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would have to learn her trade in the 
soccer pitch at the edge of the Rose 
Prado Dog Park. Change is always 
spurs creativity like nothing else. 
 
 Natchez was built similar to her older sibling 
Freckles, but that's where their similarity ended.
Freckles had a dominant personality and a v
assertive demeanor.  Natchez was really sweet
possessed nervous energy. She had no interest in 
being assertive.  
 
 She also had a great work ethic
training and would retrieve anything.
however, prove trying when it came to instilling 
sitting and staying at a distance.  She just didn't lik
sitting still.  Combined with the fact that the further I 
walked away and the longer I stayed away, the 
more anxious she became.  I shortened the 
distance I walked away from her and stopped
calling her to me.  Instead I always walked back to 
her.  This was really good for stopping her 
anticipation of the recall whistle.  
 
 Then she perfected the art of ambivalent distraction.
would stretch her legs out as far as possible
would be to dart her eyes towards every
  
 As she progressed, I would buy a few pigeons at 
penned quail or good rabbit cover to get her moving well.
stimulation to go.  She was a natural hunter from the start. 
attention was a squirrel, hummingbird or a lizard basking in the sun. She was
would be hers. One afternoon at Prado
group of coots flew from a small pond
underneath the large trees. I took Natchez in amongst 
mass back to the sanctuary of the po
coots were predictable; left alone they would
stimulate the young dogs hunting.  Quail or rabbits they were not, but in their absence the coots proved 
really useful. 
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eventually lost her in the fifth series on a failed retrieve of a cock pheasant.  Her two older siblings, 
Freckles and Rocky went on to finish and place second and fourth. 
 
 Natchez spent many years with our friends Jeff and Carol Janousek from Washington State.  The 
old girl was present with Jeff and Carol at the 2011 Cocker National in Minnesota where she passed 
away.  Her devoted owners were heartbroken. It was a fitting destination for her passing; she had put in a 
good shift. 
  


