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Maggie's Averill Adventure 
Is it a Vermont thing? Dogs in stores? 

We have a black lab. Her name is Maggie. She's a year and a half, very 
friendly and loveable. When we stopped in at Lakeview Store in Averill 
on our annual vacation, Dave, the owner, was tell ing us about Fraser, a 
black lab who had visited the store. Dave enjoyed meeting Fraser so much 
he snapped a photo and posted it on Facebook. He said dogs and other 
animals were welcome at the store. I was surprised by this since so few 
establishments back home welcome pets. If I had the opportunity, I wanted 
to bring Maggie into the store to meet Dave. And vice versa, of course. 

So at 7:30 this morning I decided to run the helpful errand of driving to 
the store to buy milk for the kids' morning cereal. Seeing as we are leaving 
for home tomorrow, I wouldn't need to buy a full gallon. Who wants to cart 
an almost full gallon of milk home to Connecticut? Since I only needed one 
item, this was the perfect errand to run with the dog. 

Maggie was sining on the porch with a mangled old tennis ball in her 
mouth. waiting for someone to play with her, when I asked her if she wanted 
to go for a ride. She dropped the ball, stood up, and walked to the car. I 
made sure I had the leash. She jumped in the back, and we were off. 

It's a couple miles to the store. Maggie stuck her head out the open window, 
takmg in the sights and smells of this unfamiliar mountain territory. When 
I pulled into the parking lot, I scanned it to get an idea of how many people 
(and possibly canines) we'd encounter. Dave's green pickup sat in front of 
his house, his long old black Cadillac pulled off to the side. Guess it was 
early enough, there were no customers to contend with yet. I got out and got 
my bearings. I looked at Maggie, eager as ever in the backseat. She would 
need a leash. If I opened the door without her tied, she'd dart off, and I 
might not be able to rein her in again. 

As I lingered by the car, another pickup drove in, parking close to the 
entrance. Customers. I took my time, allowing them ample opportunity to 
get m the store before I released the hound. Not enough time, though. I 
stalled as long as I could, but one of the men remained just outside the 
entrance. 

I carefully opened the car door, clipped the leash to Maggie's collar, 
keeping it short enough to control. She jumped out of the car and darted 
behind my car to the garage and made her way around the yard, sniffing 
everywhere. I kept a steady hold on the leash. She pulled. Hard. This was 
gomg to be a challenge. She went everywhere, but I coaxed her to the door. 
The man was still standing there. Work pants. tee shirt, ball cap. Older man. 
He smiled when he saw Maggie and reached out to pet her. Being the love 
that she is, she accepted the greeting 

"I used to have a dog like that. Someone poisoned her. She used to root 
around in the neighbor 's garbage," he said. 

What 1s 11 about animals that makes people open up? Humans wall cut 
ri&ht through the superflc1al layer of smal I talk when they are petting a dog's 
head and reveal their deepest huru to a complete stranger Maybe it's the 
eyes People Just want to be honest when they are look mg a dog in the eye. 
Maybe investigators should use dogs when they interrogate criminals 

I was going to let the man go in ahead of me, but the dog was pulling on 
the leash. so in we went. The man's traveling companion was already at the 
register chatting with Dave. 

Dave looked over and greeted Maggie before he even realized her owner 
had indeed accompanied her to the store. • 

"I know who this is. This must be Fraser," Dave said. reaching down to 
pet her. 

"No. this is Maggie," I smiled. 
Truth be told, up until we adopted Maggie a year and a half ago, I'd 

never owned a dog. I grew up with cats. Well, not cats as in crazy numbers 
of felines climbing out of the woodwork. We had one at a time. Quiet cats 
that kept to themselves, cleaned themselves, and, when both human and cat 
were in agreement, came around for some attention. 

Dogs. my husband had continually assured me, were differern. Dogs were 
a part of the family. They did not keep to themselves. They always made 
their presence known. If you were having a rough day, a dog would be there 
to console you, whereas a cat could not be bothered and would saunter off 
to a windowsill to ignore the world. 

Oh. yes, my husband knew all about dogs. He grew up with them. Three 
at a time. They each had their own personality. When we got married and 
for several years into our life together, he missed having a dog around. He 
wanted me to experience the joy of dog friendship. I was stalwart. I needed 
to make sure I could handle our three human kids before I would agree to 
such a commitment, joy or no. ~ - ~ 
It took him over twenty years of 
lobbying for me to finally agree 
to invite a dog into our family. 
And here I was taking that lucky 
dog, Maggie Long Time Com in', 
on a family errand. 

The man waiting at the register 
reminded Dave to tend to his 
customers first before playing 
with his new animal friend. So 
man and dog separated to tend to 
the business at hand. 

Maggie sniffed all around the 
small store. I thought for sure 
she'd clear the bottom shelves 
and jump up to the higher ones. 
She didn't, but she was clearly 

excited to be trusted in a space L ___ -===~===:=:=:d with such enticing merchandise. 
We continued to check out the store while Dave helped the two men. They 
bought maple syrup ( of course they did; this is Vermont) After a little banter 
amongst them. Dav; rang them up. Then he gave Maggie his full attention, 
pening her head and lening her smell his hand. 

"I know how to make friends with dogs," he said as he disappeared into 
the house adjoining the store. 

He returned with a handful of meat, squaned down in front of Maggie, and 
offered her the shnedded beef from last night's dinner. She loved it Dave 
wanted to take a picture of her for his Facebook page. It took some coaxing 
(and some more brisket), and Dave holding her leash while I snapped the 
photo, but we managed. 

I saved my purchase for the very last moment. Dave only carries quarts of 
milk at the store. Good thing. too, because I hadn't anticipated how difficult 
it was going to be to hold the leash with the sixty pounds of Maggie and one 
hundred percent of her determination while exiting the store, going down 
three wooden steps, wearing a skirt and flip flops. with a milk jug in hand. 
It was all I could do to keep from slipping. 

We did it, though. The three of us • Maggie, milk, and mom • made it 
to the car relatively no worse for wear. Lucky for me, Maggie loves to 
ride in the car almost as much as she enjoys meeting new people. My first 
experience bringing her into a store was probably just as exciting for me as 
it was for her. She had the opportunity to sniff out a new place and make 
friends. I had the opportunity to witness the extraordinary power of animals 
to elicit the very best in humans. There's something about them that makes 
us want to open up and be ourselves. Not just with the dog, but with each 
other Maybe it's because we have to bend over to pet a dog. We can't be 
standing tall and proud if we want to make a canine friend. Funny but it 
seems when we give up a linle of our pride, we gain a little more humanity. 

I'm sure we'll be back to visit the store again next Fourth of July. Dave, 
get the brisket ready. 

Amy Nicholson 
Northfield. Connecticut 


