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January Issue
The Christmas Blizzard of 2016 struck Bismarck on December 25th and continued
through the night. In it’s path if left massive snow drifts, wind, and power outages.
We were lucky to escape the power outages, but not the snow and massive drifts.
After being spoiled for a number of years and lulled into a false sense of sense of
security, real winter has come back to North Dakota. I saw in a Facebook post an
after shoveling picture of our driveway and a friend commented, “Not moving to
North Dakota.”
Remembering there is nothing I can do about the weather, I am moving towards
accepting and realizing my hunting season is over for the year. On the calendar it
closes on January 8th. Pete had not given up and last weekend took the 2 young
dogs only to realize they walked behind in the trail he broke in the snow. Though the
real fun came when they tried to hitch a ride on his snow shoes. I think he is done
bird hunting also.
So what to do with so much winter? I teach natural resource management at a small
junior college. In one of the courses we talk about the stages of recreation. It’s not
something you think about often, but academically important. The stages are:
planning, traveling, doing, returning, and reminiscing. So we have gone from the
doing to reminiscing stage in short order.
Subscribing to only basic cable that boast over 20 stations with about 7 channels
barely watchable, we subscribe to Netflix as a supplement. Last night we found a
new outdoor show on Netflix, Meat Eater. hosted by Steven Rinella. The host
hunts in Alaska mostly and doesn’t always get a shot. Many times, he allows his
hunting partner to take the shot. Definitely a gentleman and always enjoying the
experience. The show is punctuated by beautiful vistas, friendships made in the field,
and eating the meat that is harvested. The only thing that I could find to improve
upon is he didn’t have a dog. A well trained pointing dog. If he ever chooses to go
bird hunting on short grass prairie on the Northern Great Plains, he can give me a
call. In the meanwhile, I will continue to watch Meat Eater in hopes that the snow
will melt.
Sherry Niesar
Whoa Post Editor
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Tails from the Field: Pheasant Opener 2016
by Ken Bruwelheide
Pheasant season opened in Montana on Saturday, October 8. My friend Mel Kotur and I
drove from Bozeman to our northeastern Montana destination, 410 miles, on Thursday
the 6th. Our plan was to hunt for Hungarian Partridge (Huns) and Sharptails (Sharpies)
on the 7th and scout for pheasants that same day. We took my travel trailer because our
base town is so small that there is no lodging with only one café open 11 AM to 3 PM
five days a week.
I have been returning to this spot for nine years so I know the Montana Block Management areas and the
landowners well. We only hunted two adjoining block management farms with a combined total of almost
19,000 acres. The farms have cut grain fields, CRP grass, drainages with dense cover and water. This country is
gently rolling terrain with a few deep ravines. It is truly “Big Sky Country”.
Friday, October 7, we arrived at a point where two large areas fed
into a series of drainages that flow to a couple of irrigation
reservoirs. Dense cover is in the bottoms and CRP grass. We
had three Epagneul Bretons: Daisy (Ambra du Hyalite, age 11
½), Sally (Helena du Hyalite, age 4) and Rosie (D’Rosa Belle du
Hyalite, age 8 ½). My third dog, Cassie (Cassandra du Hyalite,
age 9 ½) was on medical leave since she was recovering from
abdominal surgery (don’t ask). We put all three dogs on the
ground and approached the head of a densely covered drainage.
Pheasants came from everywhere. Since the pheasant season
opened the next day we quickly backed out of there to return on
Saturday. The rest of the morning we worked CRP grass in the
area and had some great dog work on sharpies. These birds had
been hunted for a month so they were spooky. We had points and backs and dogs relocating. The Sharpies
were getting up way ahead of the dogs and out of
range. After a lunch break we worked another CRP
area for Huns and Sharpies but did not get a shot.
With the dogs and hunters exercised we called it a
day and drove the 31 miles to town.
Saturday, October 8 was a very early morning with
31 miles of gravel to drive in order to be in place
well before hunting light. Shortly after the published
shooting light Mel and I took Rosie and Sally into
the same drainage as the previous day. The
pheasants were not there in numbers so perhaps we
spooked them the day earlier. We hunted for about
2 ½ hours and found a few odd pheasants by
themselves. The cooperative dog work between
Rosie and Sally was great with many points on

