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Dedicated to all the Yellow Lab puppies in
the world and to the patient and devoted
owners who share their lives with them.

Introduction

T

he Old Man was 71 years old in the year 2000 when a two
month old Yellow Lab female puppy (born on May 10th )
entered into his life during the month of July. The puppy
was given the name Honey Bun in remembrance of his former
Lab named Gold ‘n Honey who had just died a few months
earlier.
Honey Bun and the Old Man enjoyed a friendship that lasted
for almost 13 years. The Old Man lived each day for the puppy,
and in return she taught him the true meaning of unconditional
love, unwavering loyalty, and obedience. She brought a whole
new meaning to his existence. The two of them did things that
the Old Man never dreamed of doing in his retirement years.
Everyday was filled with excitement and activity. The Old Man
couldn’t wait until the next morning came to see what new
activity was in store for them. The two of them walked every
morning and always met new friends. They went to obedience
training classes (a total of four courses), became a Therapy Team
for five years, and trained as a reading assistance education
team. The two of them formed a bond that was unbreakable.
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Everywhere the Old Man went she was right by his side. They
were inseparable.
This book is the Old Man’s tribute to a very special friend
and companion who played such an important part in his retirement years.

vi

In the Beginning there was “Goldie”

T

he young dog was chained to a scrub pine tree in the middle of nowhere when the Old Man drove by and noticed
a hand-painted “Dog 4 Sale” sign nailed to the tree. Just
out of curiosity, he stopped to look at the young dog. The dog
was shy, somewhat leery, and when the Old Man approached,
the puppy circled around to the back of the tree, dragging the
heavy chain. The owner came over when he saw the Old Man,
and the two of them had a conversation about the dog. It turned
out that the owner originally wanted to make a gunning dog out
of her, but for some reason, that didn’t come about. Her name
was Goldie (short for Gold N Honey), she was six months old, a
pure bred Yellow Lab female with papers, and pretty big for her
age. The asking price was $99. The Old Man was interested, but
like all dutiful husbands, he had to get the Wife’s approval before
any final decision could be made.
Later in the day, after she was done work, the both of them
went to see the young puppy. Along the way, the Old Man tried
the best he could to explain the situation to his Wife before they
arrived in order to prepare her for what she was going to see.
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Would you believe it, as soon as they got out of the car, that
young puppy recognized the Old Man and started to bounce all
around the tree in a sort of “happy to see you” dance. The chain
was flopping all over the place, kicking up a cloud of dust. This
was not the best of scenes he had hoped for in order to impress
his Wife. She took one look at the excited puppy and quickly
moved out of the cloud of dust. “That’s a puppy?” she exclaimed
while shielding her eyes, followed by, “mercy, look at the size of
those front paws!”
Indeed, Goldie was big and there was no hiding that fact, but
the Old Man really wanted that dog, and he pleaded his case.
After thinking it over for a few moments, the Wife reluctantly
gave her approval. The sale was completed, and Goldie was
placed in the back of the van for the ride to her new home. It
appeared that Goldie was not used to riding in an automobile
because she acted nervous and uncomfortable all the way home.
They had to stop several times along the way to calm her down.
Goldie was from a strain of Labs that were specifically
bred for hunting and outdoor activity. They are often referred
to as American Field Labs, or American bred Labs. She had a
somewhat long thin muzzle and a whip like otter tail. Like all
Labs, she had webbed feet. She also had a lanolin type of water
repellent coating on her short, yellow hair. In fact, whenever
she rubbed against the Old Man’s dark pants, a faded yellowish
streak would be left on his pants. And if he petted her hard, a
slight wax like residue would be left on his hand. Also, she was
always dropping hair. You could brush her for hours, and never
get all of the loose hair out of her coat. All of these characteristics made her a natural for the water. She could swim like a duck
by using her otter like tail as a rear paddle, and her webbed feet
for traction,. After a swim all she had to do was shake herself off
and then she would be almost dry to the touch.
Goldie loved to retrieve, she would fetch a ball all day long
without ever thinking of stopping. Of course being a Lab, she
was also very partial to food. The Old Man had to be very careful when he would grill outside during the warmer weather. One
