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the gaps in the stones? I came 
forward to “whoa”her. Told 
her to be easy. John followed, 
said the bird clearly was un-
der the grass or had taken up 
residence in the rock wall. 
We never found it. It never 
came out.

“Cagey birds,”John said. 
“Just like grouse. You can hit 
one and it’ll disappear.”Reilly 
was jumpy after that, so we 
staked her and brought out 
Tabasco and one of the other 
setters to find the second 
chukar, though to no avail. 
And then graduation was 
over.

Reilly had done well on 
the birds. I just wanted to 
get this year old doggle back 
into my life. I said my good-
byes to John and called Reilly 
to the cab of my truck. She 
jumped into the passenger’s 
seat, panting and drooling. It 
was as if she hadn’t missed 
a beat from the day back in 
July when I dropped her 
off. I told John I’d stay in 
touch through the hunting 

season and asked him to let 
me know how Bo did. Then 
I gave him a picture of him 
and Reilly I had taken in 
the orchard, held in a heavy 
silver Orvis wing-shooting 
frame. He was touched. He 
told me it would go up in his 
house.

John thanked me and 
handed me my last invoice 
for the September training 
and the birds used in Reilly’s 
training. I told him that I 
couldn’t express my thanks 
strongly enough for letting 
me tag along on all those 
morning walks and training 
sessions in the orchard. In the 
subdued way of hunters, we 
nodded to each other, and 
I drove off toward home in 
North Bennington, where 
C waited to welcome Reilly 
and me.

It was September 21, and 
grouse season had already 
opened that year in Vermont. 
Reilly had been at the farm 
for about two and a half 
months. She smelled of cedar 

chips and dirt and some-
thing dead she had rolled 
in that week. I was ready to 
make her my dog again. C 
said she would give Reilly 
a bath. And I thought about 
getting the dog in the woods 
in search of wild grouse and 
woodcock.


