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Preface
Mr. White and his ranch foreman, Robert Nelil, were bent low
over the squirming, squealing litter of Border Coll ie puppies

using every knowledgeable key they possessed to pic k out the

best one. Eva Dee, my twelve-year-old daughter (not being able
to stand the suspense any longer), reached into the pile of fur
and lifted out a little tri-colored female she had named “Rosie”
and said, “This is the best one, Mr. White. She wil | be the best
dog of the litter.” “What makes you think so?” aske d Mr.

White, owner and operator of the largest commercial and

purebred Hereford operation in the state of Missour I
“I just know she will be,” answered Eva Dee.
“Well, if that's a woman'’s intuition, I'll just tak e her,” he

replied. | breathed a sigh of relief. He had been f ondling an

almost all-white pup with a black head that | just knew he

would pick and that was my choice pup of the litter . When Mr.
White was following Eva'’s advice he was leaving me my choice
and taking a little nondescript pup that would have been one

of the last choices.

In a couple of weeks, Mr. White returned to the Elm Valley
Goat Dairy in Springfield, Missouri, with the littl e tri-colored
female. “She doesn’'t seem to be healthy and I'm afr aid she will
die. | want to trade her back for the white pup,” h e explained.
Since | stand behind my dogs and have replaced seve ral in

such cases, | watched in consternation as he put th e beautiful



white dog pup on the seat beside him in the big gol
and drove off with my prize.

| looked down at the pup he had left behind. | pick
and looked into her eyes. All the other pups had be
She was all | had left. “Eva Dee, you had better be

maybe you are, there is just something about your e
that | like!”

d Cadillac

ed her up
en sold.
right! And

yes, Rosie

Accepting trophy and ribbon for 1% Place in
Cattle Class at Longmont, Colorado.
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Foreword

Here’s a book you will enjoy!

Typesetting this book has changed my whole opinion of
work dogs. | used to think that only poodles, peek- a-poos, or
cock-a-poos were worth having. The smaller, the fur rier, the
better.

This book is about a lot of dogs. But it is about one Border
Collie in particular—Rosie. | hate to admit it, now, that | had

begged Dad to get rid of Rosie. She always looked e  vil to me,
the way she slunk around in the shadows of the carp ort as we

would unload from the car.

| recall on a trip back to Missouri from Wyoming, | was at
the wheel and Dad says, “Now when we get to Hutchin son,
Kansas, stop at a phone booth. | have to call place .lamto

pick up a Border Collie, zzzzz.”
When he awoke | was (purposely) 200 miles past
Hutchinson, Kansas—too far to go back!

In a novel way, this book walks you through the

commands used in training Border Collies. It is suc h
interesting, persuasive material. Dad makes it soun d so easy.
However, it must be easier for Border Collies. My p oodle just

sets there like a bump on a cucumber when | command :
“Way-to-me.” “Come-by.” Or, “Go get the cows.”

Twyla (Greer) Menzies
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Rosie

From eight little “fluff balls” just two yet remain ed,
For six have been chosen my pick they’'d not claimed
Soon the choice of all choices was going to be made :
As our twelve-year-old Eva said, “Rosie’s first gra de!”
So | stood by and waited for the men to decide,
Would they take her advice or the pup of my pride?
With the tri-colored pup they were soon out of sigh t,
Leaving me the white one--things have all turned ou t right!
But would you believe in a couple of weeks,
“Little Rosie” is back to be traded for keeps!
Can it be that my prize is now leaving my yard?
And it's all up to Rosie to win my regard?
How common you look as you tuck in your tail.
Are you sorry you're here or afraid you will fail?
Then | noticed her eyes as she looked up at me,
Little then did | know, she’s a champion to be!
If you're choosing for looks then you may miss the mark,
She must know how to bite, much more than to bark!
Dog trainers, remember, beauty’s only skin deep.
For it's far more important how she works cows and sheep!

By my wife, Carrie Greer



Chapter 1

“Rosie on the Nosie”

“Come out here to the pasture Gene. | want to show you

something you won'’t believe!” | was addressing a la nky, red-

haired, steely blue-eyed friend of mine who operate s alarge
dairy near Ozark, Missouri. Gene Estes not only rai ses fine
Holstein cattle but has some of the best Border Col lies in the
area. His dog, Edgar, is the sire of the pup | was about to show
him.

| picked up little three-month-old Rosie into my a rms and
we headed for the pasture. Rosie hasn’'t had one bit of
training. She is a little tri-colored thing, black with white trim,
white running gears, with brown eyebrows and jowls. Her eyes
are neither dark nor light, just in-between amber a nd has an
uncanny trait, even as a pup, of looking directly i nto your

eyes. That is...if she likes you. And, already as a p uppy she

saw few people that she liked. She quietly ignores the rest.
Later on in life she bit several people. She is rea lly anti-social.
To an extent this has been embarrassing, but one th ing I'll

never have to worry about is someone stealing her!

Now, back to the pasture.

It's late in the evening. The wind is blowing and it's not
too conducive to being out. The calves (about 400 p ounders)
eye us suspiciously as we draw near. About 50 yards away

from the heard | set the little pup down. With a da sh she is off.



Around the calves she goes, full speed. The calves break for

the corrals but the pup is too fast for them even a t her early
age. Whipping around them she jumps high, grabs the lead
calf by the head and hangs on! Bawling and bucking the calf
finally shakes her loose. Meanwhile the others have scattered,

fleeing in every direction. Little Rosie sweeps aro und them,
bunches them up and starts grabbing heads again. Th is time |
am closing in on her and finally catch her up into my arms. |
look at my friend expecting to see a look of amazem ent on his
face and what do | see? A dead-pan expression!

“What do you think of that?” | asked.

“Pretty good,” he replied, never breaking his expr ession.
“Pretty good?” | echoed. “Did you ever see a pup | ike her?
“Why I've only turned her loose a couple of times. I've
never seen a pup that strong at her age in my life! Pretty good?
That has to be the under-expression of the year! I m telling
you, Gene Estes, you are now looking at the dog tha t will
make your Edgar famous for you because you are look ing at

the future champion of the world!”

His expression still remained. It was as if he nev er even
heard me. I'm given to be a little over-expressive while on the
other hand. Gene is the conservative type when it c omes to
bragging on either his own dogs or anyone else’s. | n the years
to come | am to learn that this quiet but short-fus ed dog-man
with generations of pioneer farming and ranching bl ood in his



pedigree, has an unusual ability of detecting and k nowing a

good dog. The problem is to get it out of him!

“What do you think, Gene?” (I'm desperately trying to get
a commitment out of him. Surely he would at least
acknowledge he had just seen the impossible with so young a
pup.)

“You'll probably ruin her by getting her hurt bad while
she is yet so young,” was his reply as he calmly tu rned and

headed back for the house.

What he didn’t know was that she had already been hurt.
The first time | turned her loose on the stock she got badly run
over. She charged straight in, caught a calf by the nose and
came down hard. She never has learned to bite easy! When
she grips, whether head or heel, they know they've been
gripped! | don't call this all bad either. | have s een her move
stock that 99% of the other dogs wouldn’t get done, all
because cows couldn’t stand the pressure she can pu ton

them, either front or back end.

The calf struck out with both front legs like a ho rse
would do (most unusual for a cow). Catching the pup with
both front feet, she was flattened like a pancake. Then the calf
ran square over her. Rosie was hurt so bad. The poo r little
thing started crawling off. | was hurrying to pick her up,
kicking myself for working her so young. She is gai ning speed.
| hurry faster. Now she is up and staggering in the direction of
the calves. | run. | must catch her—it is her first time out and
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she knows no commands at all. She will not stop, | have to

catch her. | lunge to pick her up but she dodges me and is
now getting her locomotion going. She is out runnin g me and
right in to the calves she charges. Again the lunge for the
nose, again the bawling of the calf, again the runn ing over and

this time | catch her before she can get to her fee t.

She gives me that “all-the-way-through” look with her
eyes. They seem to be saying, “Dummy, if you would let me
alone I'd teach that calf something.”

Well, go ahead Estes; be conservative with your op inions.
You've seen and handled a lot of good cow dogs but one of
these days you are going to admit you've never seen anything

like Edgar’s Rosie.
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Chapter 2
A Cornered Billy Goat

“Do you want to bet $100, Don?” Don Day was the Sec retary-
Treasurer of our church and he knew | was only bant ering
him.

“I'll bet you $200 she can't do it,” he replied. W e were

speaking of Rosie who was only six months old at th e time and
still had no training to speak of. With operating t he Elm Valley
Goat Dairy, pastoring a small rural church (the Hig hway
Assembly of God, 30 miles away) and working full-ti me in
construction work as an iron worker, | was hard pre ssed to
train any dog, let alone a six-month-old pup. Rosie would have

to wait 3 or 4 months.

Don Day and | had been drenching the sheep and dai ry
goats. He was catching and holding for me. We had f inished
the sheep and all the dairy goats but not the bucks . Now he
had to get in the buck runways and catch them. The buck
barn has four stalls and from each stall runs a gra veled
runway 30 feet long and six feet wide. Each buck ha s his own
stall and runway. Don was doing okay until he came to Senior
Buck No. 1. This buck was the only fighter | had. H e would
back into a corner and really whack you. | had warn ed Don
about him and told him to send in Nancy to get him out.

Elm Valley Nancy was my first registered Border Co llie.
Having been raised on a small sheep and cattle ranc h near

12



Gillette, Wyoming, | was raised up with good stock dogs. When

my wife Carrie and | answered the call of God to th e ministry
and sold our little ranch and headed for the Ozarks , | never
dreamed of owning another stock dog. | had owned on e of the
best in the state of Wyoming named “Nancy.” | will tell you
more about her later but when | purchased my first Border
Collie from Alden Duncan of Mountain View, Missouri , we

named her after my Wyoming Nancy.

There was probably never a more intelligent canine than
Elm Valley Nancy. | knew nothing about the Internat ional
commands, nor the fine points of training you could put on a
dog. | just used the same western lingo we trained our dogs to
out west and Nancy responded beautifully. If some o f the good
trainers we have over the countryside today would h ave gotten
hold of her, she would have been a champion without a doubt.

| will give you a couple of examples of her cunnin g. She
knew my five children by name. When | told her to f ind them
for me she would track them down like a bloodhound. The

only difference being that she had a keener nose, s harper
instincts, and tracking ability than most trail hou nds. She
could track when it was dry or wet, hot or cold.

One day an ex-policeman, a friend of mine by the n ame
of Bill, was visiting our dairy. | was telling him how smart
Nancy was and some of her feats. When | told him | could put
her on the trail of either man or beast and she wou Id track

them down, he was little more than skeptical.

13



“Do you mean she could track me down if you told h er

to?” he asked.

“Easily,” | replied. “I guarantee you; you won'’t b e able to
escape her if you don’t go in some building and shu t the door.”

“If you don’t mind, I'd like to put her to the tes t. Would
you let me try?”

“Sure,” | replied, calling Nancy over and having h er smell
his shoes and trouser leg. | shut her in the hallwa y of the barn
and Bill ran off to hide. He went into a small past ure west of
the house and barn and climbed a tree. Nancy found him in

less than 60 seconds.

“I thought you were going to try and escape, that was Sso
easy it was an insult to her! That was like asking Longfellow to
guote nursery rhymes. Now try again and really see if you can

elude the little dog.”

“All right. | see now you weren't kidding about he r ability.
I'll lay a trail a bloodhound couldn’t follow” Bill replied.

And lay a trail he did! Back through the same past ure,
climbing every other tree, back-tracking, walking | 0gs,
climbing over the fence, across another small pastu re and into

a densely-wooded area on my neighbor’s place. He ci rcled the

adjoining farm and came into our place from the eas t, climbed
the basketball goal post and sat down on top the ba ckboard.
He had a ring-side view of most the course he had r un. It had
taken him nearly an hour. He had really done his be stto lay a
trail so confusing it would have challenged the bes t trall

14



hound. It was a beautiful site to see the way that little Border
Collie worked that trail. In less than ten minutes she was
sitting underneath the basketball goal looking up a t Bill!

Most Border Collies have a good nose. Nancy’s was

exceptional. Rosie can’'t smell her own tracks but b y and large
most of them have enough tracking ability they can track
down your stock. This is a fine trait. When your co llie doesn’t
find the stock he is after in the pasture, he will sometimes trail
around until he finds where the stock has gotten th rough the
fence and will track them down and bring them back. This is
just another feather the Border Collie possesses th at helps
make them the best stock dogs in the world. | will give you

another example of Nancy’s abilities:

Late one night, my phone started ringing, rousing me
from a deep sleep. Mr. Robert Campbell, my neighbor , one half
mile to the east, was on the other end of the line.

“Mr. Greer, your cows are back of my house in the
garden,” he said. “I think there are about four of them”

Man, was | relieved! | only owned two, a Jersey mi lk cow
and a one-year-old Holstein beef steer.

“They must belong to someone else, Mr. Campbell; | only
have a cow and a steer.”

“Alright, sorry to bother you.”

| jumped back in bed and was just dozing off again when

once more the phone rang.
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“There are only two Mr. Greer and they are your co w and
steer.”

What do | do now? We both live on “M” Highway, a

highway that is used for a bypass for south of Spri ngfield, and
one of the busiest state highways in all the area. My wife
(while sitting in the swing on the front porch) has counted as
many as 110 passing cars and trucks in 10 minutes o nM
Highway.

| slip on my shoes and walk out into the warm summ er
night in only my shorts. (I never sleep in pajamas except if we
have company and only then because Carrie insists!) The stars
are shining and the katydids are singing. Not one s ign of a
moon—only darkness. | go down to the cow corral and sure
enough, the gate is open and the cows are gone. To get to Mr.
Campbell’'s, the cows would have to cross my unfence d yard

and go up the highway.

With my flashlight | find their tracks crossing th e lawn
and a thought enters my mind. Put Nancy on their tr ail. But
no! The highway is too dangerous. No more dangerous for a
dog and two cows than it is for a man and two cows. There
doesn’t seem to be much traffic and besides, I'm to o tired to go
myself. | unsnap her chain and holding her nose dow n to the

tracks | say, “Go get the cows, Nancy.” She takes o ff in the
darkness—right up the highway.
In about three minutes a car goes by and | breathe a

prayer for my little dog. After an eternity of wait ing, another
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car goes by. Finally, | hear the unmistakable click of hoofs on

the highway and out of the darkness comes the cow a nd calf
with Nancy walking calmly behind them. Into the cor ral, the
gate is shut, Nancy is re-chained and back to the s ack | go for
a good night’s rest. How she ever managed to trail those cows
over that highway, get them out of Mr. Campbell's g arden,
back on the road and safely home, I'll never know. A fabulous
achievement. Like | said, no contest dog, but one o f the best

stock dogs to ever set foot in Missouri.

This book isn’t about ElIm Valley Nancy. It's about Rosie,
the greatest dog | have ever seen.

When Don sent Nancy in to get the mean buck out, t he
buck had backed into the far corner of the runway a nd fought

furiously. Nancy had been hurt by him before. She b acked off

and went to barking. She was giving up. A cornered Billy goat
can be a very formidable opponent. Besides, the nar row
runways don’t afford a dog much of a chance to esca pe their
rushes and Nancy had learned that all too well in p revious

encounters with him.
Don came after me but we weren’t any braver than
Nancy. We were both as cautious as and even more so than

the dog. After a couple of charges we backed off an d didn’t

even bark at him! That's when | thought of the pup, Rosie.
“Go untie that little pup and I'll show you a dog that will

move that Billy goat.” That is when Don laughed in my face

and asked who | thought | was kidding. “Okay, I'll take you up
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on that bet,” he said. “There isn’t a dog living th at can get that

goat out of there.”

Don returned shortly and said, “If you want that d 0g
you'll have to get her yourself. It's bad enough to be hit by that
buck let alone getting bitten by that savage little pup on the
same day!”

| hurried up to the kennels and untied little Rosi e. She
was still a small little thing. When | put her down in the buck
pen, Don said, “Are you sure you've got $1007? It's acinch I'm

going to win it!”

“Get him Rosie,” | commanded. Straight for the buc k she
flew. He bowled her over with a quick rush. She was all teeth.
When he backed off he found her firmly anchored on his left
foreleg. Dragging the pup along with him he continu ed to try
and butt her. She hung on with the tenaciousness of a

bulldog! He gave a great leap and succeeded in brea king her
hold but as he went over her she grabbed a new mout hful. A

most tender part!

The buck bounded into his stall, bawling at the to p of his
voice, dragging a very mad little bundle of fur and he will never
forget how close he came to being a whither instead of a buck!
Several stitches were required to close the wound. From then
on to get Senior Buck No. 1 out of his runway all y ou had to
do was just set Rosie down inside his pen. He eithe r found the

door quickly or started climbing the walls.
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“Aren’t you glad neither one of us really believe in betting,

Don?”

This is the judge’s stand on Greer’s 40 Acres
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Chapter 3

The Four Ps
Rosie was born April 14, 1971, the daughter of Jack ie and
Edgar. She is registered with the North American Sh eep
Society as Number 15516, color description—black, wh ite feet,
tail tip, brown on cheeks and legs; variety—rough; s ize—
medium; litter sisters and brothers—1 (one). They ma de a
typographical error: it should have been 7 (seven), instead of

the 1 (one). | never bothered to have this correcte d as none of

her brothers or her two sisters were ever registere d. She is also

registered with ARF (Animal Research Foundation) Nu mber
1602.

The pup Mr. White finally settled on was killed in an
accident. Rosie’s red sister was purchased by Corb Conner,
foreman for the Kickapoo Prairie Farm. They were lo ading
cattle one day; the pup was only four or five month s old and
was heeling those cows up the chute, when the haule r turned

to Mr. Conner, “Corb, where did you get that pup?”
“From my neighbor down the road, C. J. Greer.”

“Will you sell her?”

“No.”

“Would you take $500 for her?”

“No.”

The very next week, Corbett accidentally ran over her
with the tractor. She died. He immediately came dow n and

20



purchased the other Rosie sister that | had been ho lding for

another man, whom | never heard from again. (After several
such experiences of holding pups for people and the n never
hearing from them again, | always ask for a small d eposit of at
least $10.00).

| thought | had waited long enough so | let Corb h ave
“Black Beauty” and she is his inseparable companion today.

