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In the fall of 1971 my brother-in-law, who was an avid bird hunter talked me into hunting with them.  It took only that one season and I was hooked.  The following hunting season I acquired my own dog “Zee” which I trained from a six week old pup.


Zee was an English Pointer, who was the runt of the litter, and she had a terrible fear of a collar and lead rope; this I thought was going to be a problem.  I believed her training was going to be difficult, but she was a dog that was willing to please and the training went well.  She learned to heel, stop and sit without 
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a leash and collar.   To train her to hunt no more than two hundred feet away wasn’t very difficult.  


The outstanding element of her training came when she ventured onto the blacktop road in front of our house, when I saw that she was in the middle of the road I walked up behind her and began to yell and scream for her to get out of the road.  She promptly ran for her doghouse and never again did she venture onto a roadway without my okay.  Since she couldn’t stand a collar and rope on her this proved to be a great safety trait for her.  


One of her faults was that she was gun shy, I thought I would need to find her a new home.  Until I found that if I carried a gun out to her pen she would run inside her doghouse (gun shy), but if I had my hunting vest or coat on she was ready to go hunting.  She didn’t seem to want any nonsense when it came to firearms; if they were used for hunting then that was okay; otherwise she didn’t want anything to do with them.  


On our first hunt I was concerned that maybe she wasn’t going to make a hunting dog, although she did handle well.  She hunted a little that first day, and she did a lot of heeling and this had me concerned.  After hunting for a couple of 
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hours in Illinois we went home early, back to Indiana, I took her out back of our house to a field that had had some birds living in it.  We were walking down a fencerow 

when she caught a scent and got real excited.  She climbed up and over a woven wire fence, and went to a draw were she went on point.  A small covey got up and I managed to shoot two, Zee retrieved both birds and went on from there to be one of the best dogs in the field.


She still had one fault left, after retrieving a bird she would crunch it.  This happened one day when hunting in McCormick’s woods, I scolded her saying; “I don’t need the birds tenderized”.  Being lucky on my next shot I shot down a single and only winged it, Zee picked it up very gently and brought it to me and it was still alive, I pulled it’s head off to kill it.  I praised and made over her, telling her, “this is the way I want them”, after that she never put a tooth mark in a bird.  The only exception was when she would catch a pheasant; I guess the temptation of a large bird was too great, so she killed it.  We seldom hunted pheasants so I let her get by with it.  


When Zee found a covey of quail and came on point she was very staunch, and in all our hunting trips she never made a false point.  While standing on point she would get so excited that she would tremble all over waiting for the word 
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“okay Zee” she would then flush the covey.  Many dogs required that the hunter flush the covey of quail by kicking the brush or grass; this generally meant that you would get one shot less.  She always honored another dog’s point, this she learned on her own, some things come natural.


One cold damp morning while hunting it was trying to spit snow, and we had busted a covey and was hunting singles.  Zee came on point and when she flushed the single I shot the bird, the bird sat it’s wings, as they will sometimes do when they only get a shot or two in them, so I was pretty sure I had killed it, but it glided onto a field that we weren’t allowed to hunt in, so I called Zee back saying, “sorry Zee I missed that one”.  She looked at me for a moment with a look on her face that said to me, “here I am, out here in this cold damp weather running myself ragged to find you birds to shoot at, and you miss?”  I understand that dogs are among the dumb animals species, but I believe we give them less credit than they really deserve.  They seem to have feelings and knowledge that is not comprehendible to us humans.


After being urged into retirement I let Mister Comfort in Oregon have Zee, he did a lot of pheasant hunting.  He was very pleased with her because she was a good hunter and easy to handle.  I know Zee enjoyed her new home because she 
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dearly loved to hunt pheasants.  Zee picked up another trade at the Comfort ranch, he owned cattle ranch, and by watching the border collies she began to herd cattle.


Animals will never cease to amaze me, and Zee has amazed me the most.  If people were to look more closely at their animals they would find much more than just a pet.
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