
 

 

 

 

  

 

 

By Lynona Gordon Chaffart 

No longer are the Great Sheepôs children the only creatures wearing sheepskinséIn fact, it is 

now dangerous to NOT wear one! The problem is, the only acceptable sheepskins are the removable 

kinds, and only in Hayekôs meadow is it now safe for dogs who have chosen to be covered by the 

Great Sheepôs own skin. Nonetheless, the Great Sheep has called Pitro, Sharack and their offspring to 

go out into the land and bring lost dogs to Himé. But how can they obey when even one step out of 

Hayakôs Meadow puts their lives in danger?  How can they convince the dogs of the land that their 

removable sheepskins are not good enough? How can they continue to bring dogséOut of the Pack?   
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 òYou will know them by their fruits. 

Do men gather grapes from thornbushes 

or figs from thistles? Even so, every 

good tree bears good fruit, but a bad tree 

bears bad fruit. A good tree cannot bear 

bad fruit, nor can a bad tree bear good 

fruit. Every tree that does not bear good 

fruit is cut down and thrown into the fire. 

Therefore by their fruits you will know 

them.ó  

(Matt 7:16-20 NKJV) 
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0ÒÏÌÏÇÕÅ 

 

The brown-spotted sheep lifted his head from the hole he had pawed in the ice. Water 

trickled from his muzzle as his nose twitched; but the still, cold air told him nothing. He breathed 

in a long draught of the morning breeze and shivered. It wasnôt the cold that made him shiver, 

however; rather, it was the butterflies that continued to twist and turn in his gut. 

This strange feeling of unease had already robbed him of his nightôs sleep, and when the 

late winter sun finally peeked into the valley, he had been more than happy to exit his lair; but 

once outside, his restlessness had doubled. Something was up! 

He half-turned to jump over a patch of remaining snow before trotting westward. His 

path followed the creek bank downstream, taking him steadily away from the settlement and the 

noise of the creatures already gathering around the stone altar for the sunrise service. He felt a 

twinge of guilt about this, for it wasnôt often that he missed a service at the stone altar; but it 

seemed of late that these services were changing. He couldnôt pinpoint it exactly, but they 

seemed to be less about the Great Sheep and more about whoever was leading the service. 

Overall, what once had been the most peaceful part of every day now seemed to contribute to his 

sense of ill ease.... 

He hadnôt gone far when his nose picked up a new scent. Though brief, it was definitely a 

dog, and, of utmost interest, a foreigner. Scrambling to the top of a nearby rise, he caught a 

glimpse of the creature moving eastward through the long valley, following the creek upstream. 

The sheep turned in excitement, and sliding down the embankment, he jogged westward, towards 

the newcomer. 

Where not still frozen, the creek was beginning to fill with winter run-off. Its banks were 

a muddy, sticky mess, and the fast approaching visitor looked like a gray streak through a 

cascade of brown water. There was no doubt in the sheepôs mind that this was a greyhound, for 

no other creature could move so quickly. Excitement bubbled up from his gut. Visitors to the 

valley in the foothills of the great mountains were rare, and a greyhound would probably be a 

messenger of some kind. Any news from outside the valley was always avidly welcomed. Of 

course there was always the possibility that this was an ambassador from the pack; but though 

the creatures of his quiet settlement paid homage to the pack, no pack members had been this far 

east in years. 
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And this was just the problem, wasnôt it? Without any real interaction with pack dogs, 

much of the settlement had lost their fear of the pack. In fact, many of the younger dogs even 

doubted its existence, and the more they doubted, the less need they saw of the Good Shepherd. 

Already many were beginning to say that there was nothing special about the Great Sheep or His 

sacrifice. Some even denied the accuracy of the ancient stories that foretold His coming, while 

others claimed that the Great Sheep actually wasnôt the one to fulfill those stories. Perhaps this 

was the cause of the butterflies that continued to dive and churn in his gut.... 

The greyhound now rounded a bend in the creek and dashed down the straight bank. Her 

eyes were on the settlement in the distance, and the sheep wasnôt sure she even saw him. 

ñWelcome!ò he called as she came abreast. 

The dog skidded to a sudden halt and spun around, spraying a thick layer of wet ooze 

over the sheepôs coat. Nonetheless, his stumpy tail began to wag as he shook off the mud. The 

greyhound sported a thin layer of gray wool on her back: The Great Sheepôs skin! 

ñWhere did you come from?ò The greyhound blinked the water from her eyes. ñI didnôt 

see you standing there.ò Her excitement mounted as she shook the muddy water from her own 

coat and trotted over. ñWhy, youôre a sheep!ò 

The butterflies in the sheepôs stomach fluttered some more, but despite the feeling of 

dismay, he put on his most cordial tone. ñYes. I am a sheep. And you are a greyhound, a 

messenger; but more importantly, youôre a follower of the Great Sheep, as am I. Why are you so 

surprised to see me here?ò 

In her astonished excitement, the greyhound didnôt hear the sheepôs questions. ñTell me! 

Are you from the settlement in the long valley of the foothills?ò 

Puzzled, he nodded his head. ñThis is the long valley, and the settlement just upstream is 

the only one around here. My name is Noru, by the way. Whatôs your name and where are you 

from?ò 

The greyhound again appeared to not hear the question: ñGood. We were afraid.... But it 

doesnôt matter now. Whatôs important is that sheep are still in the land!ò 

Another chord of anxiety struck in the sheepôs gut, but before he could say anything, the 

Greyhound continued: ñIôm Chanik. Iôm from the settlement by the big river, 400 miles to the 

west of here. Iôve traveled fast and far, hoping to find some sheep, and now Iôve finally 

succeeded.ò 
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Noruôs ears lay back in puzzlement: ñAre there no sheep where you are from?ò 

Chanik sobered. ñHave you not heard?ò 

ñHeard what?ò 

ñWhat happened at all the stone altars back at the river?ò The disbelief in Chanikôs tone 

escalated. ñYou mean you donôt know?ò 

Noru shook his woolly head. ñWe get very little news out here.ò 

Chanikôs voice dropped to a whisper: ñThen you donôt know about the alliance between 

the pack and the Dogs of the Golden Sheep.ò 

Noru shook his head again. ñWe havenôt heard anything from the pack in years, and Iôve 

never heard of the Dogs of the Golden Sheep.ò 

Chanik pushed her muzzle into the sheepôs ear: ñThey are the dogs with dog-given 

sheepskins that they wear strapped around their middles. Theyôve formed an alliance with the 

pack. Theyôve murdered the sheep, as well as the dogs with real sheepskins. I only escaped 

because of my speed.ò 

Noru gulped, and the butterflies in his gut continued to churn. ñAnd youôve come all this 

way to....ò 

ñégive you a warning,ò whispered the dog. Then she sat back on her haunches and 

licked her jowls. 

Noru couldnôt register what he was hearing. ñSurely Iôm not the first sheep youôve met on 

the way.ò 

The greyhound dropped her front end into the mud as guilt seeped into her tone: ñI 

thought I might have picked up sheep-scent when I passed through the area of my birth, about 

200 miles west of here; but the scent was old, and since I could also scent pack dogs, I didnôt 

stick around to see.ò Suddenly she was on her feet again. ñCome on! We have to tell the rest of 

the settlement. We have to warn them!ò 

But Noru didnôt move. He now understood the reason for the butterflies in his gut.... ñIôm 

afraid itôs too late.... They no longer believe the Great Sheep is the prophesied One. They donôt 

even believe the pack existsé.ò 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρ 

 

The path twisted and turned through the pale trunks of the still-barren alder trees, 

winding its way eastward, ever higher into the foothills of the great mountains. 

The black dog in the group of three brothers stared up the path. ñI donôt remember this 

trail at all. I guess we were all in shock when we passed through here last fall.ò 

ñI remember it!ò It was the smaller of the two golden dogs who spoke, and his jeering 

tone couldnôt be missed: ñYou just werenôt paying enough attention, Pit. Me on the other hand, I 

remember every step we took.ò He arrogantly tossed his golden head. Of the litter, he most 

resembled their mother, the beautiful golden retriever, Sharack. Though his father, Pitro, was a 

cross-breed, Teelu, with his long golden feathers and soft fur, could easily pass for a pure-breed 

of his motherôs golden lineage. 

Little Pitro, known by his family as Pit, whined and shook his head. He knew very well 

that none of them remembered anything about the trail; but because Teelu was the firstborn of 

the litter, he always took every opportunity to try to set himself up as superior to the others. 

ñI remember the path, too.ò 

It was the larger of the golden dogs who spoke this time, but the words were barely out of 

his mouth before Teelu jumped in: ñShut up, Marb. When we came through here last fall, you 

were always whining about the burrs between your toes.ò 

ñDid not! That was you, Tee, or were you too young to remember?ò 

ñHey!ò Little Pitro moved between his two yellow brothers, but he darted aside 

immediately, for Teelu was already leaping into the air. He landed on top of Marbo, sending him 

sprawling across the forest floor, then he turned to growl at Little Pitro: ñGet out of the way, 

sheepôs pet!ò 

Of the eight puppies in the litter, Little Pitro most resembled his father, Pitro, a black 

lab/golden retriever mix, with long, flowing black fur. Or at least Pitro had once sported long, 

flowing black fur before it began changing into the curly, soft wool of a sheep; but the fact that 

Pitroôs fur had changed didnôt bother Little Pitro at all. He still resembled his father, for his back 

was also covered in soft, black wool. 

What did bother him was the teasing he took from his two brothers.... 

Marbo scrambled to his feet, snarling at Little Pitro: ñCome on, dog. This could actually 
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be the valley, and we may almost be there!ò 

Teelu scampered ahead, the fight seemingly forgotten. ñI bet Pit wonôt even be able to 

recognize our old cave. That sheepskin he wears messes with his senses.ò Then he charged up 

the trail. 

Little Pitro stared after his two brothers, the only two of his litter who had not chosen the 

sheepskin. He had hoped that this trip might draw the three of them closer; but now, two weeks 

after leaving the rest of their family in Hayakôs meadow, the rift between them only seemed to 

grow wider. He whined, then he, too, broke into a run. After all, it wouldnôt do to be accused of 

laggingé. 

 

 

ñHey, Meeks!ò 

The young yellow lab chuckled to himself at the sound of the sweet voice. Though only a 

year and a half old, his seemingly endless energy was nothing compared to hers. 

ñMeeko?ò 

The voice took on an urgency that caused Meekoôs ears to pull back in concern. ñIôm 

coming!ò He broke into a trot. ñWhen my Little Abby calls, I am on my way.ò He tried to keep 

his voice light, but for reasons he couldnôt explain, a sense of dread had seeded itself in the pit of 

his stomach. His path rounded a sharp bend, and he found himself screeching to a halt at the top 

of an abrupt overhang. ñAbby?ò He peered cautiously over the edge as his sense of dread 

deepened into sudden fear. ñAbyºk? Where are you? Answer me!ò 

A giggle caused him to turn towards the heavy brush behind him. Squinting his eyes, he 

could make out the outline of a black face in the shadows. One ear flap bent backwards, while 

the other flowed down the side of her head. Her muzzle hung open just a little, and her pink 

tongue peeked out in such a comical way that Meeko couldnôt help but chuckle. ñYou! Youôre 

going to send me to the Emerald Caverns before my time.ò 

The black dog crawled out from under the brush, twigs and leaves clinging to the long, 

flowing hair that feathered out from her legs and the underside of her belly and tail. ñI got you, 

didnôt I?ò She giggled. ñYou thought I had fallen over the edge.ò 

Meeko blew out a lungful of air. ñNoðIðwellðyouôve got to stop scaring me like that.ò 

Abyºkôs comical face sobered as she pushed her nose under his yellow ear flap. ñWhatôs 
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wrong, Meeks? Donôt you like to play anymore?ò 

Meekoôs ears cocked forward for a moment. ñThatôs what I love about you.ò He licked 

the side of her muzzle. ñYou help me to see life a little more casually.ò He sobered then. ñI donôt 

know whatôs wrong with me. I just canôt seem to shake the thought that thereôs danger around 

every bend in the trail.ò 

ñAnd there is.ò Abyºkôs voice now resounded of sudden maturity. At just eleven months 

of age, this golden retriever/black lab was constantly dancing between the whimsical joviality of 

a puppy and the staggering responsibilities of adulthood. ñWe knew this was a dangerous 

mission when we left Hayakôs meadow; but letôs not forget that this is what the Great Sheep has 

called us to do. We are to go forth and bring as many dogs as we can out of the pack. He didnôt 

say it would be easy, He didnôt even say it would be fun; but He put the desire in both of our 

hearts to do so.ò She moved slightly closer and her voice softened. ñThis is what itôs all about, 

Meeks: Moving out of the safety of our meadow, into the dangers of the wild, and maybe right 

into the jowls of the pack itself.ò Abyºk shivered as she snuggled her body close to his. ñItôs cold 

up here, Meeks. Maybe we should climb down this overhang and see if there is less wind at the 

bottom.ò 

Meeko stared over the edge. For whatever reason, the feeling of anxiety still remained; 

but he nodded slowly and began making his way along the top of the overhang in search of a 

trail. 

After a long, bitter winter, spring-like weather was slow in coming. There had been a few 

days when it seemed the sun would finally warm up the land; but to date, these had been no more 

than a tease. The new spring foliage was slow in sprouting, and even the early spring flowers 

remained in bud. There was often frost on the ground when the two travelers awoke in the 

mornings, and they usually had to bite a hole in the ice to get a drink from the lakes and ponds 

along their path. Even the small animals that comprised their main diet were scarce. ñStill 

sleeping away the cold,ò Meeko suggested. 

The mixed forest they had traversed ever since leaving the comforts of Hayakôs meadow 

two weeks earlier seemed endless, and had it not been that the two were still reveling in their 

recent mate-hood, there might have been many a thought of homesickness. Certainly it wasnôt 

rare, on nights when they couldnôt find a dry overhang or cave to hole up in, for one or the other 

of the pair to remember aloud how warm and dry the lair back in Hayakôs meadow had beené. 
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It didnôt take long today for the two dogs to find a narrow trail leading down the cliff. It 

was nothing more than a ribbon of black mud that trailed its way through the still-brown 

underbrush, and the spring rains had left it slick in some areas. Nevertheless, Abyök scampered 

down without a second thought. 

Meeko cringed at the sight of her recklessness, but he neednôt have worried. The 

overgrown puppy slipped and slid her way to the bottom, and other than the mud that clung to 

the feathers of her legs and belly, the slide went without incident. His own descent was much 

slower, and when he arrived at the bottom, the only signs of the muddy trail were his blackened 

paws. He took a deep breath as he watched Abyök scoot under the overhang and out of the wind. 

He sniffed the air carefully before joining her, but his keen nose told him nothing. 

 

Despite inclement weather, the pair had covered nearly a hundred miles since the day of 

their mate hood, the day that had marked the exit of nearly half of the inhabitants of Hayakôs 

meadow. While Abyºkôs three brothers had headed east, towards the place of their birth, Meeko 

and Abyök had decided to make their destination the dog settlement to the west, by the big river 

where Sharack, Abyºkôs mother, was born. This beautiful golden retriever-turned golden sheep 

had often told them about the Creatures of the Stone Altar, a place where sheep and sheep-

skinned dogs gathered to celebrate the Great Sheep and the Good Shepherd. Sharack had also 

described other stone altars in the region, and although the area was known as the summer 

hunting grounds of the pack, dogs and sheep had always co-existed there in relative peace. This 

fact made it the perfect start-up site for Abyºk and Meekoôs mission: To teach pack dogs about 

the Great Sheep and aid them in coming out of the pack. 

The anxious knot in Meekoôs gut only tightened as these thoughts passed through his 

mind. He could feel Abyºkôs eyes on him, and he could sense in her stance that she had assumed 

some of his uneasiness. He forced his tail to swish from side to side as he raised his ears a little. 

ñThis was a good idea, Abby. It is a bit warmer here than it was on top.ò 

Abyºk turned to sniff the yellow curls that covered her mateôs back and neck, his 

sheepskin; but she only said, ñHow much farther do you think it is to the big settlement where 

mama was born?ò 

Meekoôs ears flattened against his head. ñI thought there would be creatures along the 

way who could tell us, but there hasnôt been anyone....ò 
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Abyºk shook the black, woolly curls that covered her own back. ñIs that whatôs bothering 

you, Meeks? You arenôt sure if weôre on the right path?ò 

ñWell, not really....ò 

The puzzlement deepened. ñWhat is it, Meeko?ò 

ñNothing.ò 

But the response was too quick. Abyºk whined as she stared at him. ñI may be young, 

Meeko, and maybe Iôve only been your mate for two brief weeks, but I know you well enough to 

know when something is bothering you. Iôve been trying to tell myself for days that I was just 

imagining things; but something is bothering you. Andðand maybe it would make you feel 

better to talk about it.ò 

Meekoôs pink tongue swished across the side of Abyºkôs muzzle as he pushed his nose 

under her ear flap: ñMaybe you know me too well.ò 

ñBe serious, Meeko.ò 

He sobered. Yes, this was another reason he loved her so much: She was mature beyond 

her months. ñI donôt know whatôs bothering me. Maybe itôs nothing at all. I just have this gut 

feeling that all is not well in the land, thatôs all.ò 

Abyºk laughed aloud at this. ñThereôs always something wrong somewhere in the land, 

Meeks! You know that as well as I do.ò 

ñI know itôs crazy, but the fact that we havenôt run into anyone on the trail does bother 

me. Where are all the sheep Hayak said lived around here? Where have they gone?ò 

Abyºk shivered. Had Meekoôs glum spirit taken hold of her, or was there really a whiff 

of dog in the air? She swallowed. Even if it was the scent of another dog, why should that make 

her nervous? Forcing a lightness she didnôt feel, she gave an exaggerated sniff. ñWhere are they 

now, you ask? Why, we donôt even have to go looking for them. They are coming to us.ò 

She had barely finished speaking when a large, powerful dog appeared around a bend in 

the overhang. To Abyök, he looked like a mastiff of some kind, though she had never seen a 

black one before. Meeko growled softly, but she moved forward in forced cheerfulness: 

ñWelcome, friend.ò 

The black dog cocked his head in a superior way. ñActually, you are the intruders here. 

This is my territory. But since you are here....ò His eyes locked onto Abyºkôs back and then 

shifted slowly to Meekoôs. ñYouôre wearing....ò His voice trailed off, but then he again raised his 
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volume: ñSince you are in my territory, and since both of you are retrievers, I suggest that you 

run on down to the pond and catch me some fish.ò 

Meeko stiffened and Abyök shot him a glance. He must have noticed the dirty gray 

sheepskin strapped around the big dogôs middle.... 

ñWe didnôt catch the scent marking this as your territory.ò Meekoôs tone was strained. 

ñWeôll be glad to move on, if thatôs what you wish.ò 

ñWhat I wish is for you to get me some fish,ò the dog snarled. He reached over his 

shoulder and tugged at the sheepskin. ñGo on, or I will have to call the Shamru!ò 

Abyök cast a puzzled glance at her mate. Why would a dog wearing a loose, ill-fitting 

sheepskin be threatening to call the Shamru, the head dog of the pack? She had to find out, and 

breathing a quick prayer for courage, she sauntered towards the Mastiff. ñThatôs a mighty nice 

sheepskin,ò she stated. ñI havenôt seen one of that particular colour for a while. Where did you 

get it?ò 

The angry look on the black dogôs face briefly melted into one of pride. ñYes, it is nice, 

isnôt it? It was a special gift from the Shamru himself.ò Then his gaze again hardened: ñHe tore it 

from the back of a greyhound-turned-sheep about a year ago. I believe the foolish creatureôs 

name wasðMaito? Maybe youôve heard of him?ò His expression hardened further: ñNow get 

going!ò 

A chill ran down Abyºkôs spine. She knew that name. Maito was Hayakôs late mate! She 

couldnôt allow him to know she was afraid, however, and she swallowed for courage: ñYou 

know the pond is still covered with ice, friend. My mate and I will be happy to catch you a rat or 

a squirrel; but only if you tell me where I can find one of those beautiful sheepskins.ò 

She could feel the air stir as Meeko moved forward: ñCome on Abby, letôs go get his 

fish.ò 

Abyök turned to stare at her mate, but she could read nothing in his hardened gaze. 

ñWhich way to the pond?ò 

A wicked look came over the big dogôs face. ñDown the trail to the north, about a mile. 

Now go on, and be back in 30 minutes or your black and yellow sheepskins will be up for grabs 

among the worthiest pack puppies.ò 

Abyök opened her mouth to protest, but Meeko growled as he jerked his muzzle towards 

the northern trail, then he broke into a run. 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ς 

 

The brown and white sheep lumbered to a stop and turned around. Four St. Bernard 

puppies scrambled towards him, followed closely by their mother, a gray sheep of the same body 

build as her mate. 

ñTheyôre tired, Churano.ò She scratched at the collar around her neck. ñUnfortunately, 

my keg is almost empty.ò 

ñI know.ò Churano sighed. ñThey are just going to have to learn to run without the brew. 

My keg is empty, too.ò He watched as the four balls of fur dropped to the ground and were 

instantly asleep. His tone softened. ñAnd you, Shaªluk?ò 

Shaªluk shifted her gaze to the forest floor. ñI...you know, itôs on days like this that I 

really miss Annack.ò 

Her words only brought a look of sadness to her mateôs face. 

ñIôm sorry. I guess weôre all still hurting over Nickuôs murder.ò 

Churano dropped to the valley floor. ñThe land has changed, Shaªluk. Who could have 

known?ò 

The cloud cover shifted slightly, allowing just one warm beam of spring sunshine to pass 

through to the damp, cold trail; then it was gone, and Shaäluk shivered. Where had it all gone 

wrong? 

 

Teelu slid to a halt. His energy of the early morning had lasted only a couple of hours; 

then his pace gradually slowed to a jog and then to a walk. As the day progressed, a thick layer 

of cloud moved in, promising an upcoming storm. It was also becoming more and more apparent 

that this was not the valley of their birth, and these two facts took the spring completely out of 

his step. 

The terrain had gradually been changing these past few days. The forest had thinned, and 

as their path continued to climb, it became more rugged. Just as twilight settled upon the three 

travelers, however, the trees gave way to a clearing of sorts. 

ñWeôd better find cover for the night,ò Little Pitro observed. ñThe farther into the 

foothills we get, the faster night falls. Besides, I donôt know how much longer this rain will hold 

off.ò 
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ñAw, the valley has to be just over that rise.ò Marbo indicated a small hill in front of 

them with his nose. ñLetôs keep moving.ò 

Teelu was unusually silent as he sniffed. ñI think youôre right, Marb,ò he remarked 

finally. ñThe valley has to be right up ahead.ò 

ñWait!ò Little Pitro sniffed the air excitedly. ñI scentðpuppies. Andðand sheep!ò 

Without waiting for his brothers, he trotted forward. 

ñNo, Pit,ò Teelu shouted. ñWe donôt know if they are friend or foe!ò 

Little Pitro looked back over his shoulder, but his steps didnôt slow: ñDonôt be silly, Tee. 

Sheep are always ófriendô!ò 

Teelu just shook his head. 

ñCome on, Tee.ò Marbo pushed his brother gently with his nose. ñWe better stay close 

for when he has trouble.ò 

A hard glint appeared in Teeluôs eyes. ñYou go ahead, Marb. Iôll guard our trail from 

behind.ò  

"You sure?" Marbo's tone reflected his insecurity, but when Teelu nodded, the larger 

yellow dog slowly made his way after his black brother.  

Teelu watched for a moment, then he slunk under the spreading branches of a spruce tree 

and flattened himself into the bed of needles that carpeted the bare soil. 

 

Little Pitroôs sprint sent him sailing around a large boulder; but here he ran headlong into 

a gray and white St. Bernard puppy, and both went sprawling head over heels across the new 

grass. 

It was a full two minutes before Little Pitroôs head cleared enough to realize that he was 

now surrounded by St. Bernards, all sporting thick coats of puppy fur. There were four of them 

in all. Two were brown and white, one was gray and white, and the fourth was all black. 

ñWho are you?ò yapped the black puppy as she pushed forward to lick Little Pitroôs face 

in a friendly greeting. 

ñNo, Re±loke!ò cried the gray puppy as he pulled himself back to his feet. ñYou know 

what papa said. We never know who our enemies are anymore!ò 

At his words, the two brown and while puppies stopped in their tracks and backed up a 

step or two; but the one they called Reëloke descended upon Little Pitro, her pink tongue 
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vigorously working up his ear and over his eyes. ñDonôt be ridiculous,ò she giggled between 

licks. ñHe wears a sheepskin.ò 

Little Pitro pushed himself to his feet, gently dislodging the little pink tongue. ñDonôt 

worry. Iôm a friend; but whoever has taught you to be cautious was right to do so.ò 

ñPitro?ò 

With Little Pitroôs attention so taken up by the wiggling puppies, he hadnôt noticed their 

parents. He glanced over the bunch to the source of the deep, guttural voice, a huge brown and 

white sheep. It was a friendly voice, even a familiar one, though he couldnôt immediately place 

it; but from the excited recognition on the face of the speaker, he was sure that the sheep must 

have known his father. A warm feeling filled his gut and spread through his limbs. He moved 

forward to touch noses with the sheep. ñItôs Little Pitro, actually. Pitro is my father.ò 

ñWell, welcome son of Pitro. Any friend of Pitroôs is a friend of mine.ò The spotted 

sheep pulled back a little to inspect the newcomer. ñYou were quite young when I last saw you, 

Little Pitro. Do you remember me?ò 

Little Pitro shook his ears. ñThe puppies are St. Bernards, and there was a family of St. 

Bernards who was close friends with my mother and father. Are you...?ò 

ñChurano, at your service.ò The St. Bernard-turned-sheep dipped his head in a gesture of 

humility; then he turned his snout towards the gray sheep behind him: ñThis is my mate, 

Shaªluk.ò 

Little Pitroôs tail beat against his sides. ñThen I have a message for you from my mother, 

Shaªluk! She said to hunt you out and tell you the good news.ò 

Shaªluk stepped forward and extended her snout. ñIs your mother all right? Did she 

survive the attack?ò 

ñYes, and sheôs more than all right now. She wanted me to tell you that she now wears a 

real sheepskin!ò 

Shaªlukôs eyes raised to the sky: ñThank you!ò Then she and Churano shared a knowing 

glance. 