All her other brothers were either destroyed by ac cident
or on purpose. Black Beauty, Corb’s dog, is spayed and was
never bred. You couldn’t buy her for love or money yet today.
Corb talks to her like you would to a hired hand. S he gets in
the chickens, watches the gates, and does anything that's
needed around the place. She killed a groundhog and had it in

the yard the other morning when he got up.
“Black Beauty, take that thing back to the pasture and
leave it there!” She not only took it back to the p asture, but

dug a hole and buried it!

| am going to tell you how I trained Rosie to the b est of
my ability. | will tell of the things | did right a nd of the
mistakes | made and how it should have been done. | think
back, how easy she was to train. | will have to con jure up
some situations | have hit in training other dogs, and use
them in connection with her or it wouldn’t be worth your time
to continue reading and | couldn’t call this book a trainer’s
manual (and wouldn’t be able to ask as much money f or itl).
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For instance, the first thing | train a dog to do i S to come to me
on command. This she always did. The second thing | train a
dog to do is to heel. This she did automatically. T he third thing
| teach a dog is to fetch stock. This she did insti nctively. The
list could go on and on and | sometimes get to thin king, “I
didn’t train Rosie. She trained me!”

But suppose you have a pup or dog who won’'t come t 0
you on command. | stress  On-command . Any dog will come to
you when he wants to but you must train your dog to come to
you if he wants to or not. To me this is the first essential step
of dog training.

Put a light cord (preferably nylon), very small, s lightly
larger than a string, on your dog and walk off the length of the
cord, not to exceed 50 feet. Stop and relax for a m oment or
two. Then address your dog by name and then give th e
command, “Come.” | like to use the command, “Come here!”
but the big boys say just the word, “Come” is bette r. Take your

choice. When the dog doesn’t come, give a sharp jer k on the

line. Not enough to break his neck but sharp enough to get his
attention. Wait three or four seconds and repeat yo ur
command. After several jerks the dog will usually m ove. Not
always toward you and most often will try and run a way.
When this happens | usually up end him pretty sever ely and

repeat my command to come again. When he does come,
praise and pet him, walk off a ways and repeat the

performance. Sometimes | hide around a corner of th e barn or
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over a bank, etc., and by being very persistent | w il have the

dog obeying this command the first day out.

Now | don’'t mean by that, that | will spend the wh ole day
training him. Never put over 30 minutes at a time i n the
beginning of a dog’'s education. Often 15 minutes is better. If
the pup is sharp, he will have it in the first less on. If not, | will
work him again sometimes during the day, preferably in the
evening.

If you notice, | used the word “persistent.” | wan tto

emphasize the four P’'s that have worked very successfully for
me: Petting, Praising, Persisting, and Patience.

When petting , never pat the head. Pat the back and rib
cage. Rub the head gently.

When praising , use a kind tone and few words. Don't
overdo it. If you do, it will become meaningless to the dog.

When persisting , you must have much perseverance.

Keep insisting, not by beating but by proper tactic s until your
dog knows what you want and knows you will not let him rest
until he does it, just once anyway. Many good dogs have been
ruined because their master thought they knew what he

meant when they didn't.

And have patience. | have had people come and want to

watch me training dogs. | have granted their desire . I would
get out a young dog and work him. When he did somet hing
wrong or failed to do what he should do, | have kep t persisting
on his performance. Finally, his move was corrected and he
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did it right or he would do the job he was supposed to do and |

would look up to find my visitors gone. Many of the m have had

their feelings hurt thinking | had completely forgo tten about

them or didn’t’ care if they stayed or not, etc. Fr ankly

speaking, they are right on both accounts. It is mo re

important that | keep my dog straightened out than to

entertain them. Who asked to see my dogs work anywa y?
Well, Rosie never had a training cord on in her li fe. Her

neck was never jerked to teach her to come. This co mmand

she always obeyed. She also heeled naturally. To te ach a dog

to heel means to walk close by your side, either ri ght or left,
and slightly behind. | have trained but a few dogs that |
needed the cord on for this, but some have had to h ave it or
they would run off. | always carry a light cattle w hip. | prefer
one about 7-10’ long with a stiff handle at least h alf the

length. You can turn it over and use it for a cane, or you can
calm your dog by lightly switching flowers and weed s ahead of
you. When they start going around, you head them of f with the
whip, all the time saying  “Heel” or “heel me.” Walk around the
yard or in a small enclosure for several circles fi rst and then
out into a pasture and go for a long walk. On this very first
long walk you can also start to work on the “Down”

command.

While we are walking | will say “Ho!” and stop. Be sure
and stand dead still. After a few seconds | will sa y “Down”

and gently push the dog down. He will usually spraw lin all
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kinds of directions and get all out of shape but | will persist
that he stays down until | tell him “That'll do.”  Now this
takes much patience. Don’t worry about the dog’s po sition on
the ground. Many will roll over and lay on their ba cks. |
couldn’t care less as long as they are down and sta y down.
Later on he will go down correctly and stay in the right
position until commanded otherwise.

| will never forget Duff, a big beautifully-built Border
Collie owned by Mr. White. | had been training a ha If-brother
of his all winter and never did really get the dog started right.
He was just one of the few exceptions you will get onceina

while that you can’t successfully train. He was a 'y

ear younger

than Duff and when Mr. White brought Dulff, | really expected
trouble. If | couldn’t train his brother at a year old, what could
| do with this big two-year old? Neil had tried to use Duff so he
had had some training, but he absolutely would not mind
anyone. When you turned him loose he took after the nearest
stock, scattered them and continued cross country r unning
everything in sight. By the time they would catch h im,
everyone would be so exhausted they would just shut him up
again and forget him. On top of that, he would sure bite you if
you punished him! He was just about as spoiled a do gasl
ever got a hold of.

Mr. White had just gotten over the hill out of sig ht when
Duff and | went to fist city. When Myron had handed the leash
to me | had tried to hold him gently enough but he kept
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charging and pulling until I squared his big head a bout off his
shoulders and he bit at me. | never let on at the m oment but |
promised him silently that as soon as his master wa s out of

sight, we would have a little understanding.

| led him into the goat corral which is fenced wit h 48"
chain link fencing with 3 barbed wires on top of th at. It won't
only hold goats it will also hold dogs! | slip on t he nylon cord,
all the time talking sweet talk in his ears, unsnap his chain
and let him go. | keep several piles of throwing ro cks at
convenient spots around the place just for such occ asions.
Rocks slightly larger than walnuts. One of the adva ntages a

dog trainer has who lives in the Ozarks!

Duff started making a wild run around the goat yar d. |
hollered “Duff” and busted him with a rock. Now the secret of
rock throwing is never let the dog see you throw th e rock.
Secondly, it pays to have a little accuracy and to throw hard.
You are wasting your time to throw pebbles that nev er hurt.
That first rock sounded like | had hit a ripe pumpk in. The
second one sounded better. After the third rock, he had quit

running past me. Something was telling him it was a

dangerous thing to do and also that when his name “ Duff” was
called it was a pretty good idea to look around and see what
was taking place. | walked up to him, petted him an d said
“Down.” When | pushed on him he bit me. Using the b utt end
of my whip | busted him across the head. While he w as still
howling in pain | pushed him down. Up he came. Plac ing the
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nylon cord under my instep | pulled his head down a

nd

pushed him down again. He couldn’t get up. | petted him for a
long time and repeated the performance.

Before Mr. White had gotten home that day | had hi m
conquered and in two weeks time he was a better dog than his

brother that | had trained all winter.

Now let me emphasize that this
train a dog, but some dogs aren’t
adapt a method that will work on that particular do
thought this was a good example for a spoiled dog.

| will tell you about another exceptional dog | tr
big beautiful, red Australian Sheep Dog. He was one
best bred Aussies in the middle west being a son of
belonging to Mr. and Mrs. Ernest Berner of Peculiar
brought him down one fall and it was a pleasure to
fine people. To meet “Jim” the dog was another thin
him out of the car and he immediately started dragg
all over the yard. They each had a leash and took t
begging him to behave. | was very impressed with th
and strength of this dog. | was also impressed with
desire to teach him some manners. | could hardly wa
they got out of sight to transmit my impression to
of the first things Jim was going to learn was that

to drag people around over yards!

isn’'t the proper way to

proper either and you have to

g. |

ained, a
of the
Salome,
, Mo. They
meet these
g. They let
ing them
urns
e beauty
a strong
it until
action. One

it isn’t nice

Putting a choke chain on him and tying on my nylon

cord, we went for a walk. Now don’t follow this exa
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do as | do, do as | say.” Did you ever hear that pr overbial

expression? Always get acquainted with your dog. | usually

spend the first week of a dog’s education by just f eeding and
petting and walking with him. | will need to get ac quainted
with him as much as he needs to get acquainted with me.
Many dogs will not accept you as their leader until you prove

you are the leader.

Most animals, including man, are part of a “pack o rder,”
psychological system. In animals it is referred to as the “pack
instinct.” In the wolf family, order is enforced by the pack
leader, usually the strongest and fiercest male who has the
ability to subdue any rival in battle, whether in a wild dog
pack, wolf pack, deer herd, elk herd, moose herd or what have
you. Younger males are ever watchful for signs that the leader
Is weakening and past his peak. When they sense he IS
capable of being whipped, one of the braver will do battle and
try to take over his pack or herd. If they succeed, the
subservient members of the pack will immediately su bmit to
his leadership until the order is repeated over aga in and again.

It has always been a sad sight to see a big old bu ck

antelope or buck deer (of which | have seen many) w ounded

and beaten, grazing all alone, their days of virili ty and prestige
as a leader, over. But both this strong instinct to be a leader
and also an equally strong instinct for submission behavior is
what a trainer exploits to the best of his ability in the dog.
Always pick out a pup who seems to be the leader, n ot the
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follower. Then make yourself a leader of the leader . In his
canine eyes you become the pack leader and he will be in

complete submission to you.

This also applies to the bitches. Many an old ewe is the
leader of the flock and many a female dog, though i n
submission to her mate or to the strong dog of the pack, will
run the show when it comes to catching game. This i s another
natural instinct in dogs that we adapt to working | ivestock.
Actually, many dogs in their circling and fetching are only
using instincts that somehow stir out of their dim and distant
past and I'm sure in most of their minds they still picture
sheep or any other stock as something not to protec tand
cuddle but as fair game to be hunted and eaten! Tha tis why
an untrained stock dog, left to himself, so often t urns out to be
a killer. It is the training of or working dog that keeps him in
control of these passions and makes him a working s tock dog

instead of a stock killer.

This hunting instinct is never more profound than when
you see a dog “Shed” sheep. To “Shed” means to cut one or
more out of a herd. On command your dog drives in b etween
the one you have singled out and the rest of the he rd. This is

exactly the same move you have seen on television o f the wild

dogs of Africa, or the wolves of Alaska, when they cut out an
animal for the kill. So really, all we are doing tr aining dogs is
cultivating and developing these basic pack and ind ividual
instincts. Even well-trained dogs will revert to th e wild nature
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and that is why it is an unwritten law of the range never to let

your dog roam and if you do never complain if he ge ts shot !
Now, back to the walk we were taking with the big two-
year-old Australian: it wasn't a pleasant walk. Eve ry other step
it seemed to me, he would try and jerk me down and | would
retaliate with a mighty jerk on the choke chain unt il it became
apparent to him he might just loose his head from o ff his
shoulders. He had the hardest time learning not to pull on
that choke chain! But perseverance and strong jerks prevailed
and finally he got the idea that | was leader of th e pack and he

was to follow me not me follow him.
As soon as | won supremacy over this dog and he

accepted me as master, it was amazing to see the pr ogress he

made in his training. He was just a little over-edu cated on the
“heel me” part and it was hard to get him to leave me and go to
work when he was supposed to. Being a high-strung, nervous
type Aussie didn’t help the situation. On the comma nd to

“Get-the-cows,” “Come-by,” or “Way-to-me,” whatever |

used to encourage him to go, he would get excited a nd want to

go but remembering the choke chain experience he wo uld
jump high, up and down, right by my side and on occ asion
reach over and bite me on the shoulder or arm. Well what kind
of deal is this? I'm not given to any dog pinching around on me

and thiswas a big dog! Besides, | don’t have too many arms

and shoulders to spare. | reversed my training whip and
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watching very closely, clouted him over the head wh en he
started jumping too high. Now | had a situation. It 's touch and
go. Whip the dog for doing too many things wrong an d you
stand a chance of persuading him never to do anything . Now
here is where the four Ps really come in. Especiall y the

persistence and pet bit.

My, it takes a lot of patience! We walk and walk a nd
walk. | encourage him to go to the point he starts getting over-
excited, then | calm him down with both whip and pe tting,
(not praise) and start all over again. Finally he b reaks away
from me and starts working the stock. Immediately | call him
back to me and now comes the praise with more petti ng. We
repeated this performance several times. He must be kept from
getting too involved in working the stock for a whi le. | sure
didn’t want to run the risk of having to correct hi m for too
many things at the same time. By the time my should ers
healed up he was ready to be trained in earnest and made a

fine stock dog.
Now | have used these two dog stories just to let you
know there are all kinds of situations to overcome. As | said, it

takes much patience.
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Chapter 4
Rosie at Work

Spring, 1972. Rosie is one year old today and tomor row | am
leaving for Wyoming. My dear mother is in the sundo wn of her
life and very ill. She won't be with us much longer and | have
been making one to two trips a year back to Gillett e to be with
her as much as possible. My father passed away on A pril 18,
1955. The ending of an era of history in the United States of
America was and is, in fact, coming to a close. The last of the
western “homesteaders,” of which my parents were, a re decline
almost daily in every community of our area. There are very
few of the original homesteaders left around Gillet te, Wyoming.
My dad, C. C. Greer, left Union Star, Missouri, in 1913
and filed a claim 17 miles southeast of Gillette. H e finished
proving it up and in 1916, he and my mother took al | their
belongings and three small children in an immigrant car and

moved to settle down in the wild, wild west.

An immigrant car was a box car that could be rente d
from the Chicago, Burlington and Quincy Railroad fo r families
to move their belongings from the east to the homes teads of
the west. My mother never forgot that experience. T he day they
arrived in Gillette, she thought they were at the e nd of the
world!! Leaving the beautiful, fertile farm land of Northern
Missouri, this young mother couldn’t believe a coun try could
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be as harsh and barren as the desolate plains aroun d Gillette

and Rozet, Wyoming.

My father unloaded the pair of work mares, Bess an d
Bell, from the immigrant car, hitched them to the | umber
wagon, which had also come in the box car, loaded m y
frightened and homesick mother, the three children and
headed across the prairies to the one-room log cabi n he had
thrown up on our homestead. They never came to one fence in

the entire 17 miles!

Prong-horn antelope bounded away from a few yards as
they would come into view, and then would stop and gaze
curiously at the strange procession crawling across the plains:
a lumber wagon, loaded with furniture, groceries an d family;
followed by the Missouri milk cow tied on behind; a nd a
lumbering, black and tan foxhound pup bringing up t he rear.
My dad was an ardent foxhound man and even though n o]
foxes were then known to be in the state of Wyoming , he

wasn’t going to be without a foxhound!

My mother couldn’t help being impressed by the

beautiful red-shale hills that have a way of thrust ing
themselves above the prairie as if giant moles were working
overtime to provide some diversion from the otherwi se flat and
barren land. The sharp tang of sagebrush filled the air. Huge

flocks of sage chickens moved aside for them, no mo re
disturbed than a flock of Barred-Rock hens (which t hey

resemble) would have been. But where is the vegetat ion?
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Where is the water? How can  anything survive in such

wasteland? What a contrast to the lush fertile soil of Missouri!
My dad explains to her that what grass she does see , though
appearing dead and very short, is the famous Buffal o grass of
the west. It is a hard grass that cures naturally a nd provides
nutrients and energy unsurpassed by any grass in th e world.
Cattle will graze it all winter long and stay fat i f the blizzards
keep the ridges swept clean of snow for them. Speak ing of
blizzard, little did either of them realize that th e terrible
blizzard of 1916 was going to strike that very fall and would
come close to causing them and everything they had to perish.
Even the furniture, so precious and scarce that the y were
hauling, would have to be broken up and burned to k eep them

from freezing to death!

It struck in the night. The day before had been a

beautiful, sunlit day. Snow was melting and rivulet s of water
cut their own courses across the prairie like the d ancing of
flying fish. It was shirt-sleeve weather: warm and the rich
aroma of the west filled the nostrils of man and be ast. Then, in
the night, a northerner rolled in. Grey and cold, t he
thermometer plunged over 29 degrees in less than tw 0 hours.
The wind howled around the eaves of the log cabin a nd the
little pioneer family huddled close together and pr ayed for the
morning as the thermometer continued to plunge and snow
filled the air. Morning was scarcely discernable. T he blackness
gave away to only grayness and snow. Visibility was zero. Dad
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had to get out to the coal house and get some coal. He opened

the door and the savage sting of snow and cold swir led into
the cabin with such force they scarcely could get t he door
closed again! What could they do? He had to get to that coal
house!

They tied a string to the doorknob and Dad forced

himself out into the blizzard. He tried again, reel ing out the
string as he went and hanging onto to it for dear | ife! It's a
good thing he did! He never made it half way to the coal house
(which wasn’'t over 30 yards away). He couldn’t see a thing and
the terrible force of the wind with the suffocating , swirling
snow, forced him to lie down and crawl back to the house on
all fours. If it hadn’t been for the string, he sai d he would have
never found the house. He fell through the door exh austed and
for the next 24 hours, he and mother broke and burn ed their
furniture piece by piece with Mom crying a little h arder with

every stick they burned.

| could write volumes on the many hardships my fol ks
and others went through settling up the West, but s uffice to
say, (and I think you will all agree), the pioneers of our great
nation were made of sterner stuff than we of this g eneration

can ever realize.

Well, here | am heading back for the old ranch whe re |
was born and raised. Three of us children were born in
Wyoming, three in Missouri. Of the whole lot, | pro bably loved
that ranch more than any of the rest. | was the she ep herder
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of the family and knew every ravine and almost ever y sage
brush on the place! During the depression of the 30 s, my dad
had gotten into the sheep business so now we had a

cow/sheep operation. He always claimed he made more money
after getting into sheep than he made all his life with the

cattle. In any case, | always preferred the sheep a nd it fell my

lot to be herdsman. | was summer herder. During sch ool term
we usually had a winter herder, but when school was out in
the spring, | took over. Lots of summers | would ne ver see the
white lights of Gillette until school started again in the fall.
There is a big difference in herding sheep in the winter
and in the summer. In the winter, they usually don’ t leave the
bed ground until around 10:00 A.M., and they graze all day
until about 4:00 P.M., and then are back on the bed grounds.
Sheep bed grounds were always interesting to me. Th ey were
usually up on a bluff and always on the southeast s lope, as

most blizzards in Wyoming come from the northwest.

