Show & Tell

Laura J. Dedering
FOLKLAUR Reg.
Basking Ridge, New fersey

his obsession with show dogs

began at the tender age of seven

when a handler, who was the

daughter of a family friend, began
taking me with her to local shows. I was
addicted from then on.

My parents did not understand this
dog show thing, so a black Lab mix from
the local humane society joined our family.
Undaunted by a lack of pedigree, Corky
and I began showing in Junior Showman-
ship through the 4-H and making friends
with kids whose parents raised show dogs
of various breeds. I was fortunate to be
mntroduced to many successful breeders and
exhibitors from a variety of breeds and
Groups and was privileged to be allowed to
handle some of their dogs. Despite gener-
ous offers of quality dogs of other breeds,
what followed were many years of attend-
ing shows and taking notes, knowing that
the Labrador was the breed for me. Show
after show I kept noting the Lockerbie and
Briary dogs and especially became enam-
ored of Ch. Briary Brendan of Rainell and
his offspring.

After two years of college I temporarily
dropped out to become a professional dog
groomer. Living in an apartment of an old
house and already having Corky made get-
ting another dog out of the question. Then
it was an office job by day and back to col-
lege at night. In June of 1978, I signed con-
tracts to buy a house and immediately
called Lorraine Getter (Rainell) in search of
a Brendan daughter, which was followed
by a call to Marilyn Reynolds (Finching-
field) inquiring about the Brendan x Ch.
Briary Bustle litter due in July. Bustle was
a daughter of Ch. Briary Bonnie Briana, a
full sister to Brendan whom I had also seen
and loved. An uncle-to-niece breeding was
the kind of linebreeding I was looking for
and they were both from the Briary hnes of
Marjorie Brainard. Also, the Lockerbie
background was what I wanted, having fall-
en in love with the head shot of Ch.
Lockerbie Blackfella in Helen Warwick’s
red book. -I drove down to Virginia to see
the pups at five weeks old and knew that
one particular black bitch puppy, “Pearl” as
she was nicknamed at the time, was the girl
for me, with a face like the one I had
dreamed of. Now it was up to Marilyn,
Lorraine and Jean Prior to decide which
pups went to whom.

Knowing that showing was to be a

The Labrador Quarterly

long-time adventure, I had been playing for
months with dertvations of “Laura” to use
as a kennel name but to no avail. On the
way to a show, I asked my friend Sue Gold-
berg, a Wheaten Terrier breeder, for help.
“Folklaur” was the first thing that popped
out of her mouth and it was perfect! Folk-
lore could be respelled to use part of my
name without being mispronounced and
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would be registerable in the future. It’s
great to have smart and creative friends,
Being fond of “themes,” it would be nice to
use “literary” names for the pups. My first
was to be “The Raven” by Edgar Allan Poe.
When nine weeks came and 1t was time
to pick up my puppy, you cannot imagine
my excitement, for they had decided to let
me have Pearl as my Raven. It was here in




Marilyn’s driveway as I was ready to leave
that I met Karen and Charlie Schultze who
were pulling in to pick up a yellow bitch,
“Fantasia,” from the same litter. Little did I
know what influences these bitches sepa-
rately, and together through Fantasia’s son,
Ch. Northwood Sandman, would have for
me.

aven (Ch. Finchingfield Folklaur
RCGC, TDI) was the kind of dog

that, through her quality, survived
all of the novice mistakes so many of us
make on our first dog. From the moment
she turned six months she was entered in
every show within a three-hour driving dis-
tance. She received 3rds and 4ths, then a
couple of Reserves, while I learned han-
dling skills along the way. George Bragaw
gave Raven her first points at fourteen
months. She took another two points one
month later. When she was matured and
ready, she gained her championship with
ease. In May 1980 she won both majors
going WB three times plus two Reserves.
Two weeks later, at under two years of age,
Raven finished winning a third major at the
LRCGB. In Specials, the judge pulled only
three bitches as part of her final cut; they
were Bustle, Fantasia and Raven as WB,
with Bustle going on to win Best of Breed.
You can’t imagine the judge’s face when
these same three bitches walked back into
the ring for the Brood Bitch class! She had
no idea that they were related.

It was during this time that Tom, who
I worked with, attended his first show to
watch me show Raven. Luckily we won
the points. Not a bad way to impress a
new date! He liked the dogs and they
loved him. Since I was already involved in
dogs, he kind of knew what he was getting
into, but he proposed anyway. We've been
married now for thirteen years and he is
the unpaid and sometimes underappreciat-
ed kennel help.

Raven’s show career also included Best
of Breed under Helen Warwick, BOS at
Philadelphia under George Bragaw and
numerous other BOS, Brood Bitch and
Veteran wins from breeder judges and
allrounders. She was trained in Novice
obedience but we never competed in obedi-
ence trials above the match show level. She
achieved her CGC, TDI certification at
fourteen years old and went to visit the
elderly at a local nursing home. Her last
Specialty performance was at age thirteen in
the Parade of Veterans at MJLRC. Lots of
eye dabbing and Kleenex passing was going
on in and outside of the ring that day. She
really put on a show.

Raven’s brood bitch career started out
as a disaster. The first time we bred her
too early, which resulted in no puppies.
The breeding was repeated later in her next
season and she conceived eight puppies but
she had dystocia, a novice breeder and an
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Ch. Finchingfield Folklauer CGC/TDI.

incompetent vet. The end result was a
cesarean, one live puppy and seven dead.

A trip to the reproduction specialists at U of
P followed, with their opinion being that
she was normal, do smears, get a different

vet, a different stud dog, and try again. She
was then bred to Ch. Sandylands Markwell
of Lockerbie. This time the result was
seven males and two bitches born naturally,
and two happy moms. We will never forget

Ch. Folklauer Pandora.
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