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Dedicated to Miss Bea, our Sweetness, Baby Cakes, and the orangey-beige version of Black Bea, who traveled on 14 Dog Vacations with us and whom we will always love and miss.
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This book is about life. It is as truthful as I could make it. (Some of the people’s names have been changed.) This Introduction is especially necessary for those who have read the Dog Vacations series of three books. However, this Introduction to it is not for the faint of heart but is one everyone who has loved a dog will relate to and understand. 

The weather had been unseasonably warm for February, and the pattern continued on February 26, 2008, as I took Bea and B.B. out for their morning walk. As we were making our way down the sidewalk, we met the couple who were arriving to work inside our garage on the ceiling to repair some sheet rock. 

“Good morning,” I greeted them and smiled.

They returned my greeting and stopped to admire our two dogs. As usual, B.B was out in front of me on point and Bea was not far behind me. They were both leashed and stopped when I did.

“Those are some good-looking dogs you have,” said David.

“Thanks, I sure think so. And the orangey-beige one in back is almost 16 years old!” I said, proudly pointing to Miss Bea. 

“Wow, she sure looks good for being that old,” said Jennifer who had come with him to help with the repairs. 

“Thanks! You can go on in and start working while I walk these two. The garage door is already open for you,” I said as “the girls” (Kel’s and my nickname for our dogs) and I made our way on down the sidewalk, down the driveway, and out onto the street. 

I was proud of both Bea and B.B., but especially of Bea’s ability to still walk well, although slowly, and eat well without the upset tummy B.B. experienced often. Bea didn’t show her age except for once in a while when she might pull a muscle and favor a back leg. But that passed in a couple of days or even sooner most of the time. And now Kel had to fly her into the car for our trips instead of just letting her jump in on her own. But other than that, she was as healthy as a Little Horse, one of her nicknames.

I was always thrilled to tell people how old she was to see the amazement in their faces and hear what they would say next. It was like the comments I would get upon telling people my age. They could hardly believe I was 55 — I just didn’t look that old. I’d inherited that from my daddy. He’d never looked his age or acted it, for that matter. I was a lot like him in that respect. Kel never looked or acted his age either, and people were as surprised about him as they were about me.

Later that day, Kel and I went to bowl in our Tuesday Night Mixed League. Upon our return, the most important thing was to let Bea and B.B. out in the backyard for a break. They’d had a good afternoon walk and been fed their supper before we left, but now they were ready to go out and water the grass before we all settled in for some TV before bed.  

When they walked out the door to the backyard, Bea jumped off the ledge of the patio landing roughly in the dirt and leaves. I hadn’t seen her do this before but didn’t think much about it at the time. They weren’t out there long before I l saw them at the door and let them in. 

Kel and I began watching a film on DVD, and about the first thirty minutes into it we noticed that Bea just couldn’t seem to settle down to go back to sleep like B.B. had. She paced the floor and panted —very uncharacteristic for her. We kept watching the movie for over an hour until her behavior became more frantic at which point, we turned off the TV to attend to her. 

We spoke to her and tried to calm her but that wasn’t going to happen. There was nothing we could do to get her to sit down. After about another hour went by with the continuous pacing and panting, she collapsed on the floor near the fireplace and let loose with a stream of urine. Seeing this, B.B. ran upstairs as I began to fear the worst as this was something she’d never done ever! Being highly intelligent, B.B. sensed that something was extremely wrong, and she must’ve been frightened.

I rushed upstairs to retrieve Bea’s bed out of our master bedroom where the dogs always slept at night in their beds after I tucked them in, and in doing that, I found B.B. huddled in a corner of the room under the desk. I couldn’t take the time to try to soothe her as I had to race downstairs to get the bed to Bea.

When I returned with the bed in tow, Kel gently lifted her onto it from where she’d been lying on the living room carpet with her eyes closed now and her breathing becoming more labored with every breath she drew. 

Kel and I exchanged brief fearful looks as we focused our attention on her. We were unable to speak the words that I know we each were thinking. There didn’t seem to be anything either of us could think of to do now except watch and wait to see what would happen next. 

