Alnclair Golden Geese that EVERYONE now knows about!

The following happened after I sent an email message to the Dogs Northern Region list (a general list for exhibitors and triallers in the Northern Region of NSW) reminding anyone with a Golden to tell the NSW club about any of their stories.  The named dogs are our Gr Ch Alnclair Maggie May and Ch Alnclair Olympic Gym. Cassy is a very good friend who shows and breeds CKCS and she has often "baby sat" for us - including when we both went to the UK for a few weeks in mid 2003 and Claire is another friend who also has CKCS.  The messages were posted in the following order…………

(Sharon sends the general message reminding anyone with a story to let the NSW club know).

Cassy writes:  “Hi Shaz Well I could do about 50 letters about your goofy goldens........LOL.....  I am sure the club will receive many with such a topic...would be a good read when its all done....  C U later Cassy”

Sharon foolishly replies (still on the list!) “Hi Cass, Ha ha ha!!! Well come on down girl and send me some stories that happened when I wasn't around!!  BFN  Sharon ;-)”

Cassy then replies (STILL to the list!)  “Well um...where do I start???...Maggie is the most obvious choice I suppose, as we all know she is an extreme "individual"......What about when I was house sitting ..not there for even 1 night at this stage......Pouring rain....very soggy Goldens digging holes to China in the moist soil....lovely black colour variations to the usual Goldie look!!!!......& the Maggot decided she didn’t like the Cavaliers being inside all dry & warm & snuggled in luxury & took advantage of the open French doors to my bedroom with pristine crisp ,clean sheets yet to be slept in.......Jumped the fence went straight through the doors & onto the bed to then shake herself off to settle in as a cavalier for the night.....Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr....NOT LOL.......The Cavs found that thoroughly disgusting & were most put out by her behaviour......

What about the $$$$$ & time spent putting in a cattle grate at the front perimeter, so as if Jimi did jump the fence he couldn’t get off the property?????.....Only to find that the first time it did happen more than one got out & more than one jumped the cattle grate & went cavorting down the Estate in all directions....."were freeeee...were freeeee!!!!!........we don’t know what were doing but were free....LOL Shall I go on......????   LOL Cassy”

Sharon then replies to the list saying “OOPS, no, thanks, enough public humiliation for one day thanks buddy - LOL!”

Claire in the meantime has also posted to the list saying “Hi Cassy Keep going with them.  You may be able to write your own book,  with all the stories just on Sharon & Wayne’s Goldens LOL  Claire”

So Cassy again posts to the list saying “LOL Claire,  Maybe I should!!!! The number 1 dog yard named by S & W.....I call it the naughty yard or the bomb site yard!!!!......All the youngsters* are in this yard.....There are huge & heavy terracotta pots with lovely fig trees growing nicely in them....for years now.....On about the 2nd day of dog sitting they had knocked them over in a joint effort & totally stripped every leaf off them......I just put them back to upright & left them ..didn’t look quite the same with a couple of sticks growing out of them VBG.  There are water dishes in this yard that are also in these terracotta pots, to stop them knocking them over - yeah right!!!!.....They would stick their heads in the water & get their front legs in & splash themselves with the water leaving a tiny bit of muddy, murky water in the bottom......After refilling these dishes about 1000 times ...I decided to go & fill the kiddie pool up & let them splash around in this instead........But NO......They went over & drank out of it & continued to splash about in their water dishes......Go figure??? CU  Cassy”

Sharon in desperation then emails the list begging them to stop and adds “PS I just MIGHT send these in as is - proof that Maggie and the others have amused more than their often BEmused "parents"!!”

* The “youngsters” were Bobby (Alnclair A Bobby’s Gun), his sister Missy (Alnclair Miss Aisle), Johnny (Alnclair Johnny B Good – a misnomer if EVER we heard one!) and Johnny’s sister Gaby (Alnclair Gabriela).

One reason why you REALLY shouldn't quickly change over a dog's diet.
In mid 1994 Wayne and I travelled to Canberra for a show with Micky (Ch Tulamore Sparkler) and Louis (Goldog Alpine Mountbaten) - both aged under 12 months old at the time. We stayed with some non-doggy friends (I used to work for a large Government department and often worked in Canberra) and had a lovely meal out on the Saturday evening after the first show. 

Being Canberra it was FREEZING in mid July and Wayne took the 2 dogs for a late "last walk" around midnight and their paws crackled and slipped over the icy roads. At that time we had a Ford Econovan so the dogs just used to sleep in that. We have never had "dirty dogs" meaning those that will go to the toilet anywhere within Cooee of their sleeping quarters or in a house etc. Unbeknownst to Wayne I had changed the dogs to Green's Supercoat with Garlic and corn I think it was from memory. 

