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A day in the life of a 
dogsbody04

Certainly not an adder, not in November! I 
pick up my book and start to read. The sun’s 
out now, and though it’s still not hot, it’s very 
pleasant for the time of year. My head starts to 
nod..
11:50 SPEC find! Ouch, that did hurt a bit! 
Still, he’s young, enthusiastic, and learning 
fast. Mark, Spec’s ‘dad’ arrives, and we chat 
through how he’s getting on this morning. 
His training is going well; Spec was awarded 
his trainee badges last assessment, so I don’t 
mind the slightly heavy landing. It’s a great 
feeling knowing I’ve been a part of his training 
since he was a puppy.
Back in the bag for one last time, as I know 
Dave and Red the collie will be the last team 
through the area. It won’t take Red long – he’s 
an old-time pro at this game!
12:32. Sure enough, RED find! Now I get 
to play with him and his disgusting slippery 
slobbery squeaky spacehopper toy. The joys 
of being a dogsbody! Dave talks me through 
his find. Red had a good ‘strike’ on me; 
apparently his nose went up around 25 metres 
away, which given what the wind is doing, is 
a great result. As I said, I’ve learnt a lot from 
Dave, which has been a huge benefit when 
I’ve acted as dog support on searches in the 
past.
That’s it – I pack up my kit and walk back to the 
carpark. I’m last back, as I was the last body 
to be found, so it’s straight into a debrief. We 
chat through the morning, and anyone who 

wants to can chip in with comments. With 
the formal session over, the diehards among 
us decamp to Springslade Lodge for a well-
earned cup of tea.
14:45 As I head home I ponder how lucky I am 
to have found such a remarkably enjoyable way 
of combining lying around a good chunk of 
the day with helping the dog team train to find 
missing people. And at the end of it all, that’s 
why I’m a dogsbody.
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