Not long after the clock in the entry way had struck midnight, she expelled a bit of feces which confirmed what I already feared — she was in the process of dying. I began to cry as I spoke to her softly and stroked her fur along with Kel who was already stroking her soft fur with tears in his eyes. 

“Oh, Miss Bea, I’m so sorry,” I said with my voice shaking. “It’s okay if you have to leave us. We love you so much, and don’t want you to keep suffering this way. But we are going to miss you terribly.”

Mercifully, she heaved her last long breath and was gone before ten more minutes had passed. It was February 27, 2008, just a bit after midnight.

We surmised it must’ve been a heart attack that was maybe brought on by her jumping off the patio. Perhaps. She’d had a little cough every so often that had lingered, so it might’ve been congestive heart failure that had finally gotten the best of her. I had even mentioned her cough to the vet we had for the girls at this time, but she never did any testing on Bea to see if her heart was a problem. This later led to our switching vets. 

Her last day had been so normal as she ate every bite of her food, walked slowly but still made the entire trek to the west end of the long street we always walked on in the mornings. She’d walked again to the east on that street and eaten her evening meal never showing any sign of distress. We’d left both girls asleep when we went to the bowling alley around 6:00. She nor we never had any inkling that she wouldn’t see the sun rise the next day. I was thankful that we’d been home and were with her when she passed. It would’ve been so much worse had we come home to find her lifeless body.

No matter what had caused her death or all the stories we told ourselves and the what ifs, Kel and I were devastated to lose her! We sobbed and clutched each other in our agony. We were closer to her and B.B. than we’d ever been to any of our other dogs due to all the “dog vacations” we’d taken them on. That much togetherness had brought all four of us so much closer than we might’ve ever been had we not gone on those fourteen road trips. 

Having already booked two trips which would be dog vacations, we were even more sorrowful because she wouldn’t be here to go along with us. Never again. Never again would we see her big shit-eating grin or laugh at her antics. Never again would I be able to smell the insides of her ears or stroke her soft fur which would send tufts of it flying to land on the furniture or carpeting. Never again would I see the two of them sitting like matching bookends — one black and one orangey-beige. They were such a pair, like salt and pepper. An era ended in the wee hours that night.

“I used to watch from the upstairs windows in our bedroom as you would walk Bea and B.B. in the afternoons,” Kel cried as he spoke the words. “I could look across and see all three of you coming over the bridge and on through our land across the street and then watch as you walked up the driveway and back to me. And now I’ll never see the three of you together again!” 

His sobbing only made me feel worse and caused me to blubber more. Even though she was more his dog than mine, I loved her as fiercely as anyone could love a dog and would miss her beyond words. There were many remembrances spoken that night — too many to dwell on here. The tears flowed until our eyes became red and puffy, and we had to blow our noses over and over. B.B. came out of hiding, and we hugged her and cried into her fur. 

After well over an hour, I finally said to Kel, “I’ve got to try to get some sleep so I can take care of B.B. in the morning. She’s going to need to be walked and fed as usual regardless of this tragedy.”

“I know, baby, and I think you should try to get some rest. We’ll take our little black dog and go on those trips in June and July. And nothing will stop us from going. And we’ll have fun with our little black dog,” he assured me as he tucked me into our bed. He was going to stay up later than me as he nearly always did, being the insomniac that he is.

Sleep was difficult, but I did fall into a fitful slumber and woke early to face the first morning in nearly 16 years without our Sweetness, Miss Bea.

We laid her to rest as the final dog in the square formation out in the front yard where Jade, Rapport, and Kyotee were already buried making up the other three points and Yella Fella, our cat in that pack, close by outside of the square buried under an oak tree. Each grave was marked with an engraved stone made of granite except for Yella Fella. He had a copper cat figurine statue bird feeder which Kel had given me. Yella Fella had been alive at the time it was given, but when he passed not long after, I thought it the perfect marker for his grave. I kept those graves decorated year round with artificial flowers for holidays or the seasons. We had Bea’s granite gravestone done to match the others of her pack. She’d been the baby of this pack and had been the bridge between that old pack and our new one with B.B. 

