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            Foreword

            By Eric Halsall

         

         TEACHING, NOT TRAINING, a collie dog to use its inbred wisdom for shepherding is the secret of Glyn Jones’ great success with working collies. There is a subtle difference though few realise it. It means taking the time and interest to understand the particular characteristics of each individual collie and to foster them to perfection. It is a slower process than the more common and accepted ways of training collies, but it is lasting and, if the dogs have the flair, makes trials winners, if not, good and reliable workers around the farm.

         Dogs respect the interest which Glyn Jones takes in them—and they try to please. ‘Each is an individual and must be recognised as such,’ he says. Dogs respond to a man who takes the trouble to know them and, though few people have the knack to get inside a dog’s mind like Glyn Jones, this book details the way to go about it.

         Glyn’s methods are singular and not easy to write down; read with a receptive mind, they will produce dogs which are skilful, willing and contented partners in the craft of shepherding. I have been privileged to know all the top handlers of working collies in my time but none can match the teachings of Glyn Jones. I rate his views the best and I am pleased to have persuaded, even threatened, him into sharing his methods in this book.

         It was on the mountainside above Glyn’s home in the Clwydian range that I pondered the information and methods which are set before you in the following pages. They are methods which taught Gel to listen and to use his own method—that trait which is akin to genius in the working collie—and to win the Supreme Championship of the International Sheep Dog Society, the greatest sheepdog honour in the world. They taught the sometimes temperamental Bracken to discard her feminine foibles and join Gel in the winning of the Welsh Brace Championship—and to stay unbeaten in five television ‘One Man and His Dog’ contests. They taught the handsome, tricolour Taff to win two Welsh National Championships and Reserve Supreme title whilst he was still a youngster. They taught Hemp, a dog who loved to run the mountain, to win the International Farmers Championship.

         Glyn’s methods have taught many collies to enjoy their work, to shepherd sheep with skill, to win countless trials prizes and, really more important, to improve the general management of farmstock in many parts of Wales—and much further afield, for Glyn has taken his advice, on request, to the New World.

         My musings on the mountain above Bodfari were interrupted when my own collie, Gael, came to say it was time to go. I stirred and together we walked down to the farmstead at Bwlch Isaf, the home of the wisest dogs in the world—from whence came this book.

         
             

         

         Cliviger, 1987

      

   


   
      

         
            Preface

            
        By Barbara C. Collins
      

         

         I FIRST MET GLYN JONES several years ago after my husband, Tony, and I moved to live in an isolated farmhouse in North Wales and rapidly became immersed in the absorbing hobby of breeding and training Border Collies after Tony was given a bitch puppy by one of our neighbours, another well-known handler, Meirion Jones. Until that time, we had watched sheepdog trailing on television and the occasional trial on local fields, recognising the names of some of the better-known handlers but unaware that we would one day be fortunate enough to count them as our friends (and adversaries on the trials field). The generous advice and encouragement we have been given by all the sheepdog people we have met, firstly in Wales and later including handlers ‘across the Border’, has been of incalculable value to us both and eventually resulted in the pair of us leaving our respective professional jobs, Tony becoming an avid sheepdog trainer, triallist and part-time shepherd whilst I took over the magazine Working  Sheepdog News, and those, combined with breeding sheepdogs, are now the pursuits which fill our lives.

         It was while Glyn and I were working on a series of articles for the magazine that the subject of a book on training sheepdogs was raised and, although in the background for some time, the idea did not begin to mushroom until the spring of 1986. By this time there had been an enthusiastic response to the articles already written, there was a publisher interested and a method of working together had evolved which was producing results, so we decided to take the ram by the horns and collaborate on the writing of this book. I have always enjoyed writing and this interest, combined with the growing knowledge of the sheepdog world which I was gathering as my work with the magazine progressed, provided me with the motivation to tackle what was to prove, in the event, quite a formidable, although enjoyable, task. Added to those factors was the inevitable one of the need to earn a crust of bread, so my motives were not purely altruistic!

         My part in the book has been to record on paper, and edit, the facts which Glyn so ably talked about in the many conversations we had in the compiling of the necessary data. The method used was to record our discussions initially on tape and I would then type out the salient facts, putting them in some sort of logical order before further refining was attempted. Glyn’s quicksilver mind, wealth of knowledge and ‘grasshopper’ technique in conversation made this an interesting experience, to say the least! One minute he would be training a young dog, the next minute he would be winning the International Sheep Dog Trials, then to dogs of the past, then brace work and on to choosing puppies—rather like a series of potted chapters, all in the space of about five minutes. However, as each section of the book was discussed and a reasonable first draft had been achieved, there would be reading, discussion and editing until the final contents were agreed, at least long enough to go on to the next part. Once the book was complete, we carried out a final edit and found that we had managed to finish our task without  a cross word having been spoken from start to finish—quite an achievement for two people who both have minds of their own and like to get their own way most of the time.