Whenever traveling through Wyoming, Colorado, the D akotas,
Montana, or any of the sheep-grazing states, | am a lways
looking for the sheep bed grounds. Sometimes | am f ortunate
enough to see one still in use with the old familia r sheep
wagon parked to the southeast and at the foot of th e hill.

Of all the professions of the west, sheep-herding is one of
the most intriguing to me. No two sheep look exactl y alike.
Each has its own personality and, contrary to what a lot of so
called “specialists” would say, sheep are not dumb. Having a
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strong band instinct causes them to have a “follow- the-leader”
trait which many people misjudge as stupidity but w hich in
reality is a safety measure for them.

Being quite a semi-defenseless animal, their safet yisin

numbers so they really band together. But in intell ect, if an
animal has an intellect, they are far superior to t he cow or
horse, in my opinion. On our 14 acres at the EIm Va lley Goat
Dairy, we have many small, woven-wire fenced pastur es. Many
times we have observed a ewe getting her lamb throu gh some
of the small gates. She will go through first and i f the lamb
misses the opening, she will turn around and stick her head
back through the gate, call the lamb and nuzzle it, all the time
backing up and enticing the lamb through. A cow and calf or
mare and colt are much more likely to keep on going down the
fence, one on one side and the other on the other s ide until the
young one makes a frantic jump to get over and usua lly ends
up getting cut and hurt. | will take a sheep any ti me.

When | trained my first Border Collie dog, Elm Val ley
Nancy, in Missouri, | had 12 ewes that | would have her load
into the pickup. By the time Nancy knew what to do, the sheep
were already trained to get in. | could drive throu gh the
pasture and here they would come, jumping and hitti ng the
end gate like a flock of quail, trying to load befo re | would even

get stopped, let alone get my dog out.
Summer herding is a completely different situation

When the weather becomes hot, the sheep start leavi ng the
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bed ground very early, around 4:00 A.M. and will gr aze until
9:00 A.M. or 10:00 A.M. They are not using the wint er bed
grounds much at this time. They spend most of their time
around the water holes where you now have your shee p

wagon. They come in off of the range about 10:00 A. M. to

11:00 A.M. to water and then stand, bunched togethe r, in little
knots, trying to get their heads in the shade of a cut bank or
clump of sagebrush and, if you are lucky enough to have
them, a few cottonwood trees along the creek. They will stay
under the trees until around 5:00 P.M., when they w ill start

drifting out to range again.

While they have been around water, you have done w hat
cooking and cleaning you are going to do. You have cooked a
big meal, the only meal you will eat that day, usua Ily fried
potatoes, bacon or mutton, a large can of Del Monte tomatoes,
a large can of Del Monte peaches, and a huge quanti ty of black
coffee. One thing the ranchers do is feed their her ders well.

They pay good and feed well. They understand the

responsibilities a good herder carries. An average band of
sheep will be six to eight hundred head. At their p resent value
of $70-$100 per head, it means that the herder is r esponsible
for nearly $100,000 worth of stock. Some herders ha ve as

many as 1,400 ewes in their bands. In the Big Horn

Mountains or in the Grand Tetons you will occasiona lly find a
band of over 2,000 herd. Would you leave $200,000 w orth of
animals to just anyone? Never look down your nose a ta
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sheepherder. They are faithful and very devoted to their
employers; skilled in the art of herding and caring for sheep.

They suffer the loneliness of being removed from so ciety into

some of the most remote areas in the world. Some he rders will
go three and four weeks without seeing another soul I Most of
them spend their lonely hours reading or studying n ature and,
by doing so, become more learned and knowledgeable about
every facet of life than a lot of professors in hig her education.

One of the great shepherds of all times, David of the Old

Testament, gave us an insight into what sheepherdin g had
done for him when he said in Psalms 19:1-2, “The he avens
declare the glory of God: and the firmament sheweth his
handiwork. Day unto day uttereth speech and night u nto
night sheweth knowledge.” How many nights | slept u nder the
stars and studied the heavens without the comfortin g
presence of another soul, I'll never know. Only my dog and

horse and the band of sheep bedded nearby.

How beautiful and clear are most Wyoming nights. Y ou
seem to be closer to the stars and occasionally you will see the
brilliant display of the aura of the artic as the m ulti-colored
lights flash across the sky. You are close to natur e and close
to God. You breathe the pungent night air and it is good to be
alive. How can anyone really appreciate nature with out

herding sheep?
When the sheep start grazing away from the water h ole

you saddle your horse, put your bedroll on behind t he saddle,
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take your last drink of water, call your sheepdog a nd follow

them off into the blue yonder. They will probably g raze until
9:00 or 10:00 P.M. If it is a real light moonlit ni ght, they

wander and graze until 1:00 or 2:00 A.M. When they bed

down, you bed down. If the horse is an old sheepherding hors e
you just turn him loose. He will stay close to your bed. Ifit's a
young horse or a colt you may be breaking, he will have to be
put on the picket line. Your most faithful companio n, the

sheep dog, will be right with you.

One of the most frightening things that can happen is for
one of the “gully washers” the west is noted for, t 0 come in the
night, usually accompanied by hail and lightening. Itisa
frightening experience to go through. You put your head under
the saddle for protection while both flash and stre ak lightening
keeps up a steady fireworks. Hail pelts you and the rain falls,

and | mean the rain  falls! Amidst the streak of lightening you
see the prairie turn into an ocean; water everywher e with just

the tops of the sagebrush showing. The sheep drift off the bed

ground. It is over as soon as it began. What a reli ef to see the
horse still standing nearby. What a blessing to hav e a good
sheepdog that works in the night as you try to get the sheep
back on the bed ground. How great dry clothes will be
tomorrow when the sheep graze the mile or two back to water.
And boy for something to eat when | reach the comfort of t hat

wagon again!
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And now, April 15, 1972—I'm headed back to my old st omping

grounds. Rosie is a year old and is already a wonde r. She will

heel me and knows to stop at “Ho” and will fetch st ock to
wherever | am on command. She has a natural outrun but
always brings them in too fast. This feature | neve r did get

corrected and has counted against her in many a contest, but

she does bring them in. She’s always a good gatherer. | hav e
seen her stop at the top of a rise and look back to see if she
missed any stock. And, she never had any inclinatio nto leave
a fighter or stubborn old bull or man, like so many dogs do,
and come on with the rest that drive easy. Whatever stopped
to fight her always ended up with just that, a fight ! And, I've
never seen her loose yet. My son, Ray, had a heard of dry
stock out north of Springfield a few years back. | would go by
there occasionally and train dogs on them. His big Hereford
bull soon found out he could cut back on the young dogs and
get in the heavily timbered fence line and make his escape.
Invariably, they would give up on him and come on w ith the
COW.

One night after church, we were going back home and I

told my wife since | had Rosie with me; we would st op and
gather those cows and teach that bull a lesson. We drove out
past the barn and it was a black night. Not a bit o f moonlight.
| told Rosie to go get the cows and sent her into t he 60-acre
pasture where she had only worked once before. Soon | heard
the cows coming but when they arrived in the car li ghts...no
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bull and no dog. | stepped outside the circle of li ght and

listened intently. | couldn’t hear a thing. We must have waited
10-15 minutes when, finally, out of the dark came a very
bloody bull and a very tired little dog. His head | ooked like he
had been dehorned and my young dogs were never both ered
by his stubbornness again! But to think of a little 30-pound
dog whipping out a 1,500 pound polled-Hereford bull in the
dead of the night, in a thick hedge row!! Just one of the
incredible feats she has accomplished in her lifeti me!

“Well, Rosie. I'm going to take you with us. | want to see
what you can do on the vast plains of Wyoming.” My wife,
Carrie, insisted on taking her in a wire cage that just fits in
our station wagon. The first night in a motel, we k ept her in
the cage. It was like putting one of my kids ina s traight jacket

and after apologizing to Rose, | promised her she w ould never
have to go through that experience again.

The next night we let her sleep loose in the motel room
and an amazing thing happened. Previous to this tim e, my

wife did not dare to pet Rosie. Rosie would have ab solutely

nothing to do with her. She wouldn’t even eat in Carrie’s
presence! But after that night, she made up with Ca rrie and
although Rosie won’t work for her yet today, they a re close
companions. Carrie always brings her a scrap of wha tever we
have eaten when we return from town or a trip and R osie is
always there looking up at her with those unusual e yes and
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completely ignores me until they have had their tim e of petting

and loving and she has eaten her snack.

Rosie was just naturally housebroken, as most Bord er
Collies are, and has since slept in some of the fin est motels in
the land.

When we arrived in Gillette, | settled Carrie in w ith Mom
Greer and then drove out to the home ranch which wa S now
run by two of my older brother, Olen C. Greer and J ack Dale
Greer. Olen had built up a place on the north end o f the ranch
and that's where | landed. He and his family had he ard about

Rosie and were anxious to see her work.

“Let’s see her get those bum lambs out there,” Bil ly Greer
said, pointing to a small horse pasture where about five horses
grazed, and several yearling sheep were that had be en raised
for 4-H projects the year before.

| had just jumped Rosie out of the car and she was being
intimidated by their sheep dogs. “Well, call your d ogs off the
poor little thing and we’ll try,” | responded.

Now this is the time to tell you something. | neve r learned
this until later, but you need to know it from the beginning.
Never take your dog out of the kennel and begin working him
immediately, even an old dog. Although you could pr obably get
away with it (as | have with Rosie many times), you may ruin
him. Never unsnap you dog from his chain and begin working
him immediately. Never drive up to a strange place and get

your dog out and begin working him immediately. Alw ays give
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your dog a few minutes to orient himself, clean out and to fee
free for a short time. Don’t ask me why, just do as | say. Itis

self-explanatory.

Well, poor little Rosie, just one-year old and hav ing just
traveled 1,100 miles, in a strange place, with stra nge people,
strange stock. What could she do? | jumped her out and told

her to go get the sheep.
Now I try to train my dogs so that when | say, “Go get the
sheep” or “Go get the cows,” etc., that they go and fetch the

stock to me without any further directions. This may not be

best for trial-dog training, but | never trained Ro sie for a trial
dog. | trained her for a using dog and she just hap pened to be
such a good using dog that she has beat some of the best trial
dogs in the nation. But she isn't a trial dog. | do n't train trial
dogs, | train using dogs, but the owner can usually go ahead
and make trial dogs out of them with more extensive training.
| usually keep a dog thirty days and only really ge t him started

well for his owner.

Rosie can differentiate between four kinds of stoc K:
sheep, cattle, horses, or goats. They can be runnin g in the
same pasture and if | say, “Rosie, go get the goats ,” she will
work the goats out and bring them to me, or the she ep, or
whatever | tell her to get, she will separate from the others and
fetch. Now think for just a moment of all the comma nds a
handler would have to give to his trial dog that ha S learned to
rely on commands almost entirely, to get this job d one! And on
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top of that, | can be over the hill and out of sigh t when Rosie
performs.

Well | send little Rosie to get the sheep. They sp ook and

run in among the horses. She finally manages to wor k them
out and here they come on a dead run. Between us an d them
Is a pond, directly in front of the ranch house whe re we are
standing, lined with willows and a few cottonwood t rees. A
beautiful scene. The pup is crowding them too fast and to our

astonishment every sheep plunges over the bank and into the

water! Seven sheep swimming about in the pond and a little
Border Collie dog looking down upon them as amazed as we
were. | run down to where they are as fast as | can . The silly
sheep may drown. “Get around them, Rosie,” and in s he
jumps. It's the first swim she has ever taken and s he is
standing straight up in the water, paddling hard wi th her front
paws and making no progress at all. | forget about the sheep,
Rosie is about to drown! What in the world anyway? Seven
sheep and one dog in the lake and none of them can swim!
Well, finally Rosie levels out and begins to swim n aturally and
she swims around the sheep and herds them to shore just like
she were on dry land. But those sheep wouldn’t come out. As
soon as their feet touched bottom, they jumped righ t back into

the deep. Rosie would grab a head and before we got through
she had baptized all seven at least once! My brothe r, Olen and
his son Billy finally got there with their lariats and we had to

rope and pull every sheep out of the water. | don’t think Rosie
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and | made too good of an impression our first time out in

Wyoming!

| left Rosie out at the ranch that night and the n ext day |
got a call from brother Olen. “Hurry up and get out here. Rosie
got out this morning and we can’t catch her and she acts like
she is going to leave the country.” Boy did | ever hurry! If she
struck out across country for Missouri, | may never see my
little dog again. On the way to the ranch, | met so me of them
coming in. Olen’s youngest daughter, Janet, has a h and
wrapped in a bloody towel. “What in the world happe ned?”
“Well, we finally cornered Rosie and we were all cl osing in on
her when she broke through our ranks and bit the en d of
Janet’s index finger off as she went by.” Like | sa id before, she
never did learn to bite easy and Janet was the firs t person to
find it out.

“Well, | never got her caught and you had better g et on
out there and catch her while we take Janet to the doctor,”
Olen said.

| met Rosie coming up the road about a mile from t he
ranch. She was the happiest little thing to see me again you
ever saw and | promised her then and there she woul d never

be left behind again. | regretted she had bitten Ja net but she

had bitten out of fear and it was excusable. Even i f it hadn't
been, | would have never corrected her at that late hour.
Never whip or punish your dog or child if he doesn’t kno w

what you are punishing him for.
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How good it was to be back in good sheep country. How
good it was to be back on the old ranch again. Ever y day |
would slip Rosie over to my brother Jack’s band of sheep and
work her. He was running about 500 head. She was
accustomed to working in small areas with small num bers of

sheep and it was beautiful to see her sweep wider a nd wider

and in just a few days she could sweep around a sec tion of
land (640 acres, or a square mile) and gather those sheep like
a professional. Here her speed paid off. | took Ros ie with me
several times to Wyoming after that and | really do n't think
there was ever a dog that could beat her in handlin g large
bands of sheep. Many dogs could beat her in trials but I've

never seen a dog that could gather 500 to 1,000 hea d of sheep

like she can. My brothers and | would stand on a hi gh ridge
that first year and watch her work the gullies and draws,
rounding up every little stray band of sheep and th rowing
them together, dashing a quarter of a mile this way and then
back never loosing a sheep and all the time moving the large

band closer and closer to us.

“Well, we’'ve handled a lot of sheep dogs,” my brot her

Olen says, “but I've never seen anything like that pup in my
life. | believe she will be champion if you ever pu t her in a trial
someplace.”

“She’s already a champion in my book,” | replied, “‘even if

she never gets to prove it.”
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In a little over a week we had to get back to Miss ouri.

Now coming back home to the ranch is one thing and then
leaving again is another. Especially if you have th e
homesickness most Greer’s are plagued with. Homesic kness is
one of the worst sicknesses in the world. Every tim e | would
kiss Mom goodbye and drive off down the road, leavi ng the
familiar plains behind me, tears would flow down my cheeks
and the terrible pain of homesickness would be my ¢ onstant

companion until | got back home to Missouri again.

We had been driving several hours and were somewhe re

in Colorado when | decided to stop and let Rosie ou tto
exercise a bit. We were in cow country. The terrain was similar
to that we had just left behind. We pulled over bes ide the
highway, not a building in sight and very little tr affic. | crawled
through the fence and took Rose for a short walk. A cross a
deep canyon and about a quarter of a mile away a sm all
bunch of range steers were knotted on a hill fighti ng flies. |

couldn’t resist the temptation.

“Rosie, go get the cows,” and | pointed the direct ion. She
was off like a flash, disappeared in the canyon and a few
moments later came up on the other side. She stoppe d and
looked back and | waved her on. She finally spotted the cows,
made her outrun and came up behind them. They threw up
their tails and began chasing her. They probably th ought she
was a coyote and may have never seen a dog beforei  n their

lives.
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They would run her awhile and then she would run

them, working on their heels and head all the time. Finally,
she whipped them out and had them moving our direct ion.
They disappeared down in the canyon. | waited and w aited. No
cattle. I finally ran to the rim of the canyon, thi nking that she
had probably ran into a whole hodge-podge number of them
down in the draw and was having a lot of trouble. W hen |
looked down in the canyon | couldn’t believe my eye s! When
those steers had hit the floor of the canyon they h ad evidently
stampeded down stream. And there they were, a good mile
away, so far away | could hardly see them, let alon e my little
dog, but they were coming back and about as fast as they had
left.

| ran back to the car and told Carrie to get the ¢ amera
out. | had to get some proof of this. Rosie was doi ng the
impossible. Why it would have taken a couple of cow boys on
good quarter horses to do what this little one-year old dog was
doing! We didn’'t have long to wait. She broke them up over the
canyon rim directly across from the car and brought eight two-

year old range steers over to the fence and held th em there
while we took pictures of it. Incredible! | forgot all about my

homesickness.
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Chapter 5
Rosie on the Wing

Spring, 1973, and | am heading for Wyoming again. R osie had
whelped for the first time, the 19 th of March; eight well-marked
pups. It was time for them to be weaned, so leaving them

behind, we loaded Rosie and headed for sheep countr y.

It was something of a miracle that we even had Ros ie and
the pups. | worked her on horses as well as other s tock. We
had three fox-trotting horses and a little Shetland mare and
colt. One cold night in February, | sent Rosie out to bring in
the horses. She brought them in but barely made it herself.
One of the horses (and it was probably my old mare “Candy,”
who was bad about fighting dogs) had struck her wit h her
front feet. She, being heavy with pup, hadn’'t been able to
dodge and it was a terrible sight to see the ends o f three ribs
sticking up through the hide of her rib cage. | rus hed her to
Dr. Burl Pfander, one of the best dog veterinarians in the state
of Missouri. He did a marvelous job of saving not o nly her, but
also the pups. She was noe well healed and ready to go.

