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who is the navigator on all these “dog vacations”
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Bea and B.B. watch Kel eat his supper on the living room floor in front of the TV hoping for a bite of the food which he always shared with them. This was an almost daily ritual.
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The last book in this series takes the reader from Labor Day weekend 2006 through the year with four trips which wind up after Labor Day weekend 2007. Many new cities, towns, and attractions are visited: Lubbock, Texas; Carlsbad Caverns and Las Cruces, New Mexico; Tucson, Arizona, Palm Springs and Napa, California; and Moab, Utah, to highlight just a few. There’s even a holiday trip where the girls and we experience a Christmas like no other. Some places deserved a second or third stay such as our beloved beach town of Cayucos, California. But even in the same locations, the situations were never alike. 

New quirks and surprises will be revealed about Bea and B.B. as their personalities flower more and change. More is divulged about Kel’s and my personalities, quirks, and backgrounds as well. Much laughter, poignancy, adventure, and love are throughout as in the other two books of the series. This one has some harrowing moments as well — not all the circumstances were favorable. But with inspiration from our girls, Kel and I rose to the challenges and did the best we could. The final dog vacation features some glamour and glitz at the Telluride Film Festival with movie stars all around. These last trips are numbered 11 through 14 and were written by consulting my journals once again. They are as truthful as I could make them.

I would be remiss if I didn’t give a huge nod of love and appreciation to the dogs and cat who came before Bea and B.B. They paved the way for the girls to be so well taken care of and allowed to travel with us as we learned more about dogs and cats by just living with these members of our pack each day and traveling on shorter trips with them along. They were every bit as loved as our girls. Their photos will be included after this introduction. Bea had been part of their pack as the last puppy added in 1992. She was the bridge between that older pack and the one which included B.B. 

It is our hope that everyone who reads this book will find many things to love and enjoy about it and maybe learn something from reading it, too.  So, jump on into the Car-Car for your last four dog vacations with Bea, B.B., Carolyn, and Kel — your seat is reserved. “Let the barking begin!”

Introduction Photos

[image: image]

Jade 1984 – 1997

“Baby Jade Sweetface” “The Queen” 

“Pie Eyes”
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Rapport 1985 – 1997

“World’s Best Dog” “The Clown” 

“Rapporpoise”
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Kyotee 1987 – 2002

“Sweet Pea Kyotee” “The Handsome Coyote” 

“My Little Killer”
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Yella Fella 1978 – 1996

“The Tony Randall of Cats” “Jello Fellow” 

“Mr. Priss”
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Trip 11: Taos and the Unexpected
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Chapter 1: Discrimination Disappointment
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As we made our drive down the straight ribbon of highway through the Panhandle, we saw the lonely abandoned gray houses which had stood for many years against the seemingly endless sky with nary a tree to break the monotony of the landscape. Their desolation spoke volumes of the Dust Bowl Era and the Depression of the 1930s. No doubt, each one held many stories of hard times.  I wondered about the families who had tried to build their lives in them, and eventually, failed. Kel said he’d like to take photos of them some day before they fell to dust. I assured him that there would come a day during another trip through here when we’d be able to stop for him to do just that, but this wasn’t the time. To make it to Guymon at a reasonable time, we were needing to press on, and stopping to take photos of these poor old soulless hovels would delay us too much because not planning on it, we hadn’t left early enough. 

We had decided from our home in Stillwater that Taos, New Mexico, would be the best place to visit for the few days we’d be able to travel since we could drive it with just a night on the road getting there and one more on the way back. As July steamed into August with such surprising white-hot speed, we thought it went by as fast as those eighty miles per hour winds we’d experienced in Mountain Home, Arkansas, on our summer dog vacation. Our bowling leagues had begun, so we were limited on how long we could be away. Plus, we remembered the outstanding suite we’d stayed in back during the summer of 2005. We hadn’t gotten to fully enjoy being in it as we’d arrived late in the evening and made a quick getaway before the sun rose the next morning. This time we were booked to stay for four nights and see much more of what Taos had to offer by riding our bicycles and walking around with the girls. Seeing just enough in 2005 to whet our curiosity had convinced us that Taos would be an interesting place to visit again sometime when we could stay longer. And we could relax in that luxurious suite number 141. I even wrote the number down in my journal for future reference since that particular suite had made such a good impression on us.

