Taking it to the Max….

Well, first of all let’s get it straight; we didn’t take it to the Max (this time, anyway)…we took Max to it. Now picture Max....think of curly hair (just the right length), limpid eyes (yes, they do exist), a cheeky yet playful nature…and small, sharp teeth with a liking to chew the entire world just to see if he likes the taste. Yep, you guessed it; Max is a puppy, a four month old Miniature Schnauzer, small and plump and out in the world and in North Wales for the first time.

The first question was whether he would travel well….no problems there; with the aid of bone biscuits and a lot of attention even the motorways were not too boring and only after about an hour did it become evident that his ‘Are we there yet’ whine indicated a need for a walk in the open air and a drink of water.
This was soon dealt with and on we went to Llanarmon Dyffryn Ceiriog…one of the few places with a name as long as Max the Miniature Schnauzer…..and to coffee at a dog-friendly Inn which welcomed us (and especially Max) with open arms…in his case literally.
Max’s response, surrounded as he was by new people, all of them entranced, was to become Super Max …and he took to the adulation with aplomb….not forgetting, of course, a quick chew of each person….just in case….

Then there was a walk, with new places and new creatures to see…..proper grass, not the city kind; and lots of it…so much that he couldn’t race through it all, though he tried valiantly. New woolly white dogs called sheep and bigger brown ones called cows…lots of new experiences.

So then back to the Inn and lunch, Max sitting quite quietly at our feet in spite of the presence of another dog nearby…..then the excitement of the morning took its toll and Max fell happily asleep as we ate our meal. He wasn’t forgotten though, for the kindly staff provided a (literally) doggie bag of goodies for us to take away and as he roused from sleep a whole new group of admires arose from the nearby customers and it was Super Max time again.

The trip home was interesting too….Max stopping at the Castle in nearby Chirk to inspect the place and meet a new kind of dog called chickens….and more new things to see.
What a day out he’d had…and we’d all enjoyed the day more because of his evident enjoyment. On the way back he did his best to bury a doggie chew …but the car floor proved too hard, so he buried it under a slip-mat instead….and we’ll be sure that it’s there for him….. ready for the next journey……