Continued on page 3
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Pheasant Opener 2016 - Continued from page 2
Sharptails and a couple of pheasants. The pheasants were singles and a couple of roosters with hens. By midday
we had several shots on pheasants but no Sharptails.
What we did see were a lot of out of state vehicles from as far away as Arizona and Missouri. The land owner
said that she had signed in 23 hunters before noon. I was sure that some of my favorite spots on the farms had
been covered. That’s ok, there is plenty of space. We hunted other areas for the rest of the afternoon finding a
few pheasants and more Sharptail Grouse. We did not see any Huns. In total we only covered an area of about a
three sections.
It was approaching mid-afternoon so Mel and I decided to return to town. Along the way we stopped to hunt a
small east to west drainage. This small draw is often overlooked but it has dense cover and grain fields all around
with a flowing creek. We did not find pheasants but we did see two great horned owls in the cottonwoods and
those raptors might explain the lack of birds.
At one point Sally was working dense cover and she is small enough to get into some of the animal tunnels in the
cover. I could hear her movements and see occasionally a flash of hunter orange on her skid plate vest. She
stopped. I signaled Mel “dog on point.” Then Sally barked which is not good form for a dog on point! I shed
my hunting vest and shotgun to see what was wrong. A low branch had entered between Sally’s chest and her
protective vest so she was stuck and could not move! After solving the problem we called it a day and returned
to town. At the travel trailer we had a steak and a hot shower to cap off a great day afield.
Sunday morning we were back north at the favorite farms. This morning we went to another location within
sight of the farmstead. Even though this area had been hunted the previous day, birds were moving around.
We put Daisy and Rosie down. Many of you have fond memories of an old dog performing well in the field.
Daisy is 11 ½ and mostly deaf. Her eyes are becoming cloudy but her nose is still superb. Slowly and
methodically the experienced hunter and Gun Dog went to work and found birds for us. We worked a
meandering shallow drainage surrounded by cut grain fields. What a treat to see her in action! At one point Daisy came to me for water and I sat down and hugged her. Yeah, we are all softies when it comes to our
dogs…especially old dogs and for me, my first bird dog.
Later, we worked a couple of other drainages that had water and
were surrounded by cut grain. Sally and Rosie worked hard and
even though these areas had been hunted heavily the previous
day the dogs did good work as shown in the accompanying
photos. If we had hit them all we would have limited out earlier
in the day. No excuses, just not the best shotgun work.
Our original plan was to hunt Monday and travel home on
Tuesday the 11th. However the weather was changing and Mel
had an important event on the 12th so we packed and drove
home Monday to be ahead of the snow and ice storm. It is
another successful pheasant opener to log in the journal.
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A Journey to Orthopedic Health
Editors Note: The dog world is small and often distant, but
through it I have been blessed with many friends. The avenues
of friendship have been through social media, emails, the Whoa
Post, and dog events. The story I am about to tell is about one
such friend and his young Epagneul Breton. We have never met
and yet he has trusted me to tell his story in the Whoa Post so
that it might help others dog people who find themselves in a
similar situation. The story is about a brave young dog’s journey
to orthopedic health, a process that is still in progress today.
At 7 months and 23 pounds our protagonist “Smoke”, an
Epagneul Breton is diagnosed with a missing left hip joint, a
condition known as dysplasia. While this news is serious, on
Smoke’s side is his relatively small size, excellent physical condition, happy disposition and a lack of any
arthritis in the hips yet.
Smoke, while always upbeat and happy already showed signs of continuous
dysplasia and joint dislocation even at rest. The x-rays showed a starkly the
absence of a left hip, but undeterred Smokes owner takes them on a
journey consulting multiple veterinarians.
Many options were discussed but the solution that kept rising to the top
was Femoral Head and Neck Ostectomy (FHO). The procedure (typically
used to treat traumatic and chronic conditions affecting the hip) basically
cuts the leg bone free from the hip allowing for movement without pain.
While often the option of last resort or a salvage procedure it appeared like
a fine option for Smoke.