Once the decision was made to go there for sure, I wasted no time in booking online asking for that suite in particular. My reservation was confirmed soon after, and I was thrilled that we’d gotten it. I also booked us a room in Guymon, Oklahoma, for our only night on the road — it was kind of a halfway point between Stillwater and Taos, and the jumping off point before driving out of Oklahoma because it’s located near the beginning of the Oklahoma Panhandle. This cow town would be new to us having never stayed there before. Then for the journey back on Labor Day, I booked us a room at The Wayfarer Inn in Woodward, Oklahoma, another novel place to us. It was farther to drive from Taos to Woodward than to Guymon, but we’d need a shorter drive going home to get back on Tuesday to be able to make it to our bowling league to bowl with our teammates Cory and Tim. The pieces of this journey puzzle fell perfectly into place. Since it would be our last road trip before the Christmas holiday, we wanted to make it a smashing one.

As we rolled out towards the Panhandle of Oklahoma on that refreshing day with a hint of fall in the air even though it was still officially summer, I felt carefree again. Of course, Labor Day was always considered the unofficial end to another summer, but fall wasn’t due to officially arrive until later in September. It seemed like our dogs, a.k.a. “the girls,” were as glad to be traveling again as Kel and I were which was evidenced by their smiling faces and animated behavior as soon as they saw the bags come out and figured we were taking them on another dog vacation. The wanderlust was catching, and we all had it again. 

When we finally stopped, it was for a late lunch in a very tiny burg called Meno at a picnic table under a little shelter containing two picnic tables right nearby the highway. This is a small Mennonite community which you hardly notice as you drive past it on the road. But our stomachs were growling as we were hungry and scanning for somewhere to have our picnic, grateful when we saw the two convenient tables. Eating Kel’s delicious Tofu Scrambler sandwiches and chips, we enjoyed the brilliant sunshine and mild weather that was gracing us. Bea and B.B. relished the little bits of bread we tossed to them which they caught in their mouths most of the time where they sat leashed to the picnic table legs. Being so calm, they didn’t even get their leashes tangled up or tip over their little cloth travel water bowl.

Then the drive on to Guymon was easy as we arrived before the sun went down and got all moved into our little motel room before walking and feeding the girls. They were both very tired from their car ride, so they went to sleep to the sound of the little TV in our room while Kel and I went to eat our supper at a Mexican restaurant. I knew I’d gain weight due to the margarita I drank and the heavy calorie-laden food. But it was worth it because it was all scrumptious. With our hunger satisfied, we drove back to our little inexpensive but clean enough room and watched TV until bedtime. Right before I turned in at a rather late hour for me, I gave Bea and B.B. their last break out under the stars and moon on a nearly breezeless, quiet night. I could smell the cow manure that hung in the air of Guymon where there were so many cattle in feeding lots being fattened up and awaiting their fate. Oddly, there was no lowing or bawling from them, just the smell of large herds which saturated the air all over this cow nexus. If B.B. could smell them, she wasn’t saying anything to scold them like she did when she barked from the safety of the car. There was no sound save the night insects which were singing their hearts out maybe aware that their season would end soon. My favorite season was just waiting in the wings.

Our little motel provided us a breakfast as part of the deal, so Kel and I walked down to the office where they were serving after I made coffee in the room and had mine as I journaled. I’d already walked and fed the girls on this bright sunny morning. I could still smell the ever-present cow dung which permeated the cool air. I’d served Kel his coffee in bed as I usually did on these dog vacations. He looked forward to the pampering. It had been nearly two months since I’d given him that luxury, so he savored it once again, sipping it slowly and petting the girls near the edge of the bed as they vied for his attention. When we were getting bathed and dressed, we could hear the car engines of other travelers revving up as they pulled out of the parking lot. Check out time was 11:00 but almost everyone left well before that hour. By the time all our stuff was loaded back into the amazing car that holds so much we took off just a bit before the deadline. 

