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sell tangerine-
scented soaps
and poodle
biscuits. Fab-
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junker snowmobile, and uses duct tape to fix everything.
Simple. Frugal. You could say the same thing about his
bar, Silver Moon Brewing, which ain't no fancy brewpub
with $15 fish and chips. His joint is a slice of grit spliced
onto polished Bend. Everything is secondhand: the keg-
erator, the lamps, the 20-inch disco ball. The pool tables
and foosball are free. Seven taps run frothy with unfil-
tered ambers, porters, and ales made from unprocessed
whole-flower hops. Pints are $2.50 on Mondays. Try the
Wookie Oatmeal Stout. —TIM NEVILLE

#24 YOU CAN CET A BURGER

WITH BACON AND HAM.
MOOSE JAW, FRISCO, COLORADO

#25 MARGARITAS
TASTEBETTER
AFTER SKIING.

MARTINI TREE, TAOS,
NEW MEXICO ONE MILE
WEST, MOUNT
SUNAPEE, NEW HAMPSHIRE
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~=e«  #26 COUGARS.
- CANYON INN, SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH
The Canyon Inn, at the mouth of Utah’s Little Cottonwood Canyon, hasa
reputation for cougar hunts—older women preying on naive ski bums like
myself. The Inn pushes Coors Light, has steel-plated walls, and attracts
snowboarders with barbed-wire tattoos. One night I played pool with
a hot, late-30s snowboarder in leather pants and drove her home to
suburbia. She invited me in for drinks and we ended up bullshitting
till 4 .M. When I wouldn’t sleep with the cougar, she accused me
of being on drugs (Iwasn’t) and kicked me out of the house. T had
nowhere else to go, so I ended up sleeping on the concrete floor of a
bathroom at the local rodeo grounds. —JOHN C. DAVIES
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