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A Year with Winner

Happy birthday dear Winner, happy birthday to you!  Yes sir, on November 4th Winner “The Wonder Dog” had his first birthday.  I, like 85% of the pet owners in this country, “celebrated” my dog’s birthday.  It wasn’t like we had a party but he did received a giant leather chew bone that he has been working on for a week.  

He’s maturing into a tall, lanky young guy weighing close to 65 pounds with a shiny black coat and a long tail that wags constantly, especially when meeting someone new.  Many of you have met him as he jogged beside my bicycle this summer along Lakeside and around Presque Isle.   He loved the runs and the people he met along the way.  It certainly got him into great physical condition.  He was also addicted to his field training.  Tracking and retrieving his field dummies, swimming and retrieving his decoys and always wanting to do more!  He learned his whistle commands like a trooper.  And finally we had the opportunity to put things to the test.
The first Saturday of hunting season in New York we visited his mother, Maddie and one of his brothers, Toby!  The young lad looked more like a “Springer” than a Labrador as he bounced around the fields with his snout in the air.  Then his head would turn, his nose would hit the ground, his tail would start wagging and he would go to work.  He found and flushed every bird placed for him that day.  And I must say that when, on his first retrieve, he picked up the bird, trotted across the field, sat and presented the bird to me, just like we practiced, I was one proud poppa.   What a great feeling to watch him as he used his instincts!  Oh yeah, he also flushed a couple of birds over ground that two other dogs had covered.  

The following Monday we tried again, locally.  I must admit I was concerned that our first hunt together had gone a little too well.   Eight flushes and three retrieves later I knew he had the perfect name because he is a real Winner!  The many hours of training really paid off.  All those shoes that he chewed up, and various other clothes and valuables that he destroyed now seem a distance memory….well not really.   Don’t know if my girls will ever get over losing all of those shoes and sandals!  He has truly become a great companion though.   My wife says he’ll be wonderful with the grandchildren…did I forget to mention that I’ll become a grandpa in April?
I hope everyone has an, unforgettable Thanksgiving.  And remember not to share your leftovers with your pets.  Gravy, fatty turkey skin and giblets are just the recipe for GI problems like pancreatitis, vomiting and diarrhea.  Our hospital always sees an increase in these conditions around the holidays.  To prevent garbage can raids for scraps remember to close cupboard doors, cover trash cans and do not  set out garbage bags so that they can be torn open.  Do not give turkey bones as they splinter when chewed and can cause obstruction or puncture of the bowel.   Enjoy your pumpkin pie!