         A great bonus, for me, has been that I have been able to get to know Glyn, his family and his dogs so well in the months spent in the preparation of this book—months which have involved much laughter, a lot of hard work and occasional argument—and, after assimilating all the information the book contains, I now feel that I should be able to train my own sheepdog—I will certainly find the many trials I watch to be of increased interest and fascination now that I have a better understanding of this absorbing pastime, having learned so much from a man who is an acknowledged master of the art.

         
             

         

         
      Pwllglas, 1987
    

      

   


   
      

         
            Introduction

         

         FOR SOME YEARS NOW I have been running classes on training sheepdogs in the British Isles and have also run training ‘clinics’ in Canada and America when I have been in those countries to judge trials and enjoy the marvellous hospitality which I have always experienced there. Many people have been suggesting to me, over the past few years, that I should write a book on training sheepdogs but, although I feel strongly that experienced handlers and trainers should be prepared to pass on their knowledge and training methods in order to enable others to achieve success, I never did anything about putting pen to paper—like all farmers, I love my busy, outdoor life and would never be able, or prepared, to spend hours of my time writing when I could be outside working around the farm, training my dogs or running classes to help others to train theirs.

         However, things change and my desire to share my experiences, joys and sadnesses and the knowledge I have gained over the years began to force me to think again. My ideas about writing also altered when I discovered it would be possible for me to talk and somebody else to do the actual writing (I’ll talk the hind leg off a donkey if the subject is sheepdogs, their handlers and trialling) and, now that the book is finally completed, I can only hope that the contents will be of help and interest to any reader who enjoys involvement in rural life and with the working sheepdog, be he farmer, shepherd, handler, spectator or armchair enthusiast. The experienced handler may find it interesting to criticise and compare my training methods with his own, the novice will be able to use the book to plan his training programme, and spectators who either go to watch trials or sit in their armchairs watching trialling on the television will, I am sure, have their enjoyment greatly increased if they can gain a wider understanding of what the training and handling of these lovely, intelligent dogs entails and how it is done by at least one handler.

         Since I was a very small child I have been amongst Border Collies, having been born into a Welsh-speaking family where sheepdog handling was part of family tradition and our everyday lives. In this book, I have criticised some of my father’s methods of training and I have no doubt at all that my daughter Ceri will criticise some of my methods as she progresses with the training of her young dogs in years to come. My book will, perhaps, act as some sort of yardstick for her, and others, to start from, using what they feel is good and discarding what they find does not work for them. As long as dog handling and sheepdog trialling exists there will be a need for criticism and change to help it to develop and grow and, although I accept that all change is not necessarily for the better, it is impossible to progress in anything in this world without change from time to time—without it, things stagnate and the sheepdog world, together with agriculture in general, has seen so many changes in the last fifty years that it has become a necessity to be able to adapt in order to survive.

         I think that, in addition to putting in a lot of

hard work with my dogs, I have had more than my fair share of luck over the years in a trialling career which has brought me moments of joy, sadness, laughter and great fun. My dogs have brought me into contact with some remarkable people, they have taken me to the other side of the world and have brought people from many countries to visit us at Bwlch Isaf. My wife, Beryl, and I have exported puppies to many countries including our most exciting (and exhausting) project to date—the export of thirty-four registered Border Collie puppies to the Falkland Islands shortly after the Falklands war.

         Another area of luck for me was that I was the first handler to be asked to train a young dog for a television series to be featured by the BBC—the youngster I used for that purpose was Glen, and I now run a son of his in Bwlch Taff who, although he has not won the Supreme Championship, has come very close to it and has done so well for me in his trialling career. Glen and I had great fun doing that series of programmes and it enabled me to meet people who have since become household names—personalities such as Phil Drabble, author, country-lover and conservationist, and Eric Halsall, author, journalist and commentator, who is mad about sheepdogs and has written several books about them in addition to giving me much encouragement to produce this book.

         I was also lucky enough to win the International Supreme Championship at the Centenary International Sheepdog Trials when they were held in Bala in 1973—one of the best moments of my life. Not only had I achieved my major ambition in winning the championship, I had also won it on home ground in Wales where, at the very first trials to be held at Bala one hundred years before, the Welsh had suffered the ignominy of having a Scotsman winning the championship, so I felt much as the cricketers must feel when they win back the ‘Ashes’! The history books will record that a Scotsman won the first trial at Bala but that a Welshman won the Centenary trials there so I feel that we are now quits with our Celtic cousins. Mind you, I might have been the champion for that day but one of the things about reaching the top is that the only way to go from there is down, and you can be at the bottom of the heap when you run in your next trial, a handler and his dog only being as good as their last run.

         I have been most fortunate in having a wife who has been prepared to put up with me and my dogs for the past twenty-six years—without her backing I would never have been able to spend so much time with my dogs and she is the one who deals with the breeding side of things so competently. I would never pretend that there have not been times when we have almost come to blows over the dogs but, by and large, we have got through the good and the bad times together and we are still in partnership, so, again, I consider myself a lucky man.