It was a lovely day to drive. Bea and B.B. seemed to enjoy their ride more than usual as B.B. found plenty of cows to upbraid as we rolled along. It was strange how I hadn’t paid much attention to the terrain when we drove through here on our way back from Taos in the summer of 2005. Maybe it was because I was focused more on getting through here as quickly as possible to make it home in time to clean up and hit the bowling alley for our league that this scenery had not imprinted on my brain at all. But now I saw it as if for the first time. Leaving the grass behind, the Oklahoma I knew began to look far more like New Mexico with its red desert land. There were less trees and even some mesas which were the color of red clay. There was also something that passed for smaller mountains jutting up out of nowhere near the state line. This region certainly didn’t look like the Oklahoma I was used to. 

I welcomed the hour we gained after crossing into New Mexico. Since we’d gotten such a late start, I had been counting on that. Along about lunchtime, we stopped at a little town called Springer where there was a sweet little park. It was a good spot to have our luncheon picnic since there were some sturdy tables under leafy trees for shade and a handy restroom. The girls stretched out on the grass and devoured the tidbits of food we tossed to them as their usual little treats. From here it wouldn’t be long before we’d be in Taos.

The rest of our trip was easy, and we arrived at our motel around midafternoon. The sign at the front entrance and office looked the same as when we stayed there on our way back from Cayucos and Big Sur. But when I checked us in the girl at the desk didn’t give me the key to suite 141. I wondered about that but wasn’t worried until I opened the door to our room so I could routinely let the girls in before unloading all our belongings and discovered that this wasn’t at all what we expected. What a shocking surprise! This room wasn’t even a suite — it was much smaller than the beautiful, expansive accommodation we’d stayed in over a year ago, not even close to what I’d booked. Upon sticking his head in the doorway to take a look, Kel was also appalled that we’d been given this shabby, tiny room.

“We’ll have to go right away to the office before we move all our things in and ask them why we were put in this room instead of the nice suite we stayed in before,” he stated flatly.

“Yes, that’s exactly what we need to do. I can’t believe this!” I wailed, my anger and disappointment growing while holding out hope that they’d made a mistake.  

Bea and B.B. sensed right away that something was badly wrong by the tone of our voices. They were sniffing around in the closed-in room by now finding where other dogs had been but stopped and with their ears splayed, tucked their tails as if they were thinking they’d done something wrong. 

Kel and I, too, brought an abrupt halt to unloading the car and walked back to the office which was not far from our room. When we asked the girl who’d just checked us in about our predicament, she explained that since we have dogs with us, we’d have to stay in one of their “dog- friendly” rooms.

“But we stayed in suite 141 back in July of 2005 and had these same two dogs with us that time,” I retorted barely able to keep a lid on my bubbling-below-the-surface-anger.

“Yes, but the motel sold between the time you stayed with us before, and now we have a new owner and manager with a new dog policy. So, we don’t allow dogs to stay in those suites at the back of the motel anymore,” she patiently explained.

Our hearts hit bottom at the same time as we looked sorrowfully at each other. I knew right away that this would be our last time to ever stay in this motel again. But we couldn’t cancel since their cancellation policy on a holiday weekend wouldn’t allow it without forfeiting our deposit as a penalty. We felt we were already being penalized enough for just having our two well-behaved dogs with us. Sorely disappointed, we concluded that we’d just have to make the best of it. There might not be another room available in Taos anyway, since it was a holiday weekend. So, we trudged back to the little cramped quarters we were going to call home for four nights and began slogging through the big unloading process much less enthusiastically than before. In the meantime, Bea and B.B. had found spots to lie down and appeared comfortable in these new digs. 