We were going through the sand hills of Nebraska,
headed toward Gordon, where Carrie had attended hig h
school, when | decided to let Rosie out again. We p ulled into a
road that led several miles back to one of the big Nebraska
ranches and stopped to get a breath of fresh air. A nd again,

over on a ridge to the west, grazed some range catt le. And
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again, | couldn’t resist the temptation. Sending Ro se to fetch

them | fully intended on stopping her when she got over there,
but the distance is very deceiving in the prairie ¢ ountry. She
never looked back and was too far away to hear my w histle or

shouting and out of sight went both cattle and dog.

What do | do now? If the rancher comes along and s ees a
dog chasing his cows, he will probably shoot her fi rst and me
later. | start running across the country to try to call Rosie
back when, sure enough, here comes a big station wa gon,
leaving a spiral of dust like a dragon’s tail. | st op running for
the ridge and cut across to meet him and face the m usic. The
wagon stops and waits for me. What am | going to sa y? How
can | explain chasing his stock? Many ranchers (and this is
something | never could understand) not only do not want a
stock dog, they don’t even want one to walk across their
ranch! Others know the value of a good stock dog an d prefer to
feed the dog rather than to pay a hired hand. And a good dog
will take the place of a hired hand in many instanc es. | don't
know what it would cost me to pay for someone who c ould

take Rosie’s place.

If you've ever had any dealings with goats, you ca n
understand why Jesus differentiates between the goa ts and
the sheep and says He will divide them apart some d ay
(referring to people and nations). If you don't let Rose into the
goat corral, it takes all five kids and their mothe r and me to

catch the contrary things one by one and put them i n the
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holding pen. Then you drag them from the loading pe n into the

milk parlor. After you milk them, you drag them out while they
brace all four feet and strain your patience to the breaking
point. But let Rosie in: you open the holding pen g ate and the
goats are in! You open the milk parlor door and the milk parlor
fills up fast with goats. Rosie lies and watches yo u milk
patiently. You open the stanchions and she puts the goats out
and has you another bunch in before you can empty y our milk
pails. Yes, it's wonderful to have a good stock dog and they are
worth their weight in gold. But how can | convince this
rancher?

It's the rancher’s wife. Praise the Lord! At least | won't get
a thrashing.

“Good morning, ma’am,” and | turn loose my famous
smile. “Did you see a little stock dog over your wa y? I'm on my
way to Wyoming and | stopped to exercise my dog and she’s
chasing your cows somewhere over the hill.”

“What kind of a dog is she?”

“She is a little Border Collie, well trained; she won’t run

your cattle through any fences.”

The rancher’s wife was very kind. “Don’t worry, al | our
stock is dog broke. We have Australian Shepherds,” she
replied. “What do you think of the Australian Sheph erds?”

(Do I really have to say?)
“How can we get a Border Collie?”

(I can really answer that question!)
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She assures me everything is alright, says to make
ourselves at home as she is going on into Gordon an d let her
know when the pups are ready.

She drove off and left me to collect my dog and fa mily
together and get out of there. How fortunate a prea cher can be
sometimes? I'm sure the good Lord was looking out a fter both

Rosie and me that time!

When we arrived in Gillette, Jack took us out to t he
ranch to see Rosie work. They have the ranch fenced sheep-
tight by now and no herders. When sheep are left al one and
not handled much, they almost revert to wild game s tatus.
These sheep were really spooky and took off like a bunch of
antelope. And sure enough, there in the midst is so me
antelope. Jack explains that an old ewe antelope ha s taken up
with his sheep and runs with them constantly. She h as a pair
of twins and they play with the lambs as if they we re sheep
themselves.

Rosie is off running. She finally circles the herd a good
half-mile from us and starts bringing them in. She has them
nearly to us when the old antelope and her babies c ut out and
head for the breaks. Rosie veers to head them off. In a terrific
burst of speed, the antelope leave Rosie like she i s standing
still. Rosie isn't used to being outrun. It is some thing to see
her trying to catch up with those antelope! She fin ally just
stops and watches them running pell-mell into the d istance.
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| would have liked to have had a picture of that-- the
antelope running away and Rosie just standing there in the
sagebrush looking at them as if to say, “Those just have to be

the fastest sheep in the world!”

While home on the range this time, | must teach Ro sie
something. | must teach her to drive. Border Collie s have been
trained for nearly two hundered years to fetch. It is the natural
thing for them to do. It is almost as hard to teach a Border
Collie to drive as it is to teach other breeds of d 0gs to fetch.
Most other breeds of dogs are what you call “Sic’em dogs.” You
sic them on stock and they run and chase the stock— usually
away from you. They are drivers and not fetchers. A Border
Collie will run around and get in front of the stoc k and many
people who do not know about this instinct think th ey are the

dumbest things they have ever seen. Many a good Bor der

Collie has been ruined by someone trying to break t hem of this
habit and making them stay back with them and drive the
stock. Never try to teach your Border Collie to dri ve until he is
well matured on the fetch. This also applies to you r heel dogs.

Never try to make a header out of your heel dogs. N ever try to
make a header out of your heel dog until he is well matured on
his commands.

Rex Kreider, rancher, businessman, horse trainer, dog
trainer, and a superb performer of Indian rites and dances,
sponsored a North American Sheep Dog Society sancti oned

trial at Springfield one summer and | was really im pressed.
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The Pulfer boys from Ohio were there. The famous do g trainer

and handler, Arthur Allen, was judge. | watched som e of the
best dogs in the nation perform. | hadn’t even know n about it
and missed the first day of the trials. The second and final day
| was there and that is when Myron White and Gene E stes
walked up to me and said, “Preacher, go get your li ttle Rosie
and we will pay for your entry fee. We want to show them what
a local dog will do.” By this time Rosie was gettin g widely
known. Many people driving along the highway by our place
had noticed her herding sheep by herself on a twent y-acre
tract across the road. | would take the sheep out a nd tell her
to stay with them and she would herd them around ju st like

an old herder. When they got close to the highway a nd there

was no highway fence, she would go and lie down by the right-
of-way and keep them back. When they wanted to drif t across
the neighbor’s land, she was right there to head th em off. So
the news was spreading about a Border Collie dog he rding

sheep alone close to M Highway. Many people detoure d out of
their way to go by and see her herding.

But what White  didn’t know and what Estes didn’t know
was that she had never been taught to drive. I'd ne ver heard
the International Commands “  Way-to-me,” Come-by”,

“There,” and many others the handlers were using at the fir st
trial | had ever seen, and this was only the second time in my
life to be at one. Man, Rosie wouldn’t have a chanc e against

these professional sheep dogs! | refused to go get her on the
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grounds that it was the last day and she wouldn’t h ave a
chance, etc., etc. But | knew then and there that | ittle Rosie
and | had a lot of work to do if she was ever going to be

anything more than a good stock dog.

So, here we are in Wyoming and every minute | can spare
| will work on Rosie. We start the drive. She wants to circle
and keep the sheep between her and me. | keep calli ng her
back to me. | make her heel and drive the sheep mys elf. I run
at the sheep and she gets to running at them with m e. We are
making progress. Finally, | down her between me and the
sheep. Then | command herto  “Walk in.” "Walk on” is the
more preferred command but at trial time | thought it was
“Walk in.” When she started to move out in another directio nl
would stop her and motion her back the other way al | the time
saying, “Walk in, walk in.” It seemed like it was easy to teach
Rosie to “Walk in.” | have trained many dogs since and have
never found one to respond so readily. By the third day she
will drive straight away from me. When she gets too far to the
right or to the left | would say “There” and make her walk
straight toward the sheep. Now whenever she is runn ing

clockwise whichis  “Come-by” or counter clockwise which is
“Way-to-me” and you say “There,” she stops her circle and
walks straight into the stock.

Well, how do you teach your dog to “Come-by” and
“Way-to-me?”  Very simple. “Down” your dog. Stand between

him and the sheep or calves or whatever. Give him t he
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command and start moving yourself and pointing in t he
direction for him to go. It won’t be long until you can just point
and he will follow your direction. And it won’t be long before all

you have to say is “Come-by” or “Way-to-me” and he will

respond.
Very often he will make a mistake and go wrong. Wh en
he does, stop him and repeat your command until he goes

right. Use the 4-Ps consistently. Persist, Pet, Praise, and
Patience . Many, many times in trials | have called the wron g

command. | heard one of the most famous handlers in

America give the wrong command to his dog at a tria | at
Counce, Tennessee, so it happens to the best of us! The
trouble is, | am consistently in error at trials. | get so nervous
Rosie doesn’t know what to do with me and many time s she
ignores my mistakes and does the right thing even t hough |
called the wrong command. | don’t know really what she could

have been if she had had a good handler. | am a goo d dog

trainer. | can train a dog, but I'm sure a poor dog handler.
That's a paradoxical thing, but is the truth nevert heless.

One thing | failed to teach Rosie was to stay back off of
her stock. She was always too fast and always too c lose. Now |
teach my dogs by using my long whip and will hold i t out
forcing my dogs to keep out. | use the command “Get out”
when doing it. | even use that command when a dog i s making
his outrun and starts coming in too fast. | like to holler “Get
out” although it may cost me a few points to redirect m y dog,
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and see that dog fall out again and make a proper o utrun,
(which should be in the form of a pear), than to cu tin too

close and lose more points on his outrun.
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Well, | got Rosie fairly well started on all of th IS on her
second trip to Wyoming and would put the finishing touches
on her in Missouri. | must confess that it was a ba ckward
approach. | should have taught her “Come-by” and “Way-to-
me” before teaching the drive. Then | could have directed her
much more concisely. As it was, | put the clock-wis e and
counter clock-wise commands on her after she knew t 0 “Walk
in” and “Tak’em out.”

Quite often it is necessary to repeat your command as
the dog is executing his performance. “Come-by, Come-by,
Come-by” as he is circling to the left, etc. Many times, fr om
the very beginning of a pup’s basic training, when he is just
instinctively circling the stock, | will repeat the se calls or their
whistled equivalents in relationship to the directi on heis
circling. Before the pup realizes it, he has associ ated that
particular command with the direction he is moving and as he
progresses it almost becomes an automatic reflex ac tion to
take the commands.

Rosie was a foot-sore, weary little dog when we ar rived
back home but she had established an enviable reput ation in
both Wyoming and Missouri for just a two-year-old. It was the
next year that destiny was to provide her a nationa I

reputation.
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Chapter 6

Champion
Spring, May 1, 1974, and my youngest daughter, Eva (named
after my mom) and her son, Timothy Brian, 3 months old, and
my dog Rosie, and | are speeding towards Gillette. Mom Greer
is very ill and Eva Dee wants to see her grandmothe r one more
time and wants her to see Timmy. It is beautiful we ather. A
late spring blizzard has left many drifts of snow a long the
highway. The sun his shining, the snow is melting, and the
freshness of spring clothes the land. The beautiful state birds
of Wyoming, the Meadowlarks, are migrating in by th e
thousands. Everywhere you look, on fence posts, alo ng the
barrow pit, in the meadows and even on the snow ban ks, you
can find them filling the air with their melodious “Lady
Spillard, Lady Spillard” singing. It seems in count ries that
have harsh winters God makes it up to them with bea utiful
springs. Springtime in Wyoming makes it one of the most

exciting and exhilarating places in the world.

A thousand reasons to rejoice and be happy flood

through my being: the privilege of seeing my dear m other
again; of being on the ranch in the Spring; of havi ng a
wonderful daughter and her son, healthy and happy t 0 show

off to the home folks; of owning one of the best do gs in the
world and the chance to see her work on the great p rairies

again; of knowing the joy of sins forgiven and to k now we
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belong to the family of God. It was just great to b e alive and

my heart seemed to sing in unison with the hum of t he motor
and the rhythm of the tires on the pavement as we s ped along.
We had no way of knowing that this would be the las t time we

would see Mom Greer alive.

The afternoon after we arrived, | drove Rosie out to the
ranch. It was another gorgeous Spring evening and m y
nephew, Bill Greer, wanted the sheep brought in a | ittle closer
to the corrals (just to see Rosie work again, | thi nk). As she
was bringing them in, | used her new commands “Come-by”

and “Way-to-me” and brought her around between us and

the sheep. | walked her in, told her to “Take 'em o ut” and after
she had driven them straight away for about 100 yar ds,
flanked her to the left with a “Come-by” to precisely where |

wanted her. | then commanded  “There” and she turned and
walked in forcing the sheep to do a cross-drive. Th en | sent her
on around with the  “Come-by” until she was at 12 o’clock
position. “There,” and again she moved straight in and the

band of sheep were once more coming toward us. Then

“Come-by” tothe 3 o’clock position.  “There” and she drives
them in the opposite cross-drive. To “cross-drive” means to
guarter the sheep across in front of you, not drivi ng directly
away, not fetching directly to you (which is much e asier), but
cross-driving them in front of you. Then a “Way-to-me” and
she circles counter-clock wise to the 12 o’clock po sition.

“There” and she drives them back to us.
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My nephew is awe-stricken with the performance.

“You should enter her in the Colorado Stock Dog Tr lals |
was reading about in that western magazine,” he sai d.

“What magazine?” | asked, “And when is it?”

“I don’t know. | was just reading about it yesterd ay and |

thought of Rosie then. Let’s go in and see if we ca n find it.”

We found the advertisement and | called the Secret ary
Treasurer of the Colorado Stock Dog Association and she told
me it was an open trial, any dog could enter, what the entry

fees were and how to find the place. It was going t o be held in

the Salisbury Arena, Longmont, Colorado, the 11 th of May.

| was supposed to be back home by the 7 . We pondered
the situation and decided to call back home and mak e
arrangements so we could stay an extra week and put Rosie in
it.

There was another act in the sheep dog business th at
Rosie had never been taught to do and that was to “ Shed.”
Shedding sheep is simply cutting out one or more sh eep from
the band with your dog. It is called “shedding” bec ause that is
usually what you want to do with them in ordinary w orking
conditions. You want to cut out those three ewes he avy with
lamb and put them in the sheep shed until they have lambed,
hence the term “shedding.” Who is more capable of h elping

you get that sheep in the shed than your sheep dog?
| knew that Rosie must learn how to “shed,” and le arn

fast! | had to spend as much time with Mom Greer as | could
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and it would leave me little time to train Rosie, b ut we did the

best we could. We used the corrals on the old ranch site which
was now vacant. Enough of the old corrals were stil | standing
that | could corral all the sheep and then let seve ral out in
another pen and work them until they wore out then turn
them out and get another bunch. In the sanctioned t rials they
usually use three or five or seven ewes. | started Rosie out on

about 20 head at a time.

We would work the sheep around until we got the wi re
edge off of them and they would settle down to Rosi e (to some
extent). Then | would move Rosie to the 12 o’clock position,
move the sheep up close to me, and put her down. Th e
nervous sheep would be indecisive about who to worr y about
the most, me or the dog. With much patience, | woul d wait
until there was a slight separation in their midst and when the
moment came that part of the bunch were moving one way
and part of the other were either standing or movin g in the
opposite direction, | would have my whip pointed st raight at
Rosie, and of course helping open up the gap, would drop my
whip down and say, “Come.” Rosie would respond by c oming
straight to me and by so doing split the sheep. The n | would
have her “Take ‘em out,” one of the bunches away fr om me.

That was “Shedding” sheep. Every day she improved u ntil she
could cut two out from only seven or even one from five quite

effectively. The Ps certainly paid off! Rosie was r eady.
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Kissing Mom Greer goodbye, we left Gillette on the

morning of the May 10 ™ and drove to Boulder, Colorado,

where my youngest son, Olen Lee, was studying for h 5
Masters Degree in Business Administration. He had g raduated
in the top five percent of all graduating R.O.T.C. cadets in the
United States and had won what they call a “Fellows hip

Award” given by the U.S. Government. They only give five of

these yearly and it was the first time in the histo ry of Missouri
State University (then Southwestern State Universit y) for one

of their graduates to get one. It amounted to over $25,000 and
was a great thing to happen for a child of a little country

preacher. We were very proud and very thankful.

The next morning Olen and | left early for the tri als,
about 35 miles away for from the university. They w ere
supposed to begin at 9:00 A.M., and we were there s hortly
after 7:00! Not a soul in sight. | got Rosie out an d walked her
around in the huge arena. As soon as people started coming, |

put her back in the car.

Cars and vans and buses started coming in. License

plates from California, New Mexico, Ohio, Texas, un til a total
of nine different states were represented with 38 e ntries in the
trials. | was getting more nervous and upset all th e time. What
could poor little Rose do going against dogs like t hese? They
were jumping out some of the most beautiful dogs yo u have
ever seen. There were Australians, Kelpies, Border Collies,

Shetlands, Blue Heelers, Dingos, and even German
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Shepherds. Dogs that had been washed and brushed an d

manicured until they gleamed. Rosie had never been brushed
in her life! She was thin and shedding. She had whe lped again
February 15 th—ten big pups and it sure had taken something

out of her. Her udder hadn’'t completely dried up ye t and she
looked worse than she usually does. She never does look really
good.

One thing that has been embarrassing about Rosie i s the
inferiority complex she displays when around people . Sshe
isn’t timid; she just doesn’t like people—period. Sh e slinks
along with her tail between her legs and her head o n the
ground until she looks like a cross between a coyot eanda
skunk. Boy was | glad | had shut her back in the ca r before all

those beautiful dogs arrived!

We had to get our entries in before 9 o’clock. | h ave
decided not to enter. There’'s too much competition, too much
beauty, too much... Many big pictures are leaning agai nst
several vehicles showing their dogs winning at othe r trials,
advertising puppies, etc. A poor man and a poor lit tle

undernourished dog don’t have a chance? Why be
embarrassed!
My son keeps insisting | get Rosie entered.
“I'll only get embarrassed, Olen!”
“Well, if you are going to get embarrassed, Dad, t his is

the place to do it. You are a long ways from home.”
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| look over my shoulder. If | only knew Myron Whit e and

Gene Estes wouldn’t show up. Carrie had called and told them
| was putting Rosie in the Colorado trials and they thought
they may catch a plane and come up. Hopefully they decided
not to!

Olen persisted and at five minutes until 9:00 | en tered
Rosie.

“Novice or open?” the secretary asked.

“What's the difference?” | asked.

“Well, if your dog is young and has never won, she can go
in the Novice Class. If she is older and has placed or even been
entered in an Open Class before, she must go in the Open
Class.”

Rosie qualified for the Novice but | decided if | was going

to be embarrassed, | may as well  really be embarrassed.

“We will just go for the Open.”

