Charime Chnrtne
Sharing Stories

by John A. Voight
Wrightstown, Wisconsin

ew Year’s Eve 2003 found me in

SUHANIOR

. < unusual bt very pleasant and enviable s 1.
I'satcontentedly in my easy chair nursing a room-temperature can of
cheap beer, dozing intermittently, and thumbing somewhat aimlessly
through the wisdom-laden pages of Jim Spencer’s book, “Point! Train-
ing the All-Seasons Birddog.” Typically on this holiday evening I might
be in the company of cheerful relatives and close friends as we kicked
up our heels in some type of festive gathering. In years past, it may have
even been some kind of black tie affair complete with all the trappings of
elegance reserved for such a special night of reflection and rejoicing.
Instead, this year I was far removed from such chic formality and pol-
ished revelry. This time I was just as satisfied to be comfortably clad in
faded blue jeans, worn out slippers, sporting a less-than-flattering plain
white t-shirt. The biggest difference, however, in this particular New
Year’s Eve compared to ones past lay squarely in my lap. Yes, literally
squarely in my lap. Equally content as I, was Boon, my eight-week-old
German shorthair pup, snoozing like a pot-bellied cherub sent from
heaven to change my life, my perspective, and my fortunes forever.
Boon joined our household just a few days prior to this moment and all
of us —husband, wife, puppy, and middle-aged feline — were holding our
own at making the adjustment to becoming a “dog family.” Well, I guess
the cat STILL hasn’t quite adjusted, but that’s different saga all it’s own.
Now maybe it was the beer, the book, the dog, or just the pure simplic-
ity of the moment that is mostly to blame for what happened that
evening, [ really don’t know for sure. One thing is certain though —
some combination made for powerful dreams about what the future
would bring for the lucky man in the middle of
itall. Tdon’t think I could solely blame the beer
because a half can probably wouldn’t do it for
this veteran swiller of suds. The book might be
partially to blame because it does well to blue-
print a path to dog training success with so
much style and clarity that it’s hard not to de-
velop at least some vision of what could possi-
bly come to be between owner and dog. But the
book alone probably would not have been
enough to conjure such joyful premonitions
like I had that evening. By most accounts the
moment itself, though quaint to some, was
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probably pretty darned boring and banal to the casual observer. I guess
if it wasn’t me in the center of the scene, I'd probably say something
smug like, “Hey, cute picture of the slightly fat and scruffy-looking guy
snoozing with a puppy. Not exactly worthy of a Pulitzer, but cute, none-
theless. Have another cold one, fat boy.”

So, clearly, whatever occurred in my head that evening must have come
primarily from the eight pounds of grunting and squirming puppy that
made himself so very, very comfortable on my lap. It's strange and pow-
erful medicine that these humble little creatures bring to our lives —no
doubt about it. I guess that’s what I was in awe of that evening as I sat
there stroking his glossy coat and gazing at him. You don’t have to be a
poet or philosopher to take notice of the tremendous promise and poten-
tial that comes with purchasing a well-bred puppy. I guess that’s what
birddog owners lay their faith on when they reach into the whelping box
and choose their own personal pick of the litter. Our human imaginations
help us believe that we got “The One” who will help us realize the
dreams that surely must accompany so much promise. And thank God
that our beloved dogs so freely deliver on that promise more often
than not. It makes our jobs of fostering them to their potential just so
much easier.

Now understand that I'm not claiming I had some clear, profound, and
idealistic revelation of what hunting with Boon would ultimately be like
in the future. No, I'm definitely not that clairvoyant and it wasn’t that
specific at all. Instead, as the two of us lounged and drifted in and out of
sleep, my dreams were pleasantly fragmented, enigmatic, and disjointed.
I'm positive I didn’t dream about fancy titles, ribbons, and accolades
that we might accumulate together. I'm also
pretty certain I didn’t even dream about brag-
ging up the vast talents of my dog to bird hunt-
ing friends. Quite frankly, my dreams were
about a moment in the future that was probably
as ordinary as the one we were experiencing on
that New Year’s Eve.

Ienvisioned backdrops of crystalline October
days and rolling gray November skies as we
companions traipsed the coverts as a confident
team in search of “ruffs.” I don’t specifically
recall if there were any classically staunch and
stylish points, dazzling feats of shotgunning, or
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