
bunny or a squirrel, but I can 
always count on him returning 
within a minute or two. But as 
one minute turned into five 
and five into ten, panic and 
self-doubt set in. Any trust in 
myself and the decisions I had 
made in the last three months 
were quickly slipping away. 

Of course there was the fear 
of my dog being lost in territo-
ry he was not familiar with, 
but my mind also went to, 
“Holly crap, I just spent the 
day telling the world I am 
starting a dog hiking business 
and before I even started, I’ve 
lost my own dog.” 

That was only the beginning of 
the negative talk as my mind 
took me to, “Who do you 
think you are leaving a secure 
job to start a business.”…and 
then there was the classic, 
“What will people think.”  

Continued on reverse…... 

 

Lessons On The Trail  

One month ago on Septem-
ber 24th, I released Muddy 
Paws Adventures out into the 
world. It was an exciting day. 
My website went live, I dis-
tributed flyers, brochures and 
business cards, I sent out 
press kits and introduced 
myself to other dog-related 
businesses in the community. 
The day was going smoothly 
and it felt liberating to put 
myself out there.  

On my list of things to do that 
day was to visit the bank to 
set up a Muddy Paws Adven-
tures’ business account. I had 
an hour to burn before my 
appointment, so I thought I 
would take the opportunity 
to explore some new trail 
territory with Charlie, my 
beagle-lab cross. 

I decided to head to Panuke 
Lake. It was a beautiful, sun-
ny, warm day and I thought 
Charlie might like to dip his 
toes in the water. We headed 
down a trail that ran parallel 
with the lake. The trail ended 
before we knew it, but the 
woods were filled with tall 

spruce trees and the ground 
was void of any low lying 
brush making it easy to walk 
through. I figured as long as 
I stayed parallel with the 
lake, I would be safe from 
losing my way. 

As we picked our way 
through the woods, we 
came to a rocky stream that 
required some fancy foot-
work. While working my 
way across the stream, I was 
thinking about what a ride 
the last three months had 
been leaving my job of 15 
years and living the dream, 
scary as it was, of launching 
my own business. What I 
didn’t realize was that while 
I was in deep contemplation 
for those few seconds, Char-
lie had decided to go on his 
own little adventure. When I 
reached the other side of 
the stream, I looked up to 
check on his where-a-bouts 
and realized he was no-
where in sight.  

It’s not unusual for Charlie 
to take the odd detour in 
hopes of catching up with a 
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Making New 

Friends 

One of the great things Muddy  

Paws Adventures has done for 

me is it has put me out in my 

community like never before.  

I’m not a shy person, but I’m 

not exactly an extrovert either, 

so the thought of “cold call-

ing” was not something I was 

looking forward to.  But in 

order to get my business off 

the ground, it meant visiting 

local kennels, groomers, dog 

trainers and vet clinics.  So, 

how did I work-up the courage 

to start knocking on doors?  I 

took some advice from a very 

good friend and removed the 

focus from myself and put it 

on the reasons for the busi-

ness -  to bring balance and 

happiness to dogs and give 

some peace of mind to dog 

owners.  Once I focused on the 

“why” instead of the “what”, it 

was easy peasy to step out of 

my comfort zone. The best 

part is I’ve made some great 

new friends in Hants County 

like Sonia from Edward Scisso-

rhounds, Heather from What’s 

Going On, Bob from Lietash 

and some caring members of 

the Mt. Uniacke community 

who came to my rescue one 

day...More on that in the next 

issue of Paws For Balance!  
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Charlie’s Featured Friend… 

Charlie’s got lots of good buddies to share adventures with including 

“Rueben”, a 3 year-old English Setter.   Reuben enjoys  Phezy hunting 

with his dad, stealing turkey legs at Christmas, and curling up with his 

favourite human, Jeannine.  



Arm Charms 

Bailey’s adventures.  While 
they were a little disappoint-
ed Bailey didn’t take her first 
swim in their pool,  they were 
amazed to see  that she was 
capable of doing anything big 
dogs could.  

Bailey comes and stays with 
us a couple of times a year 
now, and while I haven’t 
completely convinced my 
friends that their arm charm 
is in fact a dog, they do ap-
preciate the things Bailey has 
learned during her time with 
us.  They have accepted that 
the pink bow mysteriously 
disappears on the first day of 
each of her stays; that unless 
it is 10 below, she will not be 
wearing clothing;  and that 
her pristine white coat may 
be a little discoloured on 
their return.  They have will-
ingly traded their urban arm 
charm for a happy, adventur-
ess, confidence canine that is 
only too happy to get a little 
dirty.  