Had I tempted fate that day by bragging on her and how old she was and how well she was doing? Could she have lived longer if we’d had a better veterinarian who could’ve given her medicine to treat a heart condition? There was no need to dwell on the what ifs. 

Life has to go on even when your heart is broken, even when the only thing you want to do is hug your dog who has been taken away from you. The unseasonably warm weather aided Kel and me in getting away from some of our anguish by allowing us the chance to get out of the house and take long walks through the neighborhood. We walked together and walked with B.B. several times a day. Encountering friends who, when they heard what had happened, expressed their sympathy and were kind, but that didn’t do a thing to assuage our grief. The wound was so fresh — there were no words that could make us feel better. I remember hoping that Bea had crossed the Rainbow Bridge to find Yella Fella, Jade, Rapport, and Kyotee waiting there for her. And having gone through their deaths previously, I consoled myself by telling myself that I would feel better over time — much time — that someday I would be able to think of her and not cry. I longed to see her again in the beyond. 

But for now, I knew Kel was right — we would take our little black dog and travel in the summer on the journeys we’d already planned. And Miss Bea would travel with us forever in our hearts — never to be forgotten and always to be loved and written about in the Dog Vacations series (which is a trilogy) right before this new one. This first book in this new series begins where the last one ended and is as factual as I could possibly make it by using my journals as a rough outline again. These trips in this second series begin a new era which takes the reader on those journeys with our “little black dog”, Black Bea a.k.a. B.B.  
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Trip 1: Rocky Mountain High — Colorado
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Chapter 1: B.B.’s Intelligence and a Narrow Escape

B.B. had never set “paw” in Garden City, Kansas, unlike Kel and me. Our first time to stay there had been in 1989 on our way to the west coast, and our accommodations for the one night stay had been sleeping bags inside a tiny “pup” tent we’d won in a contest sponsored by a brand of dog food — such a different accommodation than where we stay nowadays. The tent was so small we couldn’t even stand up in it and could barely kneel. The night we pitched it in a camping area, we were the only ones staying in canvas. Everyone else had an RV or a camper of some kind. That was a bit bothersome.

Another bothersome event we heard about on the radio that had happened earlier in the day was a spree shooter who had killed a man at a convenience store and still was on the loose shooting randomly all over town. Since Garden City isn’t a large town, we felt vulnerable during the night in our little piece of cloth. All we could do was hope that he would leave town, or the police would nab him. But no harm came to us, and we heard on the radio the next day that they’d captured the crazy guy with the gun. 

We had three large dogs — Jade, Rapport, and Kyotee, and one cat, Yella Fella — at home at that time but hadn’t thought of taking the dogs or the cat along with us. We’d hired a college girl to come over and feed everyone while we were away. She had a rescued greyhound of her own and was someone we knew could be trusted to be responsible and take good care of our pets.

We left the dogs out in their backyard which was furnished with an old couch and an easy chair for them to sit on. Jade sat on the couch most of the time and Rapport, her son, would run figure eights in front of her while she was sitting up there like the Queen (one of her nicknames). As he tried to jump up to sit next to her, she would lead with her head and stretch her neck out to snap at him every time he ran near her. Kel’s upstairs bathroom window looked right down into the backyard, and he’d observed this hilarious behavior. When Jade snapped, she always came close but never bit him. She was just telling him to “sit in the easy chair.” Kyotee didn’t even try to share the couch with Jade. Kel and I laughingly had said many times we should get them some end tables and lamps to go with their living room décor.

Yella Fella stayed outside when we were gone and slept all around wherever he chose. Now we wouldn’t ever think of leaving dogs out like that, but back then, it didn’t seem a dangerous thing to do.

Driving to Kansas was always where B.B. hit the jackpot with cows to bark at, and she wasted no time in giving them a piece of her mind out the window on our drive north. It was June 6, 2008, and the weather was mild and sunny for the drive. Neither Kel nor I mentioned the extra space in the backseat where Bea would’ve been. I think we both didn’t want to make the other unhappy. I was thinking of her and wishing she was on this trip too. But the open road and the call of the west was too exciting to be sad. 

