
Bill & Brownie:

A Story about a Man & His Dog

By T.J. Junkins, Jr.
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This is a story about an outstanding dog and a man who hadn’t had a dog as a pet while he was a boy growing up.

Bill is my son-in-law, as such we hunted and fished together; in fact we spent a lot of time on the lakes in the area as well as hunting quail and pheasants in Sumner County on farms that Bill had permission to hunt on.

One fall we went to Independence to hunt with some friends of mine. I had met John when he owned a restaurant in Independence. He and his wife Billye were great friends of mine.

On the Elk Reservoir land there are several thousand acres in the public hunting land that we could hunt on. There was also some land John had permission to hunt on which gave us a lot of land to walk hunting quail. Most of it was tall grass open land but some was wooded area; it gave us several types of cover to hunt in.

When we got to John & Billye’s to start our hunt, their two sons, Mickey and Terry, were going with us; that made a real good group: two older men and three young ones.

That is when Bill and I met Brownie. He was a mix of Irish Setter and English Setter; more brown than the red of an Irish Setter, he had a white chest and a white ring around his throat. His build was more the English Setter build, a little larger than an English setter but stocky with the broad head of an English Setter.

He had the feather trim of an Irish setter on his legs; he also had clear, smart looking eyes like he was reading your mind when he looked at you.

John told us that he was bred by a man in Topeka from good pure breed stock of both breeds on purpose to help put the hunting instinct back that had been bred out of the Irish Setters. He was a gift to Terry’s wife from her parents but they couldn’t keep him in town so they gave him to John & Billye.

From the time we got there on the day we were going to start hunting, Brownie took up with Bill. He sat by him and followed him around like he had chosen Bill for his master.

When we were hunting, Brownie hunted in front of Bill. He was a good bird dog; he stayed close enough that when he went on point you didn’t have to run to get there. He waited for Bill to tell him to flush the Birds.

When we stopped to rest, Brownie came to Bill and laid his head on his legs to rest until we started again.

We all noticed that Brownie had really bonded with Bill and that Bill had really taken a liking to Brownie. Bill and I were surprised though when John asked Bill if he would like to have Brownie as his own. He said he had noticed how Brownie seemed to have picked Bill for his master.

Bill said he would have to check with his wife, my Daughter Vickie, before accepting a dog. He did say that he would like to have him so if Vickie said it was all right he would come back later on and get him.

Needless to say Vickie said of course he could have a hunting dog, so they both went to Independence the next weekend to get Brownie.

I don’t know who was the happiest when Brownie became a part of their family, Bill, Vickie or their kids Michael and Debra. Brownie really became a part of their family; he is in the family pictures and had a real good doghouse (but was brought into the back room when it got cold).

Bill and I hunted with Brownie quite a few times. He was a good bird dog: he could find pheasants and hold them for us to get close for a shot. Then if we got one, he would go get it and bring it to Bill. It didn’t matter who shot it, he brought it to Bill.

For years Bill and Brownie were hunting buddies more than a dog and master; it was two friends going hunting together. Brownie did get in trouble when he got 2 pheasants that other hunters had shot but didn’t kill or find. They couldn’t fly so Brownie got them. Bill only shot one so Brownie won the day that day. Bill forgave him so it all ended well.

On one chilly day in November with 4 inches of snow on the ground, Bill called a farmer he knew to see if he could hunt on some land he had about 2 miles out of town. He knew Bill because Bill and his dad had worked on his car’s and trucks in their garage.

Of course Brownie was more than ready to go hunting with Bill. Now if you have never been out walking in 4 inches of snow on a chilly 25-degree day with the sun shining brightly on Mother Nature’s white world with a good hunting dog and a good shotgun in your hand hunting quail or pheasant, you have missed one of the big pleasures of life.

When Bill and Brownie started going down a hedgerow, Brownie set the pace but made sure he was not getting to far ahead of Bill. Over time Brownie had gotten Bill trained in how he wanted to hunt. Then suddenly Brownie went on point! Bill slowly went up close with his shotgun all ready in case Brownie flushed some birds.

When Bill got close and told Brownie to go, he jumped into a snow drift where he had smelled the birds. Instead of flushing some birds Brownie came out with a Quail in his mouth, he took it to Bill and let Bill get it into his hands. Bill thought he had found a Quail that was dead, probably frozen, Wrong! The Quail came to life and flew away; Brownie just sat there looking at Bill as if to say, “What kind of a deal is this? I catch a bird then you let it get away.”

Brownie was also real protective of the family; Bill & Vickie heard a ruckus one night but when they looked outside they didn’t see anything going on. But Bill found Brownie on the front porch the next morning just waiting for Bill to come out to go to work. They found out later that there had been a prowler in the area; Brownie had heard him and jumped the fence then guarded the place the rest of the night.

Another time when Debra was playing in the back yard with Brownie, the meter reader came in the back yard to read the electric meter. Brownie got between him and Debra; he just watched him and growled a little bit just to let him know that he better not mess with his family. The meter reader just read the meter then left without even saying a word to Debra. 

As Brownie got older, he started to jumping over the fence so Bill, even though he didn’t want to, had to chain Brownie up to keep him in the yard.

This didn’t work out to good: one evening, when Bill went out to check on Brownie he found that Brownie had ran up the apple tree in the back yard probably after the birds that liked to land in the tree. He had gotten his chain over a limb and hanged himself.

This devastated Bill and also Vickie and the kids. Bill had lost his hunting buddy, so he didn’t go hunting much after that. It just wasn’t the same without Brownie.

Several years later Vickie bought Bill a thoroughbred English setter. He was a real good dog and liked to hunt, but he just wasn’t Brownie. Even though he was a good dog, Bill and Vickie knew it wasn’t fair for them to keep the dog and just keep him in a pen, so they found a good home for him with a family that would enjoy him and take him hunting. 

Bill & I still went fishing together; in fact some of our weekend trips are legends in our family. Michael went with us so he got the interest in fishing and boating as well as the hardships of tent camping. 

After the loss of Brownie I don’t think Bill or I either one have really enjoyed a hunting trip like we had before.

We all miss Brownie; he was a one in a million dog. Bill and Brownie had a unique companionship. I think Bill felt more like Brownie was his brother than a dog.

