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THE LEGACY

BY... JEANINIE WAGNER

@he enclosed story is fiction but is
based on 18 years of experience
hunting over various Irish Setters. To
these great dogs | dedicate this story.
McClaffy, Meggin, Glory, Charm, Kurt,
and Kelly all deceased and to Teddy,
Bonnie, Royal and especially to Rose
my present hunting companions. All
these dogs have held various titles
VC's,CD's, CDX, Fld.Ch., Am Fch,
Am & Can Ch & Dual Ch except for
Royal my brood bitch and Bonnie a

puppy.

THE LEGACY

A heavy frost lay over the land, a
stiliness was everywhere. Softrays of
light faded the darkness into hues of
gray and rose as the morning sun
silently crept over the horizon. A shrill
whistle pierced the silence. Bob
White. Bob Boooob Whiitel The quail
trumpeted his challenge to the world.
His call is answered and with it the
dawn chorus erupts and the world
awakened once more.
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Warm and cozy beneath the thick
comforter, | fought hard againstinevi-
table awakening. Groggily | pulled the
pillow trying to shut out the creeping
light as | drifted back into the land of
nod and dreamed of meadows filled
with quail.

Something cold and wet touched
my cheek. Startled, | looked through
bleary eyes to see a crimson face
poked beneath the blankets. Warm
breath brushed my face and is imme-
diately followed by awarmwet tongue.
"Ah, Katie'o go away! Leave me alone,
| want to sleep.”

I turned to hide beneath the warmth
of the comforter when | heard the Bob
White call again. Without hesitation,
in a bound Katie was on the bed
pulling at the blankets and insisting
that it was time to get up. Relenting,
my hand found her head and rubbed
her ears. She laid down pressing
close beside me then nuzzled against
my shoulder. "Well girl, has that old
Bob's song got you excited this

46

morning?"
She answered with those soft brown
eyes and a low whine. Then gingerly
jumped down from the bed and wan-
dered into the kitchen. | watched her
go as | climbed from the bed and
gathered my clothes. Her gaitwas no
longer lively and spry but she stil
moved with the great dignity she had
earned through the years. Her silky
mahogany coat, once long and lush,
was somewhat sparse now. White
flecks enhanced the noble head. Yet
still she possessed that mischievous
Irish spirit. Her trip ended in front of
the wood burmer where she siretched
out to soak up the radiating warmth.
Scuffling after her | found my way to
the kitchen. | was in complete sympa-
thy with her as | worked the aches and
pains out of my own body. The coffee
pot soon set to gurgling and the
morning routine was well underway.
The aroma of fresh coffee permeated
the air and combined with the aroma's
of eggs and toast to give us both allift.
Still a chill creptinto my bones. "Katie'o
you cold too? I'll throw another log on
the fire. Guess we're going to have to
turn the furnace on soon. Winter's
creeping up fast.” ;
Mindless of my pratter, she now sat
nose pressed against the window
pane. Her head was cocked to the
side with the long ears perked up
causing her forehead to wrinkle as
she surveyed the scene before her. |
knew she was listening intently to the
ever louder clamor of the dawn choir.
The woodland and farm creatures
were now joining old Bob in welcom-
ing the new day. Her sensitive ears
heard the rooster crowing in the dis-
tance, the horses as they rustled in
the barn and softly nickered their
morning greetings. She also heard
the pups inthe kennel as they romped
and fought over a chew bone.
Nothing escaped her. She whined
softly, then looked to me with plead-
ing eyes. "All right all ready, let me
drink my coffee. Crazy old fool. What
are you wanting to do? Go chasing
quail? Don't you think you and me
both are getting to old for this early
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THE LEGACY, continued

morning stuff.” In answer she walked
over and placed her head in my lap. |
stroked her muzzle as | continued to
savor my morning brew. Warm
memories filled me. How we had en-
joyed all the hours years and days we
had spent together. The time seemed
never ending. A grand lady she was.
A Champion of Bench and Field. But
all of the things we had shared—
shows, trials, hunting— her favorite
love was hunting for the elusive quail.
Growing impatient she nudged my
hand and whined, her tail flagged
slowly."0.K,, O.K., |getthemessage,
I'm coming."

