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Dagny is a freelance writer based in  

Steamboat Springs, CO. She earned her 

MFA from Naropa University and has been  

published in various regional magazines  

including Steamboat Magazine, Mountain 

House and Home, Homelink Magazine and 

The Steamboat Local.  She plays with dogs 

any chance she gets. Her column Audrey 

Rose makes her want to dance every time 

she writes it.  She loves words, people and 

the wildest places she can find, whether 

those are inside people or behind a bend  

in a trail.
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Dagn y McK in le y
Colorado boasts fifty-four peaks reaching over 

14,000 feet. Throughout the state, open valleys, 

fields, cirques, peaks and hills fill the landscape. 

In the winter blankets of snow fall, creating a 

winter wonderland that begs to be explored. 

After six years of living in Steamboat Springs, 

I found a new way of exploring the beauty of 

Colorado. 

My love of dogs led me to answer an ad in the 

paper for a dog sledding guide. I didn’t know 

anything about sledding, but after my first 

trip to the kennel, I knew I had to be there —  

whatever it took. 

When temperatures dropped below freezing,  

I wanted to quit. But, the colder the weather, 

the happier the dogs. Their infectious energy, 

spirit and joy brought a new dimension to my 

life. This book shares a few of the wild hearts 

I came to know in one of the most beautiful  

pristine environments I have ever encountered.

Dog Sle dding t h e Rock ie s
$34.9 5

“It’s about being with the animals. I’ve 
learned more than I could have imagined.” 
- Stacey Petty, Alpine Adventures

“I love getting into the backcountry with 
eight or ten of my best (dog) friends.” 
- Chantal Wood, Wintermoon

“Serendipitous desperation got me into dog sledding but people’s reactions their first time 
with the dogs...that’s what keeps me going.” - Becky Barkman, Lucky Cat Dog Farm
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T         he grace and beauty of sled dogs fills my heart with awe. 

For a year I’ve spent time with over a hundred dogs. I’ve 

watched puppies grow up and run for the first time. I’ve watched  

veterans keep teams steady when they run. I’ve had more hugs 

than I can remember — from the dogs. No matter what happens 

in my life, the dogs are quick to give a wag of a tail and a lick, or 

a rub against my face. This book shares the beauty and spirit that 

has touched the depths of my soul.



O ut of the shadows of dawn, shapes appear.   

 Some mornings exhaustion sets in after a 

night of howling at the moon. Other days the dog’s 

energy can’t be contained and they race in circles 

around their kennels, nip and play with the dogs near 

them. Tails wag and dogs jump on the roofs of their 

shelters for a better view.  

Bandit loves to greet strangers with an  

upraised paw, his way of waving to 

people, beckoning them closer for 

a pet or a snuggle.



B efore anyone shows  

      up, before the 

sound of a car can be heard 

by human ears, Darryl begins 

his warble. Sometimes it takes 

two or three times before the 

rest of the kennel catches on: 

people are coming. The warble 

turns into a howl. The howl 

ripples through the kennel 

until over a hundred voices 

join the chorus. As the sun 

comes up over the hill to start 

a fresh morning, the choir 

reaches a crescendo then  

dies as suddenly as it began.



M any a winter morning covers bushes and grasses with 

hoar frost. Nature’s icy fingers don’t miss a single dog 

either. Icicles cling to eyelashes, hang onto fur and whiskers. 

The thicker the coat the more the frost takes hold and a  

dog with black fur, like Danny, turns a silvery gray before  

the sun reaches up to melt it off.







W hen the sleds come out of the 

shed, the dogs know they will 

run. It’s hard to get them to settle 

down as guests filter in. Every dog 

wants to go and the excitement  

manifests itself in different ways for 

each dog. Annabelle rolls on her back 

while other dogs bark incessantly, 

some tremble, some run in circles.