         In the writing of this book, events from my earliest days kept intruding to such an extent that I realised they were as much a part of the development of my own methods and ideas as other factors which have influenced my thinking up to the present day. I therefore decided to start the book with a chapter based on these beginnings in the hope that readers will find it of relevance and interest before going on to the more extensive content about training. Throughout the book I have referred to the dog in training, be it male or female, as ‘he’ for the sake of clarity, and there is no intention of any bias towards one sex or the other—the choice of a dog or bitch being purely a matter of personal preference for the handler concerned.

         It only remains for me to say that, if some novice, having read my book, sets out to train a young dog of his own, he does not need a lot of cash to set about it. By purchasing, or breeding his own puppy and then working through the various stages of training as outlined in the book he will certainly have a first-class farm dog and should be able to reach trials standard if he so wishes. If that novice should one day win the National or the International  Sheepdog Trials, just have fun at local trials or be content to improve his handling and training of his farm dog, I feel that my methods will have been worth recording. He will have a lot of fun, happiness and some heartbreak. He will gain many friends and lose a few but, at the end of the day, he and his dog will be the winners because they will have learned, and done, so much together.

         
             

         

         H. Glyn Jones

Bodfari,  1987 

      

   


   
      

         
            CHAPTER 1

            Early Days

         

         My roots in North Wales

         DRIVING THROUGH SOME of the loveliest countryside in North Wales, I always feel a great sadness whenever I pass through Pwllglas village and come to the handsome stone arch with great wooden gates which is the main entrance to Nant Clwyd Hall—the stonework is modern but the pieces of stone with which the arch is constructed were taken from the place which I still remember with love and sadness, the place where I was born—Efail y Plas (Derwen Hall Smithy). Driving for a further mile or so, I eventually come to a turn to the right and, particularly if I am alone, I rarely manage to resist the urge to turn into the lane, over the old railway bridge and then the little hump-backed bridge over the river Clwyd. I park the car at the side of the road, climb over the wooden gate which is now fastened with a piece of wire and I am back home, the memories flooding back as I look at the places where the house, smithy and outhouses used to stand. All that is left of the old stone buildings is a small piece of the ‘ty bach’ (little house), which served the family as the outside lavatory, and the crumbling walls of the building where the cattle and other animals were housed during the winter.

         
            
[image: ]
               The sad heap of stones.

            

         

         The piece of wire to which my mother used to attach her clothes-line so many years ago is still there round the trunk of the great oak tree which stands in the paddock where the back of the house used to be, and I can still see her, reaching up to secure the other end of the line to the pine tree on the opposite side, the clean clothes drying in the wind and sun, and the fresh smell as she folded the washing and put it into the basket, ready for ironing the next day.

         Turning my back on the sad heap of stones, I look across the small piece of field which runs down to the river and there are the fruit trees which my father planted, still standing, weighed down with blossom and springtime fragrance, and the years roll away—I see myself as a young boy, running down to the river bank to ‘tickle’ the trout, splashing around in the water with the dogs, picking the watercress which grows in such profusion on the opposite bank, slipping on the stones on the bed of the river and falling into the icy cold water, picking the ripe fruit and watching my mother making jam in the kitchen with wasps everywhere to sting the unwary.

         Sitting on the river bank over fifty years later I listen to a cock pheasant calling for its mate, the chuck-chuck of a moorhen, the sound of the river bubbling over the stones, a songthrush singing its head off from its perch in one of the fruit trees, and the only thing which seems to have really changed is the appearance of the river, which has silted up over the years and is now almost devoid of fish life. Gone are the thousands of brown trout with bright orange spots along their sides which were so easy to catch, and also missing is the green growth of water plants on the river bed which used to provide feed and shelter for the teeming freshwater life that pollution has inevitably destroyed. The river’s sparkling, clear appearance belies the ravages caused by so-called progress, although salmon and sea-trout (or sewin as they are called in Wales) still return to the river of their birth to swim up to the spawning redds nearer its source.

         A hundred yards beyond the far bank of the river there is now a wilderness where the railway line used to be. When I was a child, the steam trains ran up and down it regularly. The drivers all knew my father well, and when their trains were carrying coal, they would gather speed just before the smithy, hoot a greeting and then slam on their brakes just before reaching the bridge. The sudden jolting this caused meant that lumps of coal would come cascading off the great heaps in the wagons, landing by the side of the railway and later picked up by the children and carried back to the house in bucketsful. Standing on the railway bridge now, I can still see all this happening and find myself laughing at the knowledge that so many families living near the railway line in those days had an almost inexhaustible supply of coal! Strangely, a chugging steam-train did not seem to interfere with the peace of the countryside, perhaps because on that part of the line the trains usually moved fairly slowly and were not like the huge steam locomotives used on the main lines.
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               Efail y Plas as it was in my childhood.

            

         

         A familiar sight along the railway was the gangs of men involved in continuous maintenance of the line; they would walk along one side of the rails, knocking in the wooden chocks which held the metal rails in place, then walk back along the other side with the same regular rhythm, securing the lines before moving on to the next section. As this was a continuous, ongoing task we all got to know these men very well over the years. As children, we had the job of collecting firewood daily and heaven help us if we ever picked up one of the wooden chocks to increase our load. My father would spot it and the offending child would be sent smartly back to the part of the railway where he had found the piece of wood and would leave it there ready for the linesmen’s next visit.