time he had to chase her around the yard after she snatched a
2
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steak from the grill counter. Luckily, he was able to get it back in
one piece and wash it off without anyone knowing the difference.
Evidently, unknown to the Old Man, some uncomfortable
events must have happened to Goldie while she was still a very
young puppy. She was horrified at the sound of thunder. Loud
motorcycle noises would
drive her into a frenzy, not to mention
th
fireworks on the 4 of July. And she absolutely disliked anyone
in a uniform, especially the postman. Her bad behavior habits
were probably a result of being chained out in the woods for long
periods of time during her first six months, without any sort
of socialization. It could have been that her fear of loud noises,
such as made by a shotgun, was probably the cause for her not
becoming a reliable retriever for open field gunning.
The very first time the Old Man tried to take her for a walk,
Goldie circled all around him, yanked on the leash, and wrapped
the leash all around him. She was totally uncontrollable. The Old
Man had his work cut out for him. He arranged for a professional dog trainer to come to the house to instruct him on the
basics of obedience training. This worked out just fine. This was
the first time that the Old Man was introduced to the dog crate
and the pronged training collar. The basic obedience training
advice, the dog crate, and the pronged training collar, made life
much easier for everyone.
Goldie was a very clean dog, she could hold herself until she
was let out to run in the back yard. She had a very special place
where she would always make her drop. Even on the long morning walks. she would hold herself until she could relieve herself
in her special area in the backyard. She also had a soft mouth.
She would carry things in her mouth without causing any damage to whatever she was carrying. The Old Man never forgot the
time when she came to him with a slight bulge in her muzzle and
she nudged his leg to let him know that she had something for
him. He placed his hand under her lower jaw and out popped a
baby robin that had probably fallen out of the nest. The bird did
not have a scratch on it, just a lot of slobber. Goldie was a true
retriever, nothing made her more happy than to bring something to the Old Man, especially if it had his scent on it such as
3
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his sock, glove, sneaker, hand towel, etc. Regardless of whatever
she brought him, the Old Man would compliment her with,
“Good dog!” Of course, this only encouraged her to find other
things to fetch for him.
Every morning, the two of them would walk throughout the
town before he had to report to his teaching position at the local
high school. They would walk in all kinds of weather: rain, snow,
cold, warm, or whatever. Besides the exercise that these walks
offered, they also provided the opportunity for the two of them
to continually practice the basic commands of heel, wait, stay,
and down. After a few months of this practice, they were getting
along pretty good together. Upon returning home from a walk,
she would pick up the daily paper and carry it into the kitchen.
Then she would lay down beside his chair while he had his coffee and read the paper. She would spend the rest of the day in
the basement until he finished teaching and returned home. The
weekends were a delight to her because that was when all three
of them were together. She would do all sorts of things to agitate
them in order to get their attention. Goldie had really bonded
with the family.
Goldie quickly learned how to fetch the morning paper all
by herself. Being a retriever, she had to bring that paper back no
matter what! One time she was sent out to fetch the morning
paper before it was delivered. No problem, all she did was scoot
over to the neighbor’s house across the street and snatch his
paper. Of course, the Old Man knew at once that it was not his
paper and he returned it to the neighbor.
The Old Man’s Wife did not exactly appreciate some things
about Goldie. For one thing, she was very big and strong, certainly not a lap dog. Her tail was forever wagging and she would
leave a slight yellow mark on the furniture, on your clothing, or
on the kitchen rug where she always rested. Goldie could clear
off all of the pieces of Lenox china on the front room coffee table
in a single swipe of her tail, hence, no front room for Goldie.
Also, when she was in the sit or down position and wagging
her tail, all you would hear was a “wham, wham, wham” sound,
made when her tail bounced off of the floor. Goldie’s tail was
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always in motion making it a very dangerous weapon. His Wife
made no bones about it, she did not appreciate having to continually sweep up the yellow hair that was always shedding and
