
Gift from the Ozarks
By Jim Warnock



Bob and Jim were good friends and hiked many trails together. Jim wanted to hike the 180-mile Ozark 
Highlands Trail and asked Bob if he would join him. Jim’s wife liked Bob because he was a paramedic 
and knew a lot about the outdoors.  

Starting at the beginning



The Ozark Highlands Trail was beautiful in winter. Ice crystals and formations could 
be seen along the trail.  



When conditions were right, frost flowers formed early in the morning. When the sun came up, their 
fragile shapes melted into the soil.



Bob and Jim walked through foggy drizzle early in the 16-day hike, but crisp and cold 
sunny days followed. 



At the end of each day, they built a warm fire and prepared a hot meal. They walked 10-14 miles each 
day and needed lots of food for energy.



One night a raging thunderstorm blew through. The next morning, Spirits Creek was high and moving 
fast. Bob and Jim were very careful as they crossed while admiring a waterfall flowing from a nearby 
bluff. 



After a long and rainy day, they camped at the Rock House to dry out. The Rock House was built 
about 100 years ago by men cutting trees in the area to make crossties for railroads. The old Rock 
House was later used by a preacher who spent nights there when riding his horse from one church 
to another. 

Bob in his sleeping bag inside the Rock 
House



One night, Bob and Jim were setting up their tents close to mile marker 138 when they heard a dog 
barking. A mangy black dog came up to their camp like she wanted to be friends. Bob and Jim didn’t 
have any dog food, so they tried to get her to go away, but she curled up in the leaves and spent a cold 
night next to their tents. 



Bob and Jim didn’t feed the dog because they knew this would make her follow them and they thought 
she would die from the exertion. However, the dog crossed freezing creeks and continued to follow 
them for 14 miles throughout the day. That evening, Bob and Jim started sharing their beef jerky in 
hopes that it would keep her alive. 

beef jerky 



When they reached the Buffalo River and a place called the “Narrs” (for “Narrows”) they took turns 
climbing up for the view so the other person could keep the dog safe at the bottom.  



When Bob and Jim reached Richland Creek, the water was cold and swift. They searched for a place 
to cross that was safe, thinking the dog would probably get washed away or refuse to continue. 

The dog barked a few minutes and then plunged in. When she finally got to the other side, Bob and 
Jim clapped and cheered as she came walking up, wet from head to toe. They respected her 
persistence and determination. 



On their last night on the Ozark Highlands Trail, Jim worried that the dog might die. He spread his 
sleeping pad out to protect her from the cold ground. The next morning she was still alive, but her 
eyes were sunken and looked sad. 



When Jim got back to his hometown, he took the dog to a veterinarian, Dr. Green and asked, 
“Can she be saved?” because she looked so ill. Dr. Green said, “I’m not sure.” Jim said, “Let’s 
go ahead and treat her and see how she does.” He wondered if she would survive. He knew 
that her death would make him sad because he had grown to like her on the trail. 



After several days of good food and lots of petting and brushing, Jim took the dog to the Lake Alma 
Trail after a snow. She was excited to be back on the trail and ran, licking the snow as she went. 
Friends said her name should be Hiker-dog. Jim started taking Hiker-dog to the trail every day, and 
she grew stronger. 



Before long, Jim took Hiker-dog on a camping trip on the Ozark Highlands Trail. She loved it! 



Jim began to think of Hiker-dog as 
his personal trainer. She was 
always ready to hit the trails, and 
this made Jim go hiking more often. 
He got stronger as Hiker-dog 
improved and they became the best 
of friends. Hiker-dog was Jim’s 
special gift from the Ozarks. 

That’s the story of how Hiker-dog found her home. She now has important work to do as she runs the 
trails and watches over her family’s house. She likes to play tug the rope and roll in the grass. Most of 
all, she loves to play with children and friends on the trails.  



Jim and Hiker-dog spent two years scouting and writing about trails in the Ozarks of Arkansas and 
Missouri. Hiker-dog loved exploring new trails and she was good company to Jim as he took photos 
and wrote about what he saw. They eventually completed a book about forty-three of the best trails 
called, Five Star Trails: The Ozarks. 

https://www.amazon.com/Five-Star-Trails-Spectacular-Arkansas-Missouri/dp/1634040104/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&qid=1488485577&sr=8-4&keywords=The+Ozarks+trail+guide


When Jim sent photos to the publisher for the book 
cover, they said, “We like the one with the pooch in the 
picture.” Hiker-dog went from being homeless, and 
close to death, to being the “covergirl” on a book about 
Ozark trails where she once was lost. 



Visit OzarkMountainHiker.com to follow Hiker-dog’s 
adventures. Thank you for reading her story. 

https://ozarkmountainhiker.com/