At 9 o’clock sharp the announcer calls all dog han dlers
and we get our instructions. They run the Novice cl asses first.
They only work ducks and sheep. That's one reason | entered
Rosie in the Open Sheep and Open Cattle Class. If | had
entered her in the Novice class, she would have to work
poultry and she had never seen a duck or chicken in her life.

By lunch time the Novice classes are through. Firs t class
after lunch—Open Poultry. Rosie’s not entered and | 'm glad. A
great Australian dog by the name of “Comanche” does a
tremendous job on the ducks. He takes them across t he little
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bridge and pens them smooth as silk. If he can work sheep
and cattle like that, he is going to be the dog to beat. He wins
the Poultry Class, hands down.

The second class—Open Sheep. Now a funny thing

happens--funny for me but sad for the others. The a nnouncer
announces that due to a mix up of some sort, they e nded up
with goats to work instead of sheep. He apologizes profusely;
explaining that he knew it would put our sheep dogs to a great
disadvantage. We were all asked if we would consent to work
the goats. Many reluctantly consented. | frowned ou twardly,
smiled inwardly, and voted to go along as best | co uld with the
rest.

We handlers looked at each other and went off shak ing
our heads like it was one of the greatest tragedies that could
happen to our dogs. | never did tell that bunch tha t Rosie and

| ran the Elm Valley Goat Dairy!

We ran our dogs in the order we had entered so Ros ie
and | were last. Many of the dogs really bombed out on the
goats. They were all withers and bucks, had never b een
worked by dogs, and were tough to handle. But again , the
“Comanche” dog would be the dog to beat. If only | knew
whether or not Rosie would work in a place like thi S. Inside,
lots of people and noise and the constant blare of the
loudspeakers. Finally the dreaded announcement: “C. J. Greer
from Springfield, Missouri, next, working a Border Collie dog

named Rosie.”
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I’'m standing with Rosie in a side isle, but to get into the

arena we must press through a passel of people gang ed up

around the gates. Man alive! What will happen if so meone
reaches down to pet Rosie? Another finger missing! | slowly
push my way through the crowd all the time saying, “Don’t pet
my dog.” “Don’t pet my dog, she bites, she bites.” We are
through the gate and now must make our way across t he ring
and take up the handler’s position on the far side. Rosie is
scared to death. She’s crawling along like a crocod ile in the
sand! Oh, please Rosie, stand up and look like a do g. I'mso

embarrassed! Why did Olen talk me into this anyway?

| signal that I'm ready and they open the gate at the near
end of the arena and out come five Billy goats. All have horns
and all are defiant. “Come-by, Rosie” and that's al | she needs.
She forgets the enclosure. She forgets the people, the noise,
everything. With the intense concentration that a B order Collie
possesses, she is intent on only one thing—work tho se goats!

She moves around behind them and immediately a buc k

charges her. Now the people had seen this happen se veral

times before and most of the dogs had left the aren a. This time
it was a different story. Rosie met him head on and latched
onto his chin just above the whisker line. You neve r heard
such bawling as that goat did in all your life and | thought
Rosie was going to skin him alive sure as the world in front of

all those people before she let him go. The crowd ¢ heered.

Finally, they saw a dog the goats weren't going to bully
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around. By some sort of mental telepathy, the other goats got

the message not to fool around too much with this | ittle dog
from Missouri. She penned them successfully and Ole n told
me later that he was standing near a group of handl ers while
she was working them and overheard one of them say, “There

is the dog that will win these trials.”

Third and final class—Open Cattle Class. And what

cattle! Bull-dogging steers! Lean, hard rascals, al | with long
horns. Several people scratched their dogs rather t han run the
risk of getting them hurt. | watched this class int ently. The
only dog that made the course and penned his seven steers
was “Comanche” and he just got them through the gat e when
the eight-minute whistle blew. Each dog had a eight -minute
time limit. The course was difficult. The steers we re penned in
the near end. All they did was open the gate. If th e steers
didn’t come out, your dog had to get them out. Then you drove
them alongside the arena and through an alley oppos ite the
ring from the handler. Then you penned them in a co rral at
the far end of the arena. You never leave the handl er's stake
unless you want to lose points for helping your dog . From the
corral at the far end your dog drives through to th e center of
the arena where a chute is set up with two side win gs. He
pushes them through the chute and then takes them o ut at a
side door.

Can Rosie do it? It all depends on the hand of sto ck she
draws. Fifty percent of winning a trial depends on the stock

69



you draw, it seems to me. If you draw a good hand, you stand
a chance. If you draw a loco or a belligerent anima | that
refuses to bunch and work, you lose.

The last dog to run: Edgar’s Rosie from Springfiel d, Mo.

Again, the painful journey across the arena. This t ime there is
a certain tension in the crowd. Not one dog has bee n able to
get the steers out of the pen so far. Each time the handler
would have to sacrifice points and go down and help them.
What would my gritty little Border Collie be able t 0 do?

“Are you ready, Mr. Greer?”

“Ready!”

When most of the dogs were working, the announcer
would be telling their wins, their pedigrees, their blood lines,
the handler, the owner, etc. | didn't even have Ros ie registered
yet. All he could say about us was, “C. J. Greer, 0o wner and
handler from Springfield, Missouri, working a Borde r Collie

dog named Rosie.”

“Yes, I'm ready, sir. Open the gate!”

Rosie slipped into that pen, underneath the horns of
those critters and started biting heels on the back side. Their
tails came up over their backs and those steers mov ed out!
The people cheered! Through the alley and into the far corral. |
put her down in the gate for just a few moments to show she
could hold them there. On command she brings them o ut and
then through the chute. The minute the last one is through,
they started galloping to get back in the first cor ral. “Way-to-
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me, Rosie,” and she sweeps by them on the far side. They stop

dead in their tracks. By now she has bit every one of them and
has earned their respect. | nod for the side door t 0 be opened
and when they do, those steers make a beeline for i t with
Rosie bringing up the rear. The people started clap ping and
standing up to give her a standing ovation and Rosi e is getting
prettier all the time! She has made the course 100% in2

minutes and 58 seconds!

It is late in the afternoon and they are having a handler’s
banquet just across the street. “Would everyone ple ase stay
and accept your trophies at the banquet?” Yes, we w il stay.

At the banqueting table Olen and | had the privile ge of
the being seated by a fine young couple from Stanel y, New

Mexico, by the name of Gene and Judie Tyler. They w ere so

impressed by Rosie’s performance that Gene pulled a fine
turquoise ring off of his finger and gave it to me. Thank you so
much Gene and Judie! (I later lost the ring to my d aughter,
Twyla.)

“And now ladies and gentlemen, it is our pleasure to
announce the winners of our trials and to thank all of you for

coming, etc., etc.”

“In the Open Poultry Class we have ‘Comanche’ with (I
can't remember how many points) coming in first pla ce. Would
Mr.  please come up and accept this trophy?” (Appla use,
applause.)
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“In the Open Sheep class we have ‘Rosie,” owned an  d
trained by C. J. Greer coming in first place with ( ?) points.
Would you please come forward and accept your troph y?”
(Applause, applause.)

| just get back to my seat and | hear: “In the Ope n Cattle
Class we have the dog ‘Rosie,” owned and trained by C.J.
Greer coming in first place with (?) points. Would you please

come up and get your trophy?” (Applause, applause.)

| just get back to my seat and | hear: “For high-p oint dog
of the trials we have this fine trophy. It goes to the dog named
‘Rosie,” with (?) points, owned and trained by C. J . Greer.
Would you please come and accept this trophy?” (App lause,
applause.)

| just get back to my seat and | hear: “We are dra wing for
the door prize—a hundred pounds of Purina Dog Food. And
the lucky winner is—C. J. Greer of Springfield, Miss ouri.

Would you please come and get your door prize?”

Most people applauded but some of them dizzy from
watching me traverse back and forth, cried, “Rigged , rigged,
rigged!”

It was a great day and a great night. Why hadn’t E stes

and White come—cheapskates!
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Chapter 7

She’s a Winner!

Fall, 1974. Gene Estes has been talking all summer about the
National Cowdog Trials put on by Mr. Tom D. Stodghi I,
genealogist of the Animal Research Foundation at Qu inlan,
Texas. Gene had gone a couple of years to these tri als and the
year before a couple of local boys, Ben Means and J im Baker,
had won it with dogs of Estes’ breeding. He was ver y enthused.

These trials are always on the last weekend of Oct ober.

Mr. Stodghill is to be commended for building a nat ilon-wide
interest in cow dogs. His trials (which draw dogs f rom all over
the United States), has given cow dog men the same boost in
enthusiasm that sheep dog trials have given the she ep dog
men.

So, the last Friday night of October, 1974, found Gene
and his son, Greg, and | and Rosie and her sire, Ed gar,
churning down the road in my old 1968 Dodge pickup headed
for Quinlan, Texas, and the Grand Champion National Cowdog
Rodeo! We didn’t get away from home until 7:30 P.M. that
evening and we had a good eight hours of driving to do so we
were really pressing the pedal to the metal! The ni ght was
warm and moist. There was a little shower of rain f rom time to
time as we drifted down the Highway 1-44 to Joplin then on
the Will Rogers Turnpike to Big Cabin turn off. We got on 69
and angled southwest across Oklahoma into the great state of
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Texas. 3:30 A.M. finds us getting a room in the Hol iday Inn,
Greenville, Texas.

| get absolutely no sleep the rest of the night, just across

the road in the Western motel is Jim Baker and Ben Means
with some of the best dogs of Missouri and last yea I's winners.
Arthur Allen is somewhere in town with his famous c hampion
dog “Bill.” Many seasoned cow dogs in pickups and c ampers
are all over the place. What chance would a little farm dog like

Rosie have? How would Edgar do? He was a great stoc k dog

but never in competition before and now they would be going
against dogs that had competed and won all over the United
States and Canada. | toss and roll for the next two hours and

the, thank God, it is time to get up!
We eat breakfast and load our dogs for the 15-mile drive
south to Quinlan. When we arrive, the place is a tu rmoil. Dogs

tied to trees and posts. Dogs in pens and cages. To m Stodghill

must have a hundred of his own dogs on the place. T rucks
and cars and campers are lined up all over. Tom has a small
community store and station by the side of the high way and
this is the gathering place. We will leave here in a caravan with
placards and signs flying and drive through Terrell , Texas,
where our parade will be televised, then swing out on the road
that leads to the famous old Bell Meade Cattle Ranc h where

the trials will be held.
Finally, we are organized and start moving out. As we are

traveling down the main street of Terrell, | make a remark to
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Gene and Greg that nobody but us knows we are carry ing the
champion cow dog! (As usual, | didn’'t get any react ilon out of

Gene, but at least Greg agreed with me.)

When you drive up the old Bell Meade Cattle outfit it all
but takes your breath away. A huge plantation house that
must have at least 30 rooms. Painted white and in g ood repair,
it is beautiful! And the barns and corrals! They wo uld make
most stockyards look sick. Besides their feed-lot ¢ attle, this

ranch runs over 3,000 momma cows, and they have the

equipment and cowboys to handle them.

As we are parking our truck, | see over on a sligh t
hillside, a heard of steers being herded by about a dozen
cowboys mounted on good quarter horses. We were to learn
later that this was a herd of 250 two-year-old stee rs, brought
over from a neighboring ranch to be worked by our d 0gs. They
would use these steers because they would be new to the
ranch and not know where the gates and corrals, etc ., were.

They were also new to dogs as we were to find out s oon.

Mr. Tom always runs three classes: the Heel Class, the
Catahoula Class, and the Border Collie Class. Today , the Heel
Class would run first. In the Heel Class you can en ter
anything but a Border Collie, Curs (either Southern or Black

Mouth), Texas Lacy Dogs, or a Catahoula. These bree ds make
up the Heel Dog Class: Australian Cattle dogs (whic h are
sometimes called Queensland Heelers, or Blue Heeler s, or Red

Heelers), Kelpies, Dingos, Australian Sheepdogs, En glish
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Shepherds, Texas Heelers, and maybe some others thr own in.
Heel dogs are drivers but many will also gather and fetch. At
the Texas Cowdog Rodeo you work your dog just like you do at
home. What counts is  if and how he pens the cattle.

The number of entries in that class | will never k now. It
seemed they ran forever. As a Border Collie fancier , | had to
admit | was impressed by many of these Heelers, and
especially by an Australian cattle dog handled by C harles

Hodge, a teacher at Texas A & M University. Mr. Hod ge worked

his dog on foot and that is somewhat of an adventur e when
you are working in a 40-acre pasture! He ran and ke pt up with
his dog and the cattle and did an excellent job pen ning. It was
no surprise when he won first place in the Heel Dog Class.

Next class—the Catahoulas. | had heard of these exo tic

cow dogs called “Catahoula” cow dogs, but had never seen one
in my life. The Catahoula cow dog, (also called the Catahoula
Leopard), looks like a trail hound. They are slick haired and
come in all colors. They can also be jet black or b lack/tan trim
but with one interesting feature—all will have a tou ch of white
between the front legs (according to Mr. Stodghill who should
know as the Animal Research Foundation was the firs t reqgistry
to register the Catahoula). They also register the Catahoula
Bulldogs which is a 50/50 ratio of Catahoula and th e
American Pit Bull dog

Catahoula Cow dogs work equally well on cattle or hogs.
They trail, bay, and hold stock. If a steer or hog breaks out of
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the herd, the Catahoula will bring him back. They c an really
handle wild cattle and I’'m sure there is a place fo r them in the
mesquite trees of Texas or the swamps of Louisiana or
anywhere that the going is rough.

They worked all the way from one dog to six dogs a ta
time. | never did know how to judge a Catahoula and don’t
remember who won this class. My main interest was o n the

class to follow—the Border Collie Class.

If | remember correctly, there were 18 Border Coll ies
entered in this class. There were 54 dogs in all cl asses
combined, competing for the championship. Which dog would
it be? You had 54 guesses, but | had a feeling it w ould be a
Border Collie. And | also had a feeling it would ta ke a very
good Border Collie to beat my dog, Rosie. The time had come

to tell.

You could work your dog anyway you chose--on foot,

horseback, or out of your pickup. | chose to ride a nd borrowed
Buck Sheppard’s great Appaloosa stud. You would pos ition
yourself anywhere you chose to be and when you were ready,
the cowboys would cut out seven steers and put them through
the gate into an 80-care pasture. You were supposed to pick
them up; move them through a gate into a 40-acre pa sture,
across the pasture and into a lane, up the lane and into the
first corral, then into the second corral and final ly into the

third corral that was nearby the spectators. Each d og had a 25

minute time limit.
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| couldn’t begin to describe how good the Border C ollies

were doing. Ben Means’, Queen; Jim Baker’'s, Tammy; Greg
Estes’, Edgar—all doing tremendous work. When Greg, who
was but a lad, worked Edgar, it was a winning combi nation.

That boy and his dog! Edgar gathered the steers and started

the course bringing them to Greg who was cutting co rners
running like a jack rabbit. One steer, (and he had to be a loco
steer), fought Edgar furiously. Edgar proved to the crowd that
a Border Collie could be tough! He chewed on that s teer’s head
and whipped him out—not once—nbut three times! | neve r saw
such a fighting steer before and | really believe h e was loco. A
lot of time was used up whipping that steer, but Ed gar and
Greg got them penned within the time limit. | thoug ht they
were first or second from the top but when the winn ers were

announced they came in sixth.
And now Rosie’s on deck. She will have to go some to
beat her old dad. Several of the others had scored high too and

Arthur Allen was yet to run with “Bill.”

| mounted the stud and rode off to the rise beside the
gate that led into the 40 acres. | would send Rosie to fetch the
steers across the 80 and then lead on in. As | wait ed for my
steers, it seemed like | was back on the ranch in W yoming.
The cowboys were putting on a good rodeo just cutti ng seven
steers out. Their bullwhips cracked like Colt 44s a nd it was a
beautiful example of Texas cowboying. Man this is g reat!

“Rosie, go get the cows.”
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Like a flash she is off and running—straight in and starts
driving away. | can’t believe my eyes! What in the world is she

doing? | have never seen her miss a cue on the fetc hin my life!

The steers are running away. This is the direction they want to
go anyway, back to the herd. | put the spurs to Mr. Appaloosa
and after them we go. This stud is fastl | can tell right now I'm

on “horseback.”

When | get within distance | shout as loud as | ca n, “Get
around them, Rosie.” She hears me. Praise the Lord, she hears
me! She streaked past those steers like they were s tanding
still, jumped high and caught the front one by the nose and
held on! The weight of her body, coupled with the s peed of his
running, bulldogged him slick as a whistle. He just rolled!
That stopped the stampede and she’s bringing them b ack. |
wheel my horse and head for the gate. We are coming up to
the gate on a diagonal. Greg Estes is standing with a group of
handlers. “Watch that dog, Rosie” he told them. “Wh en they
get to that gate C. J. will put her on a ‘Way-to-me’ and she’ll

turn those steers like nothing you've ever seen.”

| slid the Appaloosa through the gate. The steers are
going to miss it! But, no! Without any command from me
whatsoever, Rosie races to the front steer, jumps h igh on his
head and turns those running steers through that ga te like
water through a funnel. | keep on galloping across the 40,
down the winged lane, into the first corral, into t he second
corral and then the third corral without ever stopp ing. Time: 8
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minutes and 14 seconds. For the second time in her life, Rosie

gets a standing ovation!

But Arthur Allen hasn’t run his “Bill” yet. Bill i s the
champion cow dog of Canada and just two weeks prior to this
trial had won the California National Sheepdog Tria Is. There
are a couple of dogs to run between Rosie and Bill. In my
nervous condition | must find an outhouse quick! On my way
back | meet Greg coming to meet me. Somehow he got wind
that Rosie had scored really high. “I believe Rosie 's got it,” he
said. “It would take almost a perfect run to beat h er and |
don’t think there is a dog here that will beat her today.”

“I hope you are right, Greg.”

Then the loudspeaker announces Mr. Arthur Allen is

working Bill. The crowd is electrified! Can Bill be at the little
Border Collie Rosie after she made such a show? If anyone
can, he can. Arthur Allen is the owner and trainer of many
famous dogs, including the Border Collies used in t he movie

“Arizona Sheepdog.” He is legendary in the Border C ollie
kingdom.

We all watch intently as he skillfully works both dog and
cattle. He, too, has chosen to work horseback.

