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    Since I still can’t think of anyone better, I again dedicate this book to Stan Warner.
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    Old Giller (1928–1940)

    Rumor has it that Barnaby Porter, the discoverer of the bow-plunk breed of dog, has converted a historic old building in Damariscotta, Maine, into the Fishing Dog Hall of Fame. There he teaches evening writing courses and has sent two prize-winning essays, written by Craig Kling and Ken McCort, to be included herein. My warmest thanks to all three of you.

    There are literally hundreds of people involved in writing a book to greater or lesser extent—mostly the latter. In the “greater extent” category is Rae-Ann Wentworth, computer specialist at Hampshire College, who figured out where the manuscript had gone (after some technical difficulties), and several people on her staff, who prepared and delivered lectures to me about backing up documents. Equally warm thanks to her and them.

    Winner of the “lesser extent” category is Dr. Ramon Escobedo-Martinez of the Department of Intelligent Design Cosinus Magnus of the Basque Center for Mathematical Dog Research. His suggestion was about grappling (means: dragging your hook along the bottom) with the angle of refraction of the real imaginary line of looking by pike pointers. Creatively, he did the calculations in old Basque Mathematical notation (Roman Numerals). Unfortunately, the publisher has a rule about publishing in foreign languages so those calculations will appear elsewhere. I would like to thank him here so his name doesn’t have to appear elsewhere.

    The original drawings for this book by Peter Pinardi were shredded into strips by a white-footed deer mouse (Peromyscus leocopus). She used those strips to build a gigantic artistic labyrinth where she raised four lovely offspring (three girls and a boy). After the mouse finished her reproductive activities, Dave Pinardi (Peter’s brother) of Adagio Graphic Designs and his helpers carefully reassembled all of them. Lorna Coppinger, working behind the scenes, was able to make them look somewhat like the originals in just a few short months. (We decided not to do the book in color because of some yellow staining, which I personally thought made the drawings more interesting.) Warmest thanks to you all.

    Unlike those mentioned above, there were several people who actually had a good time helping with the various aspects of writing of the book. The pleasure they got will suffice and there is no need to mention them, but you know who you are. More warm thanks.

    Thanks to you all,

    Ray Coppinger

  


  
    Foreword

    What a lot of fun you’ll have reading Fishing Dogs—a dry, wry, witty, persistently cunning exploration of “how to train fishing dogs,” “new uses for fishing dogs,” “how to make a fishing dog,” and much more you’ve never thought of before. In fact, if you didn’t read the author’s previous book—which too few folk did—you may not even have imagined there were “fishing dogs,” whatever they are, but when you read this book, you’ll surely know.

    Here you’ll learn it all, from their first discovery to their evolution, and special breeds that came about—gillie dogs, bilge pups, baildales, fish-spotter dogs, dogfishing dogs . . . Ray even tells you how to make your own dog. You’ve probably read plenty about hunting dogs, and seen all of the art, photographs, and books about them. But fishing dogs have been sadly neglected. One of the purposes of this book is to put the many new discoveries about these breeds “in phylogenetic order and bring you up to date” on what the author calls “The Wonderful World of Fishing Dogs.”

    The differences from hunting dogs are immediately noted—for instance, you cannot use a shock collar to train a fishing dog, “especially in salt water.” The closest relation to hunting dogs that I could find in this path-breaking book are the gillie dogs, whose purpose is to “help the sport fisherman,” though not precisely the way a good pointer can help a grouse hunter. Gillie dogs include such breeds as the floating mat dog, the logdog, the flounderhounder, the stringer spaniel, and the hatch-matching spaniel. You need not read far to appreciate that the author sure knows his dogs and fishing in great detail; this knowledge is, of course, crucial to a book like this.

    One of the most interesting species are the dogfish dogs, which actually catch fish in ingenious ways. There are two kinds of dogfish dogs: those that sit and wait, like the blind John Milton, and those that actually pursue and catch fish. Of the dogfish dog, the author again stresses the advantage the breed has over hunting dogs, especially over “your regular terrestrial scoop-up-the-game dogs—mainly, they don’t chase deer.”

    In the end, there is serious consideration given to the possibility of crossbreeding a batch of very special new dogs into one that would embody all the features of the best fishing dogs. This sounds terrifically promising.