I glanced around in the small space to try and find places to put all our bags. It was a real feat to fit everything into the rather dark room. The other suite had been so airy, light, and large, and I had imagined being in the pastel colored suite for four nights ever since I had booked it back in early August. Now my dreams were dashed to pieces, shattered like so many shards of Navajo pottery.
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“In the meantime, Bea and B.B. had found spots to lie down and appeared comfortable in these new digs.”
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Once we got everything situated as well as possible within the dinky space, I fed the girls their supper. Then Kel and I walked to a bicycle shop not far away to ask about a map of the area showing some of the routes we might ride. They were quick to furnish us what we needed.

We opened a bottle of wine we’d brought along, meaning to celebrate our first night here. But now it was more to drown our sorrows before setting out to eat at a fine restaurant Kel found on the internet while sipping his glass of pinot noir. Sheva was highly recommended for good vegetarian dishes. It was too far to walk, but we didn’t mind driving there to sample their tasty food.

Due to the mildness of the evening, the hostess seated us outside in their lovely garden area where flowers of all colors were in bloom even this late in the summer. After we began eating, Kel and I spotted the handsome Native American actor Graham Greene entering. We recognized him by his unmistakable face we’d seen in a good number of films such as Dances with Wolves. He has the classic sculpted nose with very kind eyes and long, dark, thick hair which was pulled back in a ponytail. Choosing not to bother him for an autograph since he was obviously just wanting to eat in peace, we left him alone to enjoy his supper, But I could tell by the look he gave us that he knew we’d made him. He smiled at us as he came by our table, then aimed another glance our way conveying that he was truly grateful when we hadn’t jumped up and followed him to hound him for his autograph, making a scene so everyone else would notice that he was dining there and might approach him as well. In my younger days, I might’ve pestered him, but it just didn’t seem right at this time, so I was able to be cool and let him pass without having to get something concrete to take back home. The memory of the grateful expression on his ruddy face was enough for me this time.

Once we consumed our very desirable meals, we drove back to watch some TV in our little dive with the girls. They didn’t have any quarrel with their cramped quarters as they were just glad to have full bellies and a warm place to curl up in their cozy beds to sleep with the ones they loved and who loved them beyond words nearby. A teensy pang of guilt crept into my consciousness at being so spoiled as to still be coveting that suite. But I also felt discriminated against by some new owner/manager who wouldn’t let us stay in the much more attractive, spacious place. Our dear little girls hadn’t damaged it at all when we’d stayed there before. That was what pained me the most. Yet, wishing to not sully and sour our whole trip, I had to try to let go of my anger and frustration. 
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Chapter 2:  Misery Does Love Company
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“This will be a bicycle ride day,” I thought as soon as I awoke after a fitful sleep. 

It was normal for me to never sleep very well on the first night of any of our trips. Looking around the little room again, I remembered where we’d been put, and a bit of displeasure began to try to push out the positive thoughts about what we’d planned to do today. But as I leashed up the girls for their morning exercise, I got hold of it and swept it out of my brain like sweeping a spider out the door. After our fruitful walk in the sunshine dancing down all around the property, I dished up their bowls of food which they promptly refused. This perturbed me because even Bea wouldn’t touch hers. I couldn’t force them to eat — I just had to let that go, too. I made Kel his coffee after I had mine and logged my disappointment in my journal. Writing in that had helped to blow off steam many a time. Then we took the short walk to the office to eat the continental breakfast they put out for their guests.

Kel, looking through the literature from the bicycle shop, had found a ride up to a place called Blueberry Hill. There was nothing spectacular about it, but we did enjoy our seventeen-mile ride which started from right where we were staying. It made me very happy that we didn’t have to drive the bikes somewhere to begin the ride since I always prefer and feel it is much better riding out from where we are staying. It was lucky we got back when we did as not long after we came in the door, it began to thunder with lightning streaking across the sky, then poured down buckets of rain. The girls had eaten their food; their bowls were empty, licked clean. It made me wonder if Bea had eaten both bowls because I hadn’t thought to put B.B.’s up high where her food obsessed sister couldn’t get to it. I could only hope they’d each consumed their own food. The thunder scared B.B. as usual, and she trembled and couldn’t settle down while pacing around in the skimpy space. But it made us feel better that at least we were here to comfort her. Our soothing words did no good at all as she worried and kept up her pacing covering the same miniscule ground over and over until the storm passed.

