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Buy The Book
Thanks to Fulcrum Publishing we 
offer you an excerpt from The Dogs 
and I By Kenny Salwey  Copyrights 
Fulcrum Publishing 2013

Since you can’t tell a book from its cover we offer 
you ten pages from this book to decide if you want 

to do buy the book!

It was late in the summer of my twenty-
third year, and I was standing with one 
foot on a chunk of firewood, both elbows 

resting on top of a snow fence that formed a 
circle about twenty feet across. Inside the fence 
were two dogs: one a golden retriever, the other 
a long-haired black mutt. Standing alongside 
me was an old riverman named Ottmar Probst.

Ottmar wore bib overalls and chewed Copen-
hagen snuff. His fingers were the size of Polish 
sausages. Ottmar had hunted and trapped and 
fished for a living on the Mississippi all of his life. 
He knew about all there was to know about gill 
netting, seining, and setlining for fish. Me knew 
about trapping turtles and hooking them under 
the ice. He knew the ancient art of net-making 
and was one of the great old-time river rats, and 
I wanted to live like him.

My attention, however, was riveted on the 
black dog frolicking and jumping about. He was 
of medium height and weight, somewhat sinewy 
and thin in the ribs. “What’s his name?” I asked.

“Spook,” Ottmar grunted.

I called to the dog, “Here, Spook. Here, 
Spook.” The dog came over to the fence where I 
stood. I reached down, petted him, and scratched 
his ears. He sat down, closing his eyes with plea-
sure. I opened his mouth. My pa always said a 
good dog’s got a black roof in his mouth. This dog 
did. (I guess Pa looked in a lot of dog’s mouths 

in his day, and he knew what he was talking 
about.) I patted the black dog on the head, and 
away he went. I asked Ottmar how much he 
wanted for him.

Looking me square in the eye, he sputtered, 
“You want him? You can have him for nothing. If 
you don’t want him, I‚Äôll shoot him first thing 
in the morning. Got no room here for two dogs!” 
As if to emphasize his statement, Ottmar took a 
three-fingered dip of snuff and spit a long brown 
stream of tobacco juice into the hot summer’s 
dust at his feet.

Old Spook and the 
Last Duck Hunt

By Kenny Salwey