    I am reminded after reading this important break-through book that Amazon still lists J. R. Hartley’s Fly Fishing as a serious personal account of a happy fly-fishing life, which too many American readers and reviewers found dull after it had been a hilarious bestselling spoof in England. At least one serious British writer read Ed Zern’s delicious review of Lady Chatterley’s Lover (as the life of an English gamekeeper with “many passages on pheasant rearing, the apprehension of poachers, and the ways of controlling vermin that cannot take the place of J. R. Miller’s Practical Gamekeeping”) the way dumb Americans read D. H. Lawrence. Alas.

    But I guess you’ll have to make up your own mind about Fishing Dogs. Frankly, I found it a profound advancement of our knowledge about fishing and The Wonderful World of Dogs—and I intend to rush out and find me a well-trained and life-changing flounderhounder.

    Nick Lyons

    Woodstock, New York

    October 2013

  


  
    Introduction

    It was thirty years ago yesterday that I discovered the fishing dogs. I know other people discovered them long before that. It was twenty years ago that I published the first ever book on fishing dogs. Since then, I’ve received hundreds of letters from people all over the world telling more about fishing dogs. They shared with me things I’d never heard or thought of—new uses for fishing dogs, how to train fishing dogs, new breeds of fishing dogs, and how to make a fishing dog. The biggest correspondence is from people who want to know if they make great pets and if they are registered with the AKC.

    Somewhere in the midst of that deluge of letters, I decided I should update my previous book on fishing dogs. You might think it is because of all that new information that needs to be told, and partly that is true. But the bigger part is completely different.
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    Professor Coppinger discovers the fishing dogs.

    I was going through my library in the dark and stumbled across the following book:

    Richardson, Lieut.-Colonel Edwin Hautenville

    Forty Years with Dogs

    They forgot to put a date in the book, but my investigation centered on a picture of Mrs. Richardson in the frontispiece and it looks like she has an original Gucci handbag, which means it was published no earlier than 1921.

    My copy is a blue-covered book that looks like it might have been damp for a number of years. I’d never heard of it, and certainly never read it, and certainly never met anyone who had. So I looked it up on the web and nearly dropped what teeth I have left—$750 USD. They said it was a rare book—so rare they didn’t have a single review of it and invited me to review it. I told them I better not because the price might come down if people thought I’d actually read it.

    Anyway, it set me to thinking and I realized that because of the sales, my first volume of Fishing Dogs is also a very rare book. Secondly, my book may also be getting a little pricy since nobody ever seemed to have read it. I realized that the time was right to revise, update, and rerelease Fishing Dogs, especially with the growing number of people interested in the fishing dogs, and especially those who see the marketing potential for these new kinds of dogs.

    New breeds have sprung up (although it is very unlike these dogs to spring up). The number of people from the dog food industry who have talked to me about special diets is encouraging. And veterinarians are interested in the special medical problems these dogs have. The vet med companies have come up with powders and waterproof sprays to prevent leeches, water lice, and snails from attacking your fishing dog, for example.

    Fishing dogs used to be just fishing dogs, meaning sportsperson’s helpers, but now the breeders have taken a keen interest in them for other purposes. The demand for companion fishing dogs and pets has become enormous. Breeders have selected miniature fishing dogs the size of lily pads and gargantuan dogs that look like a weedy section of the Sargasso Sea. Many of these dogs are given to children who haven’t even started to fish yet—the theory being that even though these dogs are very expensive and almost impossible to manage, pet ownership by children will foster a responsible ethic of outdoor activities.

    So let us get to it and explore that wonderful world of dogs together.

  


  
    Chapter 1

    The Discovery of Fishing Dogs Thirty Years Ago

    Very few of you will remember that thirty-some odd years ago, I decided I should try fishing. It was my midlife crisis (I’m over it now—midlife, that is) and fishing seemed like reasonably cheap therapy. There was this guy at the office, Stan, who is a fisherman, and I asked him if he’d teach me how to fish. He said, “Yes!” I thought that was generous of him at the time—but came to find out he couldn’t seem to get a steady fishing buddy and wasn’t getting any younger (which is as true now as it was then), and he was somewhat desperate.