ñWe are headed back to the settlement in the foothills, and finding you confirms what 

weôve been suspecting: Weôre almost there.ò 

Shaªluk turned suddenly serious: ñYouôre on the right trail, but the settlement is another 

hundred miles east of here.ò  
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ñA hundred miles?ò Little Pitroôs ears fell back against his head. ñWe thought.... Are you 

sure?ò 

Churanoôs chuckled response emanated from deep in his chest: ñWe left the settlement 

two weeks ago, if that helps.ò He became serious then: ñHave you experienced any trouble on 

the trail?ò 

ñNo. Should I have?ò 

ñI was concerned, what with you travelling alone and all....ò 

ñBut Iôm not travelling alone. Two of my brothers are with me. We were just looking for 

a cave or something for the night.ò He looked over his shoulder. ñWait. They were right here....ò 

Churano cocked his head to the side. ñWeôd better find them. It isnôt safe here.ò 

Little Pitro stared quizzically at the creature. ñYou mean the valley isnôt safe? My parents 

said....ò But his voice trailed off at their solemn expression. 

ñIôm afraid there is no safe place anymore for anyone who wears the Great Sheepôs skin.ò 

Shaªluk shook her head sadly. ñGo now and find your brothers. Weôll find shelter, then weôll tell 

you everything we know.ò 

 

 

The sun was just beginning its westward decent when Meeko finally stopped running. 

The two retrievers stood for a moment at the edge of a small meadow, their sides heaving and 

their tongues dragging in a futile attempt to catch their breath as they desperately tried to make 

sense of it all. They had long ago passed the pond where they were supposed to fish, and by 

Meekoôs best calculation, he and Abyºk had gone at least three miles since leaving the sheep-

skinned dog behind. 

ñYouðall right?ò 

Abyºk nodded. ñBut neither of us will be if we donôt keep moving.ò 

Meeko panted as he squinted back the way they had come. ñHe probably already knows 

we didnôt stop at the lake. Heôs probably already on our trail; but I donôt think speed is going to 

help us get away from him.ò He stared off into the distance, first scanning the sky, then shifting 

his gaze to the surrounding forest. 

ñDo you have a plan?ò 

The whispered plea was desperate, and it made Meekoôs heart ache. He shook his head. 



 

                                                                                                                                                     

 Out of the Pack II: By Their Fruitsé 17  

ñWhat we need is something to hide our tracks. Like a stream....ò 

A clap of thunder rolled through the eastern sky, cutting him off. He turned to stare at a 

clump of trees across a bog to the south as he sniffed the breeze. 

ñWhat is it?ò 

ñFollow me, Abby, and be quick. Be careful to only step where I do.ò Meeko leaped into 

the air, coming down on a boulder about three feet to the left. He looked back over his shoulder. 

ñCan you make it?ò 

Abyºk crouched to spring. ñDonôt worry about me. Just keep moving.ò 

 

 

 

 

Teelu shivered as a cold wind blew down from the distant mountains. It wasnôt the cold 

that made him shiver, however; rather, it was the strange feeling that had lodged itself in his 

heart at the scent of sheep. 

It wasnôt fear he felt. After all, he had been raised by sheep. No, the emotion he most 

often associated with the woolly creatures was disdain. He had left the sheep behind for a reason. 

He didnôt like the pull on his heart that always seemed to happen when he was with them. It had 

grown so strong of late that Hayakôs meadow had become like a prison. This was, in fact, the 

reason he had left; and the only thing that now marred his potential liberty was the presence of 

his woolly-backed brotherðPit, the sheep-loving weakling! 

Teelu knew his other siblings had struggled with the same strange feelings; but to their 

disgrace, they had all been pulled in. Except for Marbo; but Marb was weak, wasnôt he? He did 

what Teelu did and nothing else. Sometimes Teelu appreciated this about his brother. After all, 

he was the only one left who still had sense enough to resist the sheepskin thing; but other times 

he despised his brother for his lack of backbone. 

An idea occurred to Teelu then. It wasnôt actually a new one. He had, in fact, been 

subconsciously contemplating it ever since leaving Hayakôs meadow; but he had not, until now, 

allowed himself to overtly consider it.... He could simply part company with his brothers and 

continue to the settlement alone! He didnôt have to tell anyone he knew Sharack and Pitro. He 

didnôt have to tell anyone Little Pitro was his brother. Hey, he didnôt even have to tell anyone he 
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was a cross-breed! 

There were just two potential barriers to his plan: Marbo and Little Pitro. 

Marbo would insist on following him, but Teelu knew that he could easily convince this 

little shadow to say nothing about them being brothers. Unfortunately, that still left the bigger 

problem: Annoyingly honest Little Pitro.... 

But then, it would be Pitôs word against his, wouldnôt it? Maybe he could outsmart this 

infuriating sheep-wannabe. Maybe he could ditch him for good. Maybe.... 

ñTee! Marb! Iôve got good news! Itôs our old friends, Churano and Shaªluk!ò 

The voice came from behind the boulder, and Teelu could see Marbo out in the open, 

looking around, looking for...him? Didnôt Marbo know where he was? Excitement coursed 

through his veins. Maybe his luck had finally turned. Maybe now was the time! He pressed his 

body deeper into the spruce needles as Little Pitro appeared from behind the boulder; and when 

the sudden movement distracted Marbo, Teelu crept further under the tree. 

ñPit, I canôt find Tee. He was here just a minute ago, but heôs...disappeared.ò 

Little Pitro had no time to respond before Churanoôs woolly, brown head appeared 

around the rock and his cheery, guttural voice rang out: ñAnd this would be....ò 

ñThis is my brother, Marbo.ò 

Teelu slunk out from the other side of the spreading tree, and with his belly dragging the 

ground, he hitched his way through the lengthening grass and into the woods. Only when he was 

well out of sight did he spring forward, down the trail, racing for the creek he remembered 

crossing moments earlier. 

He plunged into the water then and began wading upstream, and he hadnôt gone far when 

the first drops of rain began to fall. These quickly increased in intensity until the rain was beating 

down so hard that he couldnôt see more than a few feet in front of him. It was an annoyance, true 

enough, but Teelu rejoiced. It would quickly wash away any scented trail! 

He let instinct take over, and it wasnôt long before he crawled out of the water on a large 

island in the stream. Here he quickly found shelter at the base of a boulder. Looking up at the 

sky, which was now dropping hailstones the size of pine cones, he found himself whispering: 

ñGood Shepherd, if you really exist, thank you for this very timely storm.ò Then he shook his 

head in disbelief at the thought of actually saying óthanksô to something he had spent his entire 

life convincing himself wasnôt real. ñOf course, I know as well as anyone that there is no higher 
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entity, so I guess Iôm just saying óthanksô to the rain....ò  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ σ 

 

It was at least 30 minutes of slow going for Meeko and Abyök before the hoped-for rain 

began to fall. The endless plodding through the sticky mire was exhausting, and the rain quickly 

soaked through to their skin, making them shiver with cold. It was a blessing, nonetheless, for as 

hoped, it erased every trace of their path. 

Meeko glanced back at his mate. Abyök had always been the smallest and the most 

delicate of her litter, giving everyone the impression that she was weak. Meeko knew better. She 

had a solid core of inner strength that always seemed to surface at just the right moment. ñYou 

okay?ò 

Abyök nodded her head. 

He watched her for a moment, then he lifted a sore, stiff paw out of the mud. ñWe need to 

find shelter.ò 

Again Abyök nodded as she shook drops of water from her fur; then she cocked her ears 

forward and shook herself again, purposefully aiming the drops in the direction of her anxious 

mate before nodding again and turning her attention back to plodding through the mud. 

Her playfulness helped relieve some of Meeko's anxiety, but he still couldnôt assume any 

of Abyºkôs optimistic spirit. ñWhat if weôre just going in circles? What if Iôm just leading us 

back into danger?ò 

Abyºk was abreast him now. ñNonsense, Meeko, you always lead me the right way.ò She 

licked at the water in one of his ears. ñRemember, if it hadnôt been for your leading, I likely 

would never have accepted a sheepskin. Now stop worrying.ò 

The gentle reprimand stung. ñThatôs different. This forest keeps me from being able to 

orient to the skyline.ò 

ñSo orient to the trees.ò Abyºk tossed her head towards a towering pine. ñAll of these are 

more heavily covered in moss on one side than on the other. Since weôre been making our way 

through this bog, youôve been heading for the side of the trees with less moss. You havenôt led us 

in circles at all.ò 

Meeko cocked an ear. ñReally? I had no idea....ò 

Abyºk giggled. ñSee? I can teach you something once in a while. If you canôt see for 
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miles in front of you, then just look to the next step.ò 

Meekoôs tail swished. ñOkay, Miss Abyºk, so do you have a solution for shelter, too?ò 

Abyºk nodded her head smartly. ñOver there.ò She tossed her muzzle a little to the left. 

Meeko looked in the direction she indicated, and sure enough, there was a tiny piece of 

still-exposed ground. A cedar tree was growing in the center of the little ñisland,ò with its 

sweeping branches creating a dryer spot. 

Abyök licked the water from Meeko's other ear, then with her tail beating against her 

sides, she turned her steps slightly to the left, and it wasnôt long before both dogs crowded 

together against the trunk of the cedar. 

The branches did little to shield them from the biting wind, but the thick foliage overhead 

blocked most of the rain, and most importantly, their feet were once again on dry ground. 

ñGood thinking, Abby.ò Meeko liked the side of her face. ñHow did you become so 

smart?ò 

Abyºk giggled as she snuggled her wet body against him. ñNever underestimate a 

female.ò Then all the frivolity left her voice. ñMeeko, why was that pack dog wearing that silly 

skin strapped around his middle?ò 

Meekoôs ears dropped back. ñI donôt know. There were dogs at the settlement in the 

foothills, where we were born, who wore sheepskins strapped across their backs; but from 

everything I know about the pack, the Shamru would never give out a sheepskin; not even one of 

those removable ones. Somethingôs wrong.ò 

Abyºk shivered, but not from the cold. ñWhy would a dog even wear that type of skin?ò 

Meeko took a few moments before responding. ñDo you remember when you were little, 

Abby? Back before your mother grew her sheepskin?ò 

Abyºk nodded her head slightly. ñShe did have a sheepskin like that, didnôt she? I had 

forgotten. And papa was upset because she didnôt wear a real one. Thatôs all I remember.ò 

Meeko sobered. ñI used to wear one of those sheepskins. Itôs the kind that you can get by 

doing certain things, like giving your kills to other dogs, or promising to go to the stone altar 

every week, or by being nice to everyone.ò 

ñBut the sheepskin must be a gift,ò Abyºk interrupted. ñFrom the Great Sheep Himself. 

Itôs His skin that grows on my back. You canôt just óbuyô what the Great Sheep gave His life to 

give.ò 
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ñUnfortunately there are many who believe you can. Do you remember why you were so 

hesitant to accept the Great Sheepôs skin?ò 

Abyºk nodded slowly. ñI was afraid. I knew that accepting His skin meant that I was 

asking Him to take charge of my life. I was afraid of letting go, of surrendering to Him.ò 

ñAnd you arenôt alone in that fear. Your mother didnôt accept a real sheepskin at first for 

the same reason, and thatôs why many dogs take the other skin instead. In their minds, the 

removable skin is an acceptable compromise: They are still covered in a skin and they donôt have 

to surrender control. I suspect that fear of surrender, and perhaps pride at being in control, is 

what keeps Teelu from accepting the Great Sheepôs skin....ò  

At the thought of her brother, Abyºk whined softly and shook her head. ñAnd Marb 

refused because Tee did, and now they are out in the world, without even the Great Sheepôs skin 

on their backs. But what kind of world have they gone out into? What kind of world have we 

gone out into?ò A clap of thunder directly overhead shook the ground they lay on, causing both 

dogs to jump, and then the rain began to pour in earnest. Abyök pulled her ears even tighter 

against her head: ñI guess we have a lot of work to do.ò 

The rain further intensified then. The drops beat upon the swampy land so hard that it 

looked like it was coming down in ropes, and the ground the two had walked through now 

resembled a shallow lake. A lightning bolt slashed the dark sky, and then another clap of thunder 

crashed overhead as hail began to drop from the heavens. 

Abyök squeezed herself as far as she could between her mateôs legs, snuggling against 

his warm belly. ñIôve never seen hailstones that big!ò she yelled. 

Meeko noted the slight shake in her voice, one that could only be caused by cold. He laid 

his head across her neck and whimpered. 

 

As suddenly as it had started, the rain stopped. The two travelers still couldnôt relax, 

however, for without the noise of the storm, they could clearly hear the mournful howling of a 

dog in the distance. The lonely sound made the pair shiver even more, especially when each 

ensuing howl grew louder. Abyök curled herself even closer to her mate and buried her ears 

under her paws. 

Meeko sniffed the breeze uneasily. ñIf Iôm not mistaken, thatôs the dog who ordered us to 

catch him some fish.ò 
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ñIs heðnear here? Did heðfollow us?ò 

Meeko shook his head. ñI think maybe the water amplifies the sound, making it seem 

closer than it is.ò Then he nodded his head decisively, forcing a cheerfulness he didnôt feel. ñHe 

must be back there where we cut off into this bog. Heôs probably just frustrated because he lost 

our scent trail.ò 

His forced cheerfulness did nothing to calm the unsettled feeling that the sound had 

planted in Abyºkôs heart; but another crack of thunder rumbled overhead, and the rain and hail 

poured forth anew, drowning out everything else. ñI think heôs hurt,ò Abyºk stated, but even 

though she had her muzzle almost to Meekoôs ear, he couldnôt hear her. She rose and pushed her 

nose under her mateôs ear flap. ñHeôs hurt, Meeks! I feel it in my gut. Thatôs why heôs howling.ò 

She moved away, pushing out from under the branches. 

Meeko sprang forward, barking frantically: ñNo, Abby, We wonôt make it back in this 

storm!ò 

ñBut heôs hurt. We have to do something.ò 

ñHeôs the one chasing us, remember? Heôs probably got the entire pack back there.ò 

ñIf he did, then he wouldnôt be howling.ò Abyºk calmly set a foot down in the muck. She 

could see nothing in the torrential rain, however, and she instinctively knew that heading out 

now would result in her becoming disoriented, and quite possibly, even cause her to get lost. 

Frustrated, she retreated to the tree trunk and sat down; but then she reared up her front legs, 

scrambling with the lower branches of the cedar before pushing herself up against her mate. Her 

anguish poured forth with her words: ñWe have to do something, Meeko. We canôt just leave 

him out there.ò 

ñShhh. Thereôs nothing we can do now except wait out this storm.ò 

Abyök knew he was right, but the apprehension in her heart only deepened.  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ τ 

 

ñPit, whereôs Tee?ò 

 

The obvious anxiety in Marboôs stance fueled Little Pitroôs own agitation. He and Marbo 

had just discovered Teeluôs original hiding place under the spreading arms of the spruce tree 

when the storm hit. ñWeôll find him,ò he muttered; but his response lacked the certainty he had 

hoped to portrayé. 

It also did nothing to dissipate Marboôs obvious distress. ñThe rainôs already washed 

away all traces of his scent!ò 

Churano pulled his nose back under the sweeping branches of the tree, and though it was 

too dark to make out the sheepôs expression, the caution in his tone could not be missed: ñThis is 

not good, not good at all.ò 

Little Pitro swallowed. His own worry was even more heart-felt than Churanoôs. Besides 

the obvious fact that Teelu was missing, Churanoôs presence here, so far from the settlement so 

early in the spring, traveling with his mate and a litter of young puppies, could only mean that 

there was far more trouble than he could even imagine; and whatever it was that Churano feared 

could only put Teelu in even more potential danger. He sat down hard: ñMarboôs right. Weôve 

got to find Teelu.ò 

 

  

 

It was an hour before the rains calmed enough for the small group of dogs to leave the 

shelter of the tree. They all recognized that it would be futile to try to track Teelu in the storm, 

especially now that it was dark. Nonetheless, it was with trepidation that Little Pitro and Marbo 

followed Churano around the boulder and back up the trail for a quarter of a mile. Here they 

turned towards a stand of granite rock to the south and huddled under a low overhang. ñI spied 

this when we passed this afternoon,ò Churano stated as he began digging in the still-dry dirt. ñI 

had hoped we could press on farther before the rain set in.ò 

ñIt doesnôt matter!ò Shaªluk helped her mate nose the sleepy puppies into the hollow he 

had dug, then she calmly began licking the four sleepy faces and eight tired ears. ñIf we had 
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stopped then, we would likely have missed Little Pitro and Marbo, and then they would be facing 

their brother's disappearance alone.ò 

ñYouôre right, of course.ò Churano whined softly as the last puppy dropped off to sleep, 

then he turned to Little Pitro. ñWe need to tell you everything. You need to know whatôs 

happening back at the settlement before you continue on your journey.ò 

Little Pitro swallowed hard and nodded.   

Churano turned to bite at an itchy spot on his shoulder, then he began: ñIt all started years 

ago. We had been so comfortable in our little settlement. Of course we knew the pack existed, 

but because it had been years since we had heard anything of them, it became harder and harder 

for parents to convict their puppies of the dangers of the pack.ò 

Little Pitro ears pinned against his head in surprise. ñReally?ò The horrors of the pack 

were still so vivid in his mind.... 

ñItôs understandable,ò Churano continued. ñItôs hard to believe in an enemy youôve never 

seen. I can only praise the Good Shepherd for bringing your parents to the settlement when He 

did. It woke some of us up.ò 

None of them seemed to notice that Marbo curled up beside the sleeping puppies. 

ñUnfortunately, most of the settlement still didnôt believe, and even the obvious unrest of 

your parents throughout that long winter and into the spring and summer, after you were born, 

wasnôt enough to convince them that the pack was, indeed, a formidable enemy. Most in the 

settlement were glad when your parents fled, and most of them went back to their daily 

existences, without even the tiniest thought of the pack. Even when Meeko arrived last fall with 

the news of his fatherôs murder and the attack on your mother, the settlement creatures mostly 

turned a deaf ear.ò  

ñButéNicku really was murdered, and my mother really was almost killed!ò 

Shaªluk nodded sadly. ñI know. Their laissez-faire attitude hurt our hearts too; but there 

was nothing we could do when no one would listen. Our own efforts to rouse the dogs from their 

stupor only turned the settlement leaders against us.ò 

Churano nosed Little Pitro gently. ñPit, do you remember Daltu? The innkeeper?ò 

Little Pitro nodded. ñThe spotted Springer Spaniel who wore one of those sheepskins you 

can take off.ò 

Churano chuckled. ñYou were so little when you left the settlement, I didnôt know if 
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youôd remember him.ò 

ñHe was kind of hard to forget. He never seemed to like any of us very much, and 

especially not my parents.ò 

ñNo. Thatôs because he was trying to downplay stories about the pack, and the very 

presence of your parents in the settlement contradicted everything he was teaching. He has now 

become the leader of the settlement, and his influence is limitless.ò 

Little Pitro wasnôt sure why, but his stomach knotted up, and he realized he was holding 

his breath. He made a conscious effort to exhale slowly as he contemplated what he had heard. 

ñHow could things have changed so much?ò 

ñA lot has happened since you left, Pit.ò 

ñBut what would Daltu care if the settlement dogs believed in the pack? I mean, it is true, 

the pack does exist.ò 

Churano sighed. ñYou know that, Pit, and so do I. As a matter of fact, they believe it too; 

but for them, it is an inconvenient truth, one that they would rather deny.ò 

ñBut why? I donôt get it.ò 

ñItôs like this,ò explained Shaªluk, taking over from her mate. ñDaltu and his dogs hate 

the Great Sheepôs followers. They wish to hurt the Good Shepherdôs cause, so they make the 

dogs of the settlement believe that it is those who follow the Great Sheep who are responsible for 

the bad things that happen. If the dogs knew the truth, that the pack exists and is responsible for 

the wrong things that happen in this land, they would see through Daltuôs deception. It is simpler 

for Daltu and his followers to deny its existence and put all the blame on the sheep and sheep-

skinned dogs.ò 

Churano watched as Little Pitro laid his ears back in concentration. ñWhat sheôs 

describing here was only an underlying mentality, a hidden current, so to speak, of popular 

thought, when your parents were here. It didnôt become openly taught until after they left. In fact, 

we werenôt even fully aware of its existence until recently; but once Daltu started teaching his 

heresy from the stone altar, we began to understand that these beliefs of theirs had been 

increasing in popularity for months, maybe even years.ò 

ñIt was Meekoôs report of what the pack did to his father and your mother that seemed to 

bring the teachings out into the open,ò Shaªluk interjected. ñThey used Meekoôs story as proof to 

substantiate their claims that dogs who wear the Great Sheepôs skin are bewitched.ò 
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ñBewitched?ò 

ñTheir teachings have no explanation whatsoever for how the Great Sheepôs children 

grow sheepskins and turn into sheep, so they claim it happens through witchcraft.ò 

ñButéI donôt understand.ò 

ñItôs complicated.ò Churano whined as he stared off into the darkness. 

ñThe rain is letting up some,ò Shaaluk whispered encouragingly. ñI think the clouds are 

thinning a bit. At least it seems a bit lighter....ò 

Churano nodded. ñGood. Weôll need good weather tomorrow to track Teelu.ò He turned 

back to Little Pitro: ñYou see, Pit, they teach that the Good Shepherd is an angry, uncaring entity 

who wants nothing more than to destroy this land, and who can only be appeased by doing good 

things.ò 

Little Pitroôs ears flattened against his head. ñBut His ultimate act of love was to send the 

Great Sheep to take the punishment we all deserve!ò 

ñYes, and there is nothing we can possibly do that will make us good enough to deserve 

that love. I know. But after you left last fall, these dogs, led by Daltu, began to spread their lies. 

Because it seems more suitable to a dogôs nature to think of the Shepherd as being distant and 

uncaring, to think that they can control their eternal destination, that they can do something about 

their badness, the settlement dogs began to listen.ò 

ñDo they no longer believe in the Great Sheepôs sacrifice of love?ò 

ñOh, they believe the Great Sheep exists,ò Shaªluk responded. ñThey believe He lived 

and walked among the dogs of this land, they even teach that He was a good sheep; but they say 

He is not the Prophesied One, for the Prophesied One could never die.ò 

Little Pitro swallowed. ñHow could there be another Prophesied One, when the Great 

sheep has done everything necessary to give us access to the Emerald Caverns?ò 

ñThatôs just it. They teach that the only way to get rid of wrong is to counter it with good. 

They do not accept that the Great Sheepôs skin can cover our wrong actions. Thatôs why they 

teach that witchcraft is responsible for the real sheepskins.ò 

Little Pitro just shook his head. 

ñI told you things were bad.ò Churanoôs chuckle was dry. ñUnfortunately, there is more. 

They also teach that the more good things you doðthings like going to the assembly, as they 

now call the meetings at the stone altar, bringing in kills for Daltu, etc.ðthe more quickly the 
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Prophesied One will come.ò 

ñAnd,ò Shaªluk added, ñin order to speed His coming along, it is now the law that dogs 

attend these assemblies.ò 

ñThe law? As in, itôs illegal to not go there?ò 

Churano nodded. ñThere are other rules as well. You have to wear a removable 

sheepskin, for another thing.ò 

ñWait. If they donôt believe in the power of the sheepskin to cover their bad actionsé.ò 

ñThey donôt believe in the power of the Great Sheepôs skin to cover their bad actions,ò 

Shaªluk corrected him. ñItôs complicated, I know, but itôs like this: They still believe that only a 

sheepskin will cover your bad deeds. They simply do not believe that it specifically takes the 

Great Sheepôs skin to do so.ò 

ñBut nothing we do is ever good enough....ò Little Pitroôs voice dropped off. It was all so 

absurd! ñSo what happens if someone breaks one of these rules?ò 

ñAnyone who breaks the rules has to take the ropes.ò 

ñRopes?ò 

ñYou have to wear a rope for a prescribed number of days,ò Shaªluk explained, ñone that 

they tie to Daltuôs collar.ò 

Little Pitroôs eyes opened wide in astonishment. ñButéIé.ò He swallowed hard. ñWe 

must worship the Good Shepherd by choice, not because it's the law. My dad taught me that. The 

Good Shepherd never wanted His children to worship Him because they had to. He wants them 

to spend time with Him because it is their choice to do so. My dad said that if you spend time 

with the Great Sheep for any other reason than because you want to, it doesnôt count.ò 

ñYour dad learned that lesson the hard way, Pit, but praise be to the Great Sheep, he 

learned it well and taught it to his pups.ò But Churanoôs eyes dropped to the now-sleeping 

Marbo. ñOr at least, to the ones who would hear.ò 

Little Pitro nodded his head sadly. ñMama thought that if I brought them back here, being 

around the sheep would help them learn the truth about the sheepskin.ò 

At the sound of the word, óthem,ô Churano and Shaªluk shared a worried glance. ñYou 

mean Teelu doesnôt wear the Great Sheepôs skin, either?ò 

Little Pitro shook his head. 

ñOh dear.ò 
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ñBut that should be a good thing, right? I mean, I understand that if he were to die 

without a sheepskin, he wouldnôt go to the Emerald Caverns; but since he doesnôt have one, if he 

somehow ends up at the settlement, heôll be safe. Right?ò 

ñYou still donôt fully understand the situation back at the settlement, Pit.ò 

Churanoôs serious tone caused the young retriever to cringe. 

ñIf Teelu doesnôt know the Truth, he will be easily deceived into taking a false 

sheepskin.ò 

Little Pitro shook his head adamantly. ñTeelu is dead-set against any type of sheepskin. 

Heôll refuse that one the way he refused the real one.ò 

ñAnd that is when he will find the need to fear for his life.ò Churano explained. ñYou see, 

the initial punishment for not taking a sheepskin is the ropes; but if the ropes do not convince the 

infidel to take a sheepskin, the penalty is death.ò 

Little Pitro continued to shake his head. 

ñLives have already been lost over this, Pit,ò Shaªluk whispered softly. ñThey made an 

example of Noruôs brother, and forcing all the sheep to watch, they stripped him of his 

sheepskin. They literally skinned him alive.ò 

Little Pitroôs stomach turned. 

