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At home Igor was the most loving dog we have ever had. He would sit at the foot of the
couch with his big head on our lap. If I was upstairs, he would come up and take up his
position at the head of the stairs as if he were on guard. In the woods, he would romp and
run every which way, but if I called, he came immediately. John misses Igor’s head on
his knee at dinnertime. Hope never failed and he just knew that John would let him lick
the empty dinner plate. He loved the water and would stand for a long time in the
shallows when the weather was hot. This July, he discovered frogs and from then on was
never far from our little pond. He never got old enough to understand hunting. But one
day in June, when Tanya put up a grouse, Igor took off after it as if he half understood
what was going on.

Igor earned his Canine Good Citizenship title and always had a lot of fun at obedience
classes. His greatest distraction was a German Shepard named Wizzard who barked
fiercely at him. Igor was working through his issues with Wizzard at his last obedience
class. He had early success in agility, earning a level 1 standard title in CPE and just
missing a level-1 title by one run. He got two firsts and a Q in AKC Novice jumpers and
a second and Q in AKC Novice standard. At his last trial, in Burlington, VT, he did so
well the first day, it was heart-breaking and devastating to find him the morning of the
second day almost totally out of it. When I took him out for his last standard run, he
looked at me and weakly pulled back on the leash. We stood at the beginning of the
course. I called “Igor, jump.” He looked at me, gathered all his strength and jumped.
Then he jumped the second jump and went through the chute showing me he had
conquered his fear of it. He then stopped, looked at me again and could go no further.
His last trip was to the Burlington vet where he died less than 24 hours later.

John and I will always remember Igor as the gentlest and most loving dog we have ever
had. He never wanted to hurt anybody or any dog. To show he wanted to play he would
lie down with his head on the ground and his butt up in the air and give a little growl. I
know that he is running happily around somewhere free of that terrible infection that took
him away from us. Keep running Igor and God speed!


