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a few articles I had written in 
Wisconsin Outdoor Journal and 
Bird Dog News long ago.  I also 
delivered a throwing dummy 
and some Pheasant scent.

Vizslas are what I call “slow 
developers”, which only means 
that they tend to stay puppies 
longer than many breeds.  Forc-
ing them early in the training 
process can be detrimental.  We 
kept everything a game on that 
first visit.

During the 1970’s wild 
pheasants could still be found 
in numbers in Wisconsin.  Their 
numbers have dwindled since.  
There are still pockets of good 
wild pheasant in the center of 
the state, but our little train-
ing sessions would have to be 
fit into busy work schedules, 
so our second session was not 
much more than a walk through 
a public hunting ground.   

Donald behaved well.  I 
wanted Keslea to give all the 
commands, because I wanted 
the dog to respond to her, not 
me.  Donald stayed in good 
range and inspected every 
thicket.  Coming up a hill Don-
ald suddenly stiffened into a 
solid point.  I pulled the gun 
off my shoulder and walked 
ahead.  There lay a recent pile of 
pheasant feathers from another 
hunter’s kill, perhaps a human, 
perhaps a coyote.

A couple of weeks later, 
Donald’s first actual point was 
memorable.  Keslea and I had 
only the morning to hunt due 
to my need to scamper back to 
Milwaukee for business.  We 

were about done and heading 
back to my car along a walk 
path.  Donald, 10 months old 
now, quartered ahead.  He 
turned, tensed, and locked 
up.  His point was solid, and 
unwavering.

“That bird is right here 
Boss!”  

I took a few steps and a big 
old rooster boiled out.  Keslea 
swung her pump gun and the 
bird dropped to the tall grass, 
wings beating a steady drum 
roll on the dried weeds.  Kes 
beamed as she held her bird.  I 
was praising Donald, who liked 
to stand on his hind legs and 
lick under my chin.  He was still 
a puppy.  Not long ago he was 
a long shot to even make it into 
this world.  He still had a lot 
to learn, but there’s one thing 
nobody could say…

“Nobody can say you’re not 
a real bird dog now Donald!”  I 
said.