ñThatôs the night Noru gathered up all the sheep and dogs wearing real sheepskins and 

fled the settlement. We left just before first light the next morning.ò 

Little Pitro stared at them for a second: óñBut where are you going? I mean, if you wanted 

to run to safety, wouldnôt you run east? Into the mountains? Thatôs where my dad said to go if 

ever there was trouble.ò 

Shaäluk and Churano exchanged knowing glances. ñYour dad was right once again,ò 

Shaªluk whispered. ñThatôs where the other sheep have gone....ò Her voice trailed off. 

Churano looked down at Marbo, then over to his progeny. When he spoke, his voice was 

also no louder than a whisper: ñWe havenôt seen Noru since early spring. We do not know where 

the others are, or even if they are even still alive.ò 

Little Pitro looked as confused as he sounded. ñThen shouldnôt you be looking for them? 

Getting yourselves to safety? Why are you going in the opposite direction?ò 

A soft chuckle rose from Shaªlukôs throat as she stood and turned around before settling 

back down beside the puppies. ñWeôre not running away from trouble, Pit. Weôre heading out to 
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warn the other dog settlements of whatôs happened here. We hope to prevent it from happening 

elsewhere!ò 

Little Pitro swallowed, then he glanced towards his sleeping brother. 

ñWhy donôt you come along with us?ò Shaªluk urged. 

Little Pitro just shook his head. He now understood. If he went to the settlement, he 

would be killed. If his brothers went there, they would quickly convert to Daltuôs form of 

worship. He had to do everything in his power to keep Marbo and Teelu away from the foothills' 

settlementébut first, first they had to find Teelu! 

 

A cold wind blew down the hills from the east, whipping through his still-thick winter 

coat to his rain-soaked skin. Teelu shivered, but he didnôt allow his feet to stop moving through 

the icy water. In a way, he was glad for the wind. It succeeded in dislodging the low-lying cloud 

cover enough that he could scan the horizon and judge his position and direction. 

The cold, however, he could do without. 

During the rainstorm, Teeluôs mind had not stopped working. He now knew what he 

wanted more than anything. All this sheepskin talk had always made him feel like he wasnôt 

good enough; but he was good enough, and he was sure that as long as the settlement dogs knew 

nothing about his parents and their sheepskin fascination, they would see him as good enough 

just the way he was. If he had to continue traveling with Little Pitro, however, they would 

instantly know who his parents were. His only hope lie in getting to the settlement first and in 

establishing an element of trust with the settlement dogs before Little Pitro arrived. Then, when 

his brothers did come, he would simply deny he knew them. 

A wicked snarl curled across his muzzle as he paused to shake the water from his coat, 

then he painstakingly pushed one foot in front of the other through the waters of the swollen 

creek. Yes, things were working out perfectly.... 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ υ 

 

Abyök carefully raised her head and sniffed the breeze. The rain had finally stopped, and 

a sharp, cold wind was chasing the cloud cover away. Meeko was still asleep, and part of her 

didnôt want to move. She didnôt feel like uncurling her body from the warmth of his, and she 

especially didnôt want to wake him up. She was pretty sure he wouldnôt approve of her little 

plan, and it was with great care that she finally pried herself away and crept out from under the 

boughs of the tree. Here she paused to get her bearings, then she put a paw into the now-icy 

water and began making her way slowly back the way they had come. 

The mud sucked at the pads of her feet, and it required significant energy just to move 

forward a single step, but she determinedly refused to turn back. Though there had been times 

when the sound of the storm had succeeded in masking the piercing howls, they had not ceased; 

and even now, the blood-curling sounds continued to ring out in regular intervals. How Meeko 

was able to sleep through the noise, she had no idea, for each wail was like a thorn piercing ever 

deeper into her heart. 

She splashed out a little farther, taking care to watch the trees so that the moss was more 

prevalent on the front of each wet trunk; but with each step away from the cedar tree, her 

uneasiness increased. It wasnôt enough to stop her forward motion, but it was enough to make 

her wish her mate was at her side. She finally paused: ñMeeko? Come.ò 

She thought she heard rustling in the tree boughs, and it wasnôt long before Meekoôs 

woolly nose peeked out over the water-covered swamp. ñWhere are you going?ò 

ñTo help that dog. Are you coming with me or not?ò 

ñNo. Itôs too dangerous. The ground isnôt stable enough. Come back!ò But even as the 

words left his mouth, Meeko recognized the stubborn jaunt to his mateôs purposeful walk. ñWhy 

canôt you be reasonable, just for once?ò he muttered, then he, too, stepped off the little island and 

began making his way through the icy water. 

 

It took the better part of an hour for the two dogs to wade through the muck. By this time, 

what little light there had been was gone, and with the cold wind blowing up from behind them, 

they could only judge their position and direction by orienting to the strange howls. 

Once Meeko understood that there was nothing he could do to make his mate turn back, 
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he had taken the lead, and he now pulled himself onto the relatively dry trail they had deserted 

hours earlier and shook the water from his fur. In the light of the half-moon that now peaked 

through the thinning cloud cover, he could see his mate pull up on the trail behind him and shake 

herself. 

ñWhere is he?ò she whispered. ñI thought he would be here, but....ò She jumped at the 

sound of another heart-wrenching howl. ñIt seems like itôs coming from right on top of us.ò 

ñItôs hard to tell in this wind.ò 

ñMaybe itôs not a dog at all. Maybe itôs a wildcat. I remember hearing one cry out down 

by the lake, by Hayakôs meadow.ò 

Meekoôs brow pinched together in thought. ñI donôt think so. It sounds too much like a 

dog.ò He turned his head to the left and then to the right, sniffing the breeze. 

ñMaybe he really is on top of us. Remember that cliff we came down? Maybe heôs up 

there. Or worse, maybe he went up there looking for us and then slipped. With all this rain, it 

was probably pretty muddy....ò 

Meeko turned his gaze to the forest on the other side of the trail, considering her 

suggestion. 

ñWe should split up. We could find him quicker that way.ò 

ñNo!ò Meeko was adamant. ñIn this wind and as dark as it is, if we split up, weôll be in 

danger of losing each other. Remember, we still donôt know if this dog is trapped or hurt, or if 

itôs all just a ruse to get us to return.ò 

A series of howls now split the air, but this time the noise formed into a word: 

ñHeeeeellllllp!ò 

ñHeôs caught our scent. He knows weôre close by.ò Abyºk turned. ñWeôre coming! Just 

hold on a bit longer!ò 

ñWait!ò But it was too late, and all Meeko could do was watch Abyºk disappear into the 

trees on the other side of the trail. He shook himself, then he turned to follow her to the foot of 

the cliff. 

 

The pair twisted and turned through the woods for another half hour without success. 

Though the blood-curdling howls continued to split the air every few minutes, the closer they 

came to the source of the sound, the more confusing it was to follow. Sometimes it seemed like it 



 

                                                                                                                                                     

 Out of the Pack II: By Their Fruitsé 33  

came from directly in front of them, sometimes from above, and sometimes it was as if the 

source lay deep in the earth. Then Abyök rounded a boulder just as another cry of help split the 

air, and she stopped in her tracks, sniffing the base of the rock. ñIf I didnôt know better, Iôd think 

the sound was coming from inside.ò 

ñBetter be care....ò 

But Abyök cut him off: ñWhere are you?ò 

ñIn here!ò The voice was little more than a snarl. 

Abyºk was puzzled. ñWhere? How can you be óinô the rock?ò  

 

ñJust get me out of here!ò 

ñHow did you get in there?ò 

The response was a sneer: ñWho cares? Get me out!ò 

ñCome on,ò Meeko whispered. ñNowôs our chance to run.ò 

Abyºk ignored him. ñIf we knew how you got in, maybe we could help you.ò 

There was silence for a moment, then the sheep-skinned dog in the rock began to growl. 

Meeko nudged his mateôs shoulder. ñHe probably wonôt tell you. Heôs probably 

embarrassed that heôs in this predicament and requires rescuing.ò 

ñThen what do we do?ò 

ñFollow me.ò 

ñNo Meeko.ò Abyºk held back. ñWe have to help him.ò 

Meeko shook his ears. ñI was wrong to suggest we run. Iôm sorry. Come on now. Weôll 

try to find the opening.ò 

He led her around the rock, sniffing his way along its base. It was actually three different 

boulders that came together to form an enclosure of some kind up against the cliff, but from their 

position below the cliff, there was no way in. ñHe must have fallen in from above,ò Meeko 

observed, ñbut thereôs no way we can climb that rock in the dark. Itôs too wet.ò 

ñThen what do we do? We canôt just leave him there.ò 

Meeko sniffed his way back towards the other side of the rock. This side, too, stopped 

against the vertical rock surface; but just to the far side was a ledge of dirt and weeds that 

appeared to feed its way up the edge, separating it from the cliff to the right. Meeko studied this 

for a moment, then he glanced at his mate. ñWhy donôt you try to climb up here? Iôll stay below 
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to push if you start to slide.ò 

Abyök had already started the climb before her mate finished his sentence. Once on top, 

she cautiously sniffed around until she picked up the scent trail, and she followed this until she 

came to a round opening in the rocky floor, almost completely hidden by last yearôs long grass. 

She ignored the sound of Meeko scratching and scrambling up the cliff, as well as his 

admonition for her to wait for him: ñAre you okay?ò she called into the opening. 

ñWhat? Do I look okay? Iôve been stuck in this miserable hole for hours in the rain. 

Hey!ò If anything, the voice became even angrier. ñArenôt you the dog I sent to the pond for 

fish?ò 

Abyºk couldnôt lie: ñYes.ò 

ñThen itôs your fault Iôm in here!ò He lunged for the surface but missed by about six 

inches. ñJust wait until I get out. Iôll teach you and your stinking traveling companion not to 

disobey me in my territory!ò 

Something akin to panic rose in the pit of Abyºkôs stomach, but she pushed it aside. 

ñYou must have noticed when you passed the pond that it was still frozen. There was no way we 

could catch fish, but now weôve come back to help you.ò 

ñAre you stupid or what?ò 

ñWithout help, you would eventually die in this pit. We are here to get you out.ò 

ñYeah, and why would you care?ò 

ñWe care because the Great Sheep loves you. Now take off that sheepskin of yours and 

toss it up here. Maybe we can use it to help you get out.ò 

There was silence from the hole in the rock, but a few seconds later, a gray sheepskin 

flew into the air. 

Abyºk wasnôt quick enough: ñI didnôt see it coming. Try again.ò 

The gray sheepskin flew up again, a bit higher this time, and Abyök caught it in her teeth 

and flipped it on the ground beside her. ñWait now. Iôm not strong enough by myself. I need to 

get my mate.ò  

She slipped away before he could answer, but she was more than relieved that Meeko 

wasnôt far. It had taken him extra time to pull his way to the top, but he had seen the sheepskin 

flying into the air. ñHere,ò he grunted, grabbing a piece of it with his teeth. ñYou take it here, 

too.ò Then they dangled the sheepskin back over the edge of the hole. 
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There was a powerful lunge from the bottom, and then the sheepskin snapped sharply 

back, nearly dragging the two retrievers down; but bracing their full weight against the pull, they 

slowly but surely began backing away from the edge. The sheepskin groaned, and there was a 

tearing sound; but two black paws soon appeared over the edge, and moments later, the black 

dog was scrambling his way out. 

As Meeko relaxed his jaw, loosening his hold on the sheepskin, Abyök could see every 

muscle in his body poised to run. 

ñGive me my sheepskin!ò 

Abyök flipped her head and sent the skin flying towards the dog, then they both watched 

silently as he scooped it up. 

ñYour reward for getting me out of that pit is that Iôm not going to kill you for running 

off instead of catching my fish.ò Lunging forward, he rammed his body weight into them. The 

blow sent Abyök sailing through the opening the dog had just vacated. Her heart lurched as she 

catapulted down, and then her body slammed against the rocky ground, knocking the breath out 

of her. 

Meeko jumped aside to miss the dogôs main blow, but the momentum sent him tumbling 

into the hole as well, and he landed beside Abyºk with a solid ñplunkò as the leering black face 

of their tormentor appeared in the hole above. 

Abyºk fought to get enough air to make her voice work. ñThe Great Sheep loves you, 

you know!ò She could near Meekoôs angry growl at her side, and hoping to get her message 

across before he could speak, her words rushed forward: ñIt doesnôt matter what youôve done, 

what youôre doing, or what you will do. He loves you.ò 

ñShut up! I donôt want to hear about your precious sheep. Isnôt it enough that I have to 

wear this stupid, itchy skin?ò 

Something akin to excitement bubbled up in Abyºkôs gut. ñNo, I wonôt shut up. You 

have thrown us in this pit, and in a moment, you will leave us here to die. There is nothing more 

you can do to make me shut up.ò She could hear Meekoôs whispered admonitions, but she 

ignored them. ñAnd no, it isnôt enough that you wear that skin. The Great Sheep wants you to 

have a real sheepskin. His skin. Not one you received from who knows where, not one you had 

to earn.ò 

If anything the dogôs jowls pulled back even farther and his ears flattened even more. It 
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amazed Abyºk that he even stayed. ñWhatôs the difference?ò he snapped. 

ñIôm not totally sure,ò was Abyºkôs honest reply. ñI donôt know why creatures wear the 

kind of sheepskin you have, but I can tell you this: When you receive your sheepskin directly 

from the hooves of the Great Sheep Himself, it means that He has forgiven you for all the bad 

things youôve done. It means that the Good Shepherd now sees you as being as pure as the Great 

Sheep Himself.ò 

The dog growled, but he didnôt speak; and more notably, he didnôt run. 

Abyºk could feel the tension in her mateôs body, but she was happy to hear that his voice 

carried an element of calm: ñTell me: Why do you wear that sheepskin?ò 

Another growl resounded from the opening: ñBecause thatôs what pack dogs do.ò 

ñNo,ò Meeko argued. ñLast fall pack dogs would kill anything wearing a sheepskin of 

any kind.ò  

ñYeah, but that was before.ò 

ñBefore what?ò Meekoôs voice was even calmer now, and in her relief, Abyök blew out a 

breath she didnôt know she was holding. 

ñBefore Timru, our Shamru was killed. He learned that wearing a sheepskin was the right 

thing to do, but he knew that the right one was the one that comes from the back of a sheep. 

When he took his sheepskin, the sheep pursued him and killed him. It was when the pack dogs 

went to bury the body that they saw the sheepskin. Thatôs when we learned weôre all supposed to 

wear sheepskins.ò 

Though she couldnôt see them, Abyºk could imagine Meekoôs eyes growing wide in 

surprise. She did hear him gulp.... ñTell me,ò she asked softly. ñWhy do you chase us down for 

wearing sheepskins?ò 

She wasnôt sure her voice would carry as far as the ears of the angry dog overhead, but 

when he answered, she knew it had: ñBecause your sheepskins are different. Yours donôt come 

off. It was creatures wearing sheepskins like yours who killed our Shamru.ò 

His head now disappeared from the hole overhead, and Meeko and Abyök heard the 

scratching of nails on rock as he trotted off. Neither retriever said anything, but Abyök could 

hear Meeko blowing out a chest-full of air. 

Then, as suddenly as it had disappeared, the black head reappeared in the hole overhead: 

ñWhy did you help me?ò 



 

                                                                                                                                                     

 Out of the Pack II: By Their Fruitsé 37  

Abyök knew she needed to rush her words if she wanted to get them out before he left 

again: ñBecause the Great Sheep loves you! The Great Sheep didnôt want to see you suffering in 

that hole, so He sent us to rescue you.ò 

ñThen weôll see if He loves you enough to send someone to rescue you.ò The face was 

gone then, for good this time. 

ñThatôs gratitude for you.ò 

A lump rose in Abyºkôs throat at the sound of Meekoôs angry growl. ñHeôll be back,ò she 

whispered. ñI know he will.ò 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ φ 

 

Abyök stared at the rectangular patch of light overhead. She inadvertently shivered at the 

sight of clouds chasing each other across the gray sky, then she chomped her teeth together in 

resolution. It had been two long days since their imprisonment, and if there was anything 

encouraging to say about the rock walls surrounding them, it was that they served to keep out 

most of the biting wind. She was also thankful that the rain had not returned; but beyond this, 

even her innate optimism couldnôt find anything positive about their current predicament. 

She reared up on her back legs for the hundredth time, noting yet again how her ragged 

nails only reached half-way up the wall, then she let them slide back to the rocky floor as she 

crumbled onto her belly. Maybe a little rain would be a blessing after all. At least there would be 

some moisture to relieve their parched throats.... 

Part of her was angry. Not at the black dog, for she had forgiven him. No, as much as she 

hated to admit it, the recipient of her anger was actually Meeko. She glanced at him now, curled 

up in a ball of misery against the rock wall. He hadnôt spoken in hours. His inability to change 

their situation, to get them out of the pit, to even fulfill his mateôs basic needs for food and water, 

left him completely disheartened; but to Abyök, sullen silence was far worse than the captivity. 

If only he would understand that she needed his strength, his encouragement, his comfort! 

ñWhat do you want from us, Great Sheep?ò she whispered. ñWhat great lesson are you 

trying to teach us?ò 

Though it was the thousandth time she had uttered this prayer, her whisper was a bit 

louder this time, and Meeko roused: ñHeôs trying to teach us that weôre not good enough to be on 

mission for Him. Iôve given my whole life to serve Him, and look where itôs gotten us.ò 

Abyºkôs throat tightened. Meeko had said the same thing yesterday.... The last time he 

had spoken.... She already knew argument was futile, but his wordsðthey were soðabsurd. 

Where was his faith? Itôs not true what he says, Great One, she prayed. Heôs just confused and 

angry. Please forgive him. 

As her prayer exited her lips, she was overcome with the realization that it was Meekoôs 

confusion and anger that were feeding his sullen silence. She understood then that she needed to 

forgive him, too. ñIôm sorry for being upset at you, Meeko.ò 
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There was no response, but as the sound of her words died away, she was left with an 

intense feeling of peace and warmth. A love beyond her comprehension had burst forth in her 

heart. It was love for Meeko, yes, but it was so much more than that. This love moved forward to 

envelope all the Good Shepherdôs creatures! 

Abyök pulled herself into a seated position, her emotions seeming to float on this sea of 

peace that her heart had become. An hour flew by as she prayed for more and more of the Great 

Sheepôs selfless love. Then once again, her cry bubbled up: Send us help, Great One. 

The little cave darkened slightly. It was as if something were blocking the gray light of 

the overcast day, and a surge of excited energy shot up Abyºkôs chest. She wasnôt at all surprised 

to see a familiar black muzzle reaching down through the opening.... The mastiff had returned! 

She swallowed, trying to gather up enough coherent thought to say something that made 

sense; but it was the black dog who spoke first: ñWhy did you rescue me?ò His voice was cold 

and calculating. ñWhy didnôt you run?ò 

Abyºk stood. ñI told you the other day. We rescued you because itôs what the Great 

Sheep would have done.ò She paused, but when he didnôt respond, she continued: ñAnd you? 

Why did you return?ò 

There was silence for a full minute, and when the black dog spoke, his voice generated 

from deep in his throat: ñI came back becauseðI had to find outðmore about thisðGreat 

Sheep. I need to know why this Great Sheep would care enough about me to send you to rescue 

me, even after I treated you with so much hatred.ò 

Meeko pulled himself to a setting position, and Abyök could feel his melancholy 

dissipating. They shared a knowing glance as the end of a vine flew down from above. 

ñIt could be a trap,ò Meeko whispered. 

ñI donôt think so!ò 

Meeko stared at the vine for half a minute. There was hope in his eyes, the first Abyök 

had seen in days. ñThis is crazy, but I think youôre right.ò He hesitated again. ñIôll go first, if ever 

thereôs danger.ò Without waiting for a response, he reared up and sank his teeth deeply into the 

wood. As his nails scrambled to catch microscopic cracks in the sheer rock, he slowly began to 

move upward until his head, and then his body, disappeared over the edge. 

Abyök waited for the vine to drop back down, and moments later, both retrievers stood 

atop the rock. Panting from their exertion, the pair turned to stare at the black dog crouched 
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humbly before them: ñIômðsorry. I shouldnôt have left you there to die. Not after what you did.ò 

Abyök glanced at Meeko. Had he noticed? The Mastiff no longer wore the tattered 

sheepskin.... 

Meeko moved forward to touch his nose. ñWe forgive you,ò he said softly. ñWhatôs your 

name?ò 

ñI am Ronco; but I deserve neither your kindness nor your forgiveness.ò 

Abyök moved forward then. She noticed the gaunt look about the animal, how his coat 

was hanging in shreds in some places, and then she saw the gash on his flank. ñWhere did you 

get that?ò But she didnôt wait for an answer before moving in to begin cleaning it. 

Ronco didnôt seem to notice her. ñTell me about your Great Sheep, and do it quickly.ò 

 

They spent the next 30 minutes in eager conversation, and in the end, though Ronco still 

looked confused, a flicker of hope had ignited in his eyes. ñYou say that He will forgive me for 

all the bad things Iôve done, and even for leaving you two to die in that pit after you saved my 

life?ò 

Meeko nodded. 

ñAnd if I accept His sheepskin, it will cover all those bad things?ò 

Abyök nodded this time. 

ñHow is it different from the one I used to wear?ò 

It was an honest question. ñI donôt know much about that kind of sheepskin,ò Abyºk 

admitted, ñbut I can tell you that when you accept the Great Sheepôs skin, His wool starts to 

grow from your back.ò She nosed Meekoôs shoulder. ñLike this.ò She earnestly stepped forward. 

ñOnly the Great Sheepôs own skin can cover the bad things weôve all done, Ronco. When youôre 

wearing His sheepskin, the Good Shepherd sees only that you are blameless and pure, just like 

the Great Sheep. Perhaps the best part, though, is that you will be able to have the Good 

Shepherd as your forever friend, One Who will always be there, Who will always help you, One 

Who you can always trust.ò 

The gray sky overhead was already beginning to darken, a sure sign that the sun had 

begun its westward descent, when Ronco finally sat back on his haunches and stared up. ñI 

believe you. I really do. ButðIôm afraid.ò  

ñYou donôt....ò 
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Ronco interrupted Meeko as if he hadnôt heard: ñWhen I left here the other day, 

something wouldnôt let me put that dirty sheepskin back on. I wandered to the south where I ran 

into a couple of old friends who are now members of the pack. They actually attacked me for not 

wearing a sheepskin, and I barely escaped with my life.ò He glanced towards his flank. ñThatôs 

where that nasty cut came from!ò He looked directly at Meeko. ñI was so puzzled. I couldnôt 

understand why my own friends would turn against me when the ones I had threatened to kill 

came back to save me.ò His gaze now shifted to Abyok. ñThatôs why I came back. I want what 

you have; but I donôt want to live my life on the run like the two of you.ò 

Abyºkôs tail began to swish. ñWe know a place where you can go, a place that is safe 

from the pack, where you will be with sheep and dogs who wear the Great Sheepôs skin. Itôs 

about two weeks' travel. We can give you directions, but first you must decide if this is what you 

really want.ò 

Ronco looked from one dog to the other. ñI donôt know. Itôs all so confusing; but there is 

one thing that is clear: You two are the first dogs Iôve met who actually seem to care about 

someone besides yourselves. If this comes from this Great Sheep of yours, then I want to know 

more about Him.ò 

ñGo on to the meadow, then,ò Meeko urged. ñFollow the sunrise, and after two weeks of 

steady marching, youôll find a beautiful green lake loaded with fish. Turn to the south, follow the 

little inlet for a couple of miles, and youôll be sure to find it.ò 

Ronco nodded. ñSounds easy enough, and you two would be better off heading back to 

this magical meadow with me. Youôre in the outer region of the packôs wintering grounds, and 

itôs very dangerous out there. Theyôll be heading northwest soon, towards the river settlement.ò 

Meekoôs ears flattened slightly. ñThe river settlement is actually our destination. Isnôt it 

to the west of us?ò 

Ronco shook his head. ñIf youôre headed for the river settlement, then youôve gotten on 

the wrong path somehow. The settlement you speak of is to the northwest, about a three or four 

weeksô journey.ò 

Abyºk glanced over at Meeko. At least that explained why they hadnôt met up with 

anyone on the trail.... 

ñBut donôt go there,ò Ronco continued to urge. ñNowhere is it safe for dogs who wear 

your type of sheepskins.ò 
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Abyºk thumped her tail on the rocky floor. ñThank you for your concern, Ronco, but 

weôll be fine; especially now that youôve shown us the right path.ò 

Ronco grunted. ñAre you sure?ò 

ñWeôre sure,ò Meeko affirmed, and the confidence that once again showed in his stance 

warmed Abyºkôs heart. 

Ronco stared at them at length, then he nodded, and turning, he loped up the trail to the 

east. 

ñYou did it, Abby,ò Meeko nuzzled his mate. ñYou brought your first dog out of the 

pack.ò 

Abyºk lowered her gaze. ñWe did it together, Meeks.ò 

ñNo.ò Meeko hung his head in shame. ñI would have left him in that hole, and once we 

were down there, I was so mad at him that I found myself hoping heôd be killed. He could have 

rotted in the eternal darkness for all I cared.ò 

Abyºk licked him gently. ñDonôt be so hard on yourself, Meeks. Neither of us knows 

what to expect on this mission. We just have to keep two things in mind: First, our own safety is 

secondary; and second, if the Great Sheep loves even the worst members of the pack, then so 

must we.ò She looked away. ñMeeko, it doesnôt make sense what Ronco said about why pack 

dogs wear sheepskins.ò 

Meeko shook his head. ñTheyôve twisted the story of what really happened to Timru to fit 

their own beliefs. But whether they understand the truth about Timruôs death or not, the fact that 

he was wearing a sheepskin last fall, just after he was attacked for trying to protect me from pack 

hunters, must have really confused them.ò 

ñThen maybe our job will be easier.ò 

ñI donôt think so. Something tells me the fact that pack dogs are now wearing sheepskins 

will only make it harder than ever for them to realize they need the Great Sheep.ò 

Abyºk laid back her ears in puzzlement. ñI donôt think I follow you.ò 

ñIf they are already wearing a sheepskin, they wonôt see the need to take another.ò 

Abyºk thought about this for a moment. It made sense, sort of. ñI think Iôve learned 

something from this encounter with Ronco. I donôt think we will be able to convince them they 

need another sheepskin by telling them. I think the only way to win pack dogs for the Emerald 

Caverns is by showing them the Great Sheepôs love. Now letôs get going.ò 
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As she turned to go, she noticed the pair of freshly killed squirrels lying at the crest of the 

rock that had served as their prison. ñMeeko?ò 

Meeko moved forward to sniff at the stiffening bodies. ñEven after all my doggy 

hatred.... Hey, Abby, you know what? If we had been on the right trail all along, we would never 

have run into Ronco....ò 

Abyokôs tail thumped against her sides in excitement as she interrupted him: ñAnd there 

would still be one less dog in the Great Sheepôs flock! He always works everything out for the 

good....ò 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ χ 

 

Teelu put yet one more weary foot in front of another. The night sky was just beginning 

to lighten in the east, finally marking the end of this long night. Though it seemed much longer, 

only two weeks had passed since he had parted ways with his brothers. Many times he had 

wondered at the wisdom of his plan. The cold nights had been much lonelier than he had 

expected, for one thing, and the trail had been a lot longer than he had thought. Of course he 

didnôt dare admit this to anyone. All his life he had dreamed of being on his own, and if it wasnôt 

quite as glorious as he had imagined, he didnôt have to acknowledge the fact! 