    Stan taught me some of the basics, like when you’re in a boat in the middle of the pond, you cast toward the shore, and when you’re on the shore, you cast toward the middle of the pond. It all made sense, and I quickly became a great fisherman, often bringing home little trophies that convinced my wife I was a good forager. Stan and I began to search for trophies together, and it wasn’t long before we became fishing buddies.

    “Fishing buddies” is an important concept. If you do catch-and-release fishing, for example, it is important to have someone trustworthy around to verify that you actually did release something. Trustworthiness is the foundation of male-to-male bonding. At its best, male-to-male bonding means that if your buddy sets his hook in your butt, he won’t run off or pass out, but will remove the hook with a certain seriousness. It’s okay to joke about it later when you tell all your friends what a good time you had, but the actual hook extraction scene happens with the silent formality of two men who know exactly what to do and what not to say.

    There are two axioms in the institution of fishing buddies. The first is that good fishing buddies are hard to find. I once asked Stan if he’d ever had a fishing buddy before me, and he admitted that he’d fooled around a little bit, but never anything serious. I was kind of touched by this at the time, until I figured out the second axiom for myself: no fishing buddy is perfect, including Stan.

    Stan’s biggest problem is breakfast: he’s committed to it, and it is always too big, too messy, and too late. His other big problem is knowing where to put things in the van. He packs objects according to when we will use them. The van-packing process should be like looking at life backwards: the first thing you want to use should be the last thing you pack. But Stan has the habit of packing first what we’ll need right away. For example, he always wants to have breakfast before going fishing, and the breakfast stuff is under the fishing stuff, which is under the rainy-day stuff on clear days and right by the sun-block on rainy days. It’s just not the way I like to run my life, that’s all.
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    Unloading the van

    Once we tried a trial separation. Stan went off to this faraway lake at five a.m. and sat in the local diner until these two old guys, seeing he was buddy-less, took pity on him and asked if he wanted to join them for the day. After several hours on the lake, according to Stan, one guy apologized for the other, who was not much of a fisherman and had in fact drifted off to sleep in the middle of a long cast. The guy told Stan that he was breaking in a new buddy because his old one had died, and he figured at his age he couldn’t be all that fussy. It set Stan to thinking of that old expression, “After forty your chances of getting fulminated in an aluminum canoe are better than your chances of finding a good fishing buddy.”

    There was a lesson in that for both of us. During our trial separation, our wives suggested some professional counseling. One thing led to another, and our therapist suggested that maybe we should adopt a kid to take fishing with us. That seemed a little extreme to me, mainly because of the size of the boat, but when I suggested that we adopt a Swedish cook who actually liked peeling welded potato skins off the frying pan, or that we should limit our fishing to ponds behind all-night diners, everybody got mad at me.

    Finally she (the therapist) suggested a dog. She wasn’t all that experienced in counseling fishing buddies, but she’d had some success with childless couples and pets, and she thought it might work for us. I thought a dog might be a good solution: maybe a dog could at least get the burned home fries off the bottom of the pan. So I said I’d be willing to give it a try.

    That is how we decided to get a fishing dog: a dog that would not only help us get our minds off one another’s faults (like Stan’s obsession for trying to find grass and lily pads before they are up in the early spring, just to mention one of his little hang-ups), but also help us with our fishing.

    Stan, being the economist, said he’d pay for half the dog if I, the biologist, could find the right one. Since I was really into making this relationship work, I did some diligent research on fishing dogs. When I started my research, I didn’t know real fishing dogs existed. Oh, I knew the dog paddle, but I mean breeds of dogs that do specialized tasks.
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    Dog paddle—collapsible

    Being a scholar, I went first to the technical journals to see what other cultures had done in the way of breeding dogs to help with fishing. But because anthropologists focus their studies on “hunters and gatherers” and not “fishers and gatherers,” they hadn’t done any good studies. There were no good studies on fishing dogs until mine came out thirty years ago.

    I quickly became amazed at how much had been written on hunting dogs, while almost nothing had been written on fishing dogs. Almost everything about these dogs is word-of-mouth. Eventually I talked to dozens of fishing sportspeople around the world about their fishing dogs and I was forced to come to this conclusion: you don’t hear about fishing dogs because all the fishing dog types have been successful, and therefore there’s no need to register them with the national kennel clubs.