Leaving the hip as it is with no socket
and no chance for it to improve was not an acceptable and the FHO
would at a minimum give Smoke a good quality of life as a pet, but likely
with his small size a hunting lease as well.
An added plus was that FHO has a high percentage of “best” outcomes.
While typically recommended for mature pets and dogs weighing under
38 pounds, physically fit dogs of all sizes tend to rehabilitate and respond
favorably regardless of their weight. More information can be found at:
http://www.cliniciansbrief.com/sites/default/files/
FemoralHeadandNeck.pdf)
While a difficult decision, Smoke’s owner decided to have the procedure
performed as soon as possible. In the process of making the decision on
surgery, he researched not only the procedure but talked with other bird
dog owners and found that they had good results from this procedure.
Continued on page 4
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Orthopedic Health - Continued from page 3
Surgery Day: November 9, 2016
Vet called and said that pup did well. Pup had a rough night
coming off the anesthesia, pain medication and wanting to
defecate, but not sure he can do it with three legs.
Update: November 30, 2016
Pup is doing OK. He's toe touching and sometimes steps on the
foot. He goes very fast off leash with 3 legs and an occasional
step on the operated on leg. He's actually lost one pound since
surgery with drugs, muscle atrophy, and light appetite.
His rehabilitation activity consists of two slow (one step at a
time) walks per day; puppy squats 3 times aday (sit, wave treat
and stand him up for treat & repeat 10-20 count.). He gets the
leg massaged two times a day. Weight shifting is part of the
rehabilitation but pup isn’t ready for it yet. This exercise is done
from a standing position, gently push rump from good side
toward weak side enough for them to shift weight onto the
affected leg. This may work further into his recovery. He also
gets to drag around a 12" piece of log chain that weigh 1 1/2 - 2
pounds for around 10 minutes once a day (for now).
The pup is still a work in progress. A lot depends on the
rehabilitation exercise but the vet that did the surgery says he is
doing well for the time frame. This is definitely a bird dog
because if he is let off leash pup runs into cover and starts
working, looking for birds. The odds look good that pup will at
least be a "part time" hunting dog. The hope is that pup recovers
well enough to use the leg.

By the ripe young age of seven months, this
pup has had Pheasants, Huns, Sharptail, &
Ruffed Grouse shot over him. He ran down
one wounded Sharptail about 200 yards
ahead after it was shot & knocked down with a
broken wing and retrieved the bird alive.

Update: December 29
Smoke continues to improve and play harder. He's walking on the bad leg more now (slow steps when he's
moving slow.) He runs and hops into easy chairs, up on beds, mostly with three legs. He's improving. He may
be ready to walk on leash while dragging a small piece of chain on a rope for some "dead" weight. When he tugs
on the leash he drops the bad leg & really leans into it when he wants to smell something. For now he is
working the leg when walking, rather than performing a perfect heel. He's not quite into two months’ of a six
month recovery period and doing well.

