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The Packer Connection 

Due to my penchant for 
duck hunting a little old pond 
in my back yard called Lake 
Michigan, I take to big strong 
Labradors.  But there IS some-
thing about that moment when 
a pointing dog spins and locks 
up.  Something about those 
wide canine eyes seems to say, 
“That bird is RIGHT HERE 
boss!”

Our story begins at one 
of those ubiquitous company 
morale meetings.  If you guess 
that my mind was wander-
ing and I was searching the 
rows for pretty faces I’d have 
to plead guilty, and only ask 
that you throw the noose over 
a high, stout limb, for I am far 
from tiny. 

I’ve always felt that a face 
is something that one is pretty 
much stuck with, for good or 
ill, but a person’s body tells 
what kind of person he or she 
is…tells a story of all the things 
done, and those not done, 
during a lifetime.   Something 
about her reminded me of a 
time, wow, 40 years ago, when 
the days were long with cattle 
chores, the horses were small 
and quick, and only thing be-
tween me and Canada was a 

barbed wire fence.  I could pic-
ture her sitting on a bale of hay, 
blue jeans, barefoot, a puppy in 
her lap, two more wandering 
below her toes, the entire scene 
lit orange by a sun sliding down 
the Western sky.

But suddenly everybody in 
that meeting room was stand-
ing, so I decided I should prob-
ably stand too.  Our assignment 
was to find somebody in the 
organization we did not know 
and pair up for an exercise.  I 
stood and watched people mill 
about, some of whom I knew 
well, and some I knew not at all.

“Do you want to be my part-
ner?”  She asked, appearing at 
my left shoulder.  I did.

The speaker asked us to tell 
each other about somebody 
from the past, present or future 
that we wanted to meet and 
why.  I expected her to come up 
with some denizen of pop cul-
ture that I had never heard of, or 
at very best, perhaps somebody 
like Carrie Underwood.  When 
she said, “Winston Churchill”, 
I was taken aback.  “Self,” I told 
myself, “We have a real person 
here.”

Sometime in the next couple 
of weeks she asked me who had 
trained my hunting dog.  As it 

happened I had been training 
bird dogs for decades.  She 
asked if I would give her a hand 
with hers.   I would.

He was named after Donald 
Driver, a Green Bay Packer pos-
sessed of a charming smile, or 
so I’m told.  All I know is that 
Driver had run roughshod over 
my beloved Bruins for over a 
decade.

Donald the dog was a Vizs-
la.  This compact little hunting, 
pointing machine originated 
in the same hills as Attila, and 
your author.  Colored like a 
cup of coffee with only a bit 
of cream, they are known for 
being able to run all day.  Vizs-
las are economically built for 
marathons.

I have seen a picture of 
Donald soon after he was born.  
There lay four or so chocolate 
colored bodies with little legs 
sprouting forth, and between 
two of those, a tiny form, no 
more than half the size of the 
others, slightly darker…little 
Donald.

Keslea’s Story: 
     I had just gotten off work 

on a Saturday and was head-
ing towards the barn when our 
Vizsla Gypsie went into labor.  
I missed the first half. When I 
got home a few hours later she 
was still having puppies.  My 
dad wanted to show them all 
to me and of course I wanted 
to see the little guys.

As he was showing me the 
puppies he found a sack of 
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