When the thunder subsided, and we’d bathed and dressed, we walked to a place called Wrappers which we saw as we rode past it earlier. Brimming with sauteed vegetables and cheese, and slathered liberally with salad dressing, we savored their delightful wraps for our late lunch. It was still raining slightly when we went there to eat, but it had quit all the thundering and lightning, so we felt it okay to leave Bea and B.B. at the motel. Making our way over to the town plaza once we ate and the rain completely disappeared, we looked in lots of their alluring shops. Being drawn into a women’s clothing boutique by the stylish apparel I saw in their front windows, I found a sweater that I couldn’t resist buying. It was a sienna brown color with a huge golden collar which had a fall leaf pattern appliqued on it in a darker shade of brown with fringe around the edges. There were two fake pockets on the front in that same golden color with the pattern and fringe as well. The three large buttons were oblong and made of metal. Such a distinctive sweater reflecting my favorite season was appealing to me. It was well worth the expensive price I paid and has stood the test of time as I still wear it today. Kel encouraged me to buy it, too, as he liked the way it looked on me. And I always luxuriate in its lustrous feel, along with the compliments I have gotten on it over the many autumns and winters. It’s a special reminder of Taos and this trip. 

We moved on and saw all kinds of items for sale ranging from the traditional New Mexican Kachina dolls to regular American jeans and goods from all parts of the globe. Tired after so much walking, it was getting near the time to give the girls their outing and feed them supper which I hoped they’d eat. Slowly we made our way back to the motel and our disappointing tiny abode. 
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“The thunder scared B.B.as usual, and she trembled and couldn’t settle down while pacing around in the skimpy space. But it made us feel better that at least we were here to comfort her.”
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“It was still raining slightly when we went there to eat, but it had quit all the thundering and lightning, so we felt it okay to leave Bea and B.B. at the motel.”

Bea and B.B. had been sleeping but woke up immediately when they heard us open the door to the room. They yawned and stretched — happy to come out and walk around in the rain-cleansed air. Then upon our return, they both ate every bite of their food. 

“It’s almost 5:00, so why don’t we have some more of that red wine we brought along? There’s still quite a bit left in the bottle from yesterday,” I suggested. “We could sit outside to drink it if we move the chairs out in front of our door. And the girls could sit with us.”

“Okay, sounds good to me,” Kel agreed.

Using the two small straight-backed chairs, we easily brought them out to sit under the roof in front of the open door. Bea and B.B. were leashed for safety’s sake in case someone came by whom they might run out at, and they quickly sat down right beside us. It was refreshing to get out of that close, suffocating place and breathe the pure air with no dust floating around in it at all due to the cleansing rain. There were no cow manure smells here for which I was thankful, just hints of sage. The air smelled sweet, and the mountains provided majestic beauty to gaze upon as we sat and sipped our wine.

We hadn’t been there long before the door opened on the room right next to ours, and a couple who looked to be about our age hauled out their chairs along with their two dogs and plopped right down next to us. They had wine in glasses as well. Once the dogs were over their territorial initiation of sniffing each other a bit, we became friendly with all four of them. It wasn’t long before our conversation turned to this place and how we were discriminated against due to our dogs staying with us. We told about staying in the larger suite when the venue had been owned by someone else. We recounted our trip to the office yesterday when we’d made our case for staying in that suite again, only to be told about the change in ownership and their “new” dog policy. That couple was as upset as we were since they, too, felt that they’d been singled out and treated differently just for traveling with dogs. All of us agreed that this would be the last time we’d ever stay in this unfair place. 