         Looking down at the river also brings back a memory of the great, noisy hisses of steam which billowed across the surface when the red-hot bands of metal which my father had welded around the big wooden cartwheels came into contact with the water which was used to cause quick cooling of the metal and contraction to provide a really tight fit. These were special days for the children, with a huge bonfire lit and, in its very hot centre, small raised circles of bricks on which to rest the various-sized metal rings. The wooden wheel would be ledged on a sort of tripod with a big peg coming up through the middle and a screw which was used to keep the wheel secure. Then two or three men with open metal hoops would lift the white-hot metal ring and place it over the wooden wheel, and as quickly as possible the wheel would be released and allowed to roll down the slope into the river. There would be this enormous ‘whoosh’ as hot metal came into contact with icy water and, all being well, the metal band would shrink and fit snugly on to the wheel. Occasionally things went wrong and the metal band would split with a colossal bang and hurl itself about—highly dangerous if anybody was foolish enough to be standing nearby, but providing great excitement for the watching children. The wheelwright’s art is a very exact one, entailing detailed knowledge, measurement and skill, and when things went wrong my father would be so mad about it that we would make ourselves scarce.

         There was no electricity in those days, no running water, no inside sanitation at Efail y Plas, and, of course, no television to provide instant entertainment. It might seem that life consisted of nothing but hard work but it really wasn’t like that at all. In a way, you never started work and you never stopped, it was just part of one’s everyday life to carry the water from the spring, to clean and refill the oil lamps, to sit enthroned in the ‘ty bach’ with the door half-open and look at that magnificent scenery (and how many modern loos are there which can offer such a pastoral view?). Whenever we went out roaming the woods and fields, we never returned home empty-handed, as we always picked up suitable pieces of wood, carrying the ever-increasing load on the return journey to add to the stack in the old outhouse and never looking upon this as ‘work’. The gamekeepers all knew who we were and there was never any unpleasantness or accusation of trespass as there would be nowadays—they knew we were up to no harm and left us to our own devices. Muriel, my middle sister, is still unable to resist the urge, whenever out walking, to pick up pieces of wood lying on the ground to carry home for the fire—a piece of her past which is still with her as mine is with me.

         Collecting water from the well was another task which was allocated to the children, and we had a system of taking the buckets up the path to the well on the way to school in the mornings and, on our return in the afternoon, filling the buckets and carrying them into the house. Again, not really work, but part of the pattern of our lives.

         If I walk towards the smithy from the bridge, I come to an old hedge—this was the first hedge which I laid and I was very proud of it at the time. I was about seventeen years old when I did it and I can still see the evidence of my work all these years later, my sense of belonging being reinforced by the memory. I still enjoy watching the craftsmen of the present day when they are laying hedges round the fields—a real craft and still thriving, as hedge-laying competitions at many present-day rural agricultural shows demonstrate.
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               Looking towards the river and bridge from Efail y Plas (1986).

            

         

         The seven acres of land which formed part of the smithy smallholding in the old days are still lush and green and the landowner’s sheep find it to be tasty grazing, their lambs frolicking in the sunshine where we used to play as children. I firmly believe that the old place, where a large family has been reared, where there has been a lot of fun, sadness, much happiness and some tragedy, has soaked this all up and somehow preserves it in the present. Whatever is done to the old place now, there will always be for me an indefinable amalgam of memories there, in that sheltered spot by the river which seems to cry out to me, ‘I am still here, build another house for me so that I can be lived in once again’. And believe me, if I was a millionaire and had the opportunity to buy those seven acres, I’d snap them up in a flash, build a house in the traditional style of the area and hope that, after my death, it would again be filled with a family of children who could enjoy all that this lovely place has to offer and feel privileged, as I do, to have been a part of it.

         A family tradition

         I have always felt that I was born to follow in my father’s footsteps as a trainer and handler of sheepdogs. My father, whose ideas and methods of training were very, very different from my own, learned about sheep and sheepdogs from his mother, who lived in a little cottage called Foel Ganol in the mountains above Cyffylliog, Denbighshire (now the County of Clwyd). This cottage has become a weekend holiday house now but, at the time my grandmother lived there, she worked as a shepherdess on nearby Fron Farm, and the outstanding memory I have of her is her whistle when she was working with her dogs. Such a whistle it was—something for a young boy to emulate and practise in privacy. I never achieved a whistle of her standard and I am sure that she would have scorned the use of the flat shepherd’s whistle so widely used today. So, my grandmother was the first generation to handle working sheepdogs, my father was the second, I am the third generation, being a farmer and a sheepdog handler, and now the tradition is being carried on by a fourth generation in the person of my daughter, Ceri, who has been running dogs since the age of seven.
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               An early start—my daughter Ceri with Moss.

