
The Wonderful World of Wonky Dog 

You may think that Wonky is not the most flattering name for a dog and you would be right, except 

that his original name of Bud really didn't  suit him and he not only answers to Wonky but he seems 

to be quite proud of the title.  

But you have to know Wonky to understand him and believe me that has taken some doing, and I 

still don't know everything I would like to know about him. If only he could talk he'd tell me first-

hand about his past life and then I could explain to him why I have given him a home and as much a 

part of my life as I can. But he can't talk and I have to keep on trying to learn and to figure out what 

can have happened to that sad, dejected and abused little dog that came into the Trust and into my 

life. 

 it was June 2016 when we were  approached by a dog pound to take in a collie cross and we were 

sent a photograph of him. At the time our kennels were pretty full but I guess that photograph was 

the deal breaker. But how was I to know when I said 'yes we will find a space for him' that it was 

going to be in my house! He arrived looking forlorn and dejected, he had received flea treatment 

from the pound but the damage they had done was still evident, his back and main body were bald 

and what coat he had was sparse. But the photograph had not shown the extent of injury to his face, 

his bottom jaw was to one side with the one tooth that was left on that side sticking out through his 

gum and as if that wasn't bad enough the poor lad's pads were so worn down they were raw. 

Needless to say our first port of call was to our vet where we began to find out the first part of the 

jigsaw of Wonky's life. The injuries to his face were not synonymous with a traffic accident, so our 

Wonky's face had not been in contact with a  motor car but it did appear it had been in contact with 

a boot, and not a car boot! He could not live with such a wonky jaw so he was booked in for an 

operation to try and repair some of the damage. During the course of the next few weeks his jaw 

and teeth received the operations necessary to enable him to lead a fairly normal life, his sore pads 

were treated, he was vaccinated, micro chipped and neutered. So why have I ended up with him? 

Well Wonky's jigsaw of life had a long way to go and we still had a lot to find out about him.  

We christened him Buddy but as we had other dogs on our records with the same name he became 

known as Buddy with the wonky jaw, Wonky Buddy, Wonky dog and now he is officially Wonky. The 

first time we put him in the pen designated for him, and it was a pretty spacious affair with own bed 

and play area, he made the most heart breaking noise. It couldn't be described as a howl or a bark, it 

was more like a howl in a low key ending in a really tragic note,  and it didn't stop. Not only was it 

unbearable to listen to him but he was throwing himself at the door and scrabbling on the walls and 

the floor. This was the first jigsaw piece of many that told of how he may have  been imprisoned, 

and while it might have been in a building his biggest phobia was, and still is, a crate.  

So for the sake of everyone's hearing, sanity and heart strings I moved into my home. I didn't give 

him free range of it as I already had a house full and he did have some unsavoury habits. So he 

became resident in the back hall which is like a small room where he had a bed, a heater and plenty 

of company as it was en route to the office. A baby gate was put on the office door so that he could 

have the feeling of more space without having unattended access. I soon discovered that a baby 

gate wasn't the answer when I came in and found that having scaled the gate he had completely 

ravaged the office, paperwork that had been on the desk was on the floor, the franking machine, 



card machine and computer were clicking and clanking away, thank you Wonky for walking all over 

them and making sure they work but I also learned he had a craving for money, paper notes to the 

value of two hundred pounds all gone! Sorry Wonky I couldn't thank you for that and you were  

rapidly becoming a very expensive Wonky dog! 

So in the first few months we had a large vet bill, a destroyed office and to my knowledge at least 

£200 gone, never to be seen again and believe me I did look.  I inspected everything  that little dog 

passed, I'm not sure what I was hoping for but whatever it was the experience of those examinations 

soon became a pointless and unpleasant pastime, but they did help to serve the purpose of 

supplying yet another piece of Wonky's jigsaw of life. I discovered that however much or little he ate 

the amount he seemed to get rid of at the other end didn't tally. I can't remember any other dog  

spending most of its day getting rid of what it had eaten as much as this lad, but another sad 

discovery was that as soon as it was passed he tried to eat it back in - and any other that he could 

find. I did say he has some unsavoury habits! 

With a taller baby gate installed the office was safe although I did, and still do, string a dog lead 

across the doorway above the gate just to make sure. Further examinations and discovery of our 

little chap was that not only his face had suffered but there was an amount of damage done to his 

inside so what went in had to send something out straightaway, he was neutered but the rest of his 

underbit sometimes struggled to stay out of sight and to top it all he suffered from wind - a truly 

wonky little dog.  

For the first month of feeling better Wonky tried everything possible to escape, for a small dog he 

could scale a high fence in a remarkable fashion. Without seeing him in action someone could have 

been forgiven for not believing us when we said he could scale a five feet fence with ease, but he 

would take a running jump at it and then keep running up it, such was his desire to escape. Clearly 

most of his life had been, when free of whatever had shackled him, to escape by whatever means he 

could find. He had to be kept on a long line and even then I dare not blink, such was his desire to 

run, until the day I tripped and dropped the lead. Wonky took off like  a streak of lightening and 

jumped over the bottom half of the stable type door back into my house! 

When we have a rescue dog to rehome we are always honest with potential adopters, telling them 

all we know about the dog's previous life, what we have discovered while he or she is with us and 

the training we have done. Poor Wonky's past might have attracted some kind person wanting to 

give him a better life but his 'habits', coupled with his ability to scale anything blocking his way, 

scuppered his chances somewhat. Then after months of him being  destructive, ripping up the lino, 

eating money and generally stinking me out of my own office he changed. He barked when someone 

came in the house, he joined in with my other dogs and he would just sit and stare at me as if I was 

the only thing on earth he cared about, loved even! Well that has to be a game changer hasn't it! 

Suddenly Wonky turned into a dog that wanted to be with someone and I swear the first time he sat 

on my knee and was cuddled was the first time ever for him. Mind you it's not easy as he stands on 

his head, does somersaults and generally makes things very difficult while my other dogs sit looking 

at him as if he's crazy.  

So over two years on I can control as best I can those very unsavoury and unwanted habits and they 

are getting less. I left him behind when I went away with the Trust stand for  a couple of nights but 

my daughter said he was so dejected it was sad to see him. So whenever I go somewhere with my 



other dogs he goes with us and although he's never really got over hating being in a crate he has to 

be in one when travelling as he's never still, but he settles after the first mile and he's as good as 

gold on a night. I'm thinking about getting a small motorhome but I have to get it for me and not just 

for Wonky!  

A dog never really gets over a traumatic past but they can learn to trust and for Wonky it has been a 

long process and is still ongoing but among everything I have learned from him two things have 

become very evident. One, although I would never let him off lead away from home he quite 

definitely made up his mind when he jumped over that door into my home that he intended to get 

into my heart as well. Secondly this strange looking occasionally stinky, rather vocal, hyper little 

Wonky dog is now my Wonky dog and although it's been hard work, a learning curve and is still 

ongoing I feel very privileged to be part of the wonderful world of Wonky. 
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