There are a lot of dogs out there that need re-homing and I would say to anyone who is considering getting a dog to really give thought to adopting a rescue dog. All that is needed is a little time, patience, care and understanding and you will see your dog thrive in his new loving family and help in the continuing battle of eradicating the continuing problem of abandoned, mistreated and stray dogs.    