            

         

         In addition to being a sheepdog handler and trainer, my father was a very able blacksmith, a poacher par excellence, a trainer of poacher’s dogs, a beekeeper, a drinking man and a marvellous shot—in short, he was a real ‘character’, steeped in the lore of the countryside in which he had spent his whole life and which he loved. He was a Welshman who spoke little English, he had a marvellous sense of humour, was a great story-teller and could tell jokes with a straight face; he had a quick temper but never bore malice, he worked and played hard all his life, and there is no doubt that he was a major influence upon me, particularly in my early childhood and adolescence. Without him, my life would probably have taken a very different, far less turbulent course—and I would never have known the trials and tribulations of becoming a sheepdog breeder, trainer, handler and trials enthusiast. 

         Being a blacksmith, my father was kept busy all year, with much of his time spent repairing the threshing machines which were an essential part of farm life at that time. This meant that there was always a continuous stream of men visiting the smithy, which was a favourite meeting place for sheepdog handlers and, of course, poachers. There would be drinking sessions at night after the day’s work was finished and the talk next day would be of the pubs and the poaching of the night before. Poachers would share their knowledge and vie with each other, telling tales of their escapades, embroidering each incident, with fish, pheasant and rabbits always growing larger in the telling and in the imagination of one small boy sitting agog in the background, praying that nobody would realise it was long past his bedtime. These men would egg each other on to go and poach in areas where the keepers were known to be keen of eye and meticulous in their duties, providing additional excitement in an already hazardous pastime and increasing the status of any poacher who could prove that he had managed to get in and quickly out with his quarry without being caught—which was, after all, the main aim of any poacher (and essential, as discovery would mean the loss of one’s livelihood and home, both of which were provided by the estate).

         Father always had dogs around the smithy, with one or two more favoured ones being part of the family, and, of course, there would always be poaching dogs such as his tremendous lurcher, Black, amongst them. Lurchers were the best dogs for poaching and they were produced by crossing a greyhound with a Border Collie—the greyhound for his speed and the collie for a thick, warm coat, stamina and brains. These dogs were about the size of a greyhound but were much more versatile and were greatly sought after.

         Every sheepdog that my father trained for trials was also taught to retrieve—an ability which was put to good use during shooting days on the estate; and because he trained dogs for poachers as well as sheepdog handlers, he was well patronised, both kinds of dog being in great demand. Surprisingly, as far as I can remember, being taught to retrieve did not seem to interfere with a sheepdog’s ability to work with sheep when required to do so.

         When teaching a dog to retrieve, Father or the boys would skin a rabbit and stuff the skin with grass (it looked surprisingly life-like and lasted longer than a dead rabbit), and the children would be sent to drag the stuffed rabbit along the ground to make a scent-trail before hiding it somewhere. It was quite a challenge to try and find hiding places which the dogs would not be able to locate and I don’t think that we ever were successful.
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               My father with two of his favourite dogs, Jaff and Meg (circa 1948).

            

         

         Father always started a dog’s training indoors in the shoeing part of the smithy. To teach a dog its sides he would have one of my brothers on the end of a long rope attached to the collar and me on the end of a second piece of rope on the other side. Then he would tell the dog to ‘Go away’ or ‘Come bye’, each boy pulling the rope for the appropriate side until the dog’s reactions became automatic in response to the given command. Father required blind, unquestioning  obedience from his dogs, never allowing them any freedom of thought or action once they had begun their training, when life became very serious with no fun. Even when out walking with Father the dog would have to walk close to heel all the way and there was never a ‘That’ll do’ to signify the finish of work and the opportunity to play. This method was not thought to be cruel in the days when everybody’s life was full of harsh realities and only the tough nuts survived—it was the same for both man and dog but, nevertheless, it was not long before I was beginning to question Father’s methods and, with my own dogs, to look for training methods which included reward and play and also encouraged the dog to think for itself.

         Of all poaching activities, the most exciting of all, to my mind, was when we went poaching for fish in the dead of night, the soft whispering voices of the men, the inky blackness, animal sounds, owls calling, the sound of the water and our hearts’ beating. Father, whose eyes were watching the river all the time, knew exactly where the fish, big sea-trout, would be lying, and he would put a light over the water only long enough to gaff the silver fish which had been taken completely by surprise.

         Then we were off, moving swiftly and quietly to elude the gamekeepers, who must have known what was going on but never managed to catch us. Of course, the  most exciting place to poach fish was from the deep pools in the river Clwyd where it ran near to Nant Clwyd station—that was where the gamekeepers lived, and presented the challenge of taking an eight- to twelve-pound sea-trout from under their very noses. I was brought up in this fraternity of poachers, first as a listener to tales of derring-do, then as a watcher and, eventually, at about ten years of age, as a participant—and I think that there is nothing, to this day, not even sheepdog trialling, which compares to the sheer heart-bursting excitement of going out so many years ago with my father and his lurchers for a night’s poaching.