All doubt had fled, however, just as the sun was setting the previous evening, when he 

had finally entered the long valley. He had known instantly that this was the one. In fact, even 

from the most westerly end he could see the towering granite faces of the cliffs that made up the 

settlementôs outermost crags and caves. Instead of finding shelter for the night, he had pressed 

on, following the course of the creek through the long hours of darkness, and now, just as the 

first pink streaks of dawn were glowing over the mountain tops, he saw his destination up ahead. 

Filled with renewed energy, he broke into a full run, crossing the remaining mile in mere 

minutes, and only slowing his pace at the entrance to the settlement. 

But wait. Though he could hear dog noises in the distance, the settlement itself was quiet. 

Where was everyone? As Teelu cocked his head towards the distant noise, his ears flattened back 

in surprise. The sounds were all coming from the knoll where the stone altar stood! 

Though he would never have chosen this as his first destination, Teelu now found himself 

heading for the knoll. He arrived at the edge of the ring of trees surrounding the clearing just as 

the sun crested the peaks of the highest of the mountains and cast its first golden rays on the altar 

itself. Teelu did a double take. Try as he might to remember, he was sure the structure hadnôt 

been covered with sheepskins the last time he had been here.... 

A medium-sized brown and white Springer Spaniel stepped up to the base of the altar, a 

fresh, clean sheepskin strapped around his middle. 

Teelu blinked then clicked his teeth. It had to be Daltu, the innkeeper who would go 

nowhere without his woolly coat. A warning bell sounded in his heart, but he ignored it. After 

all, he had achieved his goal.... 
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His gaze shifted to the rest of the group as he silently crept forward to join the throng. 

The dogs around him represented every breed he had ever heard of, as well as a few he had never 

seen before; with colors ranging from black to brown to gray to spotted to white to yellow toð

golden! 

Thoughts of the brown and white spotted dog and the sheepskin-covered altar he stood 

beside quickly fled Teeluôs mind at the sight of a young female golden retriever seated a little to 

his left.  

But she was wearing a sheepskin, too. In fact, everyone was wearing a similar woolen 

coat.... Strange! 

There was no time to contemplate this oddity, for the shrill voice of the Springer Spaniel 

by the altar filled the air: ñMy dear settlement dogs!ò 

The golden wonder was looking his way. What an honor! Teelu wagged his tail, and he 

couldnôt help noting the shy giggle that ensued.  

ñWelcome to a new day, another gift from the Good Shepherd.ò 

Cringing at the reference, Teelu pulled his eyes away from the golden girl. He was trying 

to get away from this Good Shepherd nonsense.... Thatôs when he noticed the ropes. A minimum 

of 10 long ones looped through a piece of rope tied around Daltuôs neck. Each rope ran back into 

the gathering to loop around the necks of 10 different dogs.... Very strange indeed.... 

ñWhat will we do with this day weôve been given?ò Daltuôs short, white muzzle was 

raised in the air and the silky brown flaps that formed his ears were cocked in full attention. 

Teelu licked his jowls impatiently. 

ñLetôs not forget that the Prophesied One could appear in our midst at any time. Let us 

keep our sheepskins on and clean, so that when He arrives, He will recognize us as His own.ò 

Teelu shifted his weight. He couldnôt pinpoint it, but something in what the dog said 

didnôt seem quite right....  

But then, he didnôt believe the prophecies anyway, so why did it matter that Daltu talked 

about it differently than his parents? 

ñToday we have even more reason to celebrate,ò continued the shrill voice. ñToday is the 

day five of the dogs tethered to me have completed their required punishments and can be 

allowed to go free.ò 
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A few barks filled the air as various dogs at the gathering rose to their feet, cheering on 

the release of their friends and family. ñDaltu the great!ò called a miniature poodle on the front 

row. ñHow noble and just is our leader!ò She didn't seem to notice that her bottom was soiled 

from the mud.  

As other dogs joined in with cries of ñDaltu the great,ò Teelu could see the fur under the 

spotted dogôs sheepskin bristle in pride. He also noted how Daltu let the crowd cry out for a full 

five minutes before finally clearing his throat.... 

ñAnd I havenôt even told you the good news yet!ò 

The crowd fell silent, all ears straining in anticipation. 

ñThe good news is....ò Daltu purposefully paused, relishing in the pent-up excitement. 

Even the sky seemed to appreciate the seriousness of the moment, for the sunôs early morning 

rays now shifted to illuminate not just the sheepskin-covered altar, but also the brown and white 

dog at its base.... ñFive of these dogs have chosen to stay tied up!ò 

Near pandemonium broke out around the base of the altar, and Daltu had to rare up on his 

hind legs and bark sharply to get everyoneôs attention. ñToday is truly a day of celebration!ò he 

cried. ñToday is the day that I will honor some of my most loyal supporters by passing on some 

of these tied up dogs to them. Now, will the following dogs please step forward?ò 

He listed off five names, and as each dog reached the base of the stone alar, Daltu fitted 

each with a ring of rope around his neck. He then fastened the ropes of the five dogs who could 

have been set free to the rough collars of these dogs. 

Teelu quickly scanned the clearing. To his surprise he noticed that a few other dogs at the 

gathering also wore these rope collars, and each one with a collar had at least one other dog tied 

to him.... 

This was just plain weird! 

Yet he couldnôt help wondering how it would feel to be important enough to have another 

dog tied up to him.... 

His eyes found their way back to the lovely golden retriever, and rising to his feet, he 

padded over to where she sat. ñHi!ò 

The young retriever giggled and shyly looked away. 

His muzzle moved towards her ear. ñIôm Teelu, and I just arrived in the settlement today. 

Whatôs your name?ò 
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ñIôm Biªmic!ò She looked around quickly, as if to make sure no one saw her speaking to 

him. ñYouôd better get your sheepskin on quick, or Daltu will have a fit.ò 

Teeluôs ears came forward. ñIôd like to!ò He was lying; but what were a few white lies 

when it won the interest of such a charming girl? Besides, this Daltu interested him, and 

somehow, the thought of wearing a sheepskin didnôt bother him nearly as much as it might have 

even as recently as earlier that same morningðat least not if he could have the lovely Biämic at 

his side! ñWhere can I get one?ò 

Biämic glanced nervously over the gathering. Teelu could see a pair of older golden 

retrievers in front and a little to the left. Her parents, more than likely. He noted how she stayed 

out of their line of sight. She then whispered in the ear of a golden cocker spaniel, and before 

long, the cocker sidled up to him: ñI hear you are looking to buy a sheepskin.ò 

Teelu glanced at Biämic, noting the pure white color of hers. He wagged his tail at her 

again, and his soul thrilled when she shyly dropped her gaze. He turned back to the Cocker ñDo 

you have a white one?ò 

The smaller dog squinted her eyes at the altar for a moment. ñYes. Now go get three kills 

and bring them back to the altar.ò Then she silently moved back to the spot she had vacated, and 

Teelu sidled up to the golden girl. ñMeet me down by the creek after the gathering,ò he 

whispered, then he slunk into the trees. 

 

Teelu jogged a few hundred yards down the creek. He paused at a stand of bushes to drag 

out the body of an unfortunate squirrel, and then he sat back on his haunches to wait. Would she 

come? 

His tongue dropped out of his mouth. The day was already warm, and this sheepskin 

made him feel hot all over. He was considering taking it off when he saw the streak of pure gold 

racing down the trail from the settlement. His tail thumped the ground in excitement as she 

skidded to a halt and stood panting at his side. 

Teelu rose to strut up and down the creek bank. ñDo you like it?ò 

ñIt fits you perfectly!ò 

ñThen this is for you.ò Teelu scooped up the squirrel and dropped it at her feet. ñNow tell 

me, whatôs such a beautiful girl doing in a place like this?ò 
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Biämic giggled as she licked at the squirrelôs blood. ñI donôt know. Waiting for you to 

emerge from the trees and bring me a squirrel dinner?ò 

Teelu licked the side of her face. ñThen your dream has come true.ò 

Biªmic giggled again, biting into the tender meat. ñSince Daltuôs proclamation that 

having a mate and producing puppies is what brings purpose to a femaleôs life, my parents have 

been hounding me to take a mate; but Daltu also says that cross-breeds are worthless, so I donôt 

want to be mated to anyone who isnôt a pure breed of the royal, golden lineage. And since there 

arenôt any in the settlement anymore, I was stuck!ò She licked the fresh blood that dripped down 

her lower jaw. ñUntil now that is.ò She strutted forward then, rubbing up against his side, and as 

she did, all former display of shyness vanished. 

A pang of guilt momentarily flickered through Teeluôs mind. He, himself, was a cross-

breed; but her touch was already sending shivers up his spine. He began to lick her face, her 

back, her underside; and as he curled his body around hers, he determined that this golden 

wonder didnôt need to know anything about his father.... 

 

ñYouôre getting my sheepskin all muddy,ò Biªmic whispered. 

ñThen I guess Iôll just have to clean you off, wonôt I?ò 

Biämic wiggled out from under him and sauntered back to what was left of the squirrel. 

As she licked at the blood, her ears cocked forward, and her eyes never left Teeluôs: ñDo you 

always bring home such tasty morsels?ò 

Teeluôs tail whipped from side to side as he crouched to pounce; but the sheepskin was 

sliding around his mid-section. He reached around with his teeth to pull it back up. ñThis thing 

wonôt stay put,ò he muttered to himself; then he turned to Biªmic: ñTell me again why wearing 

thisðthis thingðis so necessary.ò 

Biämic shook her head. ñI donôt know. Itôs another of Daltuôs stupid rules. He says you 

need one to hide the bad things youôve done from the eyes of the Good Shepherd. He says if we 

all look pure, the Prophesied One will come more quickly.ò 

Teelu raised an eyebrow. Not that he cared even a moment about such stuff, but it 

interested him greatly to see how Daltu had twisted his parentsô beliefs, ever so slightly, and now 

the entire settlement followed him. He couldnôt help wondering how it would be to have so much 

poweré. ñAnd you? I donôt really care what Daltu says, I want to know what you say.ò 
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She tossed her golden head. ñI guess I wear it because I have to.ò Then she giggled. 

ñSeriously, my parents say Daltu insists on the sheepskin to signify that you have renounced any 

belief that the pack exists and have completely given your allegiance to Daltuôs teachings.ò 

Teelu turned suddenly. ñRenounced that the pack exists? Do you mean that dogs who 

wear sheepskins donôt believe the pack exists?ò 

Biämic looked at him for a full minute, then she began to giggle again. ñDonôt tell me 

you actually believe it does!ò 

A warning bell sounded. The reality of the pack was still very fresh in Teeluôs mind; but 

Biªmic obviously didnôt believe the pack existed, and neither did Daltu, or anyone else in this 

settlement. This could only mean they had never met any members of the pack, which meant, of 

course, that the pack hadnôt been this far west in a very long time. Besides, if he was going to fit 

in with the other dogs living hereðand this would be necessary if he was going to pursue a 

relationship with the lovely Biämicðthen it wouldnôt do for him to argue with this Daltu.... 

As these thoughts passed through Teeluôs mind, he succeeded in snuffing out the warning 

bell. He curled his body back around hers: ñOf course I donôt believe in the pack!ò He licked her 

ear. ñI was just testing you.ò 

ñYou had me worried for a moment. If my parents thought you believed in the pack, they 

wouldnôt let me see you.ò 

ñAnd that would be too bad, wouldnôt it?ò Teelu was already totally intoxicated by her 

presence. 

ñHey.ò She jumped around. ñWhy donôt you come and meet them?ò 

Teelu laughed aloud: ñMaybe you better wait until you dry off a little!ò 

Turning her head to stare at her wet back, Biämic looked suddenly embarrassed. ñUh, 

yeah. Papa would be mad if he knew I let some boy lick me all over.ò 

Teelu sprang suddenly forward, flooring her between his fore paws, and though she tried 

to squirm away, his pink tongue began washing her underside. 

She didnôt squirm for long. ñI guess we could wait to introduce you to my parents.ò 

Teelu caught the teasing glimmer in her eye. ñHow old are you, anyway?ò 

The corner of her mouth twitched comically. ñ13 months. And you?ò 

ñ14.ò It was another lie, but as he felt her soft tongue licking him in return, he was sure 

that it really didnôt matter. 
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In fact, nothing mattered. 

Yes, this was definitely going better than he had planned....  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ψ 

 

A wide, muddy ribbon of water stretched from the southwest towards the northeast, 

snaking its way alternately through heavily wooded land and lush, green meadows and fields. 

The forests alternated between towering redwoods and pines, and a more mixed variety of alder, 

oak and maple, while boulders of all sizes dotted the meadows. Even at this distance, the 

presence of abundant wild flowers was marked by the hews of yellow, blue and purple over the 

meadows, and from their vantage point atop the ridge, the traveling retrievers could make out at 

least ten creeks and smaller waterways flowing through the meadows to empty into the mighty 

river. 

Abyºk panted as she and Meeko scrambled to the edge of a rocky outcropping. ñThatôs 

got to be it.ò 

Meeko nodded. ñWeôve certainly traveled far enough. I thought weôd have been here two 

weeks ago.ò 

It was Abyºkôs turn to nod. ñOur little detour to the east put us at least two weeks off 

schedule. It is just so hard to know if weôre on the right trail. Mama had only traveled this trail 

once, and she was sick at the time. Besides, she claims Papa made her walk through water to 

hide their tracks, so they likely took a totally different path.ò She capered to the edge of the 

precipice, stopping only just in time to avoid tumbling off, then she turned, her ears cocked 

comically as her tail slapped her sides. She expected and received the look of horror that 

momentarily washed over her mate. 

For some reason, Meeko couldnôt assume any of her excitement. He indicated the river 

below with his muzzle: ñWhere do you think the settlement is?ò 

Abyök shifted her gaze towards the river. Until now, the terrain had been primarily level, 

with the occasional cliff wall to descend; but here the ground dropped off steadily, descending 

some 600 feet over the course of a mile, to the water below. As she scanned its length, from the 

southwest to the northeast, her earlier frivolity melted away. ñI donôt know.ò 

Meekoôs next words were spat out in frustration: ñYou donôt think weôve come all this 

way to....ò 

ñWe havenôt missed the settlement, Meeko.ò Abyºkôs voice was gentle and reassuring. 
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ñThis has to be the river. Mama said it was the only one in the region. We just have to follow it 

until we get there.ò 

Meeko sniffed. ñAnd that could take all summer. What if we turn upriver and search that 

direction for two weeks, only to find out that it was just a couple of miles downriver?ò 

Abyök pulled back her jowls slightly, barely stopping her growl of frustration. Meeko 

had become more pessimistic with each passing day, and nothing she tried would lighten his 

mood. 

ñBut then, we could spend the next month searching downriver, only to find out that the 

settlement is just a dayôs walk upriver. Meanwhile, every day we spend in this wretched 

wilderness puts us one step closer to imminent death.ò 

The last words were spat out with a force that shocked even Abyºk. ñMeeko?ò 

ñDoesnôt it scare you, Abby? I mean, after what happened with Ronco and all? What if 

what he said is true? What if all pack dogs really do wear sheepskins? What if the only dogs who 

are persecuted are the ones wearing the true skin of the Great Sheep? What if....ò 

ñWhat if we let the Great Sheep worry about some of your 'what if's?ò 

Meeko whined. Though gentle, Abyºkôs reprimand was poignant, and he couldnôt deny 

the wisdom in her words. Besides, there hadnôt been any sign of trouble since leaving Ronco four 

weeks earlier. Nonetheless, he was completely unable to dislodge the feeling of anxiety that had 

rooted itself in the pit of his gut.  

ñHey.ò Abyºk nosed his ear. ñThe Great Sheep never said it would be easy, and He never 

said it wouldnôt be dangerous. He just told us to go.ò 

The gentle breeze clapping through the new leaves of the popular trees below seemed to 

bring Meeko out of some kind of reverie. ñHe told me to go, Abby.ò He turned to his mate. ñMe, 

not you. Maybe....ò 

Abyök stared at him for a moment, then she dropped her gaze. 

Meeko immediately regretted his words. ñLook.ò He reached out to lick her ear. ñThatôs 

not what I meant. I meant.... Oh, just ignore me. I donôt know what I meant.ò 

ñI know what you meant.ò Abyºkôs tone was calm. Controlled. Crestfallen. ñYou meant 

that you regret taking me as your mate.ò 

ñNo.ò Meeko pressed closer. ñI just feel guilty about pulling you into this danger zone. If 

something were to happen to you, IðI donôt know what I would do. It tears me up inside to 
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think of the danger Iôve already subjected you to. IðMaybe it would have been better if....ò 

Abyºk turned her head now, looking him straight in the eye. ñLike I said, you think it 

would have been better to not have taken a mate.ò 

Unable to bear the pain he read in her eyes, Meeko looked away, then he dropped to his 

belly and buried his muzzle under his paws. He wanted desperately to say something that would 

undo the hurt his words had caused, but the solitary thought that came to his mind would only 

hurt her moreé. 

ñIôm sorry, Meeko.ò Abyºkôs voice squeezed out from a spot deep in her throat. ñIf you 

prefer, Iôll leave. I care too much for you to be constantly causing you anxiety.ò Then she 

straightened, and raising her muzzle towards the heavens, she declared: ñNo matter what, I will 

not abandon this mission. If you no longer think that we should do this as a team, fine. Go your 

own way. As for me? I will seek after the lost puppies of the Great Sheep until the day He calls 

me to the Emerald Caverns.ò She looked down at her mate, her body taut with conviction. ñAre 

you going to join me, or do you prefer to do this alone?ò 

Something snapped in Meeko then. His body began to quiver, and he buried his head 

even farther under his paws. 

Abyök reached over and began licking his ears, his neck, his woolly back. ñShh,ò she 

crooned. ñItôs going to be okay.ò 

But the quivering only intensified, and Abyök had to strain to understand the words that 

babbled forth: ñBut Iðcanôt. I am not courageous. I canôt face them like my dad did. He trusted 

me to carry on, but IðI canôt. IômðIôm too afraid.ò 

Sudden movement in the brush to the north caught Abyºkôs attention. ñMeeks?ò Her 

whisper was husky, and she hoped her voice would break through whatever visual image he was 

reliving. ñSnap out of it, Meeko!ò 

He didnôt seem to hear, for his tirade of words didnôt even slow. 

ñMeeko!ò She stared hard into the brush, sure now that she had seen movement. She 

backed away. ñMeeko!ò 

He seemed to hear her this time, for the voice subsided for a few seconds, and he cocked 

an ear in her direction. Then the words again poured forth: ñI didnôt ask for this. The Great Sheep 

dumped it on me, and now Iôve dumped it on you. Very soon we will both be dead to the fangs 

of the pack, and IðI just canôt bear the thought of them getting you.ò 
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Abyök crouched, her eyes fixed on the bushes, readying herself to leap away should the 

need arise. She wrinkled her nose, wishing for the first time ever that she had paid more attention 

to the sniffing lessons her father had tried to give her; but the wind was coming from the south, 

behind them, and any information it might have carried was being blown in the opposite 

direction. She took a shaking step towards the brush, then another and another. ñThereôs 

someone over there, Meeks!ò 

To her dismay, Meeko continued his rant. 

Staring intently into the shadows of the branches, Abyök was sure she saw a flash of 

light. No, two flashes, about a nose-width apart. She sniffed the air as the wind stilled for a brief 

moment. Was it dog that she scented? ñWho are you?ò She hoped her quiet tone would convey 

friendliness and welcome. She moved forward again. ñI am a friend!ò She wondered at her 

words as she spoke them. She was, after all, the stranger here, not this creature under the bushes; 

but if this pair of lights really belonged to a foe, wouldnôt it have challenged her by now? 

The two sparks blinked and then slowly backed away. 

Abyök carefully skirted the edge of the cliff, rounding the base of the bush, and there, 

crouched on the hard, rocky surface of the cliff, was a small, brown dog. She guessed it was a 

Chihuahua, though she had never seen one before. She noted how the brown dog was shaking. ñI 

wonôt hurt you,ò she whispered, slowly moving forward. She saw the sheepskin strapped to the 

tiny back as she did. ñAre you hurt? Alone? Hungry?ò She paused, but only for a moment. ñMy 

mate and I have just arrived from the east. Weôve come to share the love of the Great Sheep with 

anyone who will hear.ò 

At the words, ñGreat Sheep,ò the tiny dog seemed to relax a little, and her eyes darted 

from Abyºkôs black nose to the tip of her flowing black tail, then back to the sheepskin that grew 

from her back. The voice was barely more than a squeak: ñYou...you...wear a sheepskin?ò 

Abyök cocked her ear to one side. ñYes. I do wear a sheepskin. And so do you, or at least 

you wear a kind of sheepskin.ò 

ñNo!ò The brown dogôs voice grew stronger. ñI have one like yours; but if they catch you 

with a sheepskin like that one, they will kill you for sure. This other one hides my real one.ò The 

dog slowly dragged herself to her feet and limped three steps in Abyºkôs direction. ñI havenôt 

seen a dog wearing nothing but a real sheepskin in months.ò 

Abyök noted the way the dog favored her left back leg. ñYouôre hurt.ò 
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ñItôs nothing. Iôm Lionak, and Iôm from the settlement by the river. Whatôs your name, 

and where did you say you were from?ò 

Abyºk marveled at the courage of the little dog. ñIôm Abyºk. My mate and I have come a 

long way. I was born in the settlement in the foothills of the great mountains, but I have spent the 

winter in a lovely, safe little meadow, with Hayak, a gray sheep. My parents and half of my litter 

mates are still there, but Meeko and I have come to try to rescue dogs from the pack and help 

them find the Great Sheep.ò 

The little dogôs triangular ears flattened a little more with each word. ñThen you had 

better go right back to your safe little meadow, Abyök. You have no idea how dangerous it is out 

here.ò 

Abyºk shook her head. ñWe knew it would be dangerous when we set out. The Good 

Shepherd wants all dogs to come to know Him, and someone has to tell the pack.ò When her 

words did nothing to remove the worry from Lionakôs stance, she changed the topic slightly: 

ñPlease tell me what you are doing up here. Tell me what happened to your foot, and also, if 

there are any more dogs like you.ò 

Lionak dropped her bottom back to the rocky surface and allowed her eyes to roam the 

valley below before turning to stare at Abyºk. ñYou will promise, wonôt you, to tell no one you 

saw me?ò 

Abyºk nodded. ñI know I ask too many questions, and you have no reason to trust me. 

Why donôt you just let me look at that leg? It must be painful.ò She moved forward without 

waiting for a response and began licking the swollen appendage. When Lionak didnôt move 

away, she took it as a good sign. 

As near as she could tell, there wasnôt anything broken; but the leg and foot were hard 

and hot to the touch, and a long scab ran the length of the lower leg. ñWhy didnôt you go to the 

Medicine Dog with this? Maybe he would have given you some herbs or something to help this 

heal.ò 

Lionak pulled back, trembling even more. ñWhat? Do you want me dead? I just got 

through telling you I wear a real sheepskin, and youôre asking why I didnôt go to the medicine 

dog?ò 

Abyºk shook her head. ñIôm sorry, Lionak. I didnôt mean to accuse you. When we left 

Hayakôs meadow, we had no idea the world had changed so much in just a few short months. We 
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didnôt know that everyone had to wear a removable sheepskin to stay alive, and we certainly 

didnôt know that all pack members now wear sheepskins. To this day, we have no idea what it all 

means. Maybe we can help each other.ò 

Lionak relaxed a little. ñMaybe Iôm just too paranoid.ò She whined softly. ñIôve been 

living on the run for the past three months. I caught my foot on a brier four weeks ago, and thatôs 

how I got this cut. It limits my hunting, and to tell you the truth, I donôt know how much longer I 

can go on.ò She looked away, and her tone became more calculated: ñIf I had gone to the 

Medicine Dog as you suggest, he would have seen that I wear a real sheepskin. If he were feeling 

kind that day, his only response would have been to refuse to treat me; but more than likely, he 

would have told Shualu, and my life would have become even worse than it is today.ò 

ñIôm sorry. I had no idea.ò Abyºk shook her head. ñMaybe I can help you with the foot. 

Hayak was really good with healing herbs, and she taught me some of what she knew. We need 

the wound to open back up so that the puss can drain out, and then maybe we could find some 

garlic to put on it to stop the infection. Iôll do what I can.ò She looked back towards the brush 

separating her from her mate. ñTell me, are there more dogs like you?ò 

Lionak nodded shyly. ñMany more.ò 

ñHow many?ò 

Lionak shook her head. ñI donôt know. Maybe a hundred? I canôt say for sure. After they 

slaughtered the sheep last fall, most of the sheep-skinned dogs from around here took these 

removable sheepskins and went into hiding.ò Lionak swallowed. ñIt was awful, Abyºk. We had 

to watch while they ripped the skin from their backs. They didnôt even kill them first!ò Sobs now 

choked back the little dogôs voice and Abyºk had to strain to hear her. ñAfter they ripped off 

their sheepskins, they attached them and tore them limb from limb. The lucky ones died right 

away, but the rest...well only after their game of tug-of-war lasted a good 30 minutes did they go 

for the juggler.ò Abyºk could barely make out the last words: ñPlease donôt judge me for taking 

a fake sheepskin. I was so afraid.ò 

Abyºk tried to swallow, but a lump had somehow lodged itself in her own throat. ñIôm 

sorry,ò she repeated. ñI didnôt know.ò 

There was a moment of silence, and Lionak seemed to relax slightly. 

