You Meet the Nicest Dogs
Jerry Pemberton never fails to fish the spot just past our dock. It’s a good spot, so good that Jerry often hangs there for an hour or so at a time. There’s a brush pile with a crappie colony, a school of Cheerios-fed bluegills, and a bass over six pounds that everyone who comes by claims to have caught at least once. Including Jerry.
Jerry and a friend, along with Jerry’s spaniel Abigail, were hitting the brush pile when I went down to do some maintenance. Rain was spitting, and as we talked about (what else?) fishing, the clouds opened for real, and I invited them to the shelter of my dock roof. The guys accepted, but Abigail preferred the boat. Wet doesn’t bother her at all. 
The other day, Vic and I were returning to port after one of our anchor-and-Vic-can-pretend-to-study outings. Jerry and his crew were in place, and he started telling us about Abigail. He tossed a fetch decoy (known to Abby as Rubber Ducky) toward shore, and Abigail stared at him, until she got the go command.

I wondered how she would climb back into the bass boat, but Jerry claimed she’s able to do it. Shore was closer, though, and Abigail chose to try the rocks. 

Not easy—the shoreline there is very steep, and the rocks provide poor footing. She walked and swam parallel, avoiding our boats and cabling, and finally scrambled onto the walkway.

Then she had to get past Daphne. Daph’s not tough, but she’ll bark at strangers, and she’s a jealous dog. A cute young female was on HER dock. We got ready to do some preventative collar-grabbing.

But Abigail is a charmer. Abigail set Rubber Ducky down, and nosed with Daph, then the two exchanged licks. Friends forever. 
We might have to arrange a doggy play date. Abby can bring Rubber Ducky.