“Petting, scratching, and cuddling a dog could be as
soothing to the mind and heart as deep meditation
and almost as good for the soul as prayer.”
Dean Koontz
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Mr. Business by Pete Wax
On Sunday after Mass I picked up the Old Soldier and go for a drive in the country in the hopes of finding a few
cooperative birds not too far from the gravel road. Now Dad turned 86 this year and while he cannot
remember what we just talked about five-minutes ago his historic memory is perfect, his reflexes are still better
than mine and he is still a great shot. As we drive along he gives me a lesson on the 1862 Homestead Act, and
how the original survivors of it settled near each other to share resources of iron and flesh, both human and beast.
Once we are on blacktop and up to speed for a few minutes he
asks if there is anything to eat. He knows I wouldn’t come
without some homemade cookies and I hand him a bag with
fresh baked chocolate chips. He takes a bite, hums a while,
than says to thank the Frau before taking another bite. Eating
turns off the vocals for a while and he stares out the window
with his hazel eyes missing nothing and I wonder about this
simple man that did so many complex things like being point
man at Heart Break Ridge, obtaining a doctorate, and
becoming a black belt in shorin ryu. He is the most dangerous
and intelligent person I have ever known and yet he loves best
the simple things like homemade cookies and a drive in the country.
We travel south about six miles before turning right onto a prairie trail that dead-ends at a section of state land.
As we come over the hill to my surprise the pasture is covered in cows. The late fall pasture has so many cows on
it that it looks like a dead buck covered in flies and I stop the truck. Dad says to no one in particular “that’s a lot
of cows” and I agree. I put the truck in reverse and start backing up and Dad asks if I could wait a minute while
he relieves himself. I stop, put the truck in park and kill the juice before saying: “The world is your oyster pops”.
Dad grabs his shotgun and slowly climbs out. Placing the shotgun on the hood he faces downwind and assumes
the position.
As Dad is standing there in sort of a contemplative trance a red Chevy truck comes roaring up the prairie trail behind us and stops just short of my bumper. As dust blows by the windows a skinny middle aged man jumps out
and heads towards Dad. Figuring there
might be a need for me to help interpret, I
get out as well, and scamper over to Pa’s
side of the truck.
The skinny guy has giant yellow teeth, eyes
to big for their sockets, and a head attached
to a long neck punctuated with an adam’s
apple the size of a granny golden giant. In
a loud accusing voice the odd looking man
addresses Dad: “What the fornicate are
you up to”. My Dad looks down at the
ground and says: “Isn’t it obvious?” Don’t
be fornicating smart you fornicating townie”. About this time Dad begins to realize
the guy is angry and unsulting. This makes
Continued on page 8
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Mr. Business - Continued from page 7
Dad frown before zipping up and turning towards the gentleman. While Dad is readjusting I quietly slide his
shotgun out of his reach reducing the number of ways he could kill this guy to three and interject: “We were just
leaving”. “Like fornicating manure whatza shotgun for then?” the skinny guy says.
Trying to defuse the situation I place the shotgun in the front seat, mention my name and ask him his and he
replies: “Nonya Fornicating Business” and I wondered what nationality Nanya was, what parent would give their
child Fornicating as a middle name and make a mental note to be cautious of anyone with the last name Business
in local area. “You fornicating rectal passages should go back to fornicating town where you fornicating belong”
the bug-eyed guys says with spit beginning to run down his chin. My Dad’s hazels eyes are just slits now and his
right hand is sliding back towards his hip pocket where the colt use to always reside but we took that away when
he quit driving. “You fornicators ain’t suppose to hunt anywhere near my fornicating cows and I should kick the
fornicate out of you right now”. Dad checks the other back pocket and once he realizes he is unarmed turns his
attention to sizing up this guy’s shins.
All I want to do is get Dad back into the truck and have Mr. Business backup enough for me to get out and away.
“We would like to leave Mr. Business” I say and he responds with: “Who the fornicate is Mr. Business?” and I
realize this guy has less memory than my Dad as he cannot even remember his last name and he takes a step
closer to Dad. He is in striking distance now and I can envision what is going to happen if he moves even a
half-step closer. It will be quick and Mr. Business will be dead with a broken shin and neck and I will have to
make the decision to either drive to town for a decent shovel or to try and bury him with the tiny fold out spade
under the seat.
About one millisecond before everything goes to heck a pretty little redheaded girl, about eight and a half months
pregnant, climbs out of the passenger side of the Red Chevy and says: “Seth, let’s get out of here so these folks
can go and I can get to Momma’s.” Her voice is like that of an angle and her timing could not have been better.
Confused and mostly defused Mr. Business huffs and buffs some more, but eventually starts heading back
towards the driver’s door on the red Chevy pickup and says to the little redhead: “Sis you get back in that truck,
this is Man’s Business”. I am not sure who Man is but I sure wish he would have been here earlier. When Mr.
Business gets to the truck he hesitates just a moment, looks back and says: “I’ll be waiting at the end of the road
to make sure you fornicating townies leave”. I smile, then suggest to Dad we best load up and get out of here.
He nods and we both get in and head back down the prairie trail the same way we came in and the same way Mr.
Business went out.
True to his word Mr. Business was waiting at the end of
the trail and as we pull up to the intersection the pretty
little red-headed angel waves and I wave back to her,
which causes Mr. Business to give me the one finger
wave and I shake my head as I turn in the opposite
direction. Once up to speed Dad asks if there are any
more cookies and I hand him a second small bag of fresh
baked chocolate chip cookies. He takes a bite, hums a
while, than says to thank the Frau before taking another
bite all the while looking out the window for a couple
cooperative birds not too far off the gravel road.