    Most hunting dog magazines are, first of all, full of advertisements about great dogs for sale—the best, the purest, the longest paper trail—and, second of all, articles about how to correct their faults, like how to stop them from chasing deer or eating the duck before delivering the carcass to hand.

    Steadying your pointer so it doesn’t chase the flushed bird is frequently written about. One of my favorite magazine subjects that comes up three times a year in National Pointer is “how to find your pointer.” (Nothing can be worse than discovering, at the end of the day, that you’re missing a dog—a dog stuck on point.) On the next page of the magazine will be an ad for the new and improved shock collar with the GPS attachment. Attaching GPS units to shock collars is the most brilliant advancement in training pointers since white bread. Now even lousy hunters know exactly where the dog is and can give the dog a little wake-up buzz. (Shock collars should never be used on fishing dogs—especially in salt water.)

  


  
    Chapter 2

    The First Fishing Dogs

    I started my search for the elusive fishing dogs in England. There was a scholarly reason for that. The English have a long sporting history, a fascinating written history about sporting dogs. I know that the Germans, French, Italians, and Hungarians also have an equally long-written history about their sporting dogs, but I don’t read German, French, Italian, or Hungarian. The Ethiopians have very little written about any kind of dogs, but I don’t read Ethiopian either.

    The first clue came in a fly shoppe (called tackle stores in America) when I was about to go on a salmon fish in Scotland. I asked the proprietor, a guy named Colin, what was hot, and without a blink, he said, “Collie dogs.”

    I could have fallen over backward. I practically gasped out a “What?”

    “Well,” he said apologetically, “if you don’t want a collie dog perhaps you would prefer a yellow dog.” I went for my bottle of heart pills. Well, I’d found them (the dogs, not the pills), I thought. I really had found fishing dogs! They existed! They weren’t a figment of my imagination.

    But I’m not quite so dumb, and, gaining my composure, I said almost nonchalantly, “Well let’s take a look—you do have some?”

    And he said with a big smile, “Oh yes, we have some really lovely ones.”

    My heart went pitter-patter as I anticipated buying my first half of a fishing dog. (I also kinda wondered whether Colin needed a fishing buddy.)

    Colin walked briskly to a cabinet and brought down a glass-topped drawer . . . and there was a case of yellow and collie-black streamers—the black were all on the left and the yellow all on the right. (Because, he said with a twinkle, “They are all kept in alphabetical order.”) They were kind of nice and sat up straight with their double-shafted hooks.

    I practically screamed at poor Colin, “Those dogs are streamers!”

    “Oh yes,” he said with a smile of satisfaction, “These are the best dogs in all of Scotland.” After years of study, I could believe him about that.

    To make a really long and interesting story short—it was the Ghillie on the Gary (say it three times fast—it has a ring to it—Ghillie on the Gary) who was famous for tying flies from his dog’s hair. Most of us realize that our dogs are a source for flies, but this guy brought a new wrinkle to that. Here was a guy who became famous for plucking the hair out of a dog and tying dry flies and streamers with it. He had a black (collie means black in Gaelic—comes from the word for coal) lab that sat on his right side and a yellow lab that sat on his left, which made perfect sense if you were facing him. The end of the long story was I bought a small package of collie and yellow dogs and was off on my very first fishing dog adventure. If there were two fishing dogs, there had to be more.

    Fishing in Scotland was wonderful. Warm cozy evenings with the obligatory national drink, in a big sheepskin chair reading an old, obscure book. Therefore, some of my first leads on tracking down fishing dogs were literary, not exactly scientific. For instance, Lord Home1 tells the story of an early relative of his (probably the guy they named the house after, even though we all know a Home is not a house). The earl was noted for landing a sixty-nine-anda-half-pound salmon with his twenty-two-foot salmon rod and horsehair line. (Fly fishermen can probably back-order it from Orvis; I like Appaloosa myself.) Lord Home the earlier . . .

    owned a dog that became notorious and then famous. It would sit on the riverbank at the mill stream opposite Wark castle, and in a morn-ing’s fishing it would catch and land twenty or more salmon and lay them at its owner’s feet. The jealous, humorless, and irate owner of the South Bank of the river brought a lawsuit against the dog; the case was known as “Lord Tankerville versus a dog—the property of the Earl of Home.” Much to the joy of the Scottish side, the dog won.
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    Lord Tankerville versus a Dog

    Lord Home the later (but now, the late) also had a retriever “. . . which landed salmon by gripping them across the gills and delivering them to hand.’’ Herein was a clue; could it be that the Homes had a backyard strain of dogs that retrieved salmon naturally?