ñMy parents were here about two years ago. How did things become so bad in so short a 

time?ò  
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ñWhy, youôre from the west. Donôt you know? I mean, the place where Timru was killed 

must have been close to where you are from.ò 

ñYes.ò Abyºk nodded. ñHe was killed very close to Hayakôs meadow.ò 

Lionak swallowed. ñIt all started because Timru was wearing a sheepskin when he was 

killed. It threw the pack leaders into confusion. They turned to Shualu for answers.ò She paused, 

searching Abyºkôs face. ñYou donôt know who Shualu is, do you?ò 

Abyök shook her head. 

ñThere is a congregation of dogs near the settlement, the Congregation of the Golden 

Sheep, who do not believe that you need to accept the Great Sheepôs skin. They believe in 

simply wearing a sheepskin, one that they have earned by attending the services at their golden 

altar, bringing in a certain number of kills, attacking dogs with real sheepskins, etc. Their leader 

is Shualu.ò 

Abyök raised an ear in interest. 

ñNobody is sure exactly what took place the day Shualu met with the pack leaders, but at 

the end of the day, the entire congregation had been sworn in as pack members, and all pack 

dogs wore sheepskins.ò Lionak looked up suddenly. ñHey! You might know the real 

circumstances around Timruôs death. They told us sheep killed him, but that canôt be true!ò 

Abyºk slowly shook her head. ñSomething happened to Timru just before he died. He 

changed somehow. He didnôt have a sheepskin then, but he actually died saving the life of my 

mate-to-be. Pack dogs were pursuing Meeko, and Timru charged in and drew them off; but there 

were too many of them, and Timru was killed by his own fighters. My father witnessed the entire 

battle.ò 

It was Lionakôs turn to look puzzled. ñThen why did they say he had a sheepskin?ò 

Abyök paused for a moment as the story solidified in her mind. ñThe pack dogs left 

Timru for dead, but he was still alive. At least for a few minutes. My father urged him to accept 

the Great Sheepôs skin, and just before he died, he did.ò 

Lionak licked her jowls. ñI knew it had to be something like that. I think the pack dogs 

just came up with that other story because they were afraid to admit they had killed their own 

Shamru.ò She looked away, then she softy continued her story: ñIt wasnôt long after the pack 

took sheepskins that they began pursuing dogs without sheepskins with as much hatred as they 

once pursued dogs with them. Only dogs with removable sheepskins were safe from the 
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fearsome hunters. Dogs like myselfðand youðare now in even more danger than before. We 

donôt just have the pack against us, we have all dogs against us.ò 

Abyºk shook her head sadly. ñSo you came up here....ò 

Lionak nodded. ñLast year. By the end of the year, they had slaughtered all the sheep 

around here and burned them on top of their own stone altars. Thatôs when we took the second 

sheepskins and fled.ò 

ñAnd the others? Where are they now? Do they still wear double sheepskins?ò 

Lionak nodded. ñI think so, but I donôt know where they all are, or even if they are still 

alive. We split up into groups of about five each to increase the likelihood of some of us 

surviving.ò A shadow seemed to cross her face. ñI was with my group until I hurt my leg. I made 

them go on without me. I would have only held them back.ò 

Abyºkôs stomach churned. ñLook Lionak. Letôs get this wound cared for, and then we 

can make a plan. The meadow I came from is a place where all dogs wearing true sheepskins are 

completely safe. Itôs back where Timru was killed, about a four-week journey into the east.ò 

Lionakôs eyes lit up for a moment. ñAre you sure itôs completely safe from the pack?ò 

Abyök swished her tail. ñCompletely safe.ò  

ñAnd you can tell me how to get there?ò 

ñYes, I can. But first, letôs look at your leg.ò 

 

 

 

 

When Abyök rounded the bush to rejoin her mate, she was met by a very different 

Meeko. He was calm for one thing, and he appeared to have regained his self-confidence for 

another, for his ears cocked forward and his tail began to pound against his sides at the sight of 

her. ñAbby!ò He jumped up and trotted to her side. ñIômðsoðsorry, Abby! I just....ò 

ñYou were having a weak moment. We all have them.ò 

ñI saw Him, Abby.ò 

ñYou did?ò She was suddenly excited. ñYou saw the Great Sheep?ò 

Meeko looked smug. ñYes, and itôs all going to be okay.ò 

Abyºkôs ears cocked forward and her tail began to wag. ñThatôs wonderful, because Iôve 
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got some great news for you, too.ò 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ω 

   

The sun, shining from a cloudless sky, illuminated the knoll, highlighting the pale 

greenish-gray of the popular trees encircling its summit. Little Pitro stared at the knoll for a 

moment, panting in the warmth of the beautiful spring day. He then turned his eyes to the muddy 

meadows surrounding him. If he stared hard enough, he thought he saw a lime green haze over 

the brownish muck of the mud, like maybe the spring grasses and weeds were finally beginning 

to sprout for the season. He realized that he should be welcoming these signs of spring; but then, 

the settlementôs stone altar should also be giving him a warm sense of well-being, shouldnôt it? 

Instead, he could better describe his feelings as near panic. He stretched his muzzle into the 

sunshine for a moment longer, then he swallowed, turned and forced himself onward. 

This sharp pang of anxiety in his gut had been completely unexpected. Little Pitro tried to 

explain it away as the thrill of returning to his birthplace. Or maybe it was Churanoôs stories that 

made him feel edgy. Or was it, perhaps, that he knew he might meet up with Teelu here? 

But that shouldnôt scare him, should it? After all, Teelu was his brother.... 

Teelu was still missing, however, and the wayward dog was the reason he was now on 

this quest.... 

For the past couple of hours, ever since he had spotted the settlement, Little Pitro had 

picked up traces of Teeluôs scent. Mostly just jumbled hints, as if the dog often passed that way. 

It wasnôt anything he could specifically track; but as he came in closer to the settlement, the 

scent grew stronger.  

His stomach tightened. It had been four weeks since that fateful rainy night when Teelu 

had disappeared. Once morning broke, he and Marbo had traced their brotherôs tracks several 

hundred yards into the woods, only to lose them in the creek. All evidence pointed to the fact that 

Teelu was returning home; but this theory made no sense to Little Pitro. Teelu had been the 

motivating force behind their trek to the settlement in the first place. In fact, the very morning of 

his disappearance, he had been so excited.... 

Marbo, who everyone considered to have the better nose of the two, didnôt agree with 

Pitroôs logic. He was sure that Teelu had turned back, and for want of a better plan, the dogs 

spent the next week backtracking. When their efforts didnôt result in even the tiniest hint of 
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Teeluôs trail, Little Pitro had finally left Marbo with Churano and had turned back towards the 

foothills. 

It had been hard to leave Marbo behind. His parents had left the little follower in his care; 

but they had also left Teelu in his care, and he couldnôt shake the feeling that Teelu was in big 

trouble. Besides, without his older brother's influence, Marbo had been forced to find someone 

else to shadow, and Little Pitro couldnôt have been happier when he chose Churano as his new 

model. Marbo still didnôt wear a sheepskin, but he was listening, and that was more than he had 

ever done in Hayakôs meadow. 

Little Pitroôs nose now brought him to the first of the settlement grottoes. The fact that no 

one was home didnôt really surprise him. Churano had warned him that it was required of all 

creatures to go to the stone altar first thing each morning, and if he wanted to find Teelu, that 

would be the most likely place to look. He was hesitant to go there, however. After Churanoôs 

stories, he knew the settlement dogs wouldnôt exactly welcome him openly.... 

 Little Pitroôs steps became bolder now, and it was with purpose that he threaded his way 

past Churanoôs old home, past the cave of the local medicine dog, and past the home of the 

peacekeeping dog. His feet halted suddenly when he came to the cave he knew was that of Daltu, 

the little innkeeper. Though he had been very young when he left, nothing in his memory 

included the stake at the entrance to the cave, nor the ropes attached to it. The cave entrance was 

also lined in smooth, white stones, and there were small indentations in the rocky floor, each one 

marked by a single white stone. When Little Pitro sniffed at these indentations, each one smelled 

strongly of a different dog.  

This cave, too, was deserted, however, and resigning himself to his fate, Little Pitro made 

his way past this strange dwelling and continued up the trail, through the ring of trees, until he 

came to the edge of the clearing. 

 

Little Pitroôs eyes scanning the assembly. The sporadic breeze carried a jumble of scents, 

and again, he caught an occasional whiff of Teelu; but when he didnôt immediately see his 

brother in the crowd, his gaze shifted to the front where Daltu stood proudly beside a sheepskin-

covered structure. 

At some point, a lump had risen in his throat. He thought Churano had prepared him for 

this, but the sight of the ropes and Daltuôs entourage of at least 10 penitent creatures, all standing 
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beside what had once been a respected symbol of the Great Sheepôs sacrifice, was more than he 

could take. 

ñThis is a day of great rejoicing. Letôs remember to keep our sheepskins clean and tightly 

fastened around our bellies, because we never know when the Prophesied One will appear in our 

midst!ò 

It was little Daltu, and the words caused Little Pitro to snap his teeth together in 

frustration. Churano had warned him about this, too; but somehow he had hoped Churano was 

wrong.... 

ñWe also have a lot more to be thankful for than we anticipated. Five more dogs have 

decided to dedicate their lives to the Service of the Good Shepherd. They have chosen the 

ropes.ò 

Had he taken the time to think, Little Pitro would have never done what he did next; but 

he didnôt think. Instead, he charged into the clearing, leaping over rows of seated, sheepskin-

covered dogs, only stopping when he was at the feet of the spotted leader. ñWhat kind of lies are 

you telling these creatures?ò The words, pushed through gritted teeth, was only loud enough to 

reach Daltuôs ears; but then Little Pitro turned to the crowd and shouted: ñWe are not waiting for 

the arrival of the Prophesied One. He has already come, and His message is one of freedom, not 

ropes. The Great Sheep doesnôt want us to be tied up. He wants us to be free to serve Him out of 

love!ò 

The clearing grew instantly quiet, so quiet that the twitter of the early morning birds 

sounded deafening. Suddenly a golden retriever with a white sheepskin leaped to his feet, and 

soaring over the heads of the sitting dogs, he, too, landed up front. 

Little Pitroôs heart caught in his throat. 

The golden dog snarled at him before turning to address the assembly: ñDaltu was just 

telling us about something like this.ò His voice rang out calm and clear. ñHe warned us just 

yesterday that dogs with curls growing from their backs would come, that they would try to tell 

us we are wrong, that our sheepskins are not adequate. Just yesterday he spoke about the poison 

that can come from their mouths. He warned us to not listen to such foolishness, and today we 

have, standing in front of us this very morning, just such a creature.ò 

The dogs at the assembly all strained forward, tails swishing from side to side as they 

cocked their ears in anticipation. A German Shepherd with a golden sheepôs fleece on his back 
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barked sharply, and a few others joined in.  

ñWe must nip this apostasy in the bud,ò continued the golden dog. ñWe must make this 

unwelcome newcomer an example. We must...tie him up!ò 

A chorus of excited barking came over the crowd, and Daltu raised on his hind legs, 

yapping sharply until he once again held the attention of the assembly: ñHere, here! Our friend, 

Teelu, who came to us out of nowhere just two short weeks ago, has just saved us from heresy!ò 

ñHe should be rewarded,ò called a dainty voice from the middle of the congregation. 

ñYes,ò called a deeper voice from the front of the group. ñLetôs reward him by giving 

him the rebel!ò 

 

Little Pitro didnôt hear any of this. In fact, he hadnôt processed anything that had 

happened from the moment Teelu stepped forward. He was vaguely aware of the German 

shepherd and the Doberman pinscher who were now slipping a rope around his neck, but only on 

a subconscious level did he see them attach the same rope to a rope around Teeluôs neck. He 

would never have imagined, even in his wildest dreams, that his brother, his own litter mate, 

would go to such lengths. And for what? 

Daltu was speaking again, and since the spotted leader was addressing him directly this 

time, Little Pitro forced himself to pay attention: ñYour punishment for coming here and 

attempting to disrupt the peace and unity of this settlement with your heretical ideas is that you 

will be tied up for twenty-one days. At the end of this time, if you continue to hold to your 

dissentious initiatives, there will be further punishment.ò Daltu paused here, glancing over the 

crowd. It seemed to Little Pitro that the dogs in the clearing clung to the leaderôs every word 

with bated breath. He also felt a sense of expectation in the dogs; one, that if not satisfied, might 

cause them to explode. He watched as Daltu rose to his full 20 inches of height and shook out his 

fur, causing his sheepskin to slip slightly to the right: ñSo shall it be!ò Then the fur under his 

sheepskin ruffled in pride as the crowd exploded with howls of approval. 

Teelu quickly donned an arrogant air and strutted proudly forward, across the front of the 

assembly with the unfortunately black dog in tow. Little Pitro was probably the only one to 

notice the tiniest flicker of concern that had come across his golden face when the rope was 

slipped around his neck.... 
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It was evening, and surprisingly, it was the first time since the awkward scene around the 

stone altar that Little Pitro had found himself alone with his brother. In the 12 hours that had 

ensued since his impulsive challenge to Daltuôs claims, he had learned a number of things. For 

one thing, everyone thought Teelu was a pure blood golden retriever. For another, many in the 

settlement seemed to worship the ground he walked on. 

Little Pitro also recognized some potential advantages to his new arrangement. For one 

thing, it was as awkward for Teelu to have a dog tied to his collar as it was for him; but perhaps 

even more importantly, should the opportunity present itself, he would have his brotherôs 

undivided attention. 

As the sun was beginning to wane in the west, he took advantage of the time alone: ñJust 

what are you doing, Tee?ò 

Teelu turned away from the accusatory barb in Little Pitroôs voice. ñOne of the rules of 

captivity is that the captive only speaks when spoken to.ò 

ñWhose rule? Daltu cited me a list of rules, but that wasnôt one of them.ò 

Teelu snarled. ñItôs my rule. Now shut up!ò 

Little Pitro ignored him ñIôm not completely sure who the captive is here, Tee. Sure, Iôm 

tied up to you, but youôre also tied up to me. It canôt be fun to have me follow you around all the 

time. You canôt do anything without me tagging along. You canôt have private conversations, 

you canôt even hunt properly. Think about it, Tee. This isnôt an honor, itôs an affront.ò 

ñWho needs to hunt? Iôve got you to do that for me, now donôt I?ò 

ñEven I canôt do that when Iôm tied to you, now can I?ò Then his tone changed. ñIt wonôt 

work, you know.ò 

ñWhat wonôt work?ò 

ñTheyôll find out weôre brothers. Theyôll find out youôre a cross-breed. Theyôll find out 

who your father is. Think about it, Tee. They know our parents. I donôt know how you expect to 

pull this off.ò 

In a second, Teelu was flying through the air. He snarled as he landed with a solid plunk 

on his brother's back: ñIf they ever find out, I will personally tear you limb from limb.ò 

But Little Pitro saw something that Teelu, in his fury, did not see: He saw a young golden 
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female approach from behind Teeluôs grotto, and he noted how she sat back on her haunches just 

a few feet away. This was his one chance, and he knew he would have to make it count. ñI know 

you, Tee!ò His voice was louder than necessary. ñEven you wouldnôt stoop low enough to hurt 

your own brother.ò 

Teelu must have seen Biämic then, because a brief look of worry flashed through his 

eyes; but he recovered his self-confidence immediately. ñHey, Biªmic,ò His voice cackled with 

laughter. ñCome meet the infidel.ò 

Biªmic looked puzzled. ñWhy did he call you óTeeô, Teelu, and why does it seem like 

you know each other?ò 

ñI donôt know. He was making these crazy accusations. Thatôs why I had to jump him, to 

remind him of his place!ò He cocked his ears in a self-assured stance as his tail slapped his sides, 

then he trotted over and extended his muzzle in greeting. ñYou know that anyone dumb enough 

to speak heresy at the stone altar would be stupid enough to say anything!ò 

Biªmic giggled, apparently satisfied with his answer. ñTo answer your question, Tee, I 

didnôt come to meet the infidel. I came down here to seeðyou!ò She cast a knowing look in 

Little Pitroôs direction. ñI was hoping it might be a bit moreðuhðprivate?ò 

Teelu immediately scratched the collar off his neck and looped it over a branch of a 

nearby tree. ñDonôt even think about going anywhere,ò he growled, staring hard at his black 

brother. ñIf you do, Iôll track you until I find you, and then Iôll kill you for your stupid 

accusations.ò 

Biªmic giggled again as she waltzed forward to playfully nip Teeluôs ear. ñIf you liked 

our romp the other day, youôre going to love it today.ò She turned her backside towards Teelu 

and curled her tail to the side. Then she charged into the stand of trees bordering the creek with 

Teelu at her heels. 

Little Pitro watched the golden dogs disappear. This would be the perfect opportunity to 

run away. He could easily chew through the rope, or for that matter, a little pawing would 

dislodge the collar from his neck; but somewhere deep inside emerged the idea that this was 

exactly what Teelu wished for him to do. A whine escaped his throat as he stared into the woods. 

No, he wouldnôt give his wayward brother the satisfaction.... 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρπ 

 

 

Lionakôs leg wasnôt healing. She had eaten little in the days that preceded her meeting up 

with Meeko and Abyök, and her malnutrition, coupled with the injury to her leg, had weakened 

her to the point that even now, after three days of care and consistent food, she could barely 

stand. Mostly she lay panting in the shade, but sometimes she shook so hard with chills that it 

drove her into the warm sunshine. 

Abyök and Meeko never stopped licking the wound. During the day, while Meeko was 

out hunting, Abyök kept up the constant cleaning; and when he came in with the required kills, 

he would take over licking the wound while Abyök went out in search of garlic. They even 

spelled each other during the night. Eventually their efforts resulted in the scab breaking free. 

The wound then began oozing a greenish liquid, and it seemed like there was no end to the 

constant drainage. Abyºk didnôt need anyone to tell her the dreaded fever had set in, nor that this 

was a likely sign the infection had entered the little dogôs bloodstream. 

Abyºkôs search for garlic was futile, and she was becoming frantic. It was too early in the 

spring; but she knew that if she didnôt find something to fight the infection very soon, all would 

be lost. Unfortunately, her knowledge of healing herbs was scant at best, and she could think of 

nothing else that would work. 

It was noon on the fourth day of her search that she came across honey bees harvesting 

pollen from the now-abundant spring flowers. She ignored them initially; but when she couldnôt 

get their buzzing out of her head, she stopped to stare at them. Waiting until they had finished 

their search, she tracked them back to their home in a fallen log. Ignoring the buzzing of the 

angry insects, her sharp teeth ripped into the hive, searching through the gooey mess until she 

found what she was looking for: Propolis, the resin that bees produce to keep their hives 

together. 

It was also a substance highly valued by Hayak for its infection-fighting properties.... 

Abyºkôs face was already swelling from the multiple stings she was taking; nonetheless, 

she took the propolis, along with a large section of dripping honeycomb, back to the ledge where 

the little dog lay. She bit off pieces of the propolis and applied it, along with honey from the 
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comb, to the open wound; and then after rubbing her own face in the honey, she placed the rest 

of her harvest in front of the little dogôs nose and encouraged her to eat it. 

This marked the turning point in Lionakôs recovery. Though improvement was slow, each 

day brought about a tiny change. The panting and shivering gradually stopped, and little by little, 

the dogôs strength began to return. Over the next week, the greenish discharge gradually turned 

white, and then clear, and then dried up altogether, leaving behind a new, healthy scab. By the 

middle of the second week, she was able to put weight on her leg, and by day fifteen she was 

ready to travel. 

The two weeks of Lionakôs recovery proved necessary for Abyºkôs rehabilitation as well. 

Despite her already swollen face, she returned three more times over the course of as many days 

to harvest more propolis. She only stopped when her eyes swelled completely shut. By this time, 

even opening her mouth to chew was difficult, and Meeko spent every minute he could spare 

hunting baby creatures. He would bite the tender, fresh meat from the bone and chew it into a 

soft pulp before pushing it between his mateôs teeth. 

Despite her own pain, Abyök would only stop licking Lionakôs wound when Meeko was 

there to take over, and as a result it took a week and a half for the swelling to go down enough 

for her to resume her normal life. 

These same two weeks of rehabilitation proved beneficial for Meeko as well. The more 

information Lionak shared, the more he understood why everything was different from what they 

had anticipated. An aching love for these poor, misled dogs was again beginning to grow in his 

heart, and with it, the courage to continue his Good Shepherd-given mission. 

Just before the sun crested the eastern horizon on the 16th day, the three dogs began their 

descent into the valley below. The retrievers had been dismayed to learn the settlement was still 

a two-week march to the northwest. Somehow, in their efforts to head due north, they must have 

veered off course once again. As Abyök was quick to point out, however, if they had stayed on 

course, they would never have met up with little Lionak, and she, quite probably, would have 

died. Nonetheless, Meeko felt much more at ease when Lionak expressed a desire to travel with 

themé.  

They decided to head due east until they intercepted the river, and from there they would 

follow its course to the settlement. Their progress those first two days was slow, for Abyök 

insisted they take frequent breaks, and their roundabout path was carefully chosen to be the 
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easiest for weakened legs. As a result, it took them until dusk of the second day to reach the 

banks of the river. 

The two females immediately began lapping at the river water; but Meeko couldnôt settle. 

As he paced the bank, he kept staring nervously at the northwestern sky and muttering to himself 

about how they needed to find shelter. 

Raising her muzzle from the river, Abyök followed his gaze. The sky to the northwest 

looked ominous at best, but at the moment, the sun was still shining overhead. ñWhatôs wrong, 

Meeks?ò she whispered. ñI donôt scent any animals at all, let alone dogs, and that cloud cover is 

miles away. Besides, what's a little rain?ò 

ñI donôt know, Abby. I donôt like it, thatôs all.ò 

Abyºk glanced at Lionak. The little dog did need rest. Maybe finding shelter wouldnôt be 

such a bad idea.... ñYouôre right. Letôs go!ò With a decisive nod, she trotted after her already-

retreating mate. 

 

Lionak was happy enough to stay behind. It had been a long dayôs march, and though she 

would never have admitted it to Abyök, her leg was throbbing. The retrievers were barely out of 

sight, however, when she became restless. Fully intending on getting another drink, she 

wandered out from under the brush where Abyök had instructed her to stay. She had only gone a 

dozen steps when her little nose picked up the faint but fresh scent of dog on the breeze. Her 

senses instantly on high alert, she lowered her nose to the ground and sniffed around the river 

bank until she found the scent trail. 

It could all mean potential danger, naturally, but something had changed in the usually 

timid Chihuahua since meeting up with Abyök and Meeko. She understood the courage it must 

have taken for the pair of retrievers to care for her out in the open those two long weeks, and it 

stirred her to push beyond her own fear. 

This new-found courage stayed with her even when she began scenting fresh blood. ñYou 

may only be a little Chihuahua,ò she whispered, "but how can you cower in a corner when there 

is a dog out there who needs your help?" 

Forcing her steps up the blood trail, she pulled herself onto a small overhang above the 

river. The scent was even stronger here, and she followed it to the triple trunk base of an ancient 

poplar. 
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A large shape lay sprawled across the tree roots, but it was so caked in blood that it took 

Lionak a moment to realize that it was a powerful black husky with a white underbelly, paws and 

face. Though the sheer, muscular bulk frightened her even more, she resolutely swallowed her 

fear and pressed forward: ñHey! You need help.ò 

There was no response, but as she moved in closer, she noted the remains of a bloodied 

sheepskin strapped around the dogôs middle. Her feet halted as her eyes quickly searched for real 

wool. When she found none, her breath caught in her throat: No sheepôs wool meant that this dog 

was the enemy! 

But that didnôt make sense. The large, open wound across the dogôs buttock, the obvious 

source of the blood she had scented, was the result of the skin having been ripped from his lower 

back. Why would someone rip off half the dogôs skin when he wasnôt even wearing a real 

sheepskin? 

The urge to run again nearly overpowered her, but again she resisted. She sniffed the still 

form instead, searching for signs of life, almost hoping she would find none. Nonetheless, when 

she sensed the faintest rising and falling of the huskyôs chest, she forced herself to round the 

body and sniff the massive head. 

ñGet away from here while you can!ò 

Lionak jumped at the whispered words, but swallowing hard to summon all the courage 

she possessed, she leaned toward the dogôs ear: ñWhatôs your name?ò 

The deep voice was weak: ñNameôs Bru. Get away. Not safe....ò 

ñHow long have you been here?ò 

ñNot long. Was attackedðtwo daysðsouthðNow go.ò 

Lionak sniffed the breeze, which by now was beginning to gust. She turned back to the 

blood-covered husky and licked at a scratch on his paw: ñYou need to know that there are still 

dogs in the land who care,ò she whispered. ñThey are here with me, and they will help you. Iôll 

be right back.ò Without waiting for a response, she bounced up the trail, her nose once again to 

the ground. 

 

Lionakôs task might have been harder had she come across Meeko alone; but with the 

words, ñI found a dog who needs help,ò Abyºk charged down the trail without waiting for her 

mate, and Meeko could only stare after her in dismay. By the time he caught up to her, she had 
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already ripped off what was left of the huskyôs sheepskin, and her busy tongue was licking and 

cleaning the large wound across his buttock. ñBe careful, Abby,ò he whispered. ñHe doesnôt 

wear a sheepskin.ò 

Abyºk ignored him, addressing the husky instead: ñItôs a wonder they didnôt rip all the 

fur from your back.ò 

Bru growled. 

Meeko growled in return: ñWho attacked you? Was it pack dogs? Dogs from the 

Congregation of the Golden Sheep? A wildcat?ò 

Bru only snarled in reply. 

Lionak, who had followed the retrievers at a somewhat slower pace, pulled herself onto 

the overhang in time to hear Meekoôs demanding question. ñIôm afraid I may know what 

happened,ò she stated. ñI canôt believe itôs really come to this....ò 

Abyºk cocked an ear in Lionakôs direction. 

The Chihuahua continued to stare at the husky. ñYou once wore a real sheepskin, didnôt 

you, Bru? And the dogs who attacked you were from your own traveling group, werenôt they?ò 

Bru looked away, but it was the only response Lionak needed. She turned to Meeko. 