Dad and his bird
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Just Being a Dog by Ken Bruwelheide
September of 2016 was particularly warm in
Montana. Even though upland bird season begins
on September first with pheasant hunting opening
the second Saturday in October, September can be
too warm for the dogs. Many of us do not go
afield until a couple of hard frosts to keep
rattlesnakes down.
On Sunday September 18 Janis and I met our
friends Kim and Mel Kotur in central Montana for
a
campout and an opportunity to scout some new
Montana Block Management areas for future
hunting. Monday morning promised to be cool
enough to let the dogs have exercise runs. Early
on Monday morning, September 19, we put five Epagneul Bretons on the ground in some short CRP grass to
burn off steam.

Cassie, age 9 ½, kept coming to me for water which was unusual since she is normally not a big drinker while
afield. After taking our shotguns and walking for about an hour we pick up the dogs as was becoming warm. We
drove around the area for another couple of hours scouting various areas before lunch at a quaint small town
café.
The dogs were cool enough with kennel fans and we eventually returned to our campsites. Cassie seemed
lethargic and had not recovered from just a one hour run. She hardly ate her dinner which was highly unusual.
We returned home to Bozeman on Tuesday morning and arrived home around noon. At 2 PM Cassie fell to the
floor and had a brief seizure. I scooped her up and headed to the veterinarian, calling the office on the way.
Given that Cassie had suffered a seizure Dr. Sue Geske saw her right away. After a complete exam, blood was
drawn for a comparison to standards and the blood panel from Cassie at age 8. During the run she had
accumulated seed pods in her ears but that would not have caused the seizure. The red flag was an extremely low
red blood cell count. It was decided to bring Cassie to the clinic the next morning and anesthetize her for a more
thorough evaluation. We were told to watch her urination and stools overnight and keep her leashed while
outdoors.
Wednesday morning I dropped Cassie off for the day. Her morning stool was black with a peculiar odor and
another blood test showed that the red blood cell count was still low. She was bleeding internally. X-rays and a
sonogram of her abdominal cavity were taken. All organs looked good. However, there was an abnormality in
the intestine but exactly what it was could not be determined.
We picked Cassie up at the end of the day and she was scheduled for exploratory abdominal surgery for Friday,
September 23 so as not to anesthetize her two days in succession. The surgery was to open the abdominal cavity
and lay out the intestines on a table to go through them inch by inch looking for the obstruction. We were told
to monitor her carefully, keep her leashed outdoors, and provide good food and rest.

Continued on page 9
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Just Being a Dog - Continued from page 8
Friday morning Cassie was scheduled for the first appointment. Many of you have had to make
this call for your dogs. Janis and I had discussed the situation and told Dr. Sue that if she found
something ugly and cancerous to just let Cassie sleep. We returned home somberly to wait for
news.
About noon the phone rang. The veterinary technician, our friend Cara, said “take a deep
breath and relax. Everything is ok.” The next statement was “do you have paper towels or
napkins with blue and green leaves on them?” Answer, Yes! Cassie can be a food thief so she
had consumed a table napkin, probably with food residue on it, and then had eaten long grass
out in the fenced in yard which wrapped around the napkin. Thus, she had a bowel blockage
about the size of a 12 gauge shotgun cartridge which she could not pass that was causing the
internal bleeding. Dr. Sue estimated that Cassie had eaten the napkin a few days earlier.
Cassie was put back together and had a long recovery that included missing about seven weeks
of bird season. She certainly enjoyed the special foods and attention and did not seem to mind
being leashed when outside for a couple of weeks.
Daisy and Sally were concerned about her, of
course. Daisy kept watch outside the pen for hours
at a time while Cassie recovered. Cassie is fine now
and we are more vigilant about napkins at our
house. We are very grateful for excellent veterinary
expertise and for Dr. Sue and Cara’s concern for us
and our fur kids.
We still catch Cassie looking for stuff so she
doesn’t plan to change!