         Early days at sheepdog trials

         My father was also a trials enthusiast and, as well as training on the smallholding at the smithy, he would take his dogs with him whenever he walked to the ‘Fox and Hounds’ in Pwllglas (a regular occurrence), training his dogs on everybody’s sheep on the three or four farms along the three-mile route before finally arriving at the pub. Wherever my father put his cap, there the dogs would lie until it was time to go home. Such was the total obedience of these dogs that if somebody took Father’s cap, the dog would go with the man who had the cap! In particular, I remember a grand little bitch called Jess—you could not move anything of my father’s without her following it.

         Forty or fifty years ago there were far fewer sheepdog trials than there are today, and for my father and his mate, Jack Ellis, trials day was a real day out, each trial being a great event and providing a sort of mini-holiday for men who worked long hours and had little leisure time. The pair of them would set out in Jack’s little Austin 7 and I swear that that car knew every public house on the way to every trials field in North Wales!

         Trials were usually held on a Saturday and, as soon as I was deemed old enough, I was allowed to go along with Father and Jack—the two men sitting in the front of the little car and myself in the back with the dogs, the frequent sorties into the pubs on the way providing more space, albeit temporary, for me and the dogs to stretch our legs. They were marvellous days out with a lot of laughter and hair-raising near-accidents occurring as the pub crawl went on, eventually arriving at the trials which were held in places where they have now become well established over the years—Llangollen, Llannefydd, Glyn Ceiriog, Ruthin, Denbigh and Pentrefoelas.

         I remember once, at the Pentrefoelas trial—the judge was Canon Owen from Corwen who used to do a lot of judging at that time—Jack Ellis had a dog called Mick, and it was very unusual for Mick to do anything much at a trial, really, but on this particular day, he did very well until he reached the pen. Then the dog started to run round and round the sheep and the pen, so Father shouted to Jack, ‘Stop the dog.’ Jack walked back to where Father was standing and yelled, ‘You know perfectly well that I can’t  stop the bloody thing.’ Canon Owen was using a shearing bench as his judge’s seat and he fell off it, laughing at the pair of them arguing about whether Jack could stop his dog or not. I doubt if this sort of thing would happen at a trial today as we tend to take things so much more seriously now—both the competitors and the judges. Also at the Pentrefoelas trial on the same day, John Pritchard’s bitch, Fan, a real greyhound/lurcher type, marked a rabbit which had hidden in the dry-stone wall at the side of the field, so John went over and took part of the wall down to get the rabbit out. If you did that now you’d be up in court for damage to property.
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               At the Pentrefoelas trial. Front row from left to right: Ifor Jones, John Jones, T. O. Jones. Back row: Canon G. Owen, Garnet Jones, J. D. Evans, Mr Evans, J. T. Jones, William Jones, Ted Jones, John Pugh.

            

         

         Another day I remember well was when I went to the new trial at Nannerch with Father, Jack Ellis and six dogs—all in the Austin 7, with Dad sitting in the back to keep the dogs from fighting. As usual, there were several stops at the pubs lining our route, both Father and Jack getting so merry that when we arrived at Nannerch my father said he wasn’t going to run, Jack said he couldn’t, so I ran my dog and won the trial. I had £30 in my pocket on the way home and what a journey we had—Father and Jack decided to travel back over the Clwyds via the steep mountain road which comes out at the back of Llangwyfan. Jack was driving and Father was controlling the hand brake—the most memorable ride I have had in a car in my whole life.

         As a youngster, I was much more interested in dogs, farming and country pursuits than in academic education, and it was, therefore, inevitable that, on leaving school at the age of fourteen, I should start my working life at Rhewl Bach Farm. I lived in as a member of the family and while I was there I bought my first dog and learned a smart lesson. I heard that a man in Llanfair Dyffryn Clwyd had a dog to sell so I cycled the three miles from the farm to see this man. He told me that the dog was a marvellous worker, extolling its virtues and saying that he was sorry that he had no sheep at present and so could not show me the dog working. I accepted the man’s word about the dog’s ability, bought it and took it back with me, only to find that he was useless with sheep and the only good thing he ever did was to go down every rabbit hole he could find. Needless to say, ever since that day I have never bought a dog without seeing it work first.

         Four years later I left Rhewl Bach and went to work for Mr Griffiths who had taken over the tenancy of Derwen Hall. This was my first working contact with somebody who was not Welsh, and in the time I spent working there, I was introduced to ideas and a type of farming quite different to anything I had known before. One thing which greatly improved was my command of the English language, as I had not learned much of it at school, everybody being Welsh-speaking in the local community.

         It was while I was working for Mr Griffiths that I began to take a really serious interest in training sheepdogs and I bought my first registered pup, arranging for it to be sent down from Scotland to Nant Clwyd station—the cost was £3, including the rail fare, and that was a lot of money at a time when I was only earning fifteen shillings a week. However, when the puppy, Jaff 6966, eventually arrived from Scotland, my Father said it was too good for me to ruin so I swopped Jaff for Meg, a little bitch of my father’s who worked well enough for me but was not going to win trials. This was another lesson learned and I decided to buy myself another good puppy, determined to keep it for myself this time. I saw an advertisement in the Farmers  Weekly  and bought Glen 6967, a grandson of J. M. Wilson’s International Supreme Champion Glen 3940 and bred by R. W. Brick out of his bitch Wyn 6050. Glen was delivered to the station for the sum of £5 and he turned out to be my first serious winning dog. It is from that time that the incurable disease known as ‘Sheepdog Trialling’ really began to get a hold on me and it has continued in its acute form ever since.