We arrived at the Clarion Inn at around 4:00 since we’d stopped for a picnic along the way around lunchtime where B.B. had an upset tummy with diarrhea, something that happened on our excursions with her infrequently. It wasn’t upset enough to stop her from barking at all the cows and “horsiecows” she spotted in fields along the way. Kel and I discovered that the inn had a bar which served $3.00 margaritas and free appetizers, so we took advantage of that along with a lot of the other guests. That was enough for us to eat, and we made dinner out of those.

After our snacks and drinks, we rode our bicycles all the way through Garden City from the east to the west — not a long distance because it’s such a small town. We found our way over to Main Street and biked the walking tour of the historic buildings and homes. Kel, the information gatherer, had a pamphlet which guided us with numbers along the street matching the descriptions of the different places we were viewing. We also rode on the Talley Trail which was paved and wouldn’t allow any motorized vehicles as it was designated just for bicycles and walking.

On this visit, we didn’t encounter a gun-toting mad man shooting up the area. However, we happened to hit town during “Beef Empire Days” which was ironic for a couple of staunch vegetarians. We saw and heard the rodeo in progress as we sailed by the railroad tracks. But we had no problems with any of the rodeo folks as everyone was behaving themselves. 

When we returned to B.B., I gave her some chunks of cheese we’d brought along in our car refrigerator which I called the Little Handle Less Refrigerator That Could. The handle had burned off on its maiden voyage during a stay near Sedona, Arizona, back in 2004. I was hoping the cheese would stop her diarrhea and get her to eat her food. She did eat and seemed fine the rest of the evening. 

Kel and I went for a dip in their pool which was right outside our room’s door. It was still sunny as the days were getting longer heading for the Summer Solstice. Then it was time for TV before sleep. Tomorrow we would move on to Pueblo, Colorado, a place we’d stayed the year before on our way to Telluride for the film festival. At that time, we’d had B.B. and Bea with us, but I was determined not to be sad about Bea not being along. Life’s too short for that!

Around noon as we were traveling to Pueblo, we stopped for our picnic lunch at a lovely roadside park just inside the Colorado border area. The grass there was so lush and green that B.B. rolled around in it as if she were rolling in the sand on a beach which she liked to do. Then she lay down with her paws outstretched in front of her luxuriating in its softness. Kel and I sat at the picnic table which was built on a concrete slab.

“Look at that sign over there,” I pointed to it. “It says ‘Keep pets off grass.’ ”

“Yeah, right,” Kel answered as we both laughed.

“How could they ask us to do that when they have such divine grass for pets to sit on?” I wondered aloud.

“Perhaps the sign was put there because too many people let their dogs use it as a toilet with no clean up afterwards. But we’re not going to make her move over here with us. We’ll take our chances,” Kel responded as he observed B.B.’s pleasure with the thick, green carpet.

It was always our policy to pick up after our dog anywhere we were, even in our own neighborhood.

About that time, a car pulled up not far from where we were sitting, and B.B. jumped up and moved right onto the concrete by us. 

“Isn’t it funny that B.B. moved over by us when that car drove up? Do you think she was afraid of the people in the car?” I asked.

“Maybe, but she could also be trying to protect us,” Kel answered.

Whatever her motive, it was the perfect action — almost as if she’d read the sign and thought she better get off the grass so as not to get us in trouble. What an intelligent dog!

There was no one around to admonish us for letting her roll around on their grass anyway, and she hadn’t hurt it in the first place. 

Because we gained an hour being on Mountain time, we arrived and checked in by close to 2:30. This was the same La Quinta where we’d stayed last August on our way to the Telluride Film Festival, so it had a homey feeling to us. But this time when I’d booked it, I’d requested a ground floor to make it easier to take B.B. out for breaks. At the time I’d booked it, I’d thought Bea would travel with us, and because of her age, I figured a ground floor would be much better for her — especially to get her out quickly for pee breaks. I didn’t need to worry about B.B. getting out as quickly as she was younger. Nevertheless, I was glad they’d honored my request, and that room seemed larger than the one we’d stayed in previously. 