The Ruffed Grouse from allaboutbirds.org
 Ruffed Grouse can consume and digest large volumes of fibrous vegetation thanks to extra-long, paired
pouches at the junction of the small and large intestines. In the northern part of their range, Ruffed Grouse
depend on snow as a wintertime roost, burying themselves at night in soft drifts that provide insulating cover.
Birds in the south seek out dense stands of conifers that offer protection from chilling winds.
 The toes of Ruffed Grouse grow projections off their sides in
winter, making them look like combs. The projections are believed
to act as snowshoes to help the grouse walk across snow.
 In much of their range, Ruffed Grouse populations go through
8-to-11-year cycles of increasing and decreasing numbers. Their
cycles can be attributed to the snowshoe hare cycle. When hare
populations are high, predator populations increase too. When the
hare numbers go down, the predators must find alternate prey and
turn to grouse, decreasing their numbers.
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A Girl and Her Dog
Congratulations to Fami Anders and Bash on their recent win at the Cumberland Mountains Epagneul Breton
Gun Dog Club Field Trial in December. A special thank you to Tom & Kathy Lehmann for supplying
photographs.

Top left: Fatmi Anders and Bash
Top Right: Honorable Judge Jean
Beattie, Fatmi Anders, and Bash
Bottom Left: Fatmi Anders receiving
her winning trophy and ribbon from
Honorable Judge Jean Beattie
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New Year’s Resolutions from your Dog


from pethealthnetwork.com

Make new friends.

The best and most important lesson I've learned from my pets is
that it doesn't matter what someone's background is to find
amazing, life-long friends.


Say you're sorry.

Pets are masters at getting into trouble and then giving us the most
heart-felt "I'm sorry" looks... even if they do go and do the same
thing again the next day. Does your pet say he or she is sorry?


Make cardio fun.

I hate exercising. I do. But one thing a lifetime of petshas taught me
is that exercising doesn't have to be boring... just get creative!


Laugh loud and often.

After all, who's better than your pet at making you crack a smile
when you're having a rough day?


Laugh out loud and often

Never worry about how others see you. Go for it.

There's nothing like a dog chasing a ball to make me remember that I just need to be myself and let others
view me how they will. Lesson? Go for what you want and what you feel is right.


Nap often.

A nap helps you refresh yourself and can bring a whole new perspective to the way you see something.


Look at things from a new angle.

Speaking of seeing things in a new way, it never hurts to just lay down, hang your head off the couch and see
everything from a new angle.


When the time is right, pounce.

Pets maintain some of the best focus I've ever seen in life. Granted, that focus may be to catch a fly, or a
ball, or a treat, or begging for dinner, or... well, you get the idea!


Never forget to give and take.

Now that we've learned to go after what we want, not
worry about how others see us and pounce when the time
is right, we must always remember to give and take.

Look at things from a new angle
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The Life and Times of Parish Pups, Mike and Matt
Photos provided by Fr. Todd Kreitinger
Editors Note: My husband, Pete and I met Fr. Todd last year through email. He wrote and inquired about
puppies. While we did not have a pup for him, Fr. Todd and friend stopped in not long after that first email for
a short 15 minute visit and left almost two hours later. That visit was the beginning of our friendship. A visit
to Fr. Todd is always entertaining with his two young pups racing around the church office. What could be
better for a dog, then to get to go to work with their owner?