ñHeôs not the enemy. Heôs one of us. Or at least he was before he lost his sheepskin.ò She stared 

at the tree trunk behind the big dog, not wanting to admit to what she knew she had to say. She 

swallowed, then her voice went low: ñIôm afraid some of the dogs who went into hiding, some of 

the ones who put sheepskins on top of their real ones, have lost their real sheepskins.ò 

Meeko laid his ears back against his head, but it was Abyök who voiced his astonished 

question: ñYou mean, after you start to grow a sheepskin, you can choose to take it off?ò 

Meeko growled, but Abyök shot him a harsh glance: ñIf there really was any danger, 

Meeko, Lionak would know.ò Meeko considered this for a moment, and though another growl 

rumbled up his throat, he said nothing more. 

ñTell us, Lionak. How can you choose to take off your sheepskin?ò 

ñI donôt know!ò came the honest reply. ñAll I know is that one day, one of the dogs in my 

bunch tried to stop a couple of dogs who had, at one time, worn the Great Sheepôs skin. He 

grabbed at one of them, and when his teeth pulled off the dogôs fake sheepskin, we all saw that 

he was completely covered in dog fur.ò 

ñBut.... Why? How?ò 
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Lionak shook her head. ñI donôt know why or how, but shortly afterwards we started 

coming across double-sheepskinned bodies.ò 

Bru grunted and looked away. 

ñWe thought at the time that some of our own were turning them in, but we would come 

to suspect that the pack might not have killed these good dogs at all; rather they may have been 

killed by our ownðdogs who had at one time worn the Great Sheepôs skin but lost it.ò 

Meeko stared at her incredulously, but Abyºk only whined. ñDid you find other dogs 

who had also lost their sheepskins?ò she asked. 

Lionak shook her head. ñItôs hard to say. Unless you take off the fake sheepskin, thereôs 

no way to know, and none of us would dare do that.ò She clicked her teeth before continuing: 

ñIôm afraid there might be more real dogs walking around in sheepôs clothing than we had 

originally thought.ò 

Abyök and Meeko both glanced at Bru, who continued to stare in the opposite direction. 

Meekoôs upper lip pulled back slightly, but Abyºkôs eyes went to the wound over the huskyôs 

buttock. ñBru, did you once wear the Great Sheepôs skin?ò 

ñWhat difference does it make?ò he gasped. ñIôm notðnot on their side.ò His voice grew 

stronger then: ñI will die very soon, and it will be my just punishment; but if you donôt get out of 

here, you will all undeservedly suffer my fate.ò 

Meeko sniffed at the breeze. ñHeôs right. Weôve got more important things to do than to 

razz this dog about his sheepskin. Weôve got to get to safety.ò 

Lionak shook her head. ñI donôt smell dog at all, Meeko. I know Bru is scared, but I think 

weôre safe enough, for the moment anyway.ò 

One look at the fright that had registered itself across Meekoôs brow told Abyºk 

differently. The wool stood up on her back: ñWhat is it, Meeks? Do you scent the dogs who 

attacked Bru?ò 

Meeko shook his head. 

Abyºk glanced from the Chihuahua to the husky and back to her mate. She couldnôt scent 

any danger either, but something was making Meeko uneasy, and the huskyôs fear was also very 

real. She sniffed the air again. ñWhat is the source of the danger?ò 

The frustration in Meekoôs voice was clear to them all. ñI wish I knew! I just have this 

feeling that we have to get out of here; that we have to get to higher ground.ò 
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Abyök and Lionak exchanged worried glances, then both looked to the injured husky. 

ñHeôs right,ò Bru growled. ñIt isnôt safe to help me.ò 

ñNo.ò Abyºk swallowed, ignoring the warning glance that she knew Meeko was 

throwing her way. ñWeôre not going without you.ò 

The husky growled again: ñDonôt say I didnôt warn you.ò 

Abyök nervously licked her jowls as her eyes roomed over the river eight feet below the 

overhang. Something had changed. She couldnôt say what, but a shiver ran through her body. 

Though the sun still shone freely, the air felt heavy, and the occasional gusts of wind were 

becoming stronger. There was a strange, metallic taste in her mouth, and when she cocked her 

ear in the opposite direction, only silence greeted her. Where was the chatter of the birds? The 

buzzing of the insects? The rustle of the breeze through the long grasses? 

ñThe river!ò Meeko paced into the woods behind them. ñWeôve got to get away from the 

river!ò 

Then they all saw it: The water that had been lazily curling through the valley eight feet 

below them had somehow changed into a swirling brown, menacing mass, and it was now only 

three feet below. Lionak sniffed the air, and then she and Abyºk cried out together: ñFlash 

flood!ò 

Bru pulled himself to a sitting position. ñNow will you believe me?ò 

ñThis way!ò Meeko turned. ñThereôs a rise behind us. Maybe it will be high enough to 

keep us safe.ò He disappeared through a hole in the brush. 

Neither of the girls moved. 

Bru growled. 

Abyök laid back her ears in the stubborn stance Meeko was coming to know so well: 

ñIôm not leaving without Bru!ò 

Bru snapped his teeth at her, only just missing her woolly back. ñI deserve what Iôm 

about to get. You donôt. Now go.ò 

Abyök glanced towards the hole in the brush where Meeko had disappeared, and she was 

not at all surprised to see his familiar yellow muzzle pointed her direction as his mouth formed 

the words: ñNow, Abby!ò Fear like none she had ever known gripped her heart, but she 

resolutely sat back down on the rocky ledge. ñFine, Bru!ò She kept her voice soft. ñIf you wonôt 

go, then Iôm not going either.ò She could hear a soft growl coming from her mateôs direction, but 
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she ignored it. As the large, black head dropped, she knew victory was just seconds away. 

ñPlease? It doesnôt matter what you may or may not have done. The Great Sheep knows we 

make mistakes, and He will always forgive a repentant heart. Come now. At least try to get to 

safety. We can help you work through the rest.ò 

The big dog winced as he struggled to pull himself to his feet. 

ñNo Bru,ò Lionak admonished. ñScoot. Pull yourself along with your front feet for now. 

Weôll help you.ò 

To the relief of the two girls, the big dog began propelling himself towards Meeko. 

Audible grunts accompanied each effort, but each step brought him closer to safety, and ten 

minutes later he slid off the rocky outcropping, toward the rising hill behind them. 

The rushing water was now a foot higher.... 

ñHe canôt make it up that hill,ò Abyºk cried. ñHeôs too weak.ò 

ñHere.ò Itôs was Lionakôs quiet voice. She was scrambling back from the rock with the 

tattered remains of Bruôs sheepskin in her mouth. ñCrawl on the skin, Bru.ò 

Abyök understood, and she caught a corner of the sheepskin in her mouth as Bru 

complied. The sound of distant thunder split the air as she began to pull. It was backbreaking 

work, but they had to make it, they just had to! 

She had managed to pull the husky about five feet when her mate bounded down the hill 

barking: ñWeôre almost there!ò He grabbed a corner of the skin, and in a few moments, the 

heavy husky was ten feet higher. 

The rocky outcropping where they had found Bru was now level with the river water, and 

at the sight of the rising flood, Bru roused himself enough to crawl off the sheepskin and pull 

himself higher. His efforts, however, were spawned by nothing more than pure adrenaline, and 

that only brought him another five feet. 

Meeko charged on up the hill, barking as he crested the top, 20 feet from their present 

position. ñToo late! Weôre completely surrounded now. The riverôs created an island, and weôre 

right in the middle of it!ò 

Abyök glanced from her mate to the wounded husky, noting how the blood was once 

again flowing freely from his back. ñThereôs nothing we can do, Meeko. Weôll have to wait out 

the flood from here.ò 
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ñBut the riverôs still rising!ò Meeko pitched his head towards the water. ñYouôve got to 

get to higher ground!ò 

ñHe canôt! His wound!ò 

ñIf he doesnôt get to higher ground, weôll have even more to contend with.ò 

A howl drew the retrieversô attention. Bru, now completely soaked in blood, had 

managed to crawl another foot or two up the hill; but he now lay in a crumpled heap. Another 

howl split the air as he raised his head. Pointing with his nose towards the swirling river, his legs 

scrambled in a futile attempt to rise. 

A sense of panic rose in Abyºkôs gut as she followed his gaze. Where was Lionak? 

ñThe river took her!ò Bru howled. 

ñThere,ò Abyºk cried. ñI see her!ò 

Before Meeko could orient to the direction her muzzle was pointing, Abyök was gone, 

and he was forced to helplessly watch his mate fly down the hill, leap over Bru and land with a 

splash in the water. An instant later, she snaked out her muzzle, and her teeth latched on to the 

tiny brown body, barely visible in the swirling mass. 

A whine erupted from his throat as Meeko charged down the slope to the riverôs edge. 

His mateôs strong strokes would not be able to contend with the rushing water, and he could do 

nothing but stare as her black body swept downriver with the tiny brown form firmly clutched 

between her teeth.... He tensed, readying himself to jump after her.... 

ñNo!ò 

It was Bru. 

ñYou canôt help her from the water.ò 

Meeko cocked an ear towards the black and white dog. His words made sense. His only 

hope would be to stay on land. He would have to leap over to the mainland before it was too late. 

From there he could search for her downstream.... Adrenalin surged through his veins as he 

crouched to spring across the fast-widening channel.... 

What about Bru? 

Meeko hesitated. If he left the little island now, it would be hours, maybe even days 

before it would be safe to return. The dog wasnôt strong enough to fend for himself. He would 

bleed to death, and even if he didnôt, he would starve. Meekoôs body dropped to the floor, and he 

buried his face in his paws; but he knew he had no choice. He had to stay. For Bru.... 
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The water-logged bundle was heavy in Abyºkôs mouth. It pulled her muzzle towards the 

swirling, murky water of the raging river, and it took all her strength and concentration to keep 

Lionakôs noseðand hers as wellðout of the current. 

Thankfully the little form wasnôt struggling. If she were, Abyºk was pretty sure they 

would both drown. 

But shouldnôt she be struggling? Was she even alive? 

The island was now well behind them, and the sound of Bruôs howling and Meekoôs 

frantic barks had long since been swallowed up by the roar of the water. Abyök had initially tried 

fighting the current, but the effort had exhausted her store of energy. Now she let her legs dangle 

as the flow pushed her farther and still farther from her mate. She knew that if there was any 

hope of saving the little dogôs life, she would have to get out of the river soon. Unfortunately it 

no longer seemed that there was a bank to this expanse of water. For all practical purposes, she 

appeared to be in the middle of miles and miles of brown froth. 

She tried to keep her head pointed towards the east, and though she couldnôt be sure, she 

didn't think the water was drawing her westward. She decided to try a few more strokes, and with 

all of her intent on the eastern side of the watery mass, she drove her self forward. 

Something long and feathery seemed to swish around her legs as she churned them. Plant 

life of some kind? Maybe the river wasnôt too deep here! 

She beat her legs faster against the water, willing herself eastward.... 

Was the current slowing a bit? 

She blinked her eyes. 

Was that really dry land she saw in the distance? 

But it was so far off.... 

As she paddled on, her legs continued brushing up against objects in the water, and 

though dry land didnôt appear any closer, she took courage. It was true that she could just be 

hitting up against debris, but she refused to allow herself to think like that. She pressed on 

instead, scrambling wildly until she hit against something that didnôt move away from her. Her 
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wet feet refused to find footing on the slippery surface, however. It was too far down for one 

thing; but perhaps the greatest deterrent was that she was exhausted. Any moment and she would 

lose the battle of her will to keep the little dog above water. She forced her body to turn even 

more towards the east, flailing her legs through the water, thrashing the foam; and when she felt 

the rocky bottom again, it wasnôt as far down. Pushing on, she scrambled with the slippery 

pebbles until slowly but surely, she found herself moving on solid ground. 

Abyºkôs legs were now shaking with fatigue, and it seemed to her that it was hours 

before her belly came out of the water, and another eternity of scrambling before she was able to 

finally pull herself completely from the riverôs vicious clutches. Dropping little Lionak to the 

ground, she shook her coat, then she scooped the little dog back up and backed another 30 feet 

from the water until she came to the base of an eight-foot rock wall. 

Unfortunately, trouble wasnôt yet over. Lionak wasnôt breathing! 

Too late! 

ñOh, Great Sheep,ò she cried, ñwhat do I do?ò Then, suddenly, she knew. She gently took 

the little dog's back legs into her mouth, and lifting the still form until the dog was upside down, 

she shook her gently. 

No response. 

Panicking now, Abyök began turning in a circle, pivoting on her hind legs as she whirled 

the little dog in the air. Around and around she spun until her own head was spinning too wildly 

to continue. As the little dog dropped from her jowls, she collapsed to the ground in misery: You 

failed! 

But wait. The waterlogged creature was sputtering. A cough echoed against the rock wall 

behind them as Lionakôs tiny frame began heaving up river water. With one last gag, she lay 

still; but the rhythmic rise and fall of her chest were all Abyºk needed to see. ñThank you, Great 

One,ò she breathed. Then, too tired to do anything else, she settled her muzzle on her forelegs 

and closed her eyes. 

 

It seemed like hours before Lionak awoke. 

Dark clouds were chasing themselves across the sky, completely blocking the now-

setting sun. The river, which had been so quick to rise, had already begun its retreat, and the little 

shelf of dry land at the base of the rocky wall had broadened. 
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Abyök had no way of knowing how far downstream the water had swept them, but she 

instinctively knew that even if the river retreated at the same rate it had risen, it would be hours, 

maybe even days, before Lionak would be strong enough to travel. Her tiny body was still 

weakened by the recent infection in her leg, and Abyºkôs teeth had reopened the wound. Besides, 

the little dog had just come very close to drowning. She only hoped and prayed that Meeko was 

safe, and that he was caring for Bru and not out looking for her.... 

ñBru....ò 

The whispery voice was urgent, and Abyºkôs ears cocked forward at the thought of how 

selfless this Chihuahua had become. ñShhh,ò she admonished. ñHeôs safe. Heôs back there on 

that little shelf of land where we left him.ò She nosed the little dog tenderly. ñAnd what about 

you? Are you okay?ò 

Lionak attempted to rise, panting, but only succeeded in getting herself into a crouched 

position. ñIôm fine.ò Her voice was a little stronger now. ñHeðhe needs medical care. We have 

to....ò Her voice faded as her gaze took in the reality of their situation.  

Abyök looked away. It made her shiver to think that Meeko might have left Bru to follow 

heré. But she couldnôt allow herself to think like that! She resolutely shook her head, hoping 

her words portrayed the confidence she didnôt feel: ñDonôt worry. Meekoôs with him....ò  

  

 

 

 

From his position on the rock slab, the water was nearly up to Meekoôs chest. He had 

heard of this type of cloudburst before. They were relatively common in the foothills where he 

was born. A similar flood had forced his family to leave their home when he was just a few 

weeks old, and he could vividly remember the teams of dogs who worked to rescue the 

unfortunate creatures from the waterôs violent grasp. It was with this in mind that he searched the 

river, hoping beyond hope that a beloved black head would bob into view. Unfortunately, 

although the strong flow swirling around him was littered with branches, uprooted plants, and the 

bodies of small animals who hadnôt been able to get to higher ground, there was no sign of 

Abyök. 

Not that he really expected to find her, for she would likely have been swept miles away 
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by this time. There was the possibility she had made it to a dry patch of land, however, and it 

was with this hope that he raised his eyes from the water to search the far-away riverbank for any 

signs of life. 

ñYou see anything?ò 

Meeko shook his head, then he turned and sloshed to higher ground. 

The river had continued to rise until Bru lay in about three inches of water. Fortunately, it 

was now receding, and the ground around the husky was no longer submerged. Bru raised his 

head from his fore paws. ñItôs probably just as well you donôt.ò 

ñKeep your head down or youôll bleed again!ò Meeko shook the water from his fur. As 

soon as he realized it would be futile to follow Abyök into the current, he had set to work 

cleaning Bruôs many wounds. It had been a long and tedious process, for the gashes to Bruôs 

back were deep; and even now, every time the big dog moved, blood would pour anew. ñYouôve 

got to stay still,ò he repeated. Then a moment later, ñWhy do you say itôs a good thing?ò 

ñBecause it means they washed farther downriver.ò 

A growl escaped Meekoôs throat. 

Bru stared at him for a moment. ñIôm sorry if I sound cold, but thereôs a lot of rocks in 

the water around here, especially with the river as high as it currently is. If they were to have 

become tangled up in something, or if they were to have been thrown against a boulder, it 

wouldnôt be likely to end very well. The water is shallower and wider downriver, with the river 

floor rising gradually to the bank. There arenôt as many boulders and rocks, and there are fewer 

trees and bushes. That would give them a better chance of getting out alive.ò 

Meekoôs stance relaxed a bit with the huskyôs words, and he sank down by the powerful 

dogôs side. The thought of Abyºk and Lionak being so far away, on their own in the wild, and 

quite possibly, hurt, still made him restless; but he nodded his head decisively and resolutely 

began licking at the huskyôs many wounds. I canôt help Abby, Great One, but Youôve given me 

someone I can help. I will worry about him, and leave Abby and Lionak to You.    

 

The moon had already risen and was waning over the land when Meeko again paused 

from his work. Bru appeared to be asleep, and Meeko knew that he, too, should try to rest. 

Something was bothering him, however, and he couldnôt pinpoint what it was. It wasnôt exactly a 

sense of danger; rather, there was a tingling sensation in the pit of his stomach, the same kind 
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that always appeared just before something important happened. His eyes scanned the little plot 

of dry land, searching for anything that might be new, and when he found nothing, his eyes 

returned to the husky at his side. Sometime after sunset the bleeding had finally stopped, and the 

dog now lay quiet with his eyes closed and his chest rhythmically rising and falling. As Meeko 

stared at him, he became aware of a sense of love that seemed to radiate through him towards 

this creature. He would understand if it were Abyök lying there; but to care this deeply for a total 

stranger, and one who had so blatantly rejected the Great Sheepôs love, was more than he could 

fathom. It took a few minutes, but he soon realized that this love didnôt generate from him; but 

rather, it was flowing through him. He was experiencing the love of the Great Sheep for this 

wayward dog! 

With this realization, Meeko gradually came to realize that the feeling of unease he still 

felt in the pit of his stomach was actually emitting from the injured animal. 

An involuntary whine erupted from his throat, and Bru stirred at the sound. He winced in 

pain, then he resettled his muzzle on his forelegs. 

Meeko had no idea where the words had come from, but when he found them bubbling 

up, he didnôt resist them: ñDo you want to talk?ò 

Bru winced again, but this time it was clear that it was not from physical pain. 

ñItôs okay, Bru. Weôve all done things weôre not proud of. The Great Sheep loves us 

anyway.ò He paused, sensing a struggle in the husky. ñYou havenôt done anything He canôt 

forgive.ò 

ñYou only say that because you donôt know....ò 

ñNo,ò Meeko responded. ñI say that because itôs true.ò 

Bru stared over the swollen river. Any dry land on the other side was impossible to see in 

the shifting light of the crescent moon above the fast-moving clouds. ñWhy are you doing this?ò  

Meeko moved closer. ñIôm not doing anything the Great Sheep wouldnôt do. In fact, I am 

doing far less. Abyök now, she would be doing much more.ò 

ñWell youôre wrong.ò The voice became louder with each word. ñAll of you 

areéwrong!ò 

ñShh,ò Meeko whispered. ñYou never know who might be listening.ò 

ñYouôre wrong,ò Bru repeated, quieter now. ñCanôt you see? I donôt even wear a 

sheepskin.ò 
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Meeko pressed in. ñTell me about it.ò 

ñNo!ò It was more a sharp bark than a word, but then the huskyôs tone quieted. ñYes, 

maybe I need to confess this to someone. Maybe then I will find peace.ò 

ñYou donôt need to confess to me,ò Meeko whispered. ñBut Iôm here if you feel like 

talking.ò 

Bru swallowed, then he began: ñIt started a few weeks ago. They came!ò 

ñWho came?ò 

ñThey didðthe dogs with sheepskins. The ones who had once worn real sheepskins, but 

had covered them up with the other kind. They came, and they killed my mateðin cold blood!ò 

He looked away.  

ñIôm sorry!ò 

Bru sniffed. ñI thought dogs with real sheepskins would always act in love, like you and 

your mate. I didnôt mean to do what I did next. It wasnôt planned, it just happened.ò His voice 

went way down low: ñI jumped one of them. He was one who had, at one time, been part of our 

little group, one who had fled the pack with us. I ripped off his outside sheepskin...only to 

discover that he didnôt have a real one anymore!ò Bru paused. Two days ago, he had been so sure 

of the reasons behind his actions. But now.... ñEverything might have still been okay. I was so 

shocked by the idea that a dog could lose his sheepskin that I just dropped off his back and ran 

into the woods. He didnôt follow me, but when I returned to our hiding place, I found the bodies 

of three othersðthree of my friends!ðjust lying there, with the fake sheepskin, along with the 

real one underneath, completely ripped from their backs.ò He paused, fighting back his anger. 

ñI truly am sorry,ò Meeko whispered again. 

ñNo,ò Bru persisted. ñYou still donôt know half of it. One of the dogs was still alive. He 

didnôt last long, but oh, how he suffered; and to think that it was the dogs who had at one time 

been our closest friends and confidants who did this!ò He lowered his voice again. ñThatôs the 

day I declared revenge. I knew I should forgive, but I didnôt have it in me.ò He looked away and 

his voice dropped to a whisper: ñAnd I still donôt! I donôt really know what day my sheepskin 

started to disappear, but one day I removed the fake one, and there was no sheepôs wool between 

my shoulders.ò 

Meeko whined. He had no idea what to say, but his heart cried out for the poor husky, so 

badly broken in body, so sadly broken in spirit. It was obvious he regretted his actions, and 
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praying to the Great Sheep for wisdom, he whined again. 

ñSo now you can see why I donôt deserve your kindness.ò 

Meeko didnôt understand any of this, but one thing was clear: ñOn the contrary, it is all 

the more reason to show you the Great Sheepôs love.ò Then the words bubbled up again from 

deep inside, once again words that he didnôt even know were there: ñAre you sorry for seeking 

revenge?ò 

ñIðI donôt know! I know that Iôm sorry I lost the Great Sheepôs skin.ò 

ñWell thatôs a start. Would you like to have your sheepskin back?ò 

Bru stared at him incredulously. ñBack? I canôt get it back. Why would He give it back to 

someone who just threw it away?ò 

Again Meeko didnôt have any idea how to respond, but the words bubbled forth, and as 

they did, he realized he was speaking truth: ñBru, when the Great Sheep gave up His life on that 

stone altar, He did so to forgive ALL the wrong things every dog has ever done and will ever do. 

Do you understand that?ò 

Bru looked puzzled, but he half-nodded his head. This was what he had been taught, way 

back when he first considered taking the Great Sheepôs skin. 

ñThat means He died on that altar for your inability to forgive. It also means He died for 

the bad things your friend did when he killed your mate and your other friends.ò 

The husky blinked. He opened his mouth to speak, then he clicked his teeth shut. He 

couldnôt deny that it was true.... 

ñSince itôs obvious you regret your actions,ò Meeko continued, ñit means that all you 

have to do is go to Him.ò 

Deep in his heart, Bru wanted to do exactly what Meeko was suggesting; but did a dog 

truly get more than one chance at growing a sheepskin?  

ñYou need to confess to Him that youôve done wrong and that youôre sorry. You need to 

give your life to Him.ò 

The first hope in days kindled in Bruôs heart. "Can I do that? Will it work?" 

Meeko hesitated only for a second. He honestly didnôt know if it would work, but words 

bubbled forth anyway: ñIt will work!ò He rose. ñIôm going to go over there.ò He indicated a spot 

a few feet away. ñDonôt waste any time getting your sheepskin.ò  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρς 

 

 

It had been three weeks since Little Pitroôs arrival. Being tied up to his brother hadnôt 

turned out to be as bad as he had originally thought. In fact, the moments he actually was tied up 

to Teelu were far better than what happened the majority of the time. Mostly he was left tied to a 

tree! 

Biämic was sometimes the reason, but more often than not, Teelu just left him on his 

own. Little Pitro thought at first that Teelu saw being tied up to another dog as a nuisance; but as 

time went on, his brother received two other dogs tied to the rope around his neck, and he kept 

these with him at all times. 

Except when Biämic came to visit, which seemed to be quite often these days.... 

It had taken Little Pitro a couple of days to figure out that his brother was avoiding him; 

but once the idea crossed his mind, he took great pleasure in continually reminding everyone 

who came near that he and Teelu were, indeed, brothers, and that Teelu was living a lie. 

Not that anyone paid any attention to anything he said.... 

It was with trepidation in his heart that Little Pitro followed Teelu to the stone altar that 

day, three weeks after his arrival in the settlement. His punishment was over, and for that he was 

glad. But what would be asked of him now? 

 

The service was nearing its end when Daltu called him forward. ñWeôve been very 

patient with you, Little Pitro,ò he crooned. ñWe have treated you with all the kindness we can 

muster. The question is now....ò He paused here to look over the gathering. ñWill you, in the 

presence of these dogs, renounce your curly fur?ò 

A lump grew in Little Pitroôs throat as his eyes followed Daltuôs over the crowd. He had 

come to wonder if these dogs even knew what the sheepskin signified. Did they realize that their 

own sheepskins would never save them? Did they even know why dogs wore sheepskins? 

Daltu gave a tiny bark of impatience. ñSo Little Pitro, are you going to renounce your 

curls?ò His voice rose in volume with each word, until it rang through the clearing: ñOr do we 

have to tear them off?ò 
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ñI will not renounce the Great Sheepôs skin,ò Little Pitro stated, just as loudly. 

The crowd exploded in a chorus of barks and howls, and at first Little Pitro didnôt 

understand why. Then the individual voices began coming through the clamor: 

ñHe thinks heôs wearing a sheepskin. Doesnôt he know that a sheepskin is something you 

can put on and take off?ò 

Little Pitroôs anger soared at the obvious extend of the deception. ñHear!ò he howled, and 

to his delighted surprise, the crowd quieted. ñI wear a true sheepskin, one that was given to me 

by the Great Sheep Himself, the same One you honor by coming to this stone altar. The 

sheepskins you wear are the ones that are not real.ò 

That was all he had time to say before Daltu cut him off: ñDo you hear that? I warned 

you about dogs who wear these kinds of sheepskins. I warned you that they speak lies. Think 

about it, my dear dogs: How could the Great Sheep give His own skin to each dog who wears 

this kind of woolly fur? After He gives it to one, he wouldnôt have any left to give to any other 

dog!ò 

The crowd exploded into jeers and yaps of laughter. 