    Think about it for a minute. You don’t even have to be there to fish! Suppose there comes a day when you would like to go fishing, but for one reason or another, you have to stay home and mow the lawn. If you had a trained descendant of Lord Home’s retriever, you could send him out by himself. Imagine the thrill of waiting at the door on a Saturday night, anxious to see just what luck he had.

    Now suppose your fishing buddy couldn’t go that day, either (cleaning windows). Then his dog could go with yours. You would have to make sure both dogs obeyed creel limits so they would have to be able to tell the difference between a smallmouth and a largemouth bass. (Of course, if your dogs were into catch-and-release, there would be no creel problem.)

    If Home’s retrievers had become a reality, fishermen could be judged by the quality of their dogs, just like other sportsmen. Hunters have the wintertime pleasure of seeing their gun and their deer heads mounted in mute splendor over the mantelpiece, while their retrievers lie curled up by the fire with their feet twitching. The best a catch-and-release fisherman can do is call his fishing buddy, who’d probably rather watch the Celtics game than hear again how I caught last summer’s first fish, last fish, biggest fish, smallest fish, and most fish.

    In any case, Lord Home’s story was an inspiration to me in my research. Here again, if there was one dog that could retrieve and deliver salmon to hand, then there must be others that could help out with other fishing chores. It’s like the dog paddle: practically everybody knows the dog paddle.
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    Dog paddle—self-portaging

    The dog paddle is the most famous help to a fisherman, and it is often required that young sportspeople gain proficiency in it. It is so common that people out on the lake in an emergency will go instinctively for the dog paddle.
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    Dog paddle—puppies practicing

    When I go anywhere near the water, I always have mine with me. Not only does the dog paddle propel you through the water, but it is self-portaging around rapids, a truly amazing combination. But, as far as I know, nobody has actually written: “The dog paddle is a self-propelling, fully independent locomotory system and everybody who goes near the water should have one and know how to use it.” It should be the law!

    As I’ll demonstrate in this book, specialized breeds of fishing dogs, unlike the dog paddle, don’t just happen. The evolution of each was slow, following a logical progression from an ancient form into the modern, highly specialized form. Since the early forms weren’t any good, fishermen didn’t notice them and therefore made no mention of them. But as centuries passed and the breeds evolved, getting better and better at their tasks, fishermen began to sit up and think about how to use and improve them.

    This isn’t surprising. The same kind of revelation happens with hunting dogs. How many times have you been sitting by the fire, reading a book, when a pack of coonhounds goes by under the window?

    “What’s that?” you say.

    “Dogs,” says the wife.

    “Must be chasing a raccoon,” you muse. “I didn’t know we had coonhounds.”

    “I guess we do now,” she says.

    That’s the way it is with evolution. You get up one morning, completely unsuspecting, and find somebody has discovered a new dog. And once you start looking for them, fishing dog breeds start bobbing up all over. This book is an attempt to put these discoveries in phylogenetic order and bring you up to date in The Wonderful World of Fishing Dogs.

    There are some things people tend to lie about: their children, their cars, their dogs. Everybody’s child is above average, everybody’s car gets better gas mileage than mine, and everybody’s dog is more intelligent than their kid. Well, fishing dogs really are worlds better than hunting dogs. I’ve searched the globe for the best and I don’t think I’m stretching the truth on this.

    You can dismiss this book as hypothetical if you want, but believe me, it is not. I wrote this book for the expert, the serious biologist and anthropologist—as well as for other fishermen interested in the bio-cultural evolution of man’s best fishing friend. If parts of it seem farfetched to you, well, that’s science.

    Also, as Stan always says, “You can’t please everybody”—and he should know.
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