Playing king of the chair

Relaxing

Making new friends

Digesting the mail

Training time!
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Photo Gallery

Out of the cattails
Photo provided by Susan Davy

Daisy watching yule log with dog and cats.
Thanks Hallmark
Photo provided by Jaanis Bruwelheide

Bash and friend at Brays Island, SC.
Photo provided by Fatmi Anders

Winter Pheasant
Photo provided by Susan Davy
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Photo Gallery

Bella with owner, Larry Ellison
Photo provided by Larry Ellison

Hannah Du Mas D'Pataula.
Photo provided by Fred Overby

A great way to work from home!
Photo provided by Ray Peres

Arrow waiting for Christmas.
Photo provided by Marilee Boylan

Send your photos to the
Whoa Post Editor at
sniesar@outlook.com
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Recipe: Creamy Turkey Soup
Provided by Janis Bruwelheide, recipe from a Rosauers’ class with Kathy
1 large onion (or scallion), diced
3 ribs celery, diced (or leave whole for easy removal)
4 carrots, peeled or scrubbed, and cut into bite sized pieces
6 TB butter
6 TB @ flour
Salt and pepper to taste
½ tsp. each garlic powder, thyme, parsley (fresh if available is
great!)
2 cups milk or substitute 1 can of milk + ½ cup water
4 cups cubed turkey (or chicken or game birds)
2-3 cups turkey or chicken stock
1 10 oz package frozen peas (I like a pack of Kroger soup mix)

In large pan cook onion, celery, and carrot in butter ‘til tender. Stir in flour and seasonings and cook for a few
more minutes. Slowly whisk in milk. Bring to simmer. Cook and stir for 2-3 minutes or ‘til thickened. Add
turkey and stock until soup is desired consistency. Cover and simmer 15 minutes, stirring occasionally. Add
peas or veggies and cook another 15 minutes til veggies are tender. Taste and season to your liking. Janis’
twists: gnocchi, can of corn, or more veggies. Freezes well but may need to heat slowly if separated and add a
bit of cream. Enjoy!
Do you have a recipe to share with the whoa Post readers? Please
send it to Sherry Niesar, Whoa Post editor at sniesar@outlook.com

Timberdoodles Anyone?
The American woodcock (Scolopax
minor), also known as the timberdoodle, is
a ground-dwelling bird that lives in young
forest and shrublands. Woodcock breed
across eastern North America and spend
the winter in lowlands from the Mid-Atlantic
south to the Gulf Coast states.
Photograph provided by Larry Ellison
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Breeders
Auburn Bretons
Bob Clayton
206-852-8333
bobclayton2003@yahoo.com
www.auburnbretons.com
Chantant K-3 Kennel
Norman & Judy Pope
popecpa23@gmail.com
605-724-2533, 303-324-9972
Coteau Kennel
Pete Wax & Sherry Niesar
sniesar@outlook.com
701-222-8940
www.coteaukennel.com

Hannahatchee Kennel
Jackie Hutwagner
770.883.8360
hutwag@gmail.com

Topperlyn Gun Dogs
Lynda Kieres
topperlyn@hotmail.com
406-777-5894
www.topperlyngundogs.com

Hyalite Kennel
Butch Nelson & Karen Paugh
406-567-4200
hyaliteknls@yahoo.com
www.hyalitekennels.com
Pataula Power French Brittanys
Fred Overby
406-209-0006
foverby@bellsouth.net

Stud Dogs
1. CHF-Wild NBOB 2XTR Brique De L'Ardour *
Hip Rating - A ( France)
*Frozen Semen only
2. CHF F'Nat du mas d'Pataula ("Pride")
TAN
Hip Rating- Good - OFA
3. GUN Griz du mas Pataula TAN
Hips OFA-Good
Fred Overby
406-209-0006 (after business hours, please)
foverby@bellsouth.net
GRCHF CH Gallant Thor Sur Le Delavan TAN
Hip Rating - OFA Good
Jackie Hugwagner
770-883-8360
hutwag@gmail.com