Being a dog show of course we were up before 6am to walk the dogs then get ready and get over to the grounds - our friends lived in the Tuggeranong area so it was 45 minutes or so drive to the grounds. I went to have a quick (and quiet as our non-doggy hosts were still asleep) shower while Wayne took Micky and Louis for their first walk. Next thing Wayne is bashing on the bathroom window from outside saying "Quick, come out here!" Luckily I hadn't already disrobed with that weather! 

We found the front seats of the van covered in runny green you-know-what!! The poor pups had managed to get away from their normal sleeping area (the BACK of the van) and tried to get out of the car via the windows (which were only down a smidgen anyway because of the cold!) Anyway there was "it" all over the seats, the speakers which were mounted in the side doors, the gear stick and hand brake in between the seats and the aroma was intense to say the least! 

Somehow without my murder I explained that "I gave them some new dried food this time", and we (kind of) managed to wash most of it out without waking our hosts or their neighbours - the houses were VERY close in suburbia! 

I SWEAR we still had to do spot cleans for about 3 weeks later as we kept getting the "whiff of that weekend"! 

PS I now never suddenly change over any part of the dogs' diet - and most especially not before going away for a weekend of showing! 

The lady vanishes!
One time we went to a "regular" Agricultural dog show which is about 1.5 hours drive away. We had taken about 4 dogs and one had won her class in group. Our friend Cassy was there with her Cavaliers when she realised that some of her dogs appeared to be coming down with something. 

Wayne and I decided that I would take most of our dogs plus Cassy and her dogs and gear home in our car and trailer, and Cassy would leave her car for Wayne. Accordingly we pulled down our cabana etc and sorted the dogs and left a large crate for Mimi (Alnclair Mimi Rogers) to stay in until judged in General Specials. Mimi's crate was safely under other Gundog exhibitors' shade so Wayne had the opportunity to just cruise around for a while and catch up with chatting to other exhibitors (something you often don't get to do when you have a few dogs entered). 

Half way home Cassy's mobile rings and it's Wayne saying "You have Mimi in the trailer". 

Well, I SO didn't even believe him that I actually pulled over on the side of the Pacific Highway and opened the trailer compartments to check - YEP, there she was - beautifully groomed ready for an event that was never going to happen! We laughed so hard virtually all the way home that we had barely stopped when Wayne pulled into the drive (dog less) about 45 minutes behind us! 

Wayne did advise the show secretary about the reason for Mimi's imminent absence from in-show judging, and we were never "chipped" about it by the Canine Council, so we now assume the "lady vanishes" excuse is an acceptable one!

Maintaining the Gundog Spirit (A message I sent to a Golden Retriever list in April 2001 when Ricky – Ch Alnclair Ricky’s Revenge – and his sister Annie – Ch Alnclair Ann Ticipation “had an adventure”!)

“Hi everyone,

We just did the best thing ever yesterday with our youngsters Ricky and Annie (8 months old). Took them to a Gundog retrieving trial training day at a property up the coast owned by Nova Scotia Duck Tolling Retriever breeders. 

Well as you some of you MAY have noticed Annie is quite a "pork chop" in the conformation ring - pretty naughty and slightly stubborn - ABSOLUTELY my fault for not training her better, but I DO plan to improve on that! Anyway she is obviously not obedience-trained or even obedient by ANY stretch of the imagination, but blow me down if she didn't sit next to me, run out to the dropped bird, mark it, pick it up and run back to me and then give it up no problems (that IS one thing I've trained the younger ones to do - give up a toy etc straight away with no tug of war to achieve it). Anyway she just SPARKLED at this and did retrieves over short gullies, deep gullies, in a dam and over a varied and long terrain even with the gun being shot over her (NOT by me I hasten to add!!) 

Ricky on the other hand (a boy!) ran out the first time, found it, sniffed it then turned his nose up (like saying well I'm a show dog but I doubt this is a show pigeon and there's NO way I'm going to put THAT thing in my lovely soft clean mouth) and then he ran back to us like a total wimp! HOWEVER we kept playing around with him and had him watching the other dogs and by the end of the day he was obviously keen to have a go again and so we sent him out and he did a perfect retrieve (although a weimaraner tried to snatch the bird out of his mouth as he returned to me and then he was a little hesitant to give it back perfectly!) 

Wayne and I were just STOKED with the whole day (and we had about 100 things that we were anxious to be doing back at home), but I REALLY feel that I would like to continue with this for them and maybe take Benny and Lizzie next time they hold one of these days. Yes I know the TRUE problem for me will be teaching the dogs to walk off-lead next to me in a heeling position and to hold still without me grabbing their necks in a vice-like grip to ensure they wait for the fetch command, but HEY we are both feeling very keen at the moment - we even brought home a bag of frozen dead birds to practice with! Anyway I can really recommend it for anyone who has never tried it.