Again, after getting all our stuff in and settling B.B. in the room, I took a “swim” (mostly standing around) in the pool just like I had last August. Then Kel and I drove over to a bicycle shop he’d located online to get directions for a paved trail ride he’d read about which we wanted to try out. 

After securing those, I almost got us killed by getting mixed up and driving the wrong way on a one-way street! Misinterpreting the directions given to me by the GPS, I turned onto it by mistake which freaked out the lady in the GPS, and she began giving directions about going the wrong way! I saw cars coming towards us and realized that at the same time as she began squawking at me, so I hastily turned off onto the first street I came to before the traffic got to us. We were lucky to have been able to find a way to turn onto another street to avoid being hit. But it scared the socks off of us and made Kel angry with me for being so careless. I felt bad enough, but his anger was justified. 

Like I’d told him in the past when I’d made less dangerous mistakes while being guided by the GPS, “If I don’t understand her directions, the car’s not going to go the right way.” 

We had to shrug it off and thank our lucky stars that we’d come away unscathed.

There was time for us to ride our bicycles all along the brush creek all the way to where it joins the Arkansas River and then retrace our steps to get back to the car. At a higher altitude it made the ride more challenging, but I was glad about that as I’d wanted to burn more calories to lose weight or keep it the same. Our jaunt was two hours, and we got a kick out of flying along not having to contend with cars on the smooth path. 

Once we were back to B.B. and had taken care of her feeding and break outside, we drove to Johnny Carino’s close by and ate an Italian dinner complete with a bottle of Chianti as well. Being tired due to the bicycling and the drive and sleepy due to the wine and good food, we relaxed on the bed in the room while watching some TV then turned in early as we knew the next day we’d be leaving to drive on to Gunnison, Colorado. B.B. had eaten all her food and appeared to be as right as rain with no more diarrhea. She seemed to be having as good a time as we were. 

Before I drifted off to sleep, I thought again about how awful that would’ve been if we’d been injured or killed by my careless driving. Whatever would’ve happened to poor B.B. if we hadn’t come back? It was a narrow escape, and I made a vow to be much more careful from now on. Whispering a prayer of thanks to whomever might be listening, I slept well.

Chapter 2: Heavenly and Hellish!

Gunnison is the little town with the beautiful park which has all the tall, leafy trees where we’d stopped for our picnic last August on our way to Telluride. That had been what spurred us on to rent a compact cottage there for a few days so we could explore more of the town and ride our bicycles in a couple of new areas Kel had researched. 

We arrived on June 8th which would’ve been Kel’s mother Marie’s 88th birthday if she were alive. I felt like that was a good omen for our stay here. And the darling cottage was a terrific start with its full kitchen/ dining area, living room, bedroom, and bath. Just the perfect size for the three of us, and it was in a handy location right next to the park. 

I could tell B.B. liked it as much as we because upon entering she rubbed her head and the right side of her body all across one side of the bed and “chinned” on the couch and easy chair (we’d coined this term when we saw her rub her chin back and forth on furniture). Then she began sniffing all around on the carpet letting her nose lead her to explore where the scents of food or other dogs or humans lingered which we couldn’t smell but which were clear to her sensitive nose.

Since the drive from Pueblo had been short, we hadn’t stopped for our usual picnic lunch. But now we were hungry as it was well past lunchtime, so we ate veggie wraps and drank café mocha at a cute place called The Bean. Then after buying a few groceries, we rode our bicycles all around the small town to get a look at more of it. 

Upon our return to the cottage, we noticed there was a musical event poster announcing a band would begin playing later in the evening. We watched some TV and took care of B.B.’s feeding before leashing her and wandering over to hear some music. 

The band was probably local and wasn’t the greatest but that didn’t matter. B.B. got to meet a bunch of dogs, and we had a blast observing the variety of people attending. Young, old, long hair, short hair, lots of different races and ethnicities represented — we loved that it was a real mixed crowd with many dog lovers who’d brought their best furry friends with them. It was relaxing to be out in the cool, clean, fresh air sitting on the tender grass.

“This air reminds me of how it used to be in the fall in Oklahoma back when I was a kid,” Kel said.