ñRemember,ò Daltu called over the din, ñthe Shepherdôs favor isnôt earned by growing a 

sheepskin. Itôs earned by doing the things that please Him. The teaching that the sheepskin is a 

gift is a lie, formed deep in the pits of the eternal darkness by dogs who donôt want to try to do 

good.ò 

Little Pitro forced himself to stop panting. He wanted to say something. He wanted to 

show these dogs how wrong they were; he wanted to shout against this false teaching; he wanted 

to howl; but the extent of Daltuôs deception drained him of all energy. It was all he could do to 

stay standing. Forgive them, Great One. They have no idea what theyôve fallen into.... 

It was perhaps what happened next, however, that disheartened him the most.... 

Teelu, who had watched the proceedings with interest from the other side of the stone 

altar, leaped forward: ñIôm looking for volunteers; for strong, capable dogs who can rip those 

silly curls from this impostorôs back!ò 

Little Pitro closed his eyes. It was bad enough to watch the dogs crowding forward, fangs 

bared, pressing in for one chance to snatch a mouthful of wool from his back; but the worst part 

was definitely that it was spearheaded by his own brother.... 
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Little Pitro was cold. Freezing, actually, and his eyelids seemed heavy, like they didnôt 

want to open. Mercifully, he had passed out after the first 15 minutes of his attack, and he now 

had no idea where he was or how heôd gotten here. The air stank of death, making him want to 

gag; but beyond that, he could only tell that it was very dark. The middle of the night, perhaps; 

but the floor under him was made of stone so cold that it couldnôt have seen the warmth of the 

sun in a very long time. He shivered, and the effort sent raging pain from the nap of his neck to 

the tips of his toes. Maybe it wasnôt night time after all. Maybe he was just far underground.... 

With all his immediate senses singing out their disapproval for his location, it took Little 

Pitro a few moments to realize how badly his back hurt. It was like something had drug him over 

sharp rocks, scraping away his skin. 

He turned his muzzle to sniff the fresh blood on his shoulders, then he tried to rise; but 

the pain, especially in his hind legs, was too intense. Something was definitely very wrong with 

these appendages, for just the little effort required to lift his head sent sharp pain slashing 

through the muscles of his hips, especially on the left. He dropped back to the cold, damp floor, 

shaking violently. Whether from cold or shock, he couldnôt tell, but the harder his body shook, 

the more pain stabbed through his hips. 

Suddenly the air in the little cave shifted as the faint scent of dog reached Little Pitroôs 

nose. As the scent slowly began to strengthen, soft words, spoken in a high-pitched voice, 

reached his ears: ñWhere are you Little Pitro? They must have brought you here. You must be 

here somewhere....ò 

He couldnôt tell by the creature's voice if it was very young or very small, but his heart 

warmed at the words and he relaxed on to the cold, stony floor. When he opened his mouth to 

call out, however, only a whine escaped. 

The scent of dog became stronger as the creature drew near, then he heard the tiny voice 

gasp: ñWhy...youðyouôre alive!ò 

Little Pitro decided that the voice was that of a matureðbut smallðdog. ñYeðyesðI 

amðI think....ò His voice came out in jerks, but it was a relief to hear it at all. ñWhoðareð

you?ò 
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A tiny nose now pushed up under what remained of his torn right ear flap. ñIôm Quaelik,ò 

whispered the voice, ñand if they find out youôre alive, I will be punished.ò Something akin to a 

sob seemed to swell up in the tiny voice. ñWhyðthey.... Oh Little Pitro. Iôve got to get you out 

of here!ò  

ñDoðIðknow you?ò 

ñNo,ò whispered the voice. ñI saw you at the gathering.ò 

ñWhðwhere am I?ò 

ñYou are in a burial cave far outside the settlement. Itôs where they bring bodies of dogs 

who have passed over.ò 

Little Pitro shivered. Well, at least it accounted for the smell of rotting flesh. ñHowð

didðI get here? Whðwhat happened?ò 

ñYou donôt remember?ò Quaelik paused only a second: ñThatôs probably a blessing.ò 

Then the voice became even quieter: ñThey ripped off your skin, and then they dragged you 

here.ò 

Little Pitro winced at the words. 

ñThey must have thought you were dead, but I followed them. I thought you deserved a 

proper burial. Finding you alive, however, is even better!ò 

A single word was all Little Pitro could muster: ñWhy?ò 

ñBecause they were so mean to you when all you were trying to do was state why you 

believe as you do. No one deserves that kind of treatment. I figured they were trying to silence 

you because you might have something to say that they didnôt want us to hear, and I wanted to 

find out what it was. For now, however, we really should get to those wounds.ò 

Little Pitro groaned. ñDeathðbetterðthan pain....ò 

ñYouôre just in shock,ò the tiny dog assured him. ñWhat you need is a good animal skin 

to keep you warm.ò With that, the dog turned, and Little Pitro could hear her nails scrambling 

over the rocky surface.  

He shivered, but though he found himself once again alone, the little dogôs visit somehow 

warmed his heart. He turned his head, sniffing at the fresh blood. The wave of pain that shot 

through his hips made him wince, but he kept sniffing. As near as he could tell, all the skin on 

his back had been completely stripped away, taking with it large chunks of muscle as well. 

Though the whole area was a bloody mass, he didnôt believe any major arteries or veins had been 
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severed, which was, he realized, the reason he was still alive. 

But with the extent of his injuries, how long would life continue to flow through his 

veins? 

Little Pitro began to lick at the blood, and with each pass of his pink tongue, his 

excitement rose: The more blood he cleared, the more he could tell that his back still smelled the 

same as before: It still carried the scent of the Great Sheep! This thought made him momentarily 

cock his ears forward. Oh Great One, he breathed, they can steal our wool, they can even take 

the flesh underneath, but they canôt take away your skin! A rush of warmth seemed to begin at 

the base of his neck, spreading across his back and down each of his limbs as he realized 

something very, very important: His sheepskin would grow again! 

 

 

 

The night was warm. Far too warm to wear a sheepskin. Teelu wiggled out of his, 

stashing it in a far corner of his little den. He hated the thing. Besides, he still couldnôt figure out 

why it was so necessary to wear one. True, it was marginally better than the one his parents and 

littermates insisted upon, but it was just too warm, and it got in the way of everything fun he 

tried to do. It was forever getting dirty, too. The beautiful white skin he had donned just a few 

short weeks earlier was already stained and ripped. He couldnôt help remembering that the 

sheepskins his parents wore never got dirty and never wore out; but he pushed these thoughts out 

of his mind. Maybe he would just have to get himself a new one!   

Taking off the sheepskin didnôt calm his agitation, however. He circled the tiny den a few 

times before lying back down. When the restlessness didnôt lift, he rose, and his feet began 

making their way down the passageway. Maybe a breath of fresh air would do him some good. 

Then came that awful thought: Going outside meant he had to put the sheepskin back 

on.... 

He turned back, but the mere sight of the wool in the corner made him shudder. ñNo,ò he 

resolved aloud, little caring if anyone heard, ñjust this once, Iôm going out without it.ò With his 

head high in the air, he resolutely marched down the short passageway and into the night. 
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It was dark outside. Not even the tiniest twinkle of a star could be seen in the night sky, 

and when Teelu sniffed, the hot, humid air told him nothing. Black shapes loomed ominously 

around him as he made his way by scent down the path. He knew the one directly in front was a 

towering oak tree, the one his ñfollowersò were tied up to. He skirted this one. It wouldnôt do for 

them to see him without his sheepskin.... 

He didnôt really have a plan, but when being outside didnôt work to calm his nerves, he 

turned his steps towards the creek. Maybe a drink of fresh water would help, and if the air was as 

oppressive down there as it was here, heôd have a quick swim. 

The black shapes lessened gradually as he cleared the settlement and started down the 

path through the long meadow grasses; but the farther he got from the settlement, the more 

unsettled he became. He slowed his steps as he cocked his ear towards the creek; but all he heard 

was a sharp hum as thousands of insects cranked out their melancholy songs. Any other night he 

might have enjoyed their music, but tonight it only added to the oppression. 

He paused and blinked his eyes shut, then he snapped them open again. The events of the 

afternoon were still so vivid in his mind that every time he closed his eyes he relived the sight of 

the twenty dogs leaping forward at his invitation, springing upon Little Pitro, ripping the wool 

and skin from his back. This scene was immediately followed by the game of tug-of-war, with 

four powerful dogs on each of Little Pitroôs legs. Teelu cringed at the memory of how he had 

simply closed his eyes, pretending he didnôt see, pretending he didnôt know the unfortunate 

creature that was literally being ripped limb from limb.... 

Was this the reason behind his restlessness? 

It had come as almost a relief to him when Little Pitro was proclaimed dead and hauled 

off to the burial caves. His relief was short-lived, however, for now he was continually plagued 

by the crippling idea that he had just killed his brother.... 

A growl bubbled up in his throat. He had to get away from these thoughts. After all, the 

little sheep-lover was now with his precious Good Shephard, wasnôt he? Thatôs where he wanted 

to be, wasnôt it? 

But he didnôt really believe any of that nonsense, did he? 

Iôll go see Biªmic, he resolved. 

But that was the other problem, wasnôt it? Biªmic hadnôt been coming around lately. In 

fact, he hadnôt seen her in three days. 
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He turned back towards the settlement, but he had only gone a few steps when he sensed 

movement in the night. He halted, stiffening as he sniffed the breeze. It wasnôt a scent he 

recognized, however, and in the darkness of the night, he couldnôt make out anything. He cocked 

his ears forward, but the incessant buzzing of insects droned out all other sound. ñMaybe you just 

imagined it,ò he muttered. As he turned to focus his attention back on his return to the settlement, 

he saw the shape of a tiny dog steadily dragging something a lot bigger than itself down the 

creek bed towards the burial caves. Curiousé. He really didnôt care enough to give it more than 

a passing thought, however, and he turned his steps towards the grotto that Biämic shared with 

her parents. 

 

 

 

Little Pitro raised his head, willing his eyes to focus. The effort seemed harder than it had 

earlier. Were his muscles stiffening? In death? 

He hadnôt realized he had fallen asleep, but something had most definitely awakened 

him. He cocked his ears into the darkness, listening intently; then he heard it: The sound of nails 

scraping over stone and of something heavy being drug over rough terrain. He sniffed. Was it the 

little dog with the high-pitched voice? He sure hoped so, and he was relieved when a skin of 

some kind was pulled over his back, and a tiny tongue began busily cleaning up the blood.  

ñIs it true what you said back there?ò  

The warmth of the animal skin felt good, and Little Pitro tried to relax. ñYou meanðatð

altar?ò 

ñUmhum. Is it true that unless the sheepôs wool grows from your back, your sheepskin 

isnôt real?ò 

ñThe truth isðifðGreat Sheepðdoesnôt give youðsheepskinðpersonallyðit isnôt real. 

His sheepskinðoneðyou canôt take offðgrows fromðyour back.ò 

The licking stopped for a few seconds, as if the little dog were contemplating what Little 

Pitro had said. When she spook, her voice was even softer: ñWhy does it matter who gives you 

the sheepskin?ò 

Little Pitro winced as the busy little tongue resumed its work, but he knew that the sting 

of saliva meant the wounds were being disinfected. Breathing a prayer for wisdomðand for 
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endurance to speakðhe began: ñThe Great Sheep diedðon stone altar soðwe can have His 

skin. When we wearðHis skinðGood Shepherdðcanôt seeðbad thingsðweôve done. Great 

Sheepôs skinðcovers them up.ò He paused, panting from his exertion, and wondering at the 

same time how so few words could exhaust him so much; then he took a big breath and forced 

himself to continue: ñOnly with allðbad thingsðcovered upðcan you feel freeðto beðin His 

presence.ò 

The little dog was quiet for a few moments as the licking continued in earnest, then the 

tiny muzzle again found Little Pitroôs ear: ñDoesnôt my sheepskin, the one that I earned by doing 

good things, cover up the bad things Iôve done? Daltu says it does.ò 

Little Pitro again prayed for strength and wisdom. ñWeôve all doneðso many bad 

thingsðthat we canôt ever do enough good deedsðto cover them. Thatôs whyðthe Great Sheep 

came to this land. He lived a perfect lifeðbut jealous pack dogs killed him. Becauseðhe had 

doneðno wrong, hisðsacrifice paid for all the bad thingsðweôve ever done. Whenðwe 

acceptðreal sheepskin, weðacceptðHis rightness as our ownðand it covers up all of our 

badness!ò Then his head dropped to the cold floor in exhaustion. 

The little dog said nothing for a full five minutes, then the little nose again came under 

his ear: ñI believe you.ò 

Little Pitro's breath caught in his throat as excitement raced through his veins. ñYouð

do?ò  

ñShh! We never know when walls have ears, even in the burial caves. Weôve got to get 

you out of here.ò There was silence for a moment, and then the voice again whispered in Little 

Pitroôs ear: ñI saw Him, you know. In a dream. A big, white sheep. Iôm sure it was your Great 

Sheep, and He was calling me.ò 

Excitement boiled up in Little Pitroôs gut. ñDidðdid He speakðto you?ò 

ñShhh,ò admonished the dog again. ñWe have to be very careful, and we have to get you 

out of here.ò There was again silence for a few moments, and when the little dog finally spoke, it 

was even more softly: ñThere are more who have seen this big white sheep in their dreams, more 

who doubt what they preach at the stone altar. We used to have sheep at the settlement who said 

things like what you are saying, but Daltu and his sheepskinned followers drove them all away. 

Now they confuse us with their ever-changing rules.ò She paused, then her whisper again tickled 

his ear: ñMaybe when you are feeling a bit stronger, you can answer some of our questions.ò 
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Little Pitro tried to respond, but the little dog silenced him. ñIôm the medicine dog, and Iôm also 

the keeper of the burial caves; but Iôm only a teacup poodle, and Iôm not strong enough to pull 

you out of here. I will go for help.ò 

ñNo.ò Pitro couldnôt keep the urgency from his voice. ñMaybe itôsðbetterðothers donôt 

knowðyet. I canðpull myselfðout. Show meðthe way.ò 

He could feel the beady little eyes on him then, as if the little dog were weighing the 

wisdom in his words. ñThereôs no way you can make it. Your hips are dislocated, and why you 

donôt have any broken bones, Iôll never know.ò 

ñI canðtry.ò 

Her response was doubtful: ñWelléI suppose....ò 

 

 

 

The heavy cloud cover shifted slightly, and the sky lightened a shade. It made Teeluôs 

trek back to the settlement a little more pleasant, but it was still his sensitive nose rather than his 

eyes that told him he had arrived at his destination. 

All was still around the cave, but Teelu picked up a very fresh scent. Biämic had been 

outside only moments earlier. Not wanting to arouse her parents, He put his head into the cave 

opening and whined softly. It was only a moment or two before Biämic padded down the short 

passageway and into the night. 

Her white sheepskin looked a dark gray as she sniffed in Teeluôs direction, then her jowls 

pulled back to reveal a gray row of teeth as a tiny growl escaped her throat. She turned then, and 

strode away from the rows of caves. 

Teelu stared after her. Just a few days ago she had been all over him. Why had she 

growled? Maybe she just wants to get away from the caves so we cab speak freely.... Yes. That 

had to be it, and Teelu confidently trotted after her. ñHi!ò 

ñShhh!ò 

Even in the dark, Teelu could sense her scorn. Maybe she was still concerned about being 

overheard.... With this thought, he silently fell into line behind her. 
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Biªmic didnôt stop until she was in an open, grassy area, then she turned abruptly and 

growled again. 

ñHey!ò Teelu ignored the menacing sounds that continued to rumple up her throat. ñI 

couldnôt seem to sleep without seeing you. Youôve been making yourself a bit scarce lately. I 

thought maybe you were still trying to hide óusô from your parents, so I waited and came over 

after dark.ò 

Biämic started to speak, but turned her head away instead. 

A warning bell rang in Teeluôs mind. ñThat is why you havenôt been over, isnôt it?ò 

Biämic pulled back her jowls even more, then she gave a half-nod. ñPartially.ò But 

venom laced her next words: ñI also didnôt come because I didnôt want to.ò 

Teeluôs lower jaw dropped open. ñWh-what?ò 

Biªmic nodded decisively. ñEspecially when I saw how you orchestrated the attack on 

poor Little Pitro....ò Her voice constricted. 

ñBut....ò 

ñYou just stood by and let them kill him.ò Biªmicôs voice strengthened as she repeated 

herself: ñYou just let them kill him!ò 

Teelu trotted around so that he faced her. ñYou know good and well that such heresy has 

to be nipped in the bud.ò 

ñNipped in the bud, yes, not murdered in cold blood,ò she snarled. Turning again, she 

moved away a few paces. 

Teelu trotted around again. ñLook. I never told them to kill him, I just told them to take 

off his sheepskin.ò 

ñItôs the same thing, isnôt it? And then you stood by and let them pull his limbs out of 

their sockets.ò Biªmicôs shrill voice now rang through the clearing with a force that Teelu had 

never heard in the usually gentle retriever. He stepped backwards, one step, two.... His back 

bumped up against something cold and hard. He turned his head, surprised to find the 

settlementôs stone altar against his backside. To his horror, there was a new shadow near the top, 

a dark sheepskin. He was sure it hadnôt been there the previous morning.... He swallowed to push 

back these emotions: ñLook, Biªmic, you know as well as I do that the stone altar needs 

protection against false doctrine.ò 

ñYeah? Sometimes I think weôve all forgotten the meaning of the stone altar.ò 
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ñNo!ò 

ñThen tell me! Tell me what it means, because it seems to me that Little Pitro sensed 

something more in the stone altar and the sheepskins than Daltuðand the restðand especiallyð

you!ò 

Teeluôs quick temper flared. ñSo now youôre in love with thatðthat cross-breed?ò His 

teeth snapped just beside her ear flap. ñIs that what youôve been doing with your time, huh? 

Instead of coming to see me, youôve been fraternizing with my....ò 

ñWith your brother, you say?ò Biªmic couldnôt hide the sneer that entered her voice. ñSo 

what he said was true. You and Little Pitro are brothers.ò 

ñNo!ò But his response was too quick, too angry. ñLook!ò He took a deep breath to calm 

himself. ñLittle Pitro and I are not brothers. Iôm a golden retriever, just like you are, and he, well, 

he has black fur. Or at least he did, before he grew that stupid wool.ò 

Biämic looked puzzled, but she wasnôt ready to back down. ñSo maybe youôre a cross-

breed, too. They say his mother and father used to live here, that his mother was a golden 

retriever. Maybe you took after her, while he took after your father.ò 

ñBiªmic!ò Teelu allowed an element of hurt to enter his tone. ñDo you really think Iôd try 

to fool you into thinking Iôm a pure breed when Iôm not? Biªmic, Biªmic. What do you take me 

for?ò He moved forward, licking at her ear. 

She turned her head. ñLeave me alone!ò But this time she didnôt move away. 

ñCome on Biªmic,ò he coaxed. ñYou know me better than that.ò 

ñDo I?ò The sting was now gone from her words. ñIf you want to know the truth, I donôt 

know you at all. You just whisked into my life five short weeks ago, and thatôs all I know about 

you.ò Her voice filled with sorrow. ñIðI donôt know, Teelu. Iôm justðI donôt feel good. Iôve 

been feeling sick for a few days now, and Iôm justðIôm scared, Teelu.ò 

ñHey, Iôm not the reason you donôt feel right. Why, I havenôt even seen you for a few 

days. Iôm the one who makes you feel good, remember?ò And he moved closer, dropping his 

nose under her belly. 

ñNo, Teelu.ò Biªmic moved away. ñLook. I donôt know what I think anymore. All I can 

see is how you just sat there and let them kill that poor dog. IômðI need some time, Teelu, time 

to think this through, to figure it all out, to define how I feel for you, I mean really feel, on 

something more than a physical level.ò 



 

                                                                                                                                                     

 Out of the Pack II: By Their Fruitsé 94  

ñI donôt understand....ò But Teelu didnôt try to follow as she turned to go. ñWill I see you 

again?ò 

Biªmic stared at him at length. ñYouôre not wearing your sheepskin.ò 

ñItôs too hot, Iôll put it back on tomorrow, Biªmic, I promise.ò 

ñDonôt you believe in the sheepskin anymore?ò She shook her head: ñI donôt know, 

Teelu, I really donôt know.ò With those words, she ran off into the night.  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρσ 

  

Bru watched as the yellow, woolly-backed dog sauntered over to the waterôs edge, sat 

down and raise his muzzle towards the sky. He let his mind wander at random then, reliving the 

course of events that had brought him to the current crossroads in his life. It didnôt take long for 

him to realize that he was angry: angry at the loss of his mate, angry at the dog who had killed 

her, angry at the pack for their hatred of real sheepskins and their insistence that all dogs wear 

the dog-given kind.... And perhaps he was even angry at the Great Sheep Himself for allowing 

all this to happen. 

As each memory passed through his mind, however, his emotions morphed. Anger turned 

into grief, then grief to shame. And now he could feel himself being pulled deep into a black pit 

of anguish and gloom. 

Bru allowed himself to contemplate these emotions for a while, and with each passing 

minute, the despair deepened and strengthened their hold on him. 

There was, however, a voice vying for space in his mind. If he concentrated past the loud 

self-accusation, he could make out the words: All you need to do is confess that you are wrong 

and admit you are sorry. You need to give your life to Him. 

It was Meekoôs voice replaying through his mind, and Bru shook his head as he muttered, 

ñI canôt go back. Iôve dug my pit. Now Iôm trapped in it.ò 

Then it came again, that quiet, small voice: Come, Bru. Come home to Me.  

It took a few moments for Bru to note the change in pronoun, and only then did he 

gradually became aware that this wasnôt Meekoôs voice after all. It was another, one that had, at 

one time, been somewhat familiar to him. ñIðI canôt, he muttered. ñI canôt let go.ò 

He thought he understood why he had lost his sheepskin. The sheepskin represented 

forgiveness, poured forth without measure, covering his wrongs, erasing his badness. The 

moment he saw his mateôs dead body and had chosen to not forgive the dog who had killed her, 

he had stanched the flow of the Great Sheepôs forgiveness. When this happened, all of his old 

anger had rushed back over him with a force he couldnôt control. Oh, he knew that forgiveness 
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somehow still flowed, but his own inability to forgive blocked the power of the gift. Perhaps he 

hadnôt ñlostò his sheepskin; perhaps he had simply ñpushedò it away. 

But nowðnow that familiar voice was once again calling him: Come home to Me! 

ñIðI canôt,ò he stammered for the third time. 

I love you, Bru. 

At those words, Bru raised his head and looked around. The voice seemed so audible, so 

tangible! 

But he saw nothing unusual. 

His head dropped back on his forelegs, and closing his eyes, he allowed these magical 

words to swirl through his mind. They coated his heart like a balm until he finally fell asleep: 

I love you, Bru! 

 

Bruôs sleep was far from restful. He spent the first half hour as a spectator, watching his 

life play out before him. He couldnôt help but cringe at each graphic representation of the bad 

things he had done. With each passing moment grew the realization in his heart that he didnôt 

deserve the Great Sheepôs forgiveness at all. 

Yet it was still offered to him.... 

How can you not forgive those who have wronged you? 

But he couldnôt let go. After all, this was nothing but a very bad dream. Reality ran far 

deeper. 

Does it? 

Bruôs eyes opened, and suddenly he found himself lying in the beam of a great light, a 

light that seemed to shine forth from somewhere behind him. He looked around, blinking his 

eyes against the brightness. 

I already forgave every wrong you ever did. Have you accepted that forgiveness? 

The voice was strong but soft, and as Bru squinted into the light, the blackness seemed to 

push back until he could see the source of the voice: A pure-white lamb, strapped so tightly to 

the top of a stone altar that the bands cut into His skin. ñI....ò 

Have you surrendered yourself to Me? 

Sneering laughter now surrounded the lamb, drowning out the loving voice. As Bru 

shifted his gaze to the surrounding blackness, the clearing around the altar seemed to fill with 
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hundreds of red eyes. In fact, the blackness itself seemed to be nothing more than a fog emitting 

from their jowls, a fog that spread out, enveloping everything...enveloping...him...until the foul, 

sulfuric stench clogged his throat, choking him.... 

Bru squeezed his eyes shut, but when he reopened them, the fog of evil was so dense that 

he could no longer see the beam of light! The red eyes seemed to have multiplied as well, until 

there were thousands of them: Whereôs the altar? Whereôs the Lamb? 

Understanding washed over him slowly. He had allowed his eyes to stray to the blackness 

of evil, and now, he had become blinded to the truth of the Great Sheep and the stone altar. 

Is this how I lost my sheepskin? Did I allow myself to stray into the blackness of 

unforgiveness until I became blinded to the Great Sheepôs forgiveness? 

As he locked onto the red eyes of the dogs surrounding him, he began to understand 

something important: those eyes didnôt produce any natural light at all. They were merely 

reflecting light from somewhere behind him.... He turned his head, away from the eyes, and as he 

did, he again became aware of a beam of light. Those red eyes were simply reflecting the Great 

Sheepôs light! Even though he had strayed from Truth, the Great Sheep was using the same evil 

that he had focused on to draw him back to the Light! 

In his dream, Bru charged towards the altar. The farther he went the more the fog of 

blackness rolled back, until he was again encircled by the light. His raised his eyes to the source 

of the light, to the Lamb on top of the altar.... He was so helpless, so innocent, so untainted.... 

Bru gulped. ñNo!ò He rushed forward. ñNo!ò 

The Lamb's next words halted his made rush: I already paid the price, Bru. If you donôt 

accept it, it will all have been in vain. 

Great sobs racked the big dog as he fell to the ground: ñI forgive them,ò he whispered. 

