





























































































































the Rockies, which seemed to silently
observe our every step.

As she boldly pursued her forays,
our jaunty guide left us farther and far-
ther behind. Just when it seemed that
Aggie and I were to be left entirely
“unguided,” from up ahead there was
a startled yelp, and our black bundle
scurried down the trail, taking up a
position behind us. It seems a large
blue grouse had suddenly boomed up
out of its hiding place, subduing, tem-
porarily, Meg’s exploratory exuberance.

As we progressed, the canyon wid-
ened and green vegetation began to
appear in the creek bed. Then a few
hundred yards farther, we were treated
to the refreshing sound of running wa-
ter. As I held the animated Meg, Aggie
lay on her stomach to drink the cool,
mountain water. Then Aggie held Meg
while I quenched my thirst.

When it was Meg’s turn, she did far
more than just drink. For a while she
barked at the water, then bounded in
with all four feet to subdue her moist
“adversary,” and finally abandoned her-
self to the ecstasy of the cool water.

The concerted physical exertion of
the hike necessitated that Aggie re-
plenish her blood sugar, so as we sat
watching Meg cavort, Aggie and I ate
two of the four candy bars that we'd
brought along. The candy’s sugar was
a little insurance against the symptoms
of insulin shock—blurred vision, sleepi-
ness, coma—caused by a low blood-
sugar level.

Soon we moved on. The canyon
narrowed and the trail became ob-
scured by a dense overgrowth. Meg
scooted through the brush with the fa-
cility of a rabbit. Periodically she
would return to see what was keeping
us slowpokes. Actually, by this time
Aggie and I were on our hands and
knees, dodging branches, thorns, and
rocks and wondering what had become
of the trail. Finally, after fighting our
way through a thick hedge, we stepped
into a clearing. Before us were the
beaver ponds.

The beauty of the setting was un-
deniable. The light shining from the
clear blue sky was filtered through cool,
green aspen leaves. The carpeting un-
derfoot consisted of lush green grass
and tender plants. This oasis was furni-
tured by a fallen tree that was replen-
ishing the earth from which it had once
drawn its nourishment.

The beavers had long since departed,
the dams had deteriorated, and the
water was half gone from the ponds.
The main beaver lodge was standing,
but it too was in the process of being
reclaimed by relentless Mother Nature.

Since fishing and a playful pup are
incompatible, we tied Meg to a large
shade tree. She frequently made us
aware of the injustice we had perpe-
trated by howling, long and sorrowful-

why her lady master seemed dazed,
stumbled a lot, and didn’t cry out after
taking what was probably a very pain-
ful fall.

By dark we had managed to crawl
through the last of the thick brush,
slide down the mountain slope, and
reach the trail at the dry creek bed.
There were still over five miles to go.

Aggie sank to the ground in a daze,
When I urged her to stand, she ignored
my entreaty. Instead, she curled up
and said, “Go away so I can sleep.”

Filleting one of the fish with my
pocket knife, I cajoled and finally
threatened her into eating pieces of the
raw fish, which made her feel more
alert and able to move on after a bit.

By this time, only Meg could see the
trail, and we found ourselves trying to
follow this coal-black guide through
the dark canyon. We often lost sight
of her, crossing the creek on what we
thought was the trail, only to find our-
selves stumbling over boulders and
fighting seemingly endless thickets.

When we got off the trail like that,
I'd call “Meg! Meg!”—and soon the
little black bundle would peer around
a bush or whatever, and we would be
able to follow her back onto the trail.

When Aggie became dazed again,
we had to stop. Bravely she forced
down another raw fish. We started

ly. If an occasional trout hadn’t shown
interest in our bait, we probably would
have succumbed to her pitiful petitions
for release.

Before beginning to fish, Aggie rested
a bit in the shade and munched
another candy bar, washing it down
with frequent sips from the creek. The
afternoon catch was four nice trout.
While cleaning them we set Meg free
to explore the ponds, poke around the
abandoned beaver lodge, and chase an
unwary trout that had wandered into
shallow water.

As the afternoon was drawing to a
close, we started back, figuring on
reaching the car about dark. After go-
ing only a short distance, however,
Aggie began to lag behind. She tried
to move faster when I reminded her
that to reach the car by dark we had
to keep moving, but she was unable to
sustain the pace I set. As she was then
eating the fourth and final candy bar,
I tried to convince myself that her fa-
tigue was genuine tiredness, not the
beginning of insulin shock.

My conviction was shattered when
Aggie began to see double. I had to
hold her hand to help her over the
boulders and through the thick brush.

Little Meg blissfully trotted ahead;
then, discovering herself alone, she
would hurry back to see what was

keeping us. She didn’t understand (Continued on page 46)
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Could Gordon’s
possibly
be older than
the London Bobby?

Surprisingly enough, yes. It was in 1829
that Sic Robert Peel reorganized
the London Metropolitan Police, who
promptly became known as “Peelers”or
“Bobbies”. But this was sixty years affer
Alexander Gordon had introduced his
remarkable gin to London and given it
bis name. Happily, the Gordon’s you
drink today is based on that original
1769 formula. That explains its unique
dryness and delicate flavour. Explains,
too, why Gordon’s is the biggest sell-

ing gin in England, America, the world.
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