The control he has over his dog is unbelievable. B ill
downs, and moves right or left so smoothly on comma nd that
it resembles a reflex action. He pens his steers ne arly as fast
as Rosie did. Boy, it's going to be close! Bill was the last dog to

run. The sun is down and in the twilight we listen for the
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scores. We have had three judges positioned around the
pastures and corrals, unable to communicate with ea ch other.
Each scores the dog and now their scores must be ta llied and
the dog with the most points WINS!

Winners of the Heel Class are announced. Winners o f the
Catahoula Class are announced. Now, after a long pa use, “In
first place in the Border Collie Class and scoring the most
points of any dog in the trials today, we have (my heart is
beating so fast | can hardly hear!), ROSIE! | never heard the
rest—points, names or description. Rosie has scored more
points than 53 other dogs, including the great “Bil I” dog! Rosie
has won the Border Collie Class. She has just achie ved the

nearly impossible!

So there, Gene Estes, | told you she would be cham pion
someday!

Well, back to the motel. This trial isn’'t over. Th ey are
going to run the two top dogs of all three classes for the Grand
Championship tomorrow afternoon, beginning at 2:00 P.M.
sharp. In other words, six dogs competing now for t he Grand
Championship. Without exception, everyone knew it w ould be
between “Bill” and “Rosie.” Once again she would ha ve to go

against one of the great (if not the greatest) shee p and cow
dogs in the nation.
If 1 got little sleep the night before, | got less tonight. It

was hard to believe that Rosie had come from a litt le farm dog
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on a l14-acre goat dairy, to competing and beating n ationally

known contest dogs like Allen’s “Bill.”

Morning found us in Sunday school at the Assembly of
God church in Greenville. Then out to the Bell Mead e Ranch.
Today’s crowd was even larger than yesterdays! Word has been
spread about the brilliant runs of the two top Bord er Collie
dogs. Many stayed over to see the outcome who would have
otherwise gone back home (of which Means and Baker were no
exception).

We were the last to run again, and much to my
consternation, | found Rosie was going to run first
“She ran first yesterday,” | explained. “It's only fair that

Bill goes first today.”

Now | wasn't trying to be polite by insisting Alle n run his
dog first. Whoever goes first doesn’'t know how much he is
going to have to do to win. If you get to go last, you know what

risks to take with your dog and stock. You know the

performance of your opponent and in order to beat h im, you
will take some risks and put a little more gingerbr ead in the
act than you would otherwise. You know if you don’t , you are
beat anyway, so you will take the chance that he di dn’t take.
In the championship runoff that day, it was really important to

know just how much to ask of your dog.
“You will run in the same order you did yesterday, that's

customary.”
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What more could | say? Rosie made a fine run, not as
spectacular as the day before, but a fine run, neve rtheless.
She made no mistakes. We drew a good hand of steers and

penned them easily.

Now, what will Bill do today? Everything that was needed
and then some! He had drawn an even better hand of steers
than Rosie had. Arthur Allen knew he was going to h ave to
impress the judges a little more than he did yester day in order

to beat me and impress them.

After moving the steers across the corner of the 8 0, he
knew he had a bunch he could do something with. He sat on
his horse by the gate leading into the 40 and by wh istle and
voice commands had “Bill” drive those steers down i n front of
the crowd, moved them through a beautiful figure ei ght,
brought them back, through and across the 40 and pe nned
them handily! He had me beat hands down! See the ad vantage
of being last? He would have never run the risk of blowing
himself out of the tub if he hadn’t been last and k new he had
to!

It was not disgrace to be beaten by Allen’s “Bill” dog. It
was just great to go back home with the Reserve Gra nd

Champion Cowdog of the world—my dog, ROSIE!
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Chapter 8
Feathers Fly!

September 20, 1975. Carrie and | are motoring to Bu tler,
Missouri, for another stock dog trials. Rosie had w helped
again on April 15, eight pups—four males and four fe males,
and none of them were runts. By now we have sold a total of

$1,295 worth of Rosie’s pups.

After her first trial at Longmont, Colorado, a man walked
up to me and told me he would like to buy my dog. W hat
would | take?

“Sorry Sir, she’s not for sale.”

“Go ahead and put a price on her. Just name a pric el”

“I don’t believe | want to sell her, Sir,” | repli ed.

“Would $2,000 make a difference in your decision?”

Man, $2,000! You would have to be a little country

preacher to have an appreciation for that kind of m oney!

I’'m looking down into Rosie’s eyes and she is look ing up
at me. She’s always looking at me. Few pictures are ever taken
of us in a winner lineup or any where else that she isn’t
looking up at me with all the devotion her eyes can express.

And there is just something about those eyes!
“No Sir! She’s not for sale at any price!”
Some of my family thought | should have sold her. Eva

Dee, my youngest, was behind my decision 100%. “Dad , if you
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ever sell Rosie, | would be afraid to leave my son, Timmy with

you. You might decide to sell  him!”

And that’s the way it is. You don'’t sell family as Ethyl
Kirby says, and we don'’t sell Rosie, and she doesn’ t owe me
anything. | have not only had the pleasure of worki ng her all
these years, but have sold over $3,000 worth of her pups as of
this date.

But, | must get back to Saturday, the 20 th of September,

1975. We find us a good room in the Nelson’s Motel and again,
a trying night. I'm not worrying about the trial or about
competition, but this time I'm worrying about the day. Itis
going to be Sunday in the morning and | haven’'t mis sed
Sunday school for over 11 years. What would my cong regation
do if they knew | was working my dog instead of min istering
someplace? I'm glad for the Scripture in Matthew th at says,
“...let not thy left hand knoweth what they right hand doeth.”
Surely, if | get back in time to preach tonight, no thing will be

said and hopefully no questions will be asked.

The next morning brings a beautiful sunny day to o Id
Missouri. We gather out at the fairgrounds and | al most forget
about my little church at Brighton, Missouri. AImos t, but not
quite. | have a feeling that I'm going to go around some corner
and look straight into the eyes of one of my deacon s. Well,
they were faithful little fellows and held the fort as all good
deacons do.
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The trials are started with prayer and thanksgivin g and
then the Novice Classes and it is after lunch befor e the Open
Classes get going. | go around a corner and look st raight into
the eyes of Luther Essary! He’s not one of my deaco ns, but he
Is a general contractor that | have worked for a lo t. “What are
you doing here, preacher?”

“Working my dog, Rosie, in these trials,” | sheepi shly
answered.

He just laughed and informed me that that was the

reason he was here. He had heard | was going to be here with
her. (Hello deacons, have you heard the same rumor? )

We worked the cattle first. Five head of Holstein heifers
weighing about 700 or 800 pounds, and Rosie drew a raunchy
one! A big, gangling, stupid thing that just would not  herd!
When she broke away from the herd there was no stop ping
her. Rosie swung on her nose like a pendulum time a fter time,
and we finally penned. It was no surprise to me tha t the
managers cut her out and put her in a back pento b e worked

no more that day. No other dog should have to try and pen
that thing!

Rosie didn’t win the Sheep Class easily. Baker's T ammy
came in very close.

And now, the Poultry Class. They had informed all
handlers that in order for their dog to qualify for High Point

Dog, they must work all three classes. Well, Rosie had never
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seen a duck or a chicken in her life (neither had s everal of the

other dogs), but enter we did. We had no other choi ce.

Now it's Rosie’s time to work the ducks. The ducks " wings
had been clipped so they couldn’t fly out of the sm all
enclosure. Each dog had to get in three ducks out o fa small
pen, drive them across a little bridge, then throug h a series of

gates and put them back in the pen.

Many dogs have been trained on poultry. A Border C ollie
dog will make a wonderful poultry hand for you with very little
training. Too many people get the idea that they ca n't train
their own dogs. Most Border Collies will train them selves with
very little basic helps, and will be able to get th e job done for
you around the farm. To put them in trials is a dif ferent story,
but how many people have trial dogs? For every tria | dog,
there are 100 others just getting the job done arou nd the

ranch and being wonderful helpers.

| had a wonderful little sheep dog named Nancy whe nl
was growing up and herding sheep in Wyoming. One ti me
while | was dating Carrie, | demonstrated to her ho w sharp

Nancy was. Nancy was in the back seat. For some rea son,
there was plenty of room on the other side of Carri e in the

front seat! | never changed the tone of my voice an d as | was

whispering sweet nothings in Carrie’s ears | whispe red (loud
enough for Nancy to hear), “Nancy, jump up in the f ront seat.”
| never changed my position. | never changed the di alect. |
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never quit whispering to Carrie. Nancy jumped into the front

seat beside us. | continued my talk to Carrie and n ever
pausing, either before or after, just included it i n the same
conversation. “Nancy, jump back behind.” Carrie cou ldn’t
believe it when the little dog obeyed like she unde rstood every
word | was saying. (Carrie never would let me whisp er
anything to her too personal after that if Nancy wa s around!)
This Wyoming Nancy saved us thousands of dollars o ne
spring. My brother, Orville, and I, (married with y oung
families), were partners in the sheep business. We had leased
the ranch from Dad, and Orville had bought the Moor e ranch,
so we had several acres of land and were running ab out 700

ewes, besides Dad’s cattle and horses.
One early spring day, (the snow was still deep and the

sheep weren’t grazing very far out from the sheds y et), so we

decided to run into Gillette. We hadn’t been there long when
they started talking about a northerner moving in a nd the
barometer was falling. We walked outside the drug s tore and
looked to the northwest and started moving fast. Th e blizzard
overtook us and by the time we got home it was a ri nger! The
sheep had drifted and so we took off with Nancy int o the
storm. We caught up with the band, but couldn’t get them
turned back against the storm by any means! Snow was
falling faster and visibility was only about 30 fee t. It was
dangerous to be out! We decided to try and move the m
obliquely against the brunt of the storm and hit th e John
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Greer draw. Hopefully, in the protection the draw a fforded, we

would move them back in the northeast direction and make it
to the sheds. The John Greer draw ran right by our lambing
sheds.

Nancy was the only sheep dog we had with us. We ha d

an old lead goat with the sheep and Nancy would wor k on her
and drive her ahead 30-40 feet and drop back and br ing up
the sheep. It was nip and tuck for a while. Visibil ity kept
closing in until all Orville and | could do was mov e along with
sheep on every side of us with the little dog flash ing by
occasionally. By the time we reached the draw, you couldn’t
see but 10 or 20 sheep at a time. It was a miracle that the old
lead goat and that little dog got us all back to th e pens. As the
storm progressed through the night, we shuddered to think
what would have happened to 700 ewes, heavy with la mb, if
they hadn't.

When Uncle Sam sent me greetings during World War I,
we sold out and | moved Carrie and my two children, Carrie
Ann and Glen Ray, and the sheep dog, Nancy, to Gill ette. At
mail call in the service of our great country, it w as saddening
to hear how Nancy was longing for ranch life. Carri e was afraid
she would pine her life away, so | told her to give her to the
Force Ranch who had wanted her for a long time. Whe n they
picked her up they insisted Carrie take $25 in appr eciation,
but when | got back out of the service and wanted m y dog,
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they felt that they had bought her and wouldn’t par t with her

at all. What could | do? She had become invaluable to them.
(Remember, | am talking about poultry dogs.) Short ly
after they got Nancy, Mrs. Force had suddenly taken ill. She
always raised 1,000-2,000 turkeys in the big hay va lley that
threaded its way past the ranch buildings. All summ er long
she was convalescing. But that didn’t keep her from taking
care of her turkeys. She lived most of the summer i n the big
screened-in veranda that overlooked the turkey vall ey. Nancy
would come and rear up on the screen and Mrs. Force would
have Nancy move all the turkeys close to the buildi ngs every
evening. Invariably, some would roost on the oversh ot hay
stacker down in the valley. Mrs. Force would tell N ancy she
would have to go get them and Nancy would walk up t he
inclined stacker teeth (like a coon) and get every one of those
turkeys off and back to the ranch. No wonder they w ouldn’t let

me have her back.

Well, like | said, it's Rosie’s time to try and wo rk poultry.
She was absolutely puzzled by these ducks. | had to keep
insisting she get in the pen with them to get them out. When
Rosie is working, she usually has a perfect Border Collie carry
of her tail. This time her tail is curled up over h er back, her
bristles are up and you would have thought she was stepping

on ice, she was moving so gingerly.
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A duck let out a large quack and Rosie nearly came

unglued! Patiently, | keep talking to her and insis ting she keep
working the ducks that are crowded up in the corner . Finally,
Rosie can stand it no longer! She pounces on the wh ole lot and
feathers fly but they come out of that pen! | clean the feathers
out of her mouthy expecting the judge to blow the w histle any
moment, but no whistle. So, | start her on the cour se and she
is now taking her commands. | have a mallard drake and two
non-descript hens. The crazy drake keeps wanting to get off in
a corner by himself and from the looks of the two h ens, | don't
blame him. Rosie does. She keeps bringing him back and
bringing him back and | have to keep a very strong hand on

her—both by eye and sheer will power. The crowed exp ects her
to have mallard for dinner any minute and | know sh e’'s

contemplating just that!

We’'ve managed the course and the two hens go back in
the pen. The mallard goes waddling off in the oppos ite
direction as usual, and by now | don’t mind if Rosi e does have

duck for supper.

“O.K., Rosie,” | say loud enough for the crowd to hear,
“Go kill him if you want.” The crowd roars, but Ros ie only
fetches him back and puts him in the pen.

| cannot stay until the winners are determined. | must
hurry home. Church will be starting before | get th ere now and

if | miss tonight, I'll be hunting a new job!
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Well, late that night, Jim Baker and Gene Estes dr ive up.
“How did Rosie do?” | asked.

“Well, the judge was nice to you,” replied Baker. “Rosie
came in 4 t in the Cattle, 1 st in the Sheep, 1 st in the Poultry,
and she was the High-Point Dog in the trials!”

They hand me a large trophy, two blue ribbons, a w hite
ribbon and $50 cash, and I'm thinking seriously of going into

the poultry business!

Rosie bringing Drake back
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Chapter 9

In the Cane Brakes

Fall,1975. Carrie and | traveled to Elk, Oklahoma, on our way
to the Texas Championship Cowdog Rodeo. | had sold Dwain
Taylor (foreman of a big ranch near Leedy), one of Rosie’s pups
called Fanny. He was having some problems with both Fanny
and his stock, so | agreed to come by and help him out if |
could. He had a good male Border Collie of his own called

“Dog” and he sure wanted a good female for him.

We arrived at his place on the evening of October 22, and
were immediately impressed with the hospitality of both he
and his family.

Fanny was a beautiful black dog with a small snip on her

nose and forehead and had been exceptionally keen w hen |

trained her. She seemed to have lost interest now a nd had
regressed considerably. He had several cows around the house
in a small pasture. Cane brakes standing ten to twe lve feet
high surrounded a small pond and followed the creek through
the pasture. Dog was crippled and the cows would ru nin the
cane brakes and Fanny could do nothing with them. A fter a
fine supper, we were standing out in the yard looki ng the dogs
over when Dwain mentioned he sure wished the cows w ere up

so he could see Rosie work.

“I'll send Rosie to get them,” | volunteered.
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“Oh, she couldn’t get those cows out of the cane b rakes.

We will have to wait until morning,” replied Dwain.

“Care if | try?”

“Why certainly not, | would like to see if she cou ld.” He
responded.

“Rosie, go get the cows,” and | pointed the direct ion to go.

It wasn’t long until you could hear the cane stalk S
popping and one by one out came a cow and she would turn
and look back in the brakes like she had just had a bad
experience with a mountain lion. The last cow came out and
Rosie moved them toward us. Just as they were about tous a
big old, huge-headed, grey cow took off back to the cane
brakes.

“Let her go,” Dwain says. “You can’t do anything w ith
her. Dog has fought and fought her. When she takes a notion
to go, she will run over dogs, people, or anything in her way. |
have even knocked her down with a club in the corra | and

couldn’t stop her. Just let her go.”
| knew part of Fanny’s trouble right then. That
unconquerable cow had so defeated the young bitch t hat she

had given up on all the cows. This only happens rarely, but it

does happen. They have such a desire to overcome an unruly
animal to the extent that when they can't, they loo se interest
in the other stock. It takes the heart out of them and they only
have the desire to work the easy ones. “If | can’t whip you, |

don’t want to whip  anybody ,” is their philosophy. As | say, this
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doesn’t happen very often, but if you do detect this happening,

either help your dog conquer that animal or use you r dog on a
completely different herd that he can readily handl e.

“Let Rosie work on her, Dwain, she can conquer tha t
cow!”

“It's sure O.K. with me, “he said. “But | can tell you right

now, she can’t be conquered.”

“Turn-away-back , Rosie.”

To acquaint your dog with this command, put him do wn
as he is fetching stock to you and then move around between
him and the stock. Give the command and point back. He will
most naturally want to run round you and gather the stock he
can see again, but you prevent him from doing this by
stopping him and continuing to insist he go back an d look for
the stock that has been left behind. Take him with you until
he sees the animals, all the time giving the comman d, “ Turn-

away-back .” Some use the command “Look-back.” Take your

choice. In only four or five sessions, your dog wil | begin

responding and going back looking for stock he has missed.
Well, Rosie knew where this cow had gone. The cane

brakes really rattle and finally the old cow, head still high but

nose bleeding, joined the others. Rosie was fetchin g them to

the corral when old loco broke again. Rosie never h ad to jump
so high in her life to grab the nose. She missed th e first couple
of times, but when she connected the third time, sh e swung
like a pendulum. The old cow shook her loose and hi t the

95



brakes again. After an interval, back comes old loc 0 with a

very mad dog working on her heels. We pen the cows.

The next morning, word had gotten around that Rosi e
was in town. Several dog men came down to the house and
wanted to see her work. Again--the gathering out of the cane
brakes. Again--the swinging on the nose. Again--the penning.

I’'m using Fanny with Rosie now and Fanny is gettin g her
courage back. We penned those cows until they were working

like sheep. It was comical to see old loco. She jus t couldn’t

break her habit of trying to get away. She would st art back for
the cane brakes, but before Rosie could catch her, she would
make a big arc and come right back to the herd. She will never

lose her respect for a dog again. Dwain couldn’t ge t over it. “I

just knew that cow could never be handled,” he said , Shaking
his head.

Fanny matured into a fine dog for Dwain but she go trun
over and killed a year later. Shortly afterwards, h e accepted
the herdsman job of the largest cow operation in th e state of
Louisiana, the Florida Fruit and Citrus Company, an d I have
sent him several dogs. He has a black dog named “Gl en” out of

Rosie and Randy Steffens “Red Glen.”