Best Regards


Sharon McGrath

Alnclair Golden Retrievers" 

PS Hi again - back to the present! Those frozen dead pigeons are still at the bottom of the "dogs' freezer"!!


Golden Goose Stories

by Alana Coleman S.A.
Wrapped Around My Finger

Alnclair Centre Stage “Hank”
On a lovely Summer’s day out gardening on my hands and knees weeding, my boy “Hank” thought that this was a good opportunity for us to play fetch.  He brought his toy to me and flung it under my nose so I threw it and went on pulling weeds.  He brought it back and flung it at me, I threw it…. he brought it back and flung it at me, I threw it…. he brought it back and flung it at me, I threw it…. he brought it back and flung it at me, I threw it. He brought it back and flung it at me and I ignored him.  He picked it up and flung it under my nose…..I ignored him. He picked it up and flung it under my nose…..I proceeded to move on to the next clump of weeds.  I looked over at him and saw his look of disgust.

Bending down in a crawling position and reaching for weeds I felt something drop right onto the middle of my back.  Hank had promptly plopped his toy on my back and looked at me as if to say “NOW ignore me, come on and get with the program!”  It cracked me up, so what did I do?  I threw…he retrieved, I threw…he retrieved, I threw…he retrieved, You know how it goes!!

Through Brie’s Eyes

Alnclair Shooting Star “Brie” and Alnclair Centre Stage “Hank”

Oh!  Here we go again, Hank’s sucking up to Mum, she’s throwing the ball and he’s bringing it back!

“Good Boy!  she says. What a fuss!  I’ll show you – good boy indeed.”

“Get down Brie!  How many times do I have to tell you?  Get down!!!  Why aren’t you like Hank – he never jumps on me….ouch!  Get…DOWN!” says Mum, frustrated.

“What?  W.h.a.t ? It’s not my fault, I’m a Goldie - it’s in our blood I just gotta…jump! Hank, humph!  Such a goodie two shoes!  I’ll fix him!  OK Revenge Time!  Go on Mum throw that ball, I’m ready.”  

“Ready, set…go!  Get the ball Hank” yells Mum.

“Look out, freight train coming through!  Ha, look out Hank, this one’s mine.  If I just bite him on the leg and the face then hang off the tail he’ll…”

“Brie, don’t play dirty!” calls Mum.

“Aw Mum, it’s a great tactic – he drops it almost every time!  See!  Success! Now all I have to do is trot past him, place the tail strategically…Yes! That’s it…in the  face and now the taunting with the ball. Come on Hank, I dare you…come on…let’s see if you can catch me…come on…take the bait…yep BITE!”  

“Look out Mum, the cyclone’s coming through!”  Whoops, trod on her toes again!

“Ouch Brie!…Hey you two!  Careful, you’re gonna hurt yourselves.”

“Not me!  I’m the Wabash Cannon Ball, I’m invincible.  Gee I love the way that gravel scatters as we pelt through it.  Hmm..that didn’t shake him, here we go up around Mum’s car.  Now if I stop behind it he won’t see me.”

“Huh!  Where is he?  That’s funny he didn’t fall for that one…I’ll just move carefully to the right…Uh oh, there he is, gotta run…Gotta fly…Wheeee…Ha! Ha! Hank you’re too slow!  Quick, better head for under the trailer – he can’t get me there.  Hey Hank, what’s up?  Can’t get me under here can you?  You’re too big Ha Ha!

“Wanna bet” says Hank as he makes a sweeping dive under the trailer.

“Kapow big boy, nothing gets in the way of this bulldozer!  A couple more laps of the round garden, up and under the wattle tree and through the rose garden should just about do it.  Come on Hank, you’re slowing up!”  

“Hey!  Don’t jump on me, get off!  Grrrwwww, you’re getting a bit too rough.  I give up, here have your dumb ball!”

“Good boy Hank, what a good boy, you brought the ball back, good boy!” praises Mum.

“Hey, what about me?  I was great!  What grace!  What daring!  What speed!  Come on Mum, what about me?”

“For the last time Brie…Geeeet….Doooown.”  

“Good boy Hanky Pooh, Gooood boy.”

“Yeah, well the joke’s on you Ol’ Hanky Pooh, cause that was a new world record 10 minutes and 41 seconds it took to get that ball back to Mum.  Na..na.. ne…naa….na!!”

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

The darling “good boy” Hank suffered a very aggressive form of cancer which sadly took his life aged under 3.  We are extremely proud to have bred a dog who brought such pleasure and comfort to Alana and her family during his short life.  Alana actually wrote and sent in these stories for the NSW Golden Retriever Club when she had been given the dreadful diagnosis.  Rest in Peace sweet lad “Hank”.

