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I loaded the dog into my 
battered old car. I had long 
since removed the back seat 
because I needed the extra room 
for hauling trap stakes, canoes, 
and such. With the seat gone, 
I could easily slide my gear in 
through the trunk and on into 
the space where the back seat 
was once fastened. Now the 
inside of my car could smell 
like anything from beaver, 
muskrats, and ducks to catnip, 
wild ginger, and ginseng, de-
pending on the time of year. 
Might even find a chub or a 
creek sucker stuck in a corner 
from a fishing trip a week or 
two earlier. Spook got busy 
looking and smelling in every 
nook and cranny he could find. 
This pleased me, for it showed 
he was aggressive and probably 
had a good nose.

We drove over to my father-
in-law’s place. Old Bill had 
a spare doghouse and chain. 
When I let Spook out of the 
car, he promptly got into a hell 
of a fight with old Bill’s Police 
dog. Though he was much 
smaller than the other dog, 
Spook showed the toughness 
and determination that were to 
become his trademarks. Old Bill 
and I got the dogs apart, and I 
tied up Spook at his new home. 
We figured Spook to be about 
a year old, because he would 
fight and because he lifted his 
leg to pee, signs that he was 
full-grown.

The month wore on, and 
soon it was tag end of Septem-
ber. The autumn sun felt good 
to Spook and me as I threw a 
dummy out for him to retrieve 

again and again. Later we 
sat under a swamp birch and 
rested. I rubbed his ears as we 
looked into each other’s eyes. 
Over the three weeks since I got 
him, we had spent most every 
day like this, working and then 
sitting a spell, eating lunch 
together, and most of all just 
getting to know one another. 
Spook learned to sit and stay 
fairly well. He also learned to 
get the retrieving dummy both 
on land and in the water, show-
ing great enthusiasm and desire 
to please. By now he was a nice 
quiet rider in the canoe as well.

About ten days later came 
the opening day of duck season. 
Spook and I went deep into the 
Whitman Swamp where we 
chose to hunt on the Tent Camp 
Slough. Where there’s water, 