In the summer of 1978, | was attending the Interna tional
Full Gospel Business Men’s Convention in New Orlean sand |
thought | would give Dwain a call.

“Where are you?” he asked.

“In New Orleans,” | replied.
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“You are only about 30 miles from us. Could you ar range

to spend a day on the ranch?” he asked.

| could arrange it. Dwain and his wife picked me u p at
the hotel the next morning. | was filled with excit ement to see
how a southern ranch operated and to find out how G len was
doing.

The ranch was as flat as a table—7,000 acres of
reclaimed swamp land. | remembered the uproar of th e
ecologists when part of the Florida and Louisiana s wamps

were drained a few years back.

On the east side of the ranch, the diked Mississip pi River

ran nine feet higher than the land! On the west sid e, a huge
dike kept back swamp water eight feet higher. In be tween
these waters, in 400-acre tracts like a checkerboar d, lay the
ranch.

“We are going to move 2,000 cows to fresh pasture
today.” Dwain said.

| expected to see a whole passel of cowboys mounte don
good quarter horses herding those cows along. Dwain loaded
his old dog, Dog, (who had just had a $600 operatio n on his
hip and is so crippled he has to be lifted in and o ut of the
pickup), a Doberman Pincher and the black dog named “Glen.”

“Where are the cowboys?” | asked.

“These are the cowboys!” he responded.

“You mean you are going to move 2,000 head of catt le

with these three dogs? This | have got to see!”
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And see | did! Dwain dropped some Mexican boys off ata

gate he opened into one of the 400-acre pastures. W e drove on

down the road a half-mile and into the 400 acres wh ere the
cows were. Each pasture is laced with drainage cana Is that
drain seep water to a large canal on the west side where huge
pumps lift the water over the dike into the swamp. It was
exciting for me to see the head of an old alligator sticking up

out of the swamp!

Two thousand cows on 400 acres looked like flies o na
piece of cake! | mean the pasture was  full of cows. It looked
more like a big corral filled with stock than a pas ture. I've seen
and worked some big herds in Wyoming, but | have ne ver seen
2,000 cows in one herd!

Dwain drove around the outside to the back of the

pasture and dropped his dogs out and started hissin g. It was
all a drive operation. The Border Collies swept bac k and forth,
picking up stragglers and the Doberman just ran and bit. He
was a tough dog and took care of any fighters. The young dog,
Glen, made the farthest outruns gathering and it wa sa
beautiful sight to see. He had improved a lot and w as a much
stronger dog than when Dwain got him. | remarked ab out it
and Dwain says, “Well, he’s had a lot of exposure. We move
cows someplace very day. We only run about 15,000 h ead!”
By the time we had the last of that herd going out the
gate, the front end were streaming into the pasture over a half-
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mile away. It was a tremendous spectacle and one I’ Il never

forget.

We left that evening and headed for Quinlan and th e

1975 Cowdog Rodeo. It was a sad experience. Rosied rew a

hand that was just impossible. She worked her heart out but
ran out of time. She had a big, and | mean big, Brahma steer
that fought her all the way. | would gallop to help her while
she was fighting him and the others would run away. | would
pull her off and send her after the others, and she would bring
them back and we would bunch them and try again. Th IS

happened repeatedly.

If I would have only been a good handler! Anyone s hould
have had sense enough to let that steer go and pen what we
could! But no! | was so sure my little Rosie would finally
conguer that steer that | blew us right out of the tub. The

whistle blew, time was up and we had failed to qual ify!




Chapter 10
Making a Catch Dog!

On March 1, 1976, Rosie whelped again. Seven beauti ful pups,
but not a red one in the bunch. (How | do wish Rosi e would
someday have a red pup or two!) She had a red siste rand a
red brother litter mates and | know it is in her bl oodline.

The next year | fly her to Chicago to be bred to R andy

Steffen’s “red Glen” dog and still no red pups. For years, the
red color was frowned on by most Border Collie men, but
today they are coming back into style and lots of b reeders are

looking for good, red Border Collies.

That spring | trained two dogs that were direct so n and
daughter of Arthur Allen’s “Bill,” one about 18 mon ths old,
named “Bill” after his dad, and belonging to Mr. H. M. Loftin of

Olive Branch, Mississippi, and a bitch named “Jo-Jo
belonging to John L. Loftin of Mount Pleasant, Miss ISsippi.

These were both exceptionally good dogs. Jo-Jo was two

years old and had seldom been out of pen. Mr. J. M. Loftin
had done some training on Bill, but he had run into some
problems with him. | immediately recognized the pot ential of
this dog and later on Mr. Loftin and Bill were to b ecome tough
competitors at many trials and they won the Nationa | Cowdog

Rodeo in 1978!
Bill had a hang up with too strong of an eye. On t op of

that, he had such strong concentration on the stock that he
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would lose all sense of direction. He would get beh ind a steer

or herd and with his head down, eyes registered on the heels,
he would walk along in a trance, oblivious to where they were
going or how. When you were close to him, you could get him
out of his daze, but away from you, out in the past ure, it was

like he was hypnotized by their heels!

One day | was working my son Ray'’s stock using Bil | and
Jo-Jo. | sent Bill after the cows which were in a 4 O-acre tract.
He made a beautiful sweep, gathered the cows, and
immediately went in to his trance following whereve r they
went. | decided to use all the patience | could mus ter and wait
for him to bring those cows in if it took all day. Two hours
later he was still cross driving those cattle! If t hey scattered,

he would bunch them up again and follow them around

whichever way they wanted to go and they didn’t wan tto go
home! “You stupid dog, Bill! Don’t you know how to direct
those cows home? Well, I'll leave you out there unt il you starve

to death or until you  do bring them home!”

He about starved us  both to death! Finally, | saw him

looking back over his shoulder in our direction. He would stop
for a few minutes, look toward the corrals, and the n start
following the heels again. The spell is starting to break. He
would like for me to help him with a command or two . I'm not
going to do it! “You are going to think this out yo urself, buddy,
and if you come back without those cattle, you will get the

thrashing of your life and sent right back out!”

101



At last he decides to take command of the situatio n. He

leaves the heels, heads those cows for the corral a nd brings

them in. | looked at my watch—nearly four hours it t 00K this
dog to wake up to the fact that it was up to him to drive those
cows in the direction he wanted them to go. After t hat, he
would bring them straight in every time and was as fine a dog

as | ever trained.

One day Albert Acton called me. He had just purcha sed
10 heifers, about 500 pounders, at the sale barn. H e hauled
them home, backed into his pasture, and turned them loose.
They hit the ground running and scattered like quai |, going
right through his fences! He wanted me to bring my dogs and

get them back for him!

| took Rosie and Bill and we started gathering cal ves. We
found seven nearby and, raising the fence, got them back
through. Two others were with a neighbor’s herd and that took
a little longer. The only other one out now was ove ra mile
away with another neighbor’'s cows. We tried to get her in his
barn, but she was wild and he had some Black Angus stuff
that had never been dog broke and all they wanted t o0 do was
fight.

A big black cow got Rosie down and actually had he r
under her front end trying to mash her. “Turn Bill loose,” |
hollered running to try and save my little dog. Act on turned
Bill loose and in the meantime | died a thousand de aths.
Would Rosie ever come out from under that cow alive ?
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How it happened, I'll never know, but Rosie escape d, and
then the cow had Bill down. She really wanted to fight and I'm
next if | don’t watch it! Rosie got the heels and M rs. Angus
decided to hunt for higher ground!

We got the calf cut out and it went through the fe nce and
into the country road headed right. We followed alo ng, only to
see it go through the fence into another heard of cattle. Well,
we have to “dog-break” these cattle until we can cu t out the

calf again. This story is repeated across country.

Rosie and Bill dog broke four different herds of ¢ ows that
day. One herd with a big Brahma bull put me up a tr ee twice
and got Rosie down and nearly killed her. My poor | ittle dog!

We pass Acton’s place and head back with the calf. Itis

about given out and so are we. As we come by a neig hbor’s
barn, we try to get the calf in it. The crazy thing will not go in!
It breaks by us and Rosie grabs it by the head, jus tasit
jumps down into a little ravine. It lands on top of Rosie in a
heap. When it gets up, Rosie is hurt. She can’t use her hind

legs. Dear Lord, is her back broken? She finally ge ts going and

we look up and Bill has the calf by the nose holdin g it! Rosie
cripples up and grabs it on the other side of the ¢ heek and
those dogs hold that calf like a pair of Catahoulas 'l run over
and put a rope on it and tie her to a tree and our job is finally
over!

Mr. Loftin came up after Bill shortly after that, so | didn’t
get to do it, but I'm convinced | could have made R osie and
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Bill catch-and-hold dogs that would have equaled an y
Catahoula Bulldogs!

That fall at the Grand Champion Cowdog Rodeo trial S,
Rosie came in sixth, followed by her son, “Preacher ,” who
penned his cows the fastest of any dog in the conte st with a
time of 6 minutes and 30 seconds. He was graded way down
for unnecessary roughness.

Randy Steffens’ “Red Glen” came in fifth. Arthur A llen’s
“Bill” was third. Jim Baker was second. Mr. West wi nning 1 st

place with his dog, “Shot.”

The sheep follow their shepherd
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Chapter 11

Sorry, Rosie!
Spring,1977. Rosie had whelped February 1, after 12 hours of
hard labor. She had eight pups out of Randy Steffen s’ “Red
Glen.” She has now whelped five times and has had a total of
41 pups.

Friday afternoon on the 13 ™ of May, Gene Estes and |
headed for the Pottsville, Arkansas, dog trials. Th e sun was
just going down as we topped the Boston Mountains b etween
Harrison and Russellville and the scenes were breat htaking.
I've seen larger mountains, but none any more beaut iful. We
were carrying five good dogs. Gene has his “Oscar” and a
young female named “Sally.” | had Rosie and two of her sons,
“Preacher” and “Neiman.” Neiman is a big white male with
block spots. He belongs to my son, Ray, and his wi fe, Sue.

It is at these trials that | am to meet Foy Evans and his

wife, Hazel. We also renew the acquaintances of Cha rles Oats

and Charles Race, whom we had competed against down in
Texas.
Some of the finest dog handlers in the world come from

Arkansas and Oklahoma. Their sportsmanship and
friendliness combine to make them some of the great est
competitors in the world. It sure is a pleasure to work with

these people!
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George Barlow is there in his camper from Counce,
Tennessee. We had put George in the Border Collie b usiness
when we sold him one of Rosie’s pups named “Gypsy R ose.”
Today George is an enthusiastic promoter of the Bor der
Collies, promoting the southern Tennessee Sheep and Cattle

Dog Trials each spring.

I'll never forget an experience | had of selling a young dog
to George. You need to hear about it. This happens guite often
and we should all know how to cope with the situati on for itis

bound to happen from time to time.

| drove over to Estes’ one morning as George wast  here

and | wanted to visit with him. | just happened to take a young
dog, nearly trained, well-started in any event, nam ed “Sonny,”
with me. We hadn’t been visiting ten minutes when t he phone
rang. | was Myron White. He had gathered about 100 head of
Herefords out of the mountains and had them within a quarter
of a mile from his corrals in an 80-acre pasture. T hese cattle
were wild! They had just got them out of the gate o nto the road
that they would have to take up to the corrals, whe n along
came a speeding car and spooked them back. Now they had
worked their dogs down and no luck. They wanted Gen e and |

to bring our dogs and see if we could get those cow s on the
road and up to the corrals. We would!
George went with us and Gene took two dogs and, of

course, | had Rosie with me as well as Sonny. Do | ever go
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anywhere without her? She even accompanies me to ch urch

on occasion!

Mr. White took us out to the pasture, showed us th e lay
of the land, and asked us if we thought our dogs co uld do the
trick. We did. Well, he didn’t want any run through the fences,
what about that? Estes replied we would get his cow S but we

didn’t guarantee any fences!

Gene used his two dogs first. They would gather th e herd
but when they were within a hundred yards or so of the gate,
they would break away in streams. After several att empts, the
dogs were getting hot and weary so he called his in and | sent
Rosie and Sonny out. By now, those cattle were gett ing tired
and many had bloody heels and heads, not from rocks or
thorns, but because they were being worked on by fo ur very

tough Border Collies!

Rosie and Sonny start to falter and Gene turns Osc ar
and Sally loose and all four dogs are now working. Strong
pressure makes the difference. Rosie is doing all t he “bull
dogging” she can handle. Now, this always goes agai nst her in
a trial. It's frowned on by most dog men and all th e judges, but
when you are out in the pasture and the going is ro ugh, how
many of them would like to have a little Rosie?

The cows are starting onto the road. If some car | ust
doesn’t come by, we’ll have it made. About the time they were
all through the gate, Sonny got kicked badly. He st ood over by

the side, humped up like he was standing over a tho rn bush.
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Boy! | hope he’s not hurt so bad he won't go back t o work. If
he will go back to work then there’s nothing to worry abou t,
work-wise.

Sometimes, when a young dog gets hurt bad, you can
never get him to do the job again that he was doing when he

got hurt. | have seen dogs quit heeling because the y got kicked

in the mouth. I've seen dogs quit heading because t hey were
run over. This is the exception rather than the rul e, but it
happens. That is why | like to train dogs 15-18 mon ths old.
They are less likely to be intimidated by pain and you can put

more pressure on them.

Now if you are training your own pup and have lots of
time, you can start much earlier. But if you are pa ying a
trainer to put something on your dog, it's best to wait until he

has some age on him. | have successfully trained se veral dogs

that were over two years of age.

Sonny went right back on the cows and by the time we
corralled, he was really doing good. George Barlow was
impressed. “What will you take for that dog?” | nam ed a price
and he just reached into his pocket and wrote out t he check.

Now, | told you all that to tell you this: George took

Sonny home and in a couple of weeks | got a phone ¢ all. “This
Sonny sure isn’'t doing any good. He doesn’t have en ough grit
to move my six old sheep and the cows just run him out of the

pasture.” He explained.

108



Now what? The pup had plenty of grit when | traine d
him. He had all kinds of grit that day George had w atched him
work at White’s ranch. Maybe that kick he got had t aken it out
of him. | didn’t know. | really couldn’t figure out a reason for
his behavior unless it was that kick.

“Well, George, either send or bring him back and w e will
trade you another dog or give your money back. One way or

another, we will make you happy.”

“O.K., I'm coming up that way in a few days and I Il bring
him back.”

A short while later Gene called me up, George was over
there with Sonny. | took Preacher, who | thought | might let
George have in place of Sunny, and went over to Est es’.

Sonny still remembered me so | took him out and wo rked
him on Gene’s cattle. He did everything | asked him to do. He
fetched, he heeled, he headed, he was as tough as | had

remembered him being.

“Well, George, what do you think?”

“I think I'll take him back with me,” he replied.

Sonny started working for George shortly after tha t and
has become a great cow dog known all over the Midwe st.

Now, what was the lesson? It wasn’t the bad kick t hat
had affected him. It was the change of master, farm , and
climate. So we don’t despair when a newly-purchased dog

doesn’t perform like his old self. We give him plen ty of time
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(and I'm speaking of three or four months) to get h Is feet on

the ground and his act together.

I'll give you another example. | sold Ronald Kirby avery
good dog named “King.” This was one of Rosie’s pups and
fairly well started for being only eight months old . Ronald told
me later he came very close to bringing him back an d would
have if he hadn't lived so far away. King just woul dn’t go to
work for him and really he was expecting too much o ut of

such a young dog. So, sellers and buyers a like, le arn this
lesson well and we will have a lot more satisfied d og people.

King matured into a fine dog and Ronald wouldn’t s ell
him for $1,000 today!

Back to the Pottsville trials. Mrs. Evans is judgi ng. Itis
the Open Sheep Class and Rosie is working. On her o utrun

she scores 100%. On the fetch, an old high-headed e we that

was what we call a “quitter” (because they will qui t the band
and try to make a getaway) broke for the patch of t imber that
many sheep had escaped to that day. Rosie tried to head her.
The ewe jumped high in the air, trying to jump over Rosie and
that was a bad mistake to make. When she hit the gr ound,
Rosie had a strangle hold on her neck! Two mistakes I' And she
hangs on forever! Three mistakes! Will she ever tur n loose? I'm
gritting my teeth, expecting the whistle to blow an y minute

and be disqualified.
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Evidently, Mrs. Evans knew that that was about the only
way the ewe could be stopped. At any rate, the whis tle never
sounded and eventually Rose turned her loose and th e ewe
couldn’t get back to the herd fast enough.

Rosie bunched them again and made the fetch. They

made the first gate and on the cross drive old quit ter tries
another stunt. She lies down and stretches her old neck out
on the ground in the “give-up” position of a defeat ed sheep.
The other two race on. | send Rosie to bring them b ack and
have her drive them to where old quitter is playing possum
and then Rosie puts on a demonstration that few peo ple have
ever seen. | walk her up to that sheep one step at a time.
Perfect control. Every time | cluck with my tongue, she takes
one step. Slowly, | inch her forward. Foy Evans (wh o was
sitting with a bunch of handlers) made the remark t hat it

would be a miracle if she ever got that sheep up.

| saw the old ewe bat her eyes and try to look bac k at the
dog without moving. | knew we were gaining ground.
Suddenly, the head came up. Rosie stood stock-still , left

foreleg lifted in the perfect point of a Setter bir d dog, holding

that ewe in a hypnotic stare. The time watch is run ning, but |
hold her for what seems an eternity. The ewe doesn’ t move. |
finally cluck and one step at a time Rosie moves in . She is only
four feet away! It is too much for old quitter and up she jumps
and joins the others. Rosie eases them through the second set
of panels, and we just pen when the time whistle bl OoWws.
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She placed third in the class and was only beaten by one
point for first place in the Cattle Class.

Preacher placed second in the Ranch Dog Class. Nei man
failed to qualify, as did Gene’s dogs and a number of others
that day.