         Turning points

         When I purchased Glen 6967 in 1949 I was twenty-two years old and I decided that I would attempt to train and look after him in my own way and not rely on the methods of others. Looking back, it is difficult to recall exactly how my approach to training has changed and evolved in the ensuing years, but I do remember that I made a conscious decision to use methods which were totally different to those of my father except for the few areas where we were in agreement, such as always ending a lesson on a happy note.

         Father would never groom a dog—it was just not done—nor would he ever show his dogs any affection, many working sheepdogs in those days being grossly undervalued, as the working horse and the milking cow were considered the most important animals on the farm at that time. Over the years I have seen a great change, with handlers showing more affection for their dogs and looking after them better, grooming and a well-balanced diet now being part of routine care. I have heard some people say that we are spoiling and pampering the working Border Collie but you only have to remember the bedraggled appearance and poor condition of some of the trials dogs of the old days to realise that, rather than spoiling the dogs, we have developed a better understanding of their physical and psychological needs. There have, of course, always been handlers who cared well for their dogs but there were far fewer then than there are now.

         On the trials field today it is rare to see a dog that is not well looked after and rewarded with praise and affection. If you do happen to see an ill-cared-for dog, he sticks out like a sore thumb and, hopefully, once the handler is aware of this he will be spurred on to care for his dog better in the future. I believe that sheepdog trials have done much to improve the lot of the working sheepdog and will continue to do so.

         As I had Glen from a puppy, we were inseparable and spent all our time together, becoming great companions and workmates, with a relationship built up on mutual trust and respect—and to this day I still believe that this is the best way with any dog when it comes to training. You get to know each other so well in those early days that when the time comes to start training in earnest you both start off on a much better footing: the dog has learned to listen to you, understands you and notices every intonation of your voice. This means that, when training starts and things are not going right, a change in your tone of voice is all that is needed to make the dog take notice. Compare this approach to buying in a young dog at, say, nine months of age—he may have been left for long periods on his own, may not even know his name, and that essential basic bond between dog and handler has not been established. It takes much time, patience and a different approach to train these dogs and is, generally speaking, less rewarding for both trainer and dog.

         As with every puppy I have kept for training since that time, I took Glen with me everywhere I went so that he came to accept me as the pack leader, his number one in every situation he encountered. He was soon eager to work and very early on demonstrated a remarkable natural ability to stop on a sixpence, gradually developing into a handsome, black and white, rough-coated dog with a somewhat ‘creeping’ style, a lovely line and good tail carriage when working. Recognising that Glen had great natural ability, I also realised that it was up to me to harness that ability with careful training if he was to achieve his full potential, and that I must avoid methods which would produce a robot-like response in the dog, giving him little chance to use his brain.

         Glen’s training progressed well, based on a system of reward, and I learned fast myself. I had to find ways of training which would avoid direct confrontation with the dog, as I realised that if you try to make  a dog do something (rather than encourage), he will inevitably take up the challenge and try to win the battle—the worst thing that can happen when training dogs. It is important to recognise early development of bad habits and to nip them in the bud without making an issue of it—a real art and one which I am still trying to perfect.
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         By the time he was eighteen months old, Glen had won the Open Class trial at Nannerch and had also come first in the Open Class at Ruthin trial (I rode there on my bicycle with Glen sitting on the crossbar). I was over the moon with this success, partly because it was such a prestigious trial and also because the prize money was £25—a small fortune to a young man whose weekly wage was thirty shillings—the prize money represented several months’ wages to me.

         Glen’s greatest moment came when, at the age of two years, he won the Shepherds Class at the 1952 Welsh National at Swansea, earning us a place in the team to represent Wales at the International Sheep Dog Trials held later that year at Inverness, where we both watched Dai Daniel’s winning run in the Supreme Championship with his dog, Chip 4924.

         After running Glen for two seasons and doing so well with him, I had built up an excellent relationship with him and I was looking forward to the future with him as I felt that, at two and a half, he had still not reached his full potential. Then, as so often happens in life when things are going really well, tragedy struck. At the time I had Glen, I also had two other young dogs. One was another excellent work and trials dog, an unregistered sheepdog called Roy, and the other was a dog by Jackie McDonald’s marvellous little black and tan dog, Mirk 5444, who ran in the International Supreme Championship at Inverness in 1952, gaining fifth place. Unlike his father, Mirk never even looked at sheep and was quite useless! Sadly, both Glen and Roy picked up some poison somewhere and died—an utter disaster which left me with Mirk who wouldn’t work and therefore with no dogs to work or enter for trials. I never did find out where the poison came from because we did not use rat poison on the farm on which I worked and the dogs had been nowhere else where they could have picked it up.
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               A Border Collie in first-class working condition—a later Glen (92091), sire of Bwlch Taff.

