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Chapter 6
Groundhogs

Tulie Que=ly, hers no foolie,
Her's the daddy’s sweetie-pie,
Julie Chue-ly, lirde Julie,
Apple of ber daddy’s eye!
= |'1r\-:1|:|:| I}Hl.l .b D:JH'E:.\ U(WETE]

"The Aerie” was the inscription on the stone gatepost ar Mama and Dad’s
home, The ather post bore & plaque with an eaglke in high relick I3ad
considerad the signs a bir on the pretentious side, but they came with the
property. The late previous owner had been a retired Army colonel. From
what Dhad could Jearn, the colonel had been a bit on the pretentious side.
Since mest of the lecal peopk reberred o the place a8 “The Aerie,” Mama
and Dad baft the gareposts as they wers,

The spacicus house deminated a hilliop east of Front Reval. The back
of the property sloped down o wet-weather creek. Acros the stream
awd 4 shore distanes l|E=- the next hill lay the boundary l.:t- what at one time
|'|.14"| been the 11, &, Fm':]r}' remount stafion, 1 his was a tract af severl
thousand acres where horses were trained for the Army. During World
War I1, alter the cavalry replaced s horses with armer, the station became
a training center for the k-2 CUJEIL as well as a camp for Gieriman priseners
of war,

Dad joked that it they had needed human subjects for training the
Armys attack dogs, they had a most serendipitows arrangement.  The
Gieneva Convention pecple might have had something to say sbout thar

After the war, the Remount, Re-dogr, PO, station was turned over
to the Department of Agricolrure. Under thooe auspices, Virginia Tech
used the property as o cattle-research station. This was its states when
:'rL-ml:l and L‘.l-.l '.l.'.'l.||.1i.|:l:|] TJJ: ."L:J-IC Thi: old remeaint station becime
Dad’s favornte stompangg Emur.rl.':, where he spenf howirs r:.'lrrl.i'ling ahaut.
Thete were piney woods, haedwoods, pasture, scrub, ponds; and springs.
Dad [igured it must have been great duty for the Army people who loved
to e and lont, Deer, grouses, and turkey were in abundance, and quail
and rabkits thrved on the natuml feed and cover, An occasional bear
was seen, and there was the vsual Nerthern Virginia assortment of crows,
hawks, owls, raccoons, opossurms, and groundhogs

GROUTNDECHGS! Julie tock ber bicd dog dutics scriously, and had

learned not fo incor Dad’s disapproval by chasing deer or mbhits, All he
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nesd say was 2 ourt " Leave 0127 and she would break off the purait. B
there was something about groundho gs--okay, woodchucks toe our Yankee
friendz--thar rurned 1||.1|i|: ints an irnF'l.'lr.'lHl: warmiar, ohlivious tn Dad’s
arders to cease and desist. Upon encoantering one of these critters, she
wanld offer a brisf, but hear-felr, payeEr ol lIJlIIk%i.‘l.'ihE: "'|.']'.J:||.'|-L_'.-:.-u,
Loed, oby, thank vou for arrangin’ dis massaces,

Then, practically hugging herself with delight, she would leap 1o the
artach.

For those whe consider ridiculous 3 contest berween a Biftv-pound
dog and a fifteen-pound vepetarian, watch before vou pass judgment. A
large woodchuck presents a formidable frant of wickedly gnashing incisars,
backed by fierce derermination. The dog will probably emerge the victor
i o fght e the death, bur wall not ger off scot-free.  Unless vou enjoy
seeing: vour valuable bird dog and pal badly chewed, it is best to avoid the
confrontation.

Julie cared nat a whit for such namby-pamby considerations.  Early
i luile she defined her E\l::u:h. Her m:guml wacnlwon pavalvecd ."lln;].i.:lg
ranse birds for Dad, burt she promised her Biiry gpodmother (or whomeve}
r.l'l.'” Hl'li: ll'ﬂll.ll.'l I.‘I.EI'IE'.'-'I'IC I'Ii.'r I.i!-l.- [ {x] rI'IL' txli:rrnin..ﬂnn ﬂr |\'|r|‘iJ'J|T-':|I':T .Lf-':l?!ﬂ.l.'.
She would not count the cost. If the ground-hog had been the size of 2
Shetland pony, she stull woeuld have plunged hesdlong into the fray, coloss
Flying, and eyves aglow with the joy of combar,

Dad indulged in some whimsy: perhaps in a provieus Iife, she had
been a carrot, cruelly plucked immature from a manicured garden and
dlowly pnawed by a disbolical woodchuck. What else could explain the
mvirdercas enmity exhilxited by x livtle girl-dog of gentzel raisingé A dog
whom no one had aver neglected or turned into a latch-key pup? A dog
nurtured on the finest rations, and cajeled into good behavior with baby
talk? ."'-l-::-'::-::-||:|. even called her a bircly L'.u:r:.rl_-zlr heer forimalive years,

Whatever the cause, Mama and Diad grew accustomed to finding
partially-eaten grovndheogs near the back stoop. It reduced predations on
the garden, buz, invariably, when the dogs ate a raw groundbog, tapeworm
reailred,

All his life, Dad would remember Julic’s fiest {ar least in his presence}
encounter with Adermedr Mamae, Julic was still a half~grown pup, with
only a few hunts behind her. Shotgun in hand, Dad was ambling along
the edge of 4 cut-over cornfield, while Julie swept back and forth across
his path. Anawtomin nippiness, moderated by beight sunshine, graced the
a1r, and all was well with rhe warld.

“Arrrpgghhhb!®
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