Then, louder: ñI accept Your forgiveness. I accept Your sheepskin.ò 

Nothing changed, however, and he glanced up shyly, watching as the Lamb gasped for 

breath. Thatôs when he realized something vitally important: He had asked for the Great Sheepôs 

forgiveness before; but it had been nothing more than a selfish request, one meant to solidify his 

entrance to the Emerald Caverns should he die. As he stared at the precious Lamb, he now 

sensed the creature was longing for more of him. He wanted to be his friend, to share his life in 

the land, to give him strengthðand comfortðand peaceðand maybe even companionship and 

wisdom! But He couldnôt give those gifts, could He? These things required surrender, and Bru 
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had never fully surrendered himself to the Great Sheep! This wasnôt a ñpick what you wantò kind 

of gift the Great Sheep was offering, was it? It was all or none! 

Bru thoughtfully licked his jowls, contemplating this thought. He believed that he had 

once had a real skin. He had even told himself he had a one; but he had taken the fake skin at 

exactly the same time he thought he had received the real one.... 

Thatôs when he realized the truth, the truth that would set him free: Without surrender to 

the tiny Lamb on the altar, the Great Sheepôs skin wasnôt even possible to have. Since he had 

never surrendered, there had never been wool growing from his back. He had lived a lie! 

Bru swallowed as his shame mushroomed. He couldnôt look into those innocent eyes 

anymore; yet when he tried to look away, the eyes drew him back. That guiltless Lamb had given 

up everything to give him everything. How could he do anything but surrender? How could he 

do anything but give Him his all? 

He buried his eyes under his front paws. ñGreatest of Sheep,ò he whispered, ñI am 

unworthy of Your sacrifice; but as a tiny token of my gratitude, I surrender myself completely to 

You. I give You my life, I give You my will, I give You full control of my being!ò 

As the words exited Bruôs throat, it was as if a heavy burden, one that he hadnôt even 

realized he was carrying, dislodged itself from his heart and dropped away to roll into the fog 

and disappear completely. 

 

Bru awoke with a start. The night breeze off the river was cool, and a thick cloud cover 

now masked what little light the moon had given. He lifted his head and cocked his ears forward 

as he slowly pulled his forelegs into a crouched position. He sniffed the air, testing it for any hint 

of anything unusual, but he found only Meekoôs scent. It was nothing but a dream.... 

But wait! The dream had been so vivid, so real.... 

Could it beé? 

Excitement bubbled up from deep within as he slowly turned his head to sniff his back. 

There, between his shoulder blades, on the only spot of undamaged skin, was a patch of real 

wool: The Great Sheepôs skin! 
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It took nearly an hour for Little Pitro to drag himself out of the burial cave. Not that it 

was particularly far, but the way was rocky and narrow, and it required much more effort than it 

should have to move his body at all. His legs seemed somehow disjointedðespecially his hind 

legs, and mostly his left one. It wouldnôt support his weight at all, and for most of the way he had 

to drag himself along with his wobbling fore paws. This caused his shoulder wounds to bleed 

even more, and he was sure he was leaving a blood trail behind. The pain alone was nauseating, 

and had it not been for the encouraging presence of little Quaelik, he would never have been able 

to continue. 

Then finally, they were outside in the night. The air was still heavy and stale, however, 

and there wasnôt even the slightest hint of a moon. Had it not been for the fact that he was now 

dragging himself over dirt and grass instead of over a rocky floor, Little Pitro would have never 

known they were outside. 

ñThis way,ò wheezed the high-pitched voice of the teacup poodle. ñThereôs an empty 

cave not far from here. Itôs marked to be the next cave used for burial, and everyone is afraid to 

go there. Youôll be safe until your back heals.ò 

It was slow going, and more than once Little Pitro found himself collapsing, unable to go 

on. Each time the courageous Quaelik was there with whispered words of encouragement, and 

each time he pulled himself up yet again and continued on. Then, after what seemed an eternity 

of dragging himself over rough terrain, he finally began to hear the faint echo of his breath, and 

he knew he was once again within a shelter of some sort. With this realization, his limbs no 

longer seemed to respond to his command, and he collapsed to the rocky floor. 

Quaelik pulled the rough skin over his back, and after whispering in his ear to not leave 

the cave until she had returned to tell him it was safe, she slipped out into the night, leaving him 

alone. Again. 

 

Under different circumstances, the eeriness of it all might have bothered him; but this 

night, with his battered body screaming for rest, Little Pitroôs eyes simply flickered closed. 

Unfortunately for him, his sleep was far from restful. Each time he awoke, which, due to 

his pain, was every few minutes, thoughts of his brother's actions tormented him. It seemed like 

hours before the blackness of the cave turned gray and he knew it was once again daylight. 

Though his body shook violently from the clammy chill that was seeping into his bones, the 
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thought of the yellow-orange orb in the sky brought him hope. 

Then suddenly he wasnôt cold at all, but very, very warm. Far too warm to lie under this 

skin. It was too much of an effort to raise his head to pull the thing off, however, and his lower 

jaw dropped open instead as his tongue emerged in violent panting. 

It was only a few moments before he was again shaking from cold. 

Somewhere in the back of his mind he realized he was in shock. Nonetheless, the lack of 

control over his body only frustrated him further, bringing about a deep-seated pain in his 

knotted-up stomach. He didnôt have time to contemplate this before his abdomen clenched in an 

uncontrollable spasm, and a bitter liquid cascaded up his throat and out his open mouth. 

Gotta get away from this! 

But nothing he did would make his limbs move, and his muzzle dropped onto the cold 

floor of the cavern, just inches from the pool of foul-smelling liquid. 

Mercifully, unconsciousness washed over him then, and as his tormented mind entered 

the realm of comatose bliss, his battered body finally relaxed onto the rough stones of the cave 

floor. 

 

This is how little Quaelik found him upon her return. She shoved the limp body of a 

mouse under his nose, then she began the tedious job of cleaning up his vomit before caring for 

his wounds.  

He didnôt wake up as she carefully licked each one. In fact, had it not been for the 

shallow rise and fall of his abdomen and the faint wisp of warm, moist air that regularly escaped 

his nostrils, she would have thought he had passed on. 

She kept at her work all day, starting over when she reached the last of her patientôs 

wounds, and only occasionally taking a break to catch more tiny mice. She ate one herself, but 

she always nosed the others under Little Pitroôs muzzle in the hope that he would at some point 

be strong enough to eat. It was dark when she finally allowed herself a few moments of 

exhausted sleep, but she was up with the sun the next morning to resume her self-appointed task. 

This set the pattern for the next several days. It was tiresome, thankless work, but an 

internal force drove her on. The day Little Pitro finally awoke, ravenously hungry, she knew it 

was all worthwhile. He wasnôt yet out of danger, but there was finally a tiny glimmer of hope. 
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Teelu stretched his golden muzzle out of his grotto to sniff at the new dawn. How many 

dawns there had been since that night, seemingly so long ago, when Biämic had snuffed him, he 

couldnôt say. He had returned to his cave in a miserable mood and had immediately fallen into a 

slumber of depression. His sleep hadnôt lasted long enough however, and he had stayed, 

stretched out on the floor of his grotto, watching the darkness give way to dull gray and then 

wane again to total blackness as the cycle of day and night repeated itself more times than he 

cared to count. At one time he heard the sharp cracks of thunder and saw bright flashes of 

lightning, followed by that earthy odor that often accompanies a rain storm; but these only served 

to further depress him. 

Teelu could hear the dogs who were assigned to him for punishment. They were attached 

to their ropes outside the cave, and at one point he entertained the thought that maybe he should 

bring them inside during the thunderstorm. He had turned away from the cave opening instead 

and closed his eyes to their misery. He didnôt really know why, nor did he care to find out, but a 

dull anger had seeded itself in his heart, and his miserable state seemed to feed its voracious 

appetite for destruction. 

It was the fifth day when his physical hunger finally brought him to his senses. The cave 

was a dull grayðdaytimeðand he needed to relieve himself badly. From the stench in his 

grotto, he recognized that in his semi-conscious state, he had simply been soiling his home. This 

realization brought about a new wave of intense anger. Oh, he had been angry many times before 

in his short 12 months of life, but those past emotions were nothing compared to what now 

rampaged in his heart. In fact, rage was now the only emotion he could actually feel. A low 

growl rumbled in his throat as he exited his grotto.... You will pay for this, Biämic! 

 

The old chocolate lab opened his eyes at the sound of scratching inside Teeluôs den. He 

rose to his feet in anticipation, and the other three dogs tied up with him also stood. It had been a 

long five days. Besides being wet from the previous day's storm, Tanno was so ravenously 

hungry that his usually jolly chocolate-lab humor was waning. His gentle, submission nature 

dictated that he try to be optimistic, but at the moment, this was a hard task. 
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The attack on Little Pitro seemed calculated and evil to the wizened dog; far more intense 

than the simple punishment Daltu had described. Other than wearing the woolly curls, what had 

the dog done that was so wrong? His demeanor was gentle and kind, and his words rang of 

wisdom and truth. Was this such a crime? 

As Teelu exited his den, Tanno could feel an indignant growl bubbling up in his throat. 

The religious fervor at the settlement had accelerated rapidly since the arrival of this golden dog. 

Oh, things had been changing since early spring, when Chanik arrived and the sheep all left; but 

since Teeluôs coming, things had become much stricter and hate-filled. But why? Teelu was a 

golden retriever. They were generally such gentle dogs, hating conflict as much as he did! He 

successfully squelched the growl with a whine as he watched Teelu shake himself, but then he 

could only look on in disbelief as the retriever charged at the four of them, growling, jowls 

snappingðjust likeða pack dog! 

Tanno was one of the few in the settlement who had actually encountered pack dogs. It 

had been years ago while on the trail to the southwest, and he shook his head to dislodge the 

painful memory. Surely this was not what the stone altar was all about.... 

Tanno had always resisted the sheepskin. He had never understood why he needed one, 

and his late mate was bitterly opposed to the teachings of the Great Sheep. He was secretly 

relieved when the sheep left the settlement; but when Daltu began teaching that they all had to 

wear sheepskins, his placid nature dictated he take one to keep the peace. He had tried to 

understand Daltuôs teachings after this, and when he committed the heinous crime for which he 

was now being punishedðremoving his sheepskin for a romp through the waterðhe had 

accepted his penalty without argument. Somehow, however, this didnôt seem like the ñbetter lifeò 

Daltu said the sheepskin would bring.... 

ñGet going, you mutts!ò Teelu howled. ñGet out there and bring me some meat!ò 

Tanno could feel the heat of rage emanating from the retriever even before he felt the 

sharp teeth and the warm squirt of blood from the puncture wound to his right ear flap; but there 

was nothing he could do. His current course of punishment would last another three days, and if 

he did anything to further rouse Teeluôs ire, it would be extended. He swallowed. Yes, he would 

serve Teelu without complaint; but as soon as he was free, he would find out if there was any 

truth to Little Pitroôs words....  
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The golden girl climbed to the top of the bluff. Below her were two caves. They were 

empty for now, though her parents had told her they had once been home to a couple of families 

who, just last winter, disappeared into the west. She hadnôt personally met these families. Her 

parents had taken a year-long trip into the mountains to the East, and it was during this time that 

she was born. From what she had heard since their return to the settlement, the sheep had 

deluded both families into believing that a sheepskin had to somehow ñgrowò from their backs. 

This put them in the ñsheepò category in Daltuôs mind, and since all former sheep caves were 

off-limits, she had been instructed to never come here. 

In her young mind, Biämic had made this forbidden place a hide-away, one where she 

would flee in moments of strong emotion. Not that there was much that usually bothered the 

retriever. In the happy-go-lucky way of her breed, everything in her short 14 months of life had 

been carefree.... 

...Until now that is.... 

Now fear plagued her, and she had to do something to calm the continuous flutters in her 

gut! 

Her nighttime encounter with Teelu had left her sleepless, and she hadnôt slept the next 

four nights either. Ever growing in the pit of her soul was an overwhelming sense of doom. 

Initially, she had thought it was simply a feeling; but now it seemed that her belly was fuller than 

usual. Could emotions really bring about physical changes? 

Just the day before she had gone to her mother, Reebek, and confessed everything. She 

expected her mother to be angry, for ever since the golden wonder had waltzed into town, her 

parents had been very verbal about disapproving of him. 

Why didnôt I listen to them? 

Deep in her heart, she knew the answer to that question: Forbidden meat is so much 

sweeter than that which is allowed. Now, as she stood atop the knoll and stared at the creek and 

the stand of deciduous trees on its far side, she knew she should have listened. She made her 

decision then. She would do as her mother suggested and avoid all further contact with Teelu. 

Was it already too late? 

Her eyes now turned to the east, scanning the long, narrow valley. Several stands of trees 
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dotted the valley floor until the forest swallowed up the open spaces at the far end of her vale. 

She swallowed, allowing her eyes to rove over the settlement, and then to that familiar circle of 

trees surrounding the perfectly round clearing with the daunting stone structure in the exact 

middle: The stone altar. So much of her young life rotated around this cold structure; yet it didnôt 

give her the peace and joy that her parents told her it would bring.... 

She dropped into the grass and rolled on her back to enjoy the warmth of the sun on her 

belly; but she jumped quickly back to her feet when this didnôt bring her the peace she expected. 

It seemed that nothing she did would completely take her mind off the new black dog, the one 

who claimed to be Teeluôs brother.  

éThe one Teelu had ordered to be skinned alive.... 

She knew she should be angry at Teelu, and she was; but it didnôt take long for her to 

decide this wasnôt the reason for her feeling of unease. No, it had something to do with that black 

dog.... 

She closed her eyes, but all that she could think of was his stance of integrity and 

humility, that look of compassion that emanated from his handsome face, the look that was 

missing in all other faces in the settlement.... A soft whine escaped her now. That face was gone 

forever from this world.... 

Where had they taken him? 

She rose, her body tense with pent-up energy. She had to find his body. Why, she wasnôt 

sure, but she had to find it. The resolve returned to her steps as she bounded down the stony trail, 

past the forbidden openings in the rock and across the stream. There was only one likely place: 

The Burial Caves.  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρτ 

 

 

Meeko could no longer contain his restlessness. Spring was now well past. Baby birds 

were already starting to leave their nests, the trees were in full foliage, and most of the spring 

flowers were beginning to wane, to be replaced by the sturdier ones that would fare better in 

dryer conditions. Tiny signs of new life were again evident throughout the waterlogged land, and 

the river had retreated to its former high water line. 

The retriever had tried to keep himself busy by caring for Bruôs needs. He had 

occasionally allowed himself to venture a short distance downriver for purposes of hunting; but 

with Bru as weak as he was, he didnôt dare leave the husky alone for long. Unfortunately, his 

little forays did not result in any news of his beloved mate. Though he tried, he couldnôt stop his 

thoughts from continuously reliving that fateful day when he was forced to watch as she was 

swept downriver with the tiny Chihuahua in her mouth. 

Where was she now? Had she made it out of the river? Was she hurt? Was she, perhaps, 

stuck somewhere, too injured to hunt? Would he ever see her again? 

He didnôt share these thoughts with Bru. He had made the choice to stay and care for the 

husky, and he couldnôt reverse his decision. Nor did he really want to, for he knew in his heart 

that he had made the right one. He could only beg the Great Sheep to look after his beloved mate 

and her tiny friend. 

It had taken an entire week before Bru finally began showing signs of improvement. The 

wounds on his back began scabbing over, and new fur was beginning to grow. By day ten, Bru 

had been able to walk around some, and by day twelve, he had even scrambled to the top of the 

lit tle rise behind them. 

 

As the morning of the fifteenth day since the flood dawned, Meeko stretched his stiff 

limbs and rose to his feet. He glanced at Bru, noting how his gaunt sides were finally starting to 

fill in and how he was becoming steadier on his feet. It was definitely time to move on.... 

But what was there to move on to? Without Abyºkôs constant optimism and 

encouragement, how would he be able to do anything at all? 
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Bru was staring at him now, excitement in his eyes, and he nodded to the husky. ñI think 

todayôs the day.ò 

Bru understood, and his curled tail wagged over his back ñToday we go out there and 

find Abyºk and Lionak!ò Then he paused and his tone became serious: ñBefore we go, may I ask 

you something?ò 

Meeko sensed how important the husky's request was to him, and he nodded. ñI donôt 

know if I can answer you, but I can try.ò 

ñOnce we find Abyºk and Lionak, will the two of you help us? Will you stay and help 

the double-sheep-skinned dogs like Lionak?ò He stepped closer. ñMeeko, weôre scared out there. 

We donôt know where to turn, and most of us have turned the wrong way. We need your help.ò 

Meeko nervously licked his jowls. ñWe want to help,ò he stated honestly, ñbut I donôt 

know what we can possibly do for the double sheep-skinned dogs. I donôt even know anymore 

what we can do for the settlement dogsðor even the pack dogs. With things the way they are 

now, I have no idea how we can do anything at all.ò 

Bruôs intense response was immediate: ñYou made a difference for Lionak and for me. 

Donôt you see, Meeko?ò 

Meeko shook his head in bewilderment. ñWe havenôt done anythingé.ò 

Bruôs curled tail wagged harder in his excitement as he interrupted: ñFrom the moment I 

met you, you havenôt stopped showing me, through your example, the love of the Great Sheep. 

Iôve learned so much by watching you. Iôve learned that if I had only realized from the beginning 

how deeply the Great Sheepôs love runs for me, perhaps I would have had His skin long before 

this. Perhaps I wouldnôt have fallen away.ò 

Meeko cocked an ear in his direction. ñBut you did take His skin, and then you lost it. 

Remember?ò 

Bru shook his head. ñNo, Meeko. I said the right words, I asked the Great Sheep for His 

Skin, but I never put my trust in Him. I never surrendered my all to Him.ò 

Meekoôs ears laid back on concentrated thought. ñBut....ò 

ñI told myselfðand everyone elseðthat I had taken the sheepskin. I even convinced 

myself there was a tiny patch of wool growing between my shoulders; but I realize now that by 

not giving Him my all, I, in essence, kept Him from being able to give me His skin.ò 
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Meeko thoughtfully licked a paw before responding: ñYou mean you didnôt lose your 

sheepskin after all?ò 

ñNo,ò Bru affirmed. ñI couldnôt have lost it, because I donôt believe I ever had it. 

Between my own delusional thought and that filthy removable skin, no one realized that I was 

not who I said I was.ò 

ñBut what about the others? Lionak said there were others who had lost their sheepskins.ò 

Bru dropped his gaze and his voice became quiet: ñI am not their judge, Meeko. I donôt 

know if itôs even possible to lose the Great Sheepôs skin once you truly have it. I mean, now that 

Iôve really experienced the Great Sheep, thereôs no way I would ever think of falling away. Itôs 

possible Iôm wrong, but itôs also possible that those other dogs who supposedly lost the Great 

Sheepôs skin were like me: Perhaps they never had His sheepskin in the first place. I believe that 

they, like me, may have wanted the Great Sheepôs forgiveness without surrendering themselves 

to Him, and like me, between their delusional thought and that fake sheepskin, no one, including 

they themselves, knew they hadnôt really surrendered to the Good Shepherd.ò 

ñSo then, those who purportedly lost their sheepskins may never have had them in the 

first place. Is that what youôre saying?ò 

Bru nodded. ñThatôs exactly what Iôve come to believe.ò 

Meeko nodded thoughtfully, and in the ensuing silence understanding began to grow in 

his heart. He hadnôt helped Bru get his sheepskin back. He had helped him accept the Great 

Sheepôs sacrifice for the first time! He had helped him to come ï out of the pack! 

ñI know there must be many more like me out there. You can help us, Meeko. Please?ò 

When Meeko didnôt respond right away, he continued, more quietly: ñYou also know there are 

true followers of the Great Sheep who wear a double skin. Little Lionak is one, and I suspect the 

majority of the dogs living on the run are like her. They live in fear; yet Iôve learned from you 

that I donôt have to be afraid anymore, that I can trust the Great Sheep with my very life. 

Because of what youôve done for me, I now realize that I have the only sheepskin I will ever 

need, and all of the dogs living on the run need to hear this message.ò 

As the words exited Bruôs mouth, Meeko began to realize something: The Great Sheepôs 

plan for him and Abyök was far more extensive than he had ever imagined! He gulped. He had 

been so intent on figuring out how to help pack dogs that he had almost completely passed up 

another vitally important part of what the Good Shepherd wanted them to do! 
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And with this realization came another: It didnôt matter how many plans he put together; 

there wasnôt anything he could do or say that would mean or do anything. By himself, he 

couldnôt make any difference at all! It wasnôt about his plan. It was about what the Great Sheep 

was already doing! Their job was not to make big and elaborate plans. Their job was to simply 

show the Great Sheepôs love to these poor dogs! 

Just like Abyök had done every step of the way since leaving Hayakôs meadow.... 

Excitement at these revelations drove Meeko to his feet. ñThatôs it!ò The bark in his voice 

seemed to flow across the water, echoing off the distant cliffs. 

Bru jumped to his feet. ñWhat?ò he whispered. ñWhatôs it?ò 

ñWhat you just said, brother. Thatôs how we save the pack, thatôs how we save the dogs 

in the settlement, and thatôs how we protect the dogs on the run from turning away.ò He leaped 

across the sand and bounded into the river where his bark rang out with the splashing droplets of 

water: ñWe show them love!ò 

Bru looked bewildered. ñIsnôt that what I was just saying?ò 

ñYes, you big brute,ò Meeko laughed, ñonly I didn't understand what you meant until just 

now!ò He charged around the riverôs edge, spraying water in all directions, then he jumped to the 

bank and shook himself. 

Bru stared at him: ñYou obviously have a plan. Are you going to share it?ò 

Meekoôs laughter continued, and it didnôt stop until he was completely breathless. He 

stood panting for several moments before he finally caught his breath enough to speak: ñThatôs 

just it, Bru. We donôt make a plan. Instead, we set up a base camp in the woods. We infiltrate the 

settlement, bringing food and healing herbs for the weak and sick; we dig holes and burrows; we 

fish and hunt; we help the smaller ones swim the river, we love the unlovable; and in so doing, 

we show them the Good Shepherdôs love. The rest is up to the Great Sheep!ò 

Bru sobered. ñAnd youôll be dead before the first day is over. Didnôt you hear all the 

things Iôve been telling you these past two weeks? Any dog who doesnôt wear one of their 

removable sheepskins, and especially dogs who wear real ones, are thrown to the....ò 

ñéto the pack. I know. Thatôs why we go in at night. We go where the destitute dogs are 

found. We follow the Great Sheepôs leading 100% of the time. It will  work.ò 
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As Bru contemplated the seemingly impossible idea, Meekoôs excitement began bubbling 

through him as well: ñThatôs where Lionak and I could come in, Meeko. I can hunt for you, and 

Lionak can seek out the healing plants....ò 

ñéand you can go back to your collective groups and bring them to us for food and 

medical care!ò Then Meeko sobered. ñYou donôt have to do this, Bru. This is our mission. You 

donôt have to put yourself in danger for us.ò 

ñNo!ò Bru howled the single word into the wind: ñYou donôt understand. Iôve been too 

busy running and hiding from the settlement dogs to even realize they need help too. If I had 

been thinking less about myself, maybe I would have had the Great Sheepôs skin long before 

this!ò His voice softened: ñAnd if the same vision of love that you've shown me is presented to 

the others, maybe they will grow strong in the Good Shephard as well!ò 

Meeko took a deep breath and sat down beside the husky. ñIt will work, Bru. I know it 

will.ò Then he jumped to his feet again and bounded around the sand. ñWe have to find Abby. I 

canôt wait to tell her.ò 

ñSpeaking of Abyºk....ò Bruôs curled tail again beat the air in excitement as his nose 

stretched out into the breeze blowing in from downstream. ñIs that a pair of dogs I scent way 

over there?ò 

As Meeko turned to sniff the breeze, two dog forms, one large and one small, emerged 

from a distant bend in the river. His webbed toes threw up a shower of mud and rocks as he 

leaped over the water. ñThank you, Great One,ò he howled as he tore down the now-dry 

shoreline towards his beloved mate. 

 

Abyºk noticed the patch of wool on Bruôs back the moment she saw him, and there was 

great rejoicing as she and Lionak told and retold of their adventures downriver. It wasnôt until 

evening, however, that she and Meeko finally had a few moments alone. Leaving Lionak with 

Bru, they scrambled up the hill, skirted the mud flats on the other side, and disappeared into the 

forest beyond. Their pretext was to hunt, but their true purpose was to have some long-overdue 

time to themselves. 

ñIôm proud of you, Meeks,ò Abyºk breathed, once they were alone. 

Meeko humbly shook his head. ñIôm sorry, Abby. I wasnôt there for you. I should have 

come looking for you. I should have....ò 
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ñYou should have stayed with Bru, just like you did.ò She licked the side of his face. ñI 

know you must have been sorely tempted to follow me; but it might have resulted in you getting 

yourself killed, and without your care, Bru would likely have died. Donôt you see? Your selfless 

decision saved two precious lives.ò She stopped in her tracks, her tail swishing between her legs. 

ñHey, what do you say we celebrate with a romp?ò 

Abyºkôs dark body was hidden in the shadows, with only her black face reflecting the 

evening sun, and Meeko couldnôt help bursting into laughter at the sight of her one ear turned 

backwards. ñIôve missed you,ò he whispered. ñMore than you know.ò 

ñWhy Iôve only been gone two weeks.ò 

ñYes, but I've been gone longer than that. Think about it, Abby. Ever since we met up 

with Ronco, Iôve done nothing but push you away from me. I was always afraid of somethingð

anythingðand IðI kind of forgot how much I love you.ò 

Abyºkôs tail swished harder until the black feathers brushed against her sides, but she 

didnôt say anything. 

ñI forgot thereôs more to life than just survival. But now you are here again, ever 

reminding me that the Great Sheep wants us to rejoice in our mission.ò He crouched, ready to 

spring. ñI bet I can still beat you to that tree down there.ò His muzzle indicated a massive oak 

about 200 feet away. 

ñBet you canôt,ò was the saucy reply, and with her words, both bodies leaped into motion. 

Unfortunately for Abyök, she was weakened by lack of proper nourishment and tired 

from the long trip. Meeko effortlessly pulled ahead after just a few strides. He feigned a stumble, 

to let her catch up, and then they ran neck to neck until they were within 10 feet of their goal 

where he pretended to trip over his feet and sprawled on the grass. 

Once she had breath enough to speak, Abyºk cast him a playful pout. ñYou did that on 

purpose!ò 

ñDid I now?ò 

Abyºk dropped her bottom to the ground, suddenly serious: ñTell me, Meeks, how Bru 

got his sheepskin back.ò 

Meeko chuