
10 JIM: THE BACKWOODS POLICE DOG

or a bull moose, till at last, in the early prime 
of her adventurous career, she was shot by an 
angry game warden for her depredations 
among the deer and the young caribou.

Jim’s father was a splendid and pedigreed 
specimen of the old English sheep-dog. From 
a litter of puppies of this uncommon parent
age, Tug Blackstock, the Deputy Sheriff of 
Nipsiwaska County, chose out the one that 
seemed to him the likeliest, paid Black 
Saunders a sovereign for him, and named him 
Jim. To Tug Blackstock, for some unfath
omed reason, the name of “ Jim’’ stood for 
self-contained efficiency.

It was efficiency, in chief, that Tug Black- 
stock, as Deputy Sheriff, was after. He had 
been reading, in a stray magazine with torn 
cover and much-thumbed pages, an account of 
the wonderful doings of the trained police 
dogs of Paris. The story had fired his imagi
nation and excited his envy.

There was a lawless element in some of the 
outlying corners of Nipsiwaska County, with 
a larger element of yet more audacious law
lessness beyond the county line from which 
to recruit. Throughout the wide and mostly 
wilderness expanse of Nipsiwaska County the 
responsibility for law and order rested almost