It was fun to visit with them while venting our anger and frustration to each other — misery does love company. However, we didn’t spend the whole time whining and consoling one another over the hurt we felt had been done to us but spoke about other things like where we were from, other places we’d traveled with our dogs, our dogs’ names and breeds and just small talk about what we liked to do when we traveled. Of course, I gave my standard answer when the subject of breeds came up — Shep-peis — a combination I made up of German Shepherd and Shar Pei. I don’t remember what breeds their dogs were, but I do think they were purebred — maybe Cocker Spaniels. Ironically, I’m not sure that we even exchanged our own names. Nearly an hour flew by before it was time to think about walking the girls again and hunting for a restaurant in which to eat our supper. 

Since the days were growing shorter, the sun had gone down when we walked our Little Sweeties over to the Historic Old Town Plaza and took them around the entire square where they saw all the shops and places to eat. Their eyes lit up as they took in all the different sights and smells. It was fun to watch them gaze in wonder at the tantalizing items in the store windows as we looked everything over with them. Observing Miss Bea’s slower pace, we could tell she was tiring, so we walked back in the darkness to the teensy room and let them in to stay there and rest with the TV on while we set out again to eat at a Mexican restaurant which we’d seen on our earlier walk. 

But when we got to Torobio’s it had closed as it was well past the dinner hour by now. There was nothing left to do but turn back towards our motel to look for a restaurant that was still open. 

As the wraps had been eaten so much earlier in the day, we were both hungry and the wine had contributed to whetting our appetites. So, we were gratified when we found a different Mexican diner open where we could eat a trusty, fulfilling dinner before settling back inside with the girls for a smattering of TV. The day had been fun, and there was the promise of more amusing activities to do tomorrow. The sting of this small, dark chamber was lessening.
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Chapter 3: Making the Best of Our Predicament
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After taking the girls for their morning walk all around the area with a deliberate long pause out in front of the desired suite 141, they ate without me having to beg them. I had my coffee and wrote of the previous day’s events before serving up Kel’s hazelnut delight to him in bed. The sun was climbing the September sky reaching out its lanky rays and warming up the land making it a convivial day to ride. 

Once again, the entertainment would begin with another bicycle ride over to a small town outside of Taos called Arroyo Seco, which in English means dry stream. Again, we could pedal out right from the motel, so we wouldn’t have to drive the bikes to a starting point. This made me happy because loading the bikes on the back of the car and then taking them off once we got to where we wanted to begin our ride always lengthened the time we were gone. Or at least it seemed that way to me since it took us away from Bea and B.B. longer — that I didn’t like. 

The highway wasn’t crowded towards Arroyo Seco on a Saturday as we rode swiftly through Taos. Much of the populace must’ve been sleeping later than on a regular weekday, and this was a longer weekend as Monday was Labor Day. There was a wide shoulder, so we didn’t ever feel threatened by the few cars passing us. Our ride was freedom on wheels and carefree, as the breeze tickled us through our helmets and our bicycle clothing which wicked our sweat away. It wasn’t a real hot morning so there wasn’t a whole lot of sweat anyway. Time seemed to fly, and it didn’t take us long to reach the little village and pull up to park our bicycles where we could attach the locks then walk around and look in their stores which had opened by now.

Lucky we rode our bicycles, seeing how parking spaces were at a premium. The community was jam-packed due to the many people who were here to celebrate the Bicentennial of this very old town. The festive atmosphere was palpable throughout the village with music playing, the smells of food in the booths lining the main street, and laughter and chatter ringing from everywhere with cheerful people gathered in a celebratory mood. The merriment was catching from these jovial attendees who had come to this little burg just for the fiesta that day. It was our good fortune to have landed here at the perfect time, and we reveled in the carnival-like atmosphere and activities. 

Besides all the booths lining the streets that were brimming with food and drink or a great variety of handmade items or artwork, there were cute little shops selling all sorts of clothing, pottery, gifts, and other assorted trinkets where we walked in and browsed. Before setting off again towards another small town by the name of Arroyo Hondo, which means deep stream in English, we stopped at a little café to sit at one of their umbrella tables and rest briefly while having a treat. 

The next village was as sleepy as the first had been bustling. Choosing not to stop, as there was nothing much to see, we just kept riding on back to Taos and our motel while noticing there were dark storm clouds beginning to appear and build overhead. 

