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a bull canvasback, still very much 
alive.

But the persistence and de-
termination of a really good duck 
dog can be embarrassing, as wit-
ness the opening day of one of 
the seasons when woodducks 
were a protected species.  We’d 
all found well-spaced hides out 
in the Peshtigo marsh, a blue bird 
day with a noon opening hour 
and only the sky-busters pepper-
ing away at mere specks in the 
clear sky.

After the first hour of inactiv-
ity I released Clinker from control 
and let her patch around in the vi-
cinity.  She was always too restless 
to be a pleasure to have in blind 
and into old age she was used to 
wile away the slow time in favor-
ite spot along the Wolf river by 
catching field mice that infiltrated 

the dry grass and 
willow brush that 
made up the blind 
sides.  She hunted 
everything.  Even 
dug and grabbed 
angleworms when 
turned up for fish 
bait.

I glanced up to 
see a small bundle 
of ducks bearing 
my way.  They 
were high.  Too 
high.  But identifi-
able and just pos-
sible.  On anoth-
er day, probably 
I would have let 
them pass.

But I swung on 
the lead mallard.  
It was beautiful 
shot.  Except that 
the wrong duck, 
one of those trail-
ing the one I has 
so grossly underled, folded and 
its momentum carried it 30 yards 
behind me.  Clinker was not only 
a dog born knowing, she’d had 
plenty of experience.  She too 
had probably been watching that 
flock.  In any event, at the shot, she 
marked the falling bird and went 
to the area of the fall.  I turned 
my attention skyward once more, 
knowing she’d come up with the 
duck.

She did, coming in behind 
me, and I turned to take delivery.  
It was a real shock.  She proudly 
handed over a hen woodduck!  
Not only was my error in lead a 
blow to my pride, but inadver-
tently connecting with an illegal 
duck both pocketbook and reputa-
tion were in jeopardy.

Ordering Clinker to sit and 
stay, I sneaked off into the marsh 

and slung the duck under some 
bushes.  Getting back with the dog 
I released her and continued to 
scan the sky, paying little attention 
to Clinker.

You guessed it.  She came in, 
nudged my leg and, all shiny-
eyed, held up the mistake duck for 
me to take.  Following another re-
peat of this boomerang act, I went 
out, dug a hole with my boot heel 
and buried it in the muck.  And, 
ignoring her fidgeting, I forced 
Clinker to say next to me until we 
left the marsh in fear of her going 
out, digging it up and disgracing 
me in front of my friends or a game 
warden by presenting me with the 
testimonial to my sloppy lead.

It was fitting and proper that 
Clinker should teach my son 
something of duck hunting.  It 
is also a truism that the quickest 
way to destroy a kid’s faith in his 