“Yeah, it was like that when I was a young girl, and I always loved fall,” I agreed wistfully.

I was wistful about something else — Bea being here with us. But I had to stop thinking about something I couldn’t have and not let any sadness creep in. But still, I couldn’t help wishing.

We didn’t stay for long because Kel needed to cook veggie burgers on the tiny propane grill the place had provided. After a good dinner, we settled in again for more TV until bedtime. I dreamed about Bea, Jade, Rapport, and Kyotee. B.B. was in the dream with them too. 

We were all glad to be traveling again, and the only thing that would’ve made it better was if Miss Bea were with us. But I had to be contented that she’d visited me in a dream along with all our other precious dogs of the past, and they all were together and looked so beautiful and happy.

I was up early at 7:00 the next morning to let B.B. out as her diarrhea had returned. I tried to coax her to eat and wondered what had caused her tummy to be upset again. She’d been normal the day before and had eaten her food. I hoped she’d get back to being her healthy self today. The sun was out, and the air was cool — a glorious day for us to ride our bicycles. My only concern was about B.B. staying at the cottage while we were riding. I was hoping she’d gotten it all out of her system when we’d been out earlier for a walk.  

Determining that B.B. was probably all okay after a longer walk where she didn’t show any sign of having diarrhea, we turned on the TV and left her in the cottage to rest while we drove our bicycles over to The Black Canyon of the Gunnison National Park for the first real ride of the trip. I didn’t count that short ride in Garden City because it was easy and not a long distance.

Before walking out the door, I said the words I’d always spoken to Bea and B.B. when we were leaving them for any length of time, “B.B., you stay here and take care of this house, and we’ll be back pretty soon.” 

She reacted the same as usual by listening as she turned her head sideways cocking it with that inquisitive expression on her cute face, and upon hearing the familiar sounds, went to her preferred place to sleep — sometimes it was a throw rug and not in her bed — and curled up. She didn’t know the exact meaning of the words, but she certainly knew the tone and sound of them with her name, so they put her at ease when I said them — no separation anxiety which is sometimes the case with dogs.

Over two million years ago the Gunnison River began its work carving out the Black Canyon aided by the weather’s heat and cold, rainy, and icy conditions. When we arrived at this spectacular place, we saw that it is indeed a beautiful black/blue or even burnt sienna color depending on where the sun shone on its steep cliffs, ancient rock, and sharply pointed pinnacles which looked like gigantic versions of the stalagmites we’d seen on our Christmas car trip back in 2006 when we’d visited Carlsbad Caverns. 

The ride through the Curecanti National Recreation Area was mostly seven miles of uphill climbing which taxed us because of the altitude and the steep grade. But the scenery was stimulating and inspiring enough to make us forget the difficulty of pedaling upward at a slow pace. Then the fast flying downhill on the way back was the pay-off for the struggle to make it up those seven sluggish miles.

Encountering a ranger, Kel asked, “Is there a good ride we could do now that we’ve finished riding through the Curecanti?”

His answer was, “Yes, you can ride from Lake Fork to Pioneer Point, and you’ll see some stunning views along the way, and it won’t be as uphill as what you just rode.”

It proved to be perfect for us, and then we rode another six miles over on the south rim of the Black Canyon. I describe this canyon as majestic and ominous but with such beauty — kind of like the evil queen in Sleeping Beauty. That six miles was taxing as well since it wasn’t all flat and had some decent climbs on it. We were looking for Bighorn Sheep along the way but didn’t spot any. If B.B. had been along and seen those she would’ve loved telling them off. 

Riding from the visitor center to Cedar Point and back added some more miles on, and we felt like we were just getting warmed up and had the energy to go on but not the time. 

Thinking of B.B. back at the cottage and how she might be needing a break about now, we had to pack the bikes back up on the car and head for our home away from home. Besides, Kel had planned on us taking our little black dog on a nature hike he’d read about called the Neversink Trail five miles outside of the town of Gunnison. After all, this was her vacation too, and we wanted her to have a fun time on this easy, short trail. We drove over to it, and all of us had a ball drinking in the scenery and scouting for wildlife in the area. Just looking at the trees there gave us a feeling of how incredible autumn must be in this wilderness. 

