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Poygan as guests of Bill 
Johnson, then a Rem-
ington-Peters field rep 
and exhibition shooter, 
who hired famed Poygan 
guides, Frank Niemuth 
and his son-in-law, Ed-
die Agnoski, to ensure 
good shooting for com-
pany reps and customers 
during the peak periods 
“when the cans were in”.  
In recent years, canvas-
back have been totally 
protected because of the 
drastic decline in num-
bers.

I kept a duck boat at 
Bob Monstead’s point 
on the the north shore 
of Poygan and one year 
half a dozen of us, in-
cluding Lew Mews, the 
famed shotgun and rifle 
stockmaker and Jerry 
Kavaney, who did some 
gunsmithing to supplement and 
Appleton policeman’s pay, worked 
out an agreement with march-
owners near where the Rat river 
comes in, to build blinds on their 
property in exchange for alternate 
day shooting.

But, with Clinker alternately 
swimming and lunging, I spent 
more time wading and push-
paddling among the reeds and 
off-shore cane than I did decoying 
divers.  I did very little shooting.  
Clinker collected so many crippled 
ducks that Monstead often re-
ferred to me as “the scavenger” 
when we’d come in with several 
limits in a day but only a shot or 
two fired.  Extra birds were appre-
ciated by other guest hunters who 
were a few birds shy and wanted 
to take home a full limit.

One evening in the soft dusk, 
two hunters in a shallow-water 

blind signaled me to wade out 
their way.  I had been detouring 
to avoid spooking any flying birds 
that might work over them.  But 
things were slow.  They turned 
out to be two sportsmen I know 
only casually.

Despite a strong wind white-
capping the open water, nothing 
was flying and they just wanted 
to talk.  “Doesn’t that dog ever get 
tired of swimming?” asked one 
as I climbed up on their platform 
and Clinker investigated a reed 
to the left front.  “Guess not,” I 
answered.  “She just won’t quit 
looking for ducks.”

Among other things, it was 
Clinker who instilled in me a 
great admiration for keen and 
canny retrievers who will spin 
around, treading water when a 
cripple dives on them and, if the 
crip doesn’t quickly appear, act 
as though they were feeling for 

it with their feet, then 
submerge like a seal 
after a fish to come up 
with the duck or drive 
it to the surface.

This evening, how-
ever, she tested the 
strong wind whipping 
in from the outer edge 
of the reeds and began 
to swim directly into 
the waves, bobbing on 
the rise like a self-pro-
pelled cork and sliding 
down into the trough.

“Hey!  Where ’ s 
your dog going?” the 
other hunter asked.  I 
feigned nonchalance.  
“Don’t worry about 
old Clink.  She usu-
ally knows what she’s 
doing.”  But I kept an 
eye on her as we talked 
the things duck hunter 

talk about.

She disappeared behind the 
outer edge of the cane where 
the lake was open, 200 yards or 
more from the blind.  When she 
reappeared I fingered the whistle 
hanging from my neck.  But she 
possessed an uncanny sense of 
direction and, from the way she 
was heading directly back to us, I 
suspected  she was returning with 
a load.

The other hunters weren’t as 
engrossed or as familiar with the 
black dog as I was.  So they didn’t 
see her until she came through 
some more reeds and reappeared 
in another patch of open water.

“Has she got a duck?”  one 
hunter asked, incredulously.  “She 
sure as hell has,” the other re-
joined.  “That’s what she went 
way out there for,” I said.  It was 