1. NBOB GRCH Beau de l’Hospitalier
Hips – “A” – Belgium
2. 2XTR CH TopperLyn D’Artagnan
Hips – OFA “Good”
Live coverage &
artificial insemination on both dogs.
topperlyn@hotmail.com
406-777-5894
www.topperlyngundogs.com
Just Perfect Du Auburn Bretons
NAVHDA NA Prize 1, 112 Points
Penn Hip Lt: 0.46, Rt: 0.42
Sherry Niesar
701-527-3714
www.coteaukennel.com
sniesar@outlook.com

The Breeders and Stud Dog List is available to all paid members. If you are not a member, complete the
membership form and send it to Fred Overby, Club Treasurer. Only Breeding Kennels/Breeders who raise
UKC registered Epagneul Bretons will be listed in this Whoa Post column. The Whoa Post is sent directly to
over 100 email addresses and posted on line on the club web site and Face Book page. Provide your
information to sniesar@outlook.com.
To be listed in this column, pay your membership and provide the following information.

Breeders:

Stud Dog Listing:

Name of Kennel and/or Breeder
Contact Name, Phone, Email, Website

Name of Stud Dog
Hip Rating (OFA or Penn Hip)
Contact Name, Phone, Email,7 Website
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Up Coming Events
January 7 and 8, 2017
Cumberland Mountains Epagneul Breton Gun Dog
Club
Wellington, TX
Wild Field Trial
Contact: Jackie Hutwagner, hutwag@gmail.com,
770-883-8360
January 14 &15, 2017
Georgia Epagneul Breton Gun Dog Club
Pine Mountain, GA
Liberated Field Trial
Contact: Jackie Hutwagner, hutwag@gmail.com,
770-883-8360

February 4 & 5, 2017
Natchez Trace Epagneul Breton Gun Dog Club
U.S. Corp of Engineers Indian Bayou; Sherburne
Wildlife Management Area, LA; and Three Rivers
Wildlife Management Area
Wild Field Trial - Woodcock & Quail
Contact: Jackie Hutwagner, hutwag@gmail.com,
770-883-8360
February 11 & 12, 2017
Carolinas Epagneul Breton Gun Dog Club
Cedar Ridge Farm, Winston Salem, NC
Liberated Field Trial
Contact: Jackie Hutwagner, hutwag@gmail.com,
770-883-8360
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Renew Your Membership
Membership to the Big Sky Epagneul Breton Gun Dog Club is due at the beginning of each January.
Each of the club’s members are an important component to the club, adding to the newsletter with
articles and photographs and at the clubs annual field trial. If you are not a member, then consider
becoming a member. Aside from becoming a part of a group of talented, friendly and likeminded dog
owners, members:









Receive the Whoa Post
Are eligible to place ads in the Marketplace at no charge
List Breeder and Stud Dog information
(newsletter and web site) at no charge
Foxie Says:
Have access to dog training professionals
Please
Sallyrenew
Says: your
“Hey
and mentors
membership
to theto
Boss! It’s time
Receive advance notice of special events
Bigpay
Skyour
Club. The
Have opportunity to participate in UKC
form
is below. dues!”
membership
Thanks!
sanctioned field trials
Join a fellowship of like minded
individuals

Membership is open to all individuals. Membership fee
is $20 - individuals $30 - family or $50 - business
(Business membership receive a business card size ad in
the Whoa Post for the year.)
Please take a few moments to complete the Membership
Form below and return to Treasurer, Fred Overby at:
Big Sky Epagneul Breton Gun Dog Club
Fred Overby c/o Overby Law Office
101 E. Main Street, Suite C
Bozeman, MT 59715

Big Sky Epagneul Breton Gun Dog Club Membership Form
Name_______________________________________________ 2nd Family Member ______________________________
Address_____________________________________________________________________________________________

____________________________________________________________________________________________________
Telephone __________________________________________ Email ___________________________________________

Membership Category $20 Individual _____ $30 Family _____ $50 Business_____

Make Check out to: Big Sky Epagneul Breton Gun DogClub
Return form & dues to: Fred Overby c/o Overby Law Office, 101 E. Main Street, Suite C, Bozeman, MT 59715
Send General Correspondence to: Kenneth Bruwelheide,1406 Robin Lane, Bozeman, MT 59715