The low October sun set the fall
morning landscape ablaze with color.
The scentof burning leaves drifted up
from the valley below and a mist rose
from the nearby pond. A crisp breeze
gently swirled the mist and caught up
the falling leaves making them dance
to their final resting place. As we
stepped out on the porch the shrill
whistle sounded and pierced the air
once more. With renewed vigor Katie
leaped down the steps and bounded
off disappearing behind the barn.
Pandemonium broke out from the
kennel, as Katie after dutifully
checking on the horses, had gone to
the kennel and cheerily greeted each
inmate. Jealous of their peer's free-
dom, they jumped, each in turn at
their kennel gates and barked furious
warnings. However Katie was heed-
less of their anger as she strolled past
them with a pleased grin on her face.
Atthe last gate, she stopped and was
greeted by a tangle of wiggling pup-
pies. The two jumped atop each
other, each trying to be the first to
reach their mother.

It had been a handsome brood, this
her last litter. They were already
growing up and these two were keep-
ers. Hopefully to follow in their moth-
ers footsteps. They touched noses
through the wire and whined a low
greeting to each other. "Ah, so it's
these young ruffians you want to take
out." The big brown eyes rolled up at
me. Then she gently jumped up put-
ting her paws on my shoulder. "All
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right, I'm gameifyou are. We've gotto
do chores first though." Understand-
ing, she padded softly behind me as
we made morning rounds. Finally
done we returned to the kennel to
release the pups. | gathered up the 20
gauge and enough shot to see us
through a morning hunt. The pups
burst from the kennel in a flurry of red
fur and pent up energy. In just a
couple of short bounds, they reached
their mother and bowled her over in
their enthusiasm. She was quick to
reprimand them for their lack of re-
spect with a growl and a well placed
nip. Jumping back they retreated and
watched her from a respectful dis-
tance. The air was warming now and
the sun sat just above the forest. The
drape of fall foliage echoed the end of
summer and the coming of winter
snows. A heavy dew still clung to the
leaves and grasses, soaking my boots
and pant legs as we walked through
the field. Once she reached the gate
Katie stopped and waited quietly for
me. The pups romped near by.
Gathering them up | stood them up
behind their mother and gently stroked
them. "Whoa Pups, stand quiet now.
Whoa." At the tweet of my whistle,
Katie was off. All the energy and
pizazz of her youth flashed past me
for asecond. After being released the
pups bounded off and followed close
behind her. | watched as she glided
gracefully across the field. The style
was still there as she meticulously
checked out each thicket and hedge
line.

The pups, inquisitive about the
smells they were encountering,
slowed down to sniff in each new
intoxicating aroma thoroughly. Katie,
mindful of their eagerness and inex-
perience, stopped to wait for them.
Giving a sharp bark, she got their
attention and moved on. The pups
obediently followed. Down the hedge
row Katie went darting in and out of
the dense cover. Then in one of favor-
ite haunts, she became cautious. Her
quickly flagging tail indicated that
game contact was eminent. Silhou-
etted against the fall foliage,
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her head and tail high, she stiffened
into a mahogany statue. The only
movement now was made by the
breeze that rustled through her silky
hair. The pups had followed their
mother down the hedge row. When
the pungent odor of quail filled their
nostrils they stopped and looked to
their dam for direction then following
her example they froze into point.
Their noses quivered in anticipation
atwhatthis wonderful new smell would
bring. At my approach, a covey burst
from the thicket. Katie stood staunch;
but the pups took off in a gleeful
chase of the quarry. Raising the gun
tomy shoulder, Itook careful aimthen
squeezed the trigger. The gun re-
torted and a single quail plummeted
to the earth. "Kate, fetch!" She duti-
fully responded and brought the
downed bird to hand. The pups, atthe
sound of the gun, stopped to look
then retumed to see what had hap-
pened. "Well, now, what did you think
of that? Guess Kate was right to bring
you out this morning.” They jumped
up and down trying to grab the fallen
bird from my hand. "Oh no, this is my
bird. You must go find your own.”

The dew was gone and the sun:
hung high overhead as we headed
back to the farm. The warm sun beat
at my back warming the whole of me.
Quiet surrounded us. It had been a
pleasant morning. Now | was thankful
that Katie hadn't let me sleep in. Her
energy spent, Kate walked close be-
side me. Her nose nuzzled my hand.
The pups however, had plenty of
energy and romped ever forward.
Their manner was changed now as
they investigated every sight, sound
and smell along the way. They were
hunting now. My what a pair they
would be.

The season passed away quickly.
The trees stood naked against the
wintery sky, their splendor spent. The
opportunity for another hunt had
eluded us. Instead Kate and | be-
came contentto sitby the wood burner
letting it's radiant heat warm our ach-
ing bones. "Katie 'o soon it will be
spring and we will have to set to
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