Once again getting back to the girls in the nick of time before a drenching rainstorm hit, I was able to take our Little Sweeties out of the cramped cubicle for a short walk so they could relieve themselves with lightning streaking across the wild, darkening sky just as the first thunder sounded in the distance. B.B. began to tremble with that first loud crack and tried to hurry us along tugging on her leash harder to get back inside the room. Bea was unfazed and plodded slowly by the lagoon in the rear almost as if she intentionally wanted to keep B.B. from getting into the room quickly. I chalked it up to her way of exerting a little power over the one who could out jump, outrun, and move around better in general. There was one thing Bea did better than B.B. — eat, and thunderstorms seldom bothered her. When we finally did get back into our tiny place, B.B. couldn’t settle down and began her relentless pacing throughout the inadequate space as she’d done the day before.

The thunder and lightning were ruthless with the rain pouring down like a genuine gully washer the whole time Kel and I were taking turns bathing in the little bathroom. My thoughts couldn’t help but flow with the rain back to the crowd in Arroyo Seco (that dry stream town) who must’ve been being pelted and all their booths drowned by now. I blamed this huge rain on their festival, since it seemed to me more times than not, when a big outdoor event was planned it would pour rain on it, washing it out. B.B. was inconsolable no matter what we said or did and shook like an old lady with palsy until the storm eventually moved on.

After it had slacked off enough to go somewhere, we took the girls in the car with us to a clothing store called Bluefish where I could shop for some pants to go with my beautiful new sweater I’d just purchased. Running earlier through the catalog in my brain of the clothing I had at home I came to the conclusion that I had nothing at all in the way of pants or skirts which would match that gorgeous sweater. So, I checked online to see what women’s clothing stores were in Taos that might have just what I was looking for. Bluefish was too far to walk on the opposite side of town from our motel. The area where it was located had a large yard with thick grass and flowers where Kel walked around with the girls letting them smell the clean, fresh scents of the rain-soaked flowers while I went inside the boutique and found a pair of pants that might do. I took the sweater along to try with the pants which were very balloon like and billowy in a pale yellow color that worked with the golden hue in the collar and fake pockets of the sweater, not perfectly, but close enough. I decided on them after looking around and finding nothing else.

Driving back into town after I bought the pants, we parked close to the plaza, so we could walk around a little more with the “Bestest Dogs in the Whole Wide World” since it was their vacation, too, and they’d been cooped up more than we in that dank, runty room. Their outing in the yard at the clothing store had been too short. They were fascinated exploring all the endless smells of Taos and the crisp, clean air now that the dust was settled by the rain. Their noses were working overtime, sometimes stopping for what seemed like a full five minutes to sniff a particularly enticing spot or pointing them straight up to catch a scent on the light breeze wafting their way. It was pleasurable to us just watching them, and they always brought a smile to our faces.  

Upon coming to a coffee store called The World Cup, Kel said, “I’d like to get a specialty coffee, if that’s okay with you.”

“Sure, we can all sit under the awning. I see a vacant bench there in front of the place. Go on in and get whatever you want while I sit here with Bea and B.B. and save you a seat,” I responded, knowing how much Kel loved to get coffee in the midafternoons when it was cool and cloudy. 

It was something we’d done in Belgium and Amsterdam almost every day to give us a little caffeine lift. A cookie, which they referred to as a biscuit, came with the expresso we bought around 3:00. Over there that was traditional with the natives of Belgium and Holland, and we had a good time embracing their tradition. No “biscuits” here though.

When he came back out with his steaming demitasse of espresso and sat down, I took my turn and ordered a Diet Coke to sip while we all sat squeezed together cozily under the roof. The girls made themselves right at home near our feet as they lay down with their heads on their front paws closing their eyes to relax. It was a behavior we’d seen a multitude of times at home or wherever they were if they felt comfortable.

Other people who came to share the benches and drink their coffee admired and petted them. Bea and B.B
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