That fall, in the Grand National Cowdog Rodeo, Ros e
came in fourth, just out of the money. A little Ald en Duncan-
bred dog, “Nancy Babe,” out of his great “Fluff II” bitch that |
had, came in fifth in the class. | was elated to fi nd out that out
of the class of 29 collies, four of them were Rosie 'S pups. There
were a grand total of 104 dogs worked in the trials that year.

| was in third place with Rosie and fourth place w ith
Nancy. It had already been announced and | was coun ting my
money, when they reversed the standing and gave Jam es
Spink third because he had penned two cows and | ha dn’'t
penned any. He and Nyle Sealine were the only ones to pen

any cows out of the 29 dogs so Sealine got first an d second

with a great pair of dogs and Spinks got third. Now | don't
want to take anything away from their dogs. They di d great,
but everyone (including Tom Stodghill) became aware that the

system of judging they used that year had to be cha nged.
Many dogs worked harder and did a better job than t hose who
penned, but they judged on penning and not the work of the

dogs. Sorry, Rosie.
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Chapter 12

Hayloft Trauma

On the morning of April 23, 1978, | went to the hay loft to
check on my dog, Rosie. She was heavy with pups and hadn’t
been feeling good for several days. There they were  —two great
big pups. One well-marked female; black with wide w hite ring;
blaze face; and white running gears. The other a ma le, all
white except for black ears. He was a most unusuall y marked
pup.

| never bothered to examine Rosie and three days | ater
she wouldn’t follow me out of the loft. | knew some thing was
wrong. | carried her downstairs and set her down. S he just

stood there. “Go get the sheep, Rose.” She started forward and
fell to the ground! | picked her up and headed for the car in a
run.

“Where are you going, honey?” called my wife.

“To the veterinarian as fast as | can, Rosie is si ck.”
| had the same knots in my stomach | used to have when
one of our kids would get hurt or real sick. It's a mazing how

you can become so attached to a little dog.

The veterinarian performed a Caesarean and removed

two very badly decomposed pups. “It will be a mirac le if she
makes it,” he said. Well Rosie had had some miracle s before
and this time was no exception. Prayer sure does ch ange

things, even for little animals!
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She was out of competition all summer and had a sl ow
recuperation.

| have prayed for Rosie on several occasions. She has

been hurt the worst so often! | don’t know how many times
she has been knocked completely cold, or how many t rips she
has been to the veterinarian to be sewed up. | have never had
her to quit working. | have worked her until her ba ck legs
wouldn’t track and would fall completely down in he r hind
quarters and keep dragging herself along with her f ront legs

trying to work.
Another trait that has been outstanding about this little
dog is that she has never quit working to get a dri nk of water.

The weather can be hot, and she become weary and ne eding a

drink and | can work stock right on the dam of a re servoir or
along a creek and she will never take a drink until | tell her to.
It has been my experience with several Border Colli es that they
would leave the stock and go for a quarter of a mil e to jump in

the pond for a few minutes.

Tom Stodghill had asked me to announce the Grand
Champion Cowdog Trials so as | was going to go anyh ow, why
not take Rosie? And after | got there, why not put Rosie in
again? She did a terrific job and came in fifth. Mr . Loftin won
it with his dog “Bill,” beating Mr. West's great co w dog “Shot,”
and many other notable entries that year.

As | mentioned before, it is the hand the dogs dra w that

puts them in the winner’s seat most of the time. In the 1979
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Cowdog Rodeo, Mr. Stodghill had devised a system of judging

that | think will work successfully.

But up until that time, many different ways were t ried. |
think that the one that worked best was the three-m an judge
system used in 1974 when Rosie won. | am more convi nced

than ever that there are very  few dogs, if any, that can beat
my Rosie, one on one, working every class and both large and
small bands of sheep or cattle, or on the individua | two, three
or five basis like in Stock dog Trials.

She is the best all around dog I've ever seen and by now

I've seen a lot of champions. In competing for the

championship at the Cowdog Rodeo six years in succe ssion
she only failed once to qualify and was never out 0 f the top ten
dogs. In only three trials have we had to stand out side the
winner’s lineup in all her life. No wonder Edgar is S0 popular

anymore—Gene Estes!
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Chapter 13
Tragedy!!

Spring,1979. We made the Pottsville Trials, but mis sed the one
Foy Evans always puts on at Hiawassee, Arkansas, th e first
weekend of June, every year. Rosie was heavy with p ups and
whelped June 6. Eight pups and the veterinarian sai d no
more. These were by Caesarean delivery and at her a ge, no
more.

One of the greatest tragedies that ever happened t o Rosie

happened that summer. It was an unusually wet seaso n.
Vegetation was lush and undergrowth in the Ozark Mo untains
was like a jungle. It was the greatest hay year in the history of

the Ozarks. The thick undergrowth on my 40 cares at

Brighton, Missouri, was probably the reason for Ros ie’s
tragedy.

Mr. Acton, who had called me to help get histen ¢ alves
back, could never forget and has never ceased talki ng about
the feats Rosie accomplished that day. His wife, Ju anita,
always wanted to see Rosie work. One day it was rai ning off
and on and there wasn't much a person could do, and he

brought her over to see Rosie perform.

We got in my pickup, loaded Rosie and drove across the
field and parked on the edge of the valley that run s diagonally
across our place. With the rain falling, the trees and vegetation

resembled the rain jungle of the Amazon. Somewhere down in
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that jungle were 12 Brayfords with their calves. “R osie, go get

the cows,” | said, without even getting out of the truck. She
jumped over the side and disappeared into the under brush.
“You are not going to send that little dog to get cows out

of that jungle, are you?” asked Mrs. Acton.

“Don’'t worry, she can get cows anyplace you send h er,” |
replied to her husband.

| wasn’t so sure. Those cows were mean. They were hard
enough to work before they calved, and since then, it had been
next to impossible to work them with dogs. We would have to
wait and see.

Well, it wasn’t long until here they came, streami ng out
of the woods and Rosie bunched them around our pick up and
Mrs. Acton had seen some of what you could expect o fa
champion like Rosie. She heartily agreed with her h usband

that she had never seen anything like it.

Many people who are not familiar with Border Colli es,
and even those who are, are continually amazed at t he
versatility and working ability of these dogs. Rosi e continues to
amaze me almost daily. Not only her, but also other s I've
trained.

The little Alden-Duncan-bred dog “Nancy” that | so Id
Ronald Kirby is a good example. | had so many dogs to train |
couldn’t get to her and so my son, Ray, took her ov er to his
place and she got much of her training from him. It was
calving time and although not using his dog, Neiman , or
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Nancy much at that time of the year, he would let t hem go

with him.

One cold, winter day, he found a cow in trouble an d
helped her deliver her calf, only to have her charg e him before
he could get back to his truck. He was taken by sur prise and
was running backwards with the big Brahma cow almos ton
top of him. He didn’'t even have time to yell! A cou ple more feet
and she would have had him, and in that split secon d, a
streak of black and Nancy had that cow by the nose and his
life was saved! No small wonder that my son cried w hen | sold
that dog!

The time Rosie brought the cows out of the woods f or the
Actons reminded me of the time this same Nancy brou ght

some cows out of a blizzard for me at midnight.

It was prayer meeting night at our church and when we
came outside, a Missouri blizzard was whipping snow around
the cars and buildings. | needed to get my cows up to the
corrals so | drove over to the 40 and jumped Nancy out of the
truck of the car. In the lights of the car, with th e snow blowing
almost horizontal with the ground, it appeared to b e afar
worse storm that it really was | am sure. But to my wife, it

looked like a Wyoming blizzard.

“You are not going to send that little dog out in this
storm, are you?” asked my wife. “She will never be able to find
the cows in this blizzard and if she does, she won’ t be able to
get them out of the timber! That's asking for the i mpossible!”
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“That’s why | carry a Border Collie dog, to get th e
impossible done,” | answered.

“Go get the cows, Nancy,” and she was off in the d ark. We
waited and waited. My wife never ceased the negativ e remarks
about me asking too much from my dogs and how we wo uld
sit there all night and freeze waiting for somethin g that
couldn’t be done, etc., etc.

“We won't be here long,” | assured her.

“There is your dog up at the barn,” Carrie said, “ | saw her

eyes in the car lights.”

“If you didn’t see any cows, you didn’t see Nancy’ s eyes!” |
replied.

| was beginning to wonder myself, but | sure would n't let
on to Carrie that | was having my doubts whether Na ncy was

going to get the cows.

Finally, out of the storm and into the car lights came
every cow and calf | had on the place. After counti ng them, |
jumped Nancy back into the trunk and we drove off f or home
with Carrie still shaking her head in disbelief. (Y ou would

think she would know by now!)

Now back to Rosie. After the Actons left, | spent the
remainder of the day puttering around the place. It finally quit
raining and the sun came out about sundown and a be autiful
rainbow arched across the sky. It turned out to be a beautiful

evening. | decided to take some salt down to the ca ttle and
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finish fixing a gate down in the pasture, so | drov e off to nearly
the exact spot | had driven that morning.

“Go get the cows, Rosie,” and | went to work on th e gate.
After a long time | began to worry. She must be hav ing an
awful time with those cows. Finally | see her comin g back
through the brush, alone. What is wrong with that d 0g,
anyway? She knows better than to come back empty ha nded!
“Rosie, you go get those cows,” | hollered, and she obediently

turned back into the brush again.

| worked on the gate and waited. | finished the ga te and
waited. | sat on the end gate of my truck and waite d. What in
the world was wrong? About that time, | see Rosie ¢ oming
again. She is moving so slow. Something is wrong! | run to
meet her and there, staggering to meet me, dragging a front leg
nearly cut off, and covered with blood, comes my be loved dog,
Rosie!

| scoop her up in my arms and run for the truck. | know
now that she had been hurt the first time she came in, but |
hadn’t waited to find out and wasn’t close enough t 0 see and
she had gone back and tried to get those cows with a front leg

nearly severed completely off. God forgive me! Rosi e, forgive
mel

“Please don’t die, Rosie and oh, please God, seet o it that
Dr. Reid is at home in Pleasant Hope!”

| drive like an ambulance driver to the home and o ffice of

Dr. R. M. Reid, the closest veterinarian in the cou ntry, and one

120



of the best. Thank God, he was at home and he went to work

on Rosie immediately.

Rosie had lost so much blood he didn’t dare put he rto
sleep. He gave her what locals he could and had me hold her
while he sutured arteries, muscles, and hide! It hu rt her so
much! The doctor looked up and saw big tears runnin g down
my face. “Are you alright, Mr. Greer? Can you make it?”

“Yes, I'm all right, | can make it,” | replied. Wh at the
doctor didn’t know was that it wasn’t only the pain | saw her
going through that affected my emotions so much, bu t what

kept ringing in my ears, “Rosie, you go get those ¢ ows!”

Mom Greer, C.J., Timmy, and Rosie, 1974
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Chapter 14

Rosie’'s Comeback

Fall,1979. ROSIE LIVED! Dr. Reid had done a marvelo us job

on her and had saved her life. She spent the entire summer
recuperating and not only did she live, but her leg healed so
completely she is not even crippled. She was still not ready for
work when | put on my first Missouri A.R.F. Cowdog Rodeo

and Sheepdog Trials the last weekend of September.

Those trials were my first attempt at putting on a trial.
Some of the best dogs in the nation and their handl ers came
and | appreciated it so much. Randy Steffins was th ere with
his “Red Glen” and four others. George Combay won t he Open
Sheep with his marvelous little dog “Candy.” Mr. We st, from
Mississippi, won the Cowdog Rodeo with his famous Shot.”
Mr. Loftin was there with “Bill.” Arvel Baxter from Tulsa ran
several dogs. Ronald Kirby of Peculiar, Missouri, w on firstin
the Novice Class with his dog “Tim,” a son of “Nanc y.” Foy

Evans was in second place in the Open Sheep with Re X

Kreider’s “Nell” coming in third. In the Ranch Dog class, E. D.
West nosed out George Barlow by only one point to w in the
first place.

It was a great trial, sponsored by the animal Rese arch
Foundation of Quinlan, Texas, and myself, with the help of all
the dog men in this area. It has become an annual e vent and |
say thanks to all the fine people who have helped m e.
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Soon after these trials, | started exercising Rosi e and
working her some. | wanted to run her again in the National

Cowdog Rodeo if | could get her in shape by the las t weekend

in October. She was doing fine and the week before Carrie and
| were to leave with her, | had to get my own stock in and
separate the calves. We had to bring them out of a 160-acre
pasture, onto the country road, and about one-half mile down
to the corrals. The dogs had to do a lot of work an d, as always,

it was Rosie leading all the way. When we got the ¢ attle
penned, | noticed Rosie limping badly. “What now?” “Has that
front leg given away?” Upon examination, we found s he had
torn the rear pad completely off of her right front foot.

The next day or two she was so crippled that | kne w it
was useless to take her to Texas. My friend, Dorrel | Hanks (to
whom | have sold several dogs) suggested getting he r a “boot.”
We tried all the dog-supply stores in Springfield a nd could find
none that would fit her foot. | was really dejected . My wife
came to the rescue. “I'll make her a boot,” she sai d.

After several attempts, she ended up using the wid e, grey
furnace tape that sheet-metal men use, and made Ros ie a
gueer-looking but effective little boot. She wasn’t nearly so
crippled with the boot, so Texas, here we come!

Saturday, October 27, 1979, and we lead off with t he
Border Collie Class. Rosie does a tremendous job. | t seems to

me that Loftin’s “Bill” does better. It will be a t ossup. One of us
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(and we don’t know which) is sitting in the driver’ s seat until

Mr. Long of Texas A & M runs his two dogs.

They do terrific and in the countdown he wins firs tin the
Border Collie Class. Rosie is second and Loftin’s “ Bill” is third.
Rosie came within just a point of winning the Natio nal Cowdog

Rodeo for the second time, and was again the Reserv e Grand

Champion Cowdog of the world!

It was late in the evening. The sun was about to s ink in
the western sky of Texas when Mr. Stodghill came to me and
asked if | would put on an exhibition with Rosie. A man had
just arrived, coming all the way from New York, to see the
Border Collies work and had arrived too late. | tol d him I'd be
glad to and as soon as the last dog in the Heeler C lass ran, |

would be ready.

| called Mr. Loftin over to the announcer’s stand and
asked him if | could use Bill with Rosie and really putona
show for the people. He said he would, it would be fine, but
was afraid Bill wouldn’t work for me. Well, hopeful ly he might

remember me so | decided to try.

After the last Heel dog had run, we still have eno ugh light
so here | go with Bill and Rosie. He is following m e reluctantly
along, looking back for Mr. Loftin all the time, an d I knew then

we were in trouble.
“l think as soon as Rosie starts to work, Mr. Loft in, that

Bill will join in and | can work the two again,” | had told him.
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Would it work? It had been over three years since | had helped

Mr. Loftin train Bill, and he had completely forgot ten me.
| took my position in the pasture and signaled the m to
turn loose the cows. We had asked for a large numbe r for the
two dogs to work so we could really put on an exhib ition.
They kicked 16 cows out to us and | send the dogs to
pick them up. Rosie is off and running but Bill sta nds stock-
still looking back at the stands. He is waiting for his master to

command him and completely ignores me.

From the far distance of the crowd | barely hear M r.
Loftin shout, “Get away, Bill,” and that dog is off like a streak
after Rosie. It was a marvelous display of loyalty. Mr. Loftin,
knowing now for sure Bill wasn’t going to take my ¢ ommands,
came out to help me. He worked Bill and | worked Ro sie and
we penned those 16 cows, hands down, and a man went back
to New York very impressed saying that that one exh ibition

was worth the entire trip!

When we left the penned cattle and came back over to the
stands, a couple of Catahoula men approached me. Th e
Catahoulas were running the next day and had been a rriving

in trucks and campers all afternoon.

“When we saw your little dog working so easy behin d
those cows, we knew you had a good dog, but we thou ght she
probably wouldn’'t have enough power if the going go t rough,”
they told me. “But when we saw that Brangus cow bre ak away
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and head back for the corrals, we knew right then y ou had all

the power you needed!”

What had happened is that while Mr. Loftin was fla nking
Bill right and left, | was bringing up the rear wit h Rosie. A big
old cow tried bolting away and was heading back at arunand

Rosie, doing some bulldogging on her nose (which co unts

against her in most trials), got her turned around and brought
her back. Like I've said before, there may be some dogs that
can beat her in a trial, but just to go out to the pasture and
pen somebody’s wild cattle, | don’t know of another dog in this

world I'd rather have with me than my dog, Rosie.

She was a comical sight working that day with her boot
on. After we arrived home she wore it for another c ouple of
weeks before she lost it. | found it in the pasture the next
spring and took it home to keep for a souvenir. We took a
picture of it for this book and hope you'll enjoy i t.

Every morning when | go out to the car, Rosie is w aiting
for me. Even though our 14 acres corner on M Highwa y, and
our house isn’t but 30 yards from one of the busies t highways
in Missouri, Rosie is never tied up. She has only r arely been
tied or penned since she was a year old. No wonder Border
Collies are now rated the most intelligent of all ¢ anines!

With anticipation of another trip she eagerly meet S me.

“Are you ready Rosie?”
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Rosie is ready—ready for any trial, any work, any p lace,
anytime of the year. Rosie is always ready! And she is looking
up to me.

“There is just something about your eyes, Rosie, that |
like.”
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Epilogue

After the 1979 trial, | retired Rosie, but | took h er out of
retirement and she ran again in the Quinlan, Texas, World
Championship Cowdog Rodeo, in 1982. She tied in fir st place,
and in the runoff, she got beat by one second on th e clock.

Both dogs had a 100 percent score.

In my spring trial, of 1983, she won first in the Sheep. In
the Open Cow Dog Class she drew a mad cow that was on the
fight. Rosie couldn't handle her, and | noticed Ros ie wasn't
quite herself. After the cow ran over her a couple of times, and
kicked her through the fence, Rosie's tail came up over her
back. She was almost ready to be whipped out for th e first

time in her life. | immediately RT'd her.

In a few weeks she was really failing fast. One mo rning |
sent her after the sheep; she went a couple of yard s and laid
down. | knew then that something was really wrong. | took her
to Dr. Pfanders and he determined she was full of ¢ ancer. |
cried about all night. The next morning | took her back and

had them put her to sleep.

On that morning, June 10, 1983, | laid the best little dog
in the world to rest, in the front yard of our hous e on Greer's
40 acres. Maybe someday | will write another book, and it will

be titled, My Dog Rosie -- The Rest of the Story
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For further inquiries contact:
Rev. C. J. Greer
1669 E. 552 nd Rd.
Brighton, Missouri 65617
417 267-2591

Accepting trophy and ribbon for High Point Dog in
Colorado Trials, Longmont, Colorado.
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