            

         

         When Glen died I was so heartbroken that I had no stomach for starting all over again and I gave up the dogs altogether, leaving Wales to live and work on a farm in Cheshire where there was a herd of milking cows, the only dog being a German Shepherd. The farm was owned at the time by three sisters and their seventy-year-old brother and they were all very good to me. I lived in, learning all the time and finding farm life in Cheshire quite different to farming in Wales which, up to this time, I had thought to be the only good farming area in the British Isles. The land on the Cheshire plain was very rich and fertile, providing a comfortable living for its farmers, in sharp contrast to the hill farms of North Wales where it was difficult to eke out an existence.
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               A group of well-known Welsh handlers in the 1950s. Front row from left to right: Griff Pugh, Ifor Jones, Selwyn Jones, R. H. Williams, unknown, Alan Jones, Gwynfor Pritchard, Gwynedd Thomas, John Jones. Back row: D. Daniel, Mr Matthews, Bill Miles, W.J. Evans, E. L. Suter, unknown, unknown, Hywel Williams, Ted Jones, John Evans, Huw Davies, unknown, John Pritchard, R. E. Pritchard, J. H. Roberts.

            

         

         Whilst in Cheshire I must have been missing my dogs more than I cared to admit and it was probably inevitable that, eventually, I would be unable to resist the challenge of training the German Shepherd dog, not as a sheepdog but as a guard dog, before returning to work on the farm at Efenechtyd in North Wales which I had left in such sadness three and a half years before.

         Return to Wales and back to sheepdogs

         Immediately upon returning to Wales I went back into dogs and have never been without Border Collies from that day to this. I bought Nap, a son of J. M. Wilson’s Whitehope Nap, who turned out to be a smooth-coated killer, and Tweed 12324, who was a son of J. M. Wilson’s Bill 9040 (the International Supreme Champion in 1954) and turned out to be a fantastic dog for work, trials and breeding. At the same time, I had a dog in for training called Moss. Moss 18885 belonged to R. H. Williams, Bryn Polyn, St Asaph, who was one of the top handlers in Wales at that time. I felt honoured that he should ask me to train his dog for him, only to be very disappointed when he rejected the dog at the end of the training period as a ‘no-gooder’. He told me that I could keep the dog, and Moss subsequently turned out very well for me and won several trials. I also bought a bitch from Cecil Holmes—she was Wendy 13195, the bitch who, together with Moss and Tweed, founded the Bwlch line of Border Collies which my wife, Beryl, and I have developed, breeding and training registered Border Collies during the twenty-six years of our marriage. When Beryl and I were first married we lived in Pwllglas and I continued to work at Plas yn Llan until we were eventually able to rent a small farm, Bwlch Isaf, Bodfari, which we later bought and where we have lived and worked ever since.

         As none of my dogs would work for Beryl when I was away, she decided to get a dog for herself, and that is when her interest in breeding Border Collies really began and the Bwlch line came into being. The dogs which we first used as sires were Moss 18885, Tweed 12324 and, later, Glen 92091, who was the father of my daughter Ceri’s dog Bwlch Taff 113243, a son of Bwlch Bracken 74660. Wendy and Moss were the parents of our next Wendy 23844 who was mated to Tweed, and we kept a bitch puppy from this litter—Sheba 33229. Moss, Tweed, the two Wendys and Sheba all appear in the pedigrees of the Bwlch dogs up to the present day and I find it very interesting that I can see a lot of Moss in seven-year-old Bwlch Taff. Sheba proved to be one of the best bitches I have ever had for work, trials and breeding, and her granddaughter, Bwlch Bracken, had a very successful breeding, working and trialling career before her retirement—she is now fifteen years old, enjoying life on the farm, and, until recently, clearing fences and gates with the abandon of a two-year-old.
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               My daughters Ceri and Rhona with Sheba in 1965. (W. E. Jones)
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         A flexible approach

         After my return from Cheshire, I had started to train dogs again for myself and also for other people. As my practical experience increased I gradually realised that every dog is different, necessitating a flexible approach when planning individual training programmes—an important discovery which has been continually reinforced from that day to this.
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         I soon found that, when training other people’s dogs, I was spending much of my time correcting faults which had been allowed to develop between the time of birth and when the dog came to me for training. There were also other factors which lessened the enjoyment of training these dogs and probably also reduced the effectiveness of the training, i.e. if you take a dog to train for somebody else and are being paid for it, you want to get the dog trained as soon as possible, (a) to keep the cost down for the owner and (b) to release you to start training another dog. In addition, the strong, basic bond of affection and respect between the trainer and the dog is not present and can take a long time to develop sufficiently to produce a good working relationship. So the time came when Beryl and I decided to keep some of the puppies we were breeding to provide me with young dogs to train which had been home-reared, with early training initiated in the house and around the farm without the puppy realising that his training had, in fact, begun from his first, early days. Some of these puppies would later be sold on as farm or trials dogs and some remained with me to form my workforce and trialling partners throughout the years. I have occasionally bought young dogs in for training since that time but they have been in the minority.
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