B.B.’s favorite part of the hike were the cows she saw on the car ride over and back when she leaned as far out of the window as possible without falling out and barked at each and every one of them as we raced by. We laughed at her behavior and the irony that we’d brought her to this panoramic trail for an outing, but she really didn’t appreciate it as much as she did the barking at the bovines. 

“I guess we could’ve just driven around where there were cows in fields and saved all the walking on the nature trail,” Kel joked more serious than in jest. 

“Yeah, I think she got more of a kick out of barking out the windows at them then walking on the pretty trail,” I concurred.

But we were still glad that we’d all gone there and hiked, and now after a quick shower we would feed B.B. — no need for a walk after all that hiking — and find a place to eat supper. B.B. must’ve worked up an appetite because as soon as I dished out her kibble and put the little dab of wet dog food on top, she made short work of it and ate every last bite. Made me happy to see that empty bowl indicating that she was feeling fine with no upset tummy whatsoever. However, she was tuckered out from all the hiking and all that barking at what she considered naughty cows. She was sound asleep when we left the TV on, and because of that I skipped our benediction I usually said to her as we went to eat at Katie’s Cookery which Kel had looked up on the internet.

B.B. remained normal as we took our morning walk the next day and afterwards ate some of her food. It was cold and sunny when we left the cottage. Today would be a shopping day for us to see more of the town before we rode our bicycles. And later we’d decided to take B.B. with us over to Crested Butte for Kel and me to have dinner at a place over there. I was hoping we’d see plenty of cows along the road for her to bark at. B.B. was sweet as sugar except when reading the riot act to those irritating cows. I missed Bea, but I was so thankful to have B.B. and Kel to travel with and was looking forward to another fun day with a lot of good things to see and do.

This day turned out to be heavenly and hellish both! It was fun taking B.B. into town with us as we were able to walk due to the cottage’s location. We made a few purchases — biking sunglasses and a pair of used jeans which fit me to a tee from their thrift store. Then after perusing many of the shops on their main street, Kel and I bought some foods at the health food store and a few necessary items at City Market as well before we all three walked back to the cottage. B.B. sniffed her way along and smiled as she explored all the new smells. Her ears pricked up and she wagged her tail when she discovered an especially tantalizing one.

Back at the cottage, Kel and I donned our riding clothes, fixed our water bottles, grabbed some energy treats so necessary for distance riding, and bade B.B. a quick goodbye while leaving the TV on for company and camouflage for her so she wouldn’t bark at people outside the door since maybe she wouldn’t be able to hear them, then rode off towards the town of Almont which was only ten miles away.

Reaching Almont in about three quarters of an hour, we decided to press on and ride in Taylor Canyon to go seven more miles to the resort there. Upon reaching the resort in another short amount of time, feeling energized and warmed up from the 17 miles we’d already done, we made up our minds — after a brief, jousting talk — to go ahead and try to make it another 14 miles up to the Taylor Park Reservoir and Dam. Big mistake for me!

Although it began as a beautiful, serene ride, it started to turn hellish as we pedaled farther and farther up and up. The climbing became more difficult for me when my shoulders, neck, back, and butt started to hurt. 

When I whined about my pain, Kel screamed at me, “We have to go on because we never finish any ride we start!”

What an exaggeration. But it did make me think back to when we’d ridden in the Cayucos, California, area in the summer of 2005 trying to make it all the way to Montana de Oro State Park. We had to turn back before we arrived there, as our time for being gone away from Bea and B.B. was running out. We wouldn’t be able to make it all the way to our chosen destination and ride back in the allotted amount of time we’d set for ourselves if we kept going. It had upset Kel immensely at that time, and now again, we were faced with another situation like that, except that it was my pain which was causing me to want to break this ride off and get back to the cottage.

After his outburst and seeing how angry he was, I decided to slog on with the wind blowing harder the farther up we went. The Taylor River was far down below us, but the wind was blowing like crazy. It blew water out of the banks and way up where we
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