-  

I’ve had the pleasure of taking 
care of many dogs over the 
years, but when a friend asked 
me to take in their city dog, a 
toy poodle,  for two weeks 
while they went on vacation, It 
wasn’t without some hesita-
tion.  I was used to dogs of a 
more “rugged” nature – ones 
that were independent and 
could find their way around a 
trail.  What was I going to do 
with an “arm charm” for two 
weeks?  Was she going to want 
to sit in my lap and be carried 
everywhere?  The answer was 
yes….until she discovered she 
was a dog.   

Bailey arrived for her two-
week stay at our hobby farm 
fresh from the groomers fash-
ioning a pink bow at the top of 
her head.   We welcomed Bai-
ley with open arms and bid 
farewell to our friends as they 
headed out on their vacation.  
It wasn’t soon after they left 
that I realized Bailey seemed 
most content when she was in 
our lap or being carried from 
place to place.  She wasn’t 
terribly motivated to do much 
on her own, so I thought I 
would try a little canine experi-
ment.   

The first thing that went was 
her fashion accessories. I 

selfishly did not cut out her 
lap privileges, but I did start 
making her use her own four 
legs to get from point A to 
point B.  I also started taking 
her on hikes with my own 
dog, Charlie.   We condensed 
them somewhat to compen-
sate for her size, but during 
the hikes, she was left to walk 
on her own four paws. 

I could tell by the look in her 
big dark eyes that she felt out 
of her comfort zone on more 
than one occasion, but she 
always embraced whatever 
challenge I put in front of her. 
It wasn’t long before Bailey 
started realizing her own dog-
gy potential.  She started 
putting her ears, eyes and 
nose to good use chasing bugs 
in the hay field.  She learned 
how to fetch pebbles on the 
beach by watching Charlie. 
And to my surprise, she dis-
covered that not only were 
her  legs made for walking, 
but they worked just as well in 
water.  While wading in calf-
deep water one day, I felt a 
bump on my leg and it was 
the arm charm paddling 
through the cove like she was 
born to swim.  

Every day, I sent my friends 
daily updates and photos of 

Lessons On The 

Trail….continued 

As my mind went into full throttle, 
I spent the next 15 minutes re-
peatedly screaming for Charlie at 
the top of my lungs. I can only 
compare it to a mother screaming 
for her missing child. It was a 
whole new level of panic for me. 
Not because it was the first time 
he took a detour from a hike, but 
it was the first time he took one 
as Chief Executive Trail Dog of 
Muddy Paws Adventures….to be 
opened and closed for business 
on the same day.  

Once I could scream no more, I 
took a deep breath and decided 
to put a plan in place. I would 
start retracing the steps we took 
in hopes he may have gone back 
to the truck.  

As soon as I took that deep breath 
and started back, who should 
appear….but Charlie. No worse 
for wear, not a care in the world, 
just happy to be living in the mo-
ment as dogs do so well.  

My immediate reaction wasn’t 
exactly what I expected. While I 
was relieved to see him reappear, 
I also wasn’t surprised. As if de-
spite all the drama my mind creat-
ed in those 15 minutes, I knew 
deep down that he would return. 
That, like in the last three months 
I had trusted myself to follow my 
heart, I trusted that Charlie would 
find his way back. 

So, what did I learn from that 
horrifying 15 minutes on my first 
day in business? That worry, self-
doubt and fear are not worth the 
brain drain. That I can accept fear 
and self-doubt will pop-up daily, 
but that they are not my reality. 
They are only thoughts. That my 
reality is to trust myself and trust 
what I create.....And to trust that 
if I care about something greater 
than my fears, it will be success-
ful.  

So Charlie, thanks for the lesson in 
trust and for contributing to a 
memorable first day for Muddy 
Paws Adventures. I owe you one.  

 
 

 

 

 
Owner/Operator:  Linda Townsend 

Chief Executive Trail Dog:  Charlie 

muddypawsadventures.com 

linda@muddypawsadventures.com 

902-790-1490 

Visit us on Facebook!!!  

Baily, The Arm Charm   