accumulating into small piles on the kitchen floor. Despite all
of this, his Wife loved Goldie and she was very patient with the
situation, after all, Goldie was a part of the family.
She was a fun dog, full of energy and she loved action. Goldie
would invent her own activities that were designed to get both
the Old Man and the Wife involved. One day the Wife decided
to plant Impatien settings around her rock garden. She bought
a tray of them from the local garden center, then got down on
her hands and knees and started to arrange each little plant precisely in a circle. As she planted one, Goldie would stand behind
her and yank one out, leaving a path of broken plants. Well, as
soon as the Wife turned around and saw what Goldie was doing,
she let out a yell that was heard throughout the neighborhood.
She ended up chasing Goldie all around the yard which simply
delighted Goldie to no end. Goldie just loved her version of
“catch me if you can.” Whenever the chance arose, if she could
get hold of a glove, screw driver, or a piece of wood she would
invite the Old Man to give chase. Eventually, when the Old Man
caught her, the object would have her teeth marks permanently
indented in the object.
After the Old Man retired in 1992 (Goldie was six years old
at that time) things changed for the better for Goldie. No more
basement, she was with him all of the time, and her new residence was in the kitchen. A gate was used to confine her to the
kitchen area when she was left alone for any stretch of time. At
night, she was allowed to sleep next to his side of the bed. This
experience made the Old Man realize that Labs were people
oriented dogs, they really enjoyed the company of their human
companions.
The years slipped by so fast. Goldie had been with the Old
Man for almost 14 years. Now she was suffering from severe
arthritis and her health was failing. Her breathing was a very
heavy panting. She had been his faithful companion for all of
these years, and the Old Man was committed to keeping her
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comfortable as best he could. In his eyes, Goldie was not just a
dog, she was his pal, his buddy, his faithful companion, and now
she needed his care and compassion. In the morning of a sunny
day in late June (June 15, 2000 to be exact), the Old Man experienced the most feared moment that could happen between a
cherished pet and its owner. After making her morning drop in
the back yard, the Old Man was about to help Goldie up the rear
porch steps when she suddenly collapsed. She lay on her side
with her eyes staring straight ahead and she was gasping for air.
The Old Man was besides himself, he didn’t know what to do!
He called for his Wife who was just inside the kitchen. She came
running to see what the commotion was all about. As soon as
she saw what had happened, she said, “Put Goldie in the van and
drive straight to the Vet’s office,” followed by, “I’ll call ahead to
let him know you are coming.” He quickly wrapped Goldie in a
warm blanket, gently put her in the back of the van, and then
drove as fast as he could straight to the Vet’s office. All the while,
his eyes were full of tears, blinding him and streaming down his
face. It was a miracle that he didn’t have an accident.
An attendant was waiting for them in front of the office, he
helped the Old Man carry Goldie into the office, and they placed
her on the cold stainless steel examination table. The doctor
came in and examined Goldie. With a sober look on his face
said, “ Her time has come, the best thing you can do is to set her
down to put an end to her pain and misery.” The Old Man knew
that this was the proper thing to do and sadly nodded his agreement. He said his last goodbye to his beloved Goldie and left the
room. Oh, how sad he was, his heart was beating very fast and
he was crying like a baby.
Goldie was gone, but she was to remain forever in his memories. The Old Man had dogs in his life, ever since he was knee
high to a grasshopper. All kinds of dogs; big dogs, little dogs,
pure breds, mongrels, but Goldie was the most special of them
all. He made arrangements to have her cremated and have her
remains sent to the house. To this day, the plain box that contains her ashes sits on a shelf in the upstairs room where he does
his computer work. Every once in awhile, he will glance up at the
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box and close his eyes for a moment or two. The memories of
his years with Goldie will always remain with him, and she will
always have a special place in his heart.
th
But the Old Man was unaware that on May 10 , just five
weeks before Goldie died, something happened on a farm
located in the lower southwestern part of the county that would
really impact, and totally change, the remaining years of his
retirement.
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