Milly in Training
SECOND IN A SERIES OF FOUR SHORT STORIES
BASED ON THE LIFE OF A SEARCH AND RESCUE DOG

Milly Morning
he first two years of my life were a lot of fun (mind you, I did get into a heap of
trouble at times!) Not long after my departure from my home farm I started going
away for one weekend a month. I wasn’t too bothered about the journey to get to
these new exciting places, the noise of the big lorries was really scary, but once we got
to wherever we were going, I had a ball – or two (excuse the pun, I’m rather obsessed
with them!)

Search dogs
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There were
lots of dogs
just like me,
black and white,
hyperactive collies
with attitude! Of course
the first couple of weekends I
was the centre of attention, the ‘new kid on the
block’ and let’s face it I was pretty damn cute
in those days! I later began to realise that
these ‘training’ weekends were all about
something far more serious, I had started on
the first rung of the ladder to becoming a
search and rescue dog. To me though, it was
all just a big game. As a wee pup I was
encouraged to mix with all the ‘grown-ups’.
Some were happy to tolerate my exuberant
puppy behaviour; others put me in my place
pretty sharpish and I would cower away with
my tail firmly tucked between my legs, ears
down!
That first weekend I learnt just how much fun
those Humans can be. Special Human kept
hold of me tight whilst Body Gill leapt around
excitedly squeaking one of those brightly
coloured toys. I couldn’t wait to catch her up
and play. Humans are a bit sneaky though, as
the weekend went on, Gill started to hide away
from me, but I’m not daft... doesn’t she realise
I could follow her smell anywhere and it’s
dead easy to find her hidden behind that
clump of heather?
The grown-up dogs had to work much
harder. I could see them tracking the hillside
above, covering what seemed like a huge
area. I could hear them barking excitedly in the
far distance when they found their Body. I
wondered if I would be allowed to do that one
day?
On the second weekend I was given my very
own harness to wear; at first it felt strange, but
when I saw the grown-ups wearing them when
they went off to play (some would call it work)
I reckoned it must be pretty cool. Mine has a
large bell on it; it gets on my nerves, but hey if
it makes me look important.... Wearing the
harness meant it was my time to play. Special
Human also taught me some new words
‘Away Find’ meant there was a Body out there
to play with and I should start searching...
As well as Special Human being super
excited when I found Body Gill, she also

encouraged me to make lots of noise. I soon
began to realise that the louder I barked when
I found body Gill, the more reward and play I got.
Travelling to a different part of the Highlands
became the routine as our training
progressed. I soon began to realise that
finding the Body was not going to get me the
fun and games until I managed to get Special
Human to the Body too. Rather a challenge at
times I can tell you – you Humans are soooo
slow! You know sometimes I’d be waiting
fifteen minutes, perched in a strategic position
on the hillside, barking loudly as Special
Human laboured up the hillside towards me,
sweating profusely and red in the face (what
an embarrassment eh)? ‘Bout time she put in
a bit of fitness training I would say! It was
always worth waiting for though; ‘cos
guaranteed as I led her into the Body, the fun
and games would begin.
March 2008 arrived; I was just under two
years old. The training weekend seemed to
come around early this month and as Special
Human drove towards Glencoe I could feel
some tension in the air. We stopped at a farm
where we met two of the other ‘trainee’ SARDA
dogs my buddies – Assynt and Skye. The
Humans seemed extremely tense, I
couldn’t imagine what was about to
happen. But I needn’t have worried;
Special Human and I went into a pen full
of those Stupid White Fluffy Things
(SWFTs) and just walked around. Next we
were sent out into a field and a whole herd
of SWFTs shot past us in a mass panic.
Now I don’t want to sound superior, but
SWFTs are pretty thick aren’t they? As a
wee pup, if ever I had even looked in the
direction of a SWFT, Special Human had
growled at me. Go for the easy life I say, just
ignore them, it’s not worth the grief. I tell you
Special Human can get really angry
sometimes...
Anyway, I digress, back to that trip to
Glencoe; the normal two days fun and games
extended into three. Special Human worked
really hard to make sure I covered the search
areas we were given, sometimes I found two
Bodies in the same area – yippee double the fun!
I was getting quite good (modest eh?) at
sniffing out those Bodies; Special Human
would work me up into the wind, so any
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human scent would come filtering down-wind
to my finely honed sniffing machine. If the
wind was right and there were no obstructions
in the way, I reckon I could sniff ‘em out half a
kilometre away. I’d learnt to follow Special
Humans hand signals too – if she held out her
left arm and started heading left, that’s where
she wanted me to search next. A whistle would
call me back to her where I was always
rewarded with kind and encouraging words.
I was pretty tired by the end of the third day,
but before it ended I could see Humans
gathered together in small groups around the
car park area bumping their gums about how
things had gone. Then they all disappeared
inside the Hotel. When they emerged,
sometime later, Special Human had a stupid
grin on her face. She came over and gave me
a big cuddle then attached a new collar and
badge around my neck and lead me off for a
photograph. I’ve included the photo for you at
the top of the page. Apparently, I’m now one of
a highly qualified elite of ‘Mountain Rescue
Search Dogs’.
Watch out for Milly’s next adventure in the
next issue...
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