
     I don’t remember much of that day. But I remember the searing cold that burned my face. I 
remember the thick snow that made me lift high my bone weary feet, step by step. I remember 
the stiffness of my fingers and toes, numb and frostbitten. And I remember the warmth that 
started to kindle around me and knowing I was going to die, but I was too tired to care. If I had 
to die, I would rather die in that beautiful ice cave of calm and deceit than the Indian camp 
where I would be sacrificed as an offering. 

     I stumbled about in the snow as the sun was setting, and I knew that night would be my 
last. 

     But behold! A small lonely cabin, tucked into the trees. If I had been thinking clearly, I 
would’ve rejoiced and sung despite my parched throat. But in my condition, it was all I could do 
to collapse at the door step. 

     The old man told me later that his dog had been running outside and found me there. I owe 
my life to that dog! He gave several howls and woofs and began to lick my face furiously.  

     The dear man could not lift me, so he dragged me inside next to the fire and stripped me to 
my underclothes. He rubbed my limbs and his husky licked my face over and over. I had been 
inside for over two hours when I woke and the old man was still rubbing me next to the fire and 
the dog was still licking my swollen, chapped face. My eyes were burning, so the man placed 
warm rags over them, mercifully blocking out the painful light. 

     I fell asleep and woke the next morning when the sun was high. To my surprise and 
somewhat relief, the man said he had already removed two toes and my little finger on my left 
hand and nothing more was needed. He said he wasn’t a certified doctor but a dear friend had 
taught him how to work in emergencies. And thank God he did! 

     I asked his name and he said to call him Jackson. I do not know if that was his first or last 
name or his name at all, and now I wish I would have pressed him a little harder, for now I have 
no way to track him.

     By the end of my two weeks there, that small cabin became more of a home to me than my 
mother’s house ever was. The memories are still clear in my head, for I don’t believe the good 
things will ever pass from this earth completely, in fact, that is the reason I am writing this story 
for you, so the good deed of Jackson is not forgotten. 

     The cabin was made out of oak logs, stacked in the shape of a box. The chimney was made 
of stones. Almost everything inside had been made by Jackson, the bed, the sofa, the benches, 
the shelves, the mantle, the rug, the wooden mugs, the carved animals that sat on the shelves and 
table, and the cabinets on the walls, and of course much of the furniture, Jackson told me, was 
made in his younger years when chopping and sawing woods was no difficulty. With all of this, 
the cabin was rather crowded, but just the right size for Jackson and his husky. The smells were 
of wood and the fire. The meals were simple but filling. The cabin was always warm and 
comfortable. And almost always, except in mid summer, Jackson told me, one could look out the 
window and see a blanket of soft snow. That was the way he liked it. He was a loner, not 
comfortable around society, yet he was most courteous and kind. He has proven to me that one 
does not need society to learn how to be polite. I miss the old man greatly, and I wish I could 
find more people with simple honor and love like that man.

     When I left, Jackson piled me with more provisions than I needed and made sure my limbs 
were recovering and suited for travel. He sent me off feeling like his son. 

     Two years later, when I had become wealthy with my business ventures, I bought a hardy 
horse and provisions and found that winter hideaway again. But to my great grief and worry, I 
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found the house empty and cold. However, I found his dog. The large burly husky was hard to 
coax to me, a sign that he hadn’t seen a human in awhile. But after he came to me he was tame 
as a kitten, and he led me to a cave in the woods. There I found a female dog, at least halfway 
husky, and, to my delight, many young pups around three months old. They were terrified of me 
at first and the female wouldn’t let me touch them for three days. 

     When I left them a week later, I took the brightest eyed, husky-looking pup of the bunch, 
as I believe Jackson would’ve liked. And I visited the log cabin one last time and took one of the 
wooden mugs and a carved eagle. I never went back to that place. As I left, I looked back and 
saw the sun setting and covering the cabin in a red glow, bright upon the snow. 

     I tried for four years to track down Jackson, but without success. Now he is only a 
memory. 

     Old Voyage, my dear companion, is still walking by my side with the possessiveness of a 
loyal friend, though he cannot run anymore. His daughter is much more able, and when Voyage 
does leave me, for he must sometime, Journey will be much comfort in my grief. When I too 
pass away I wish to be buried there, in that lonely retreat, for there I would have died long ago, 
had it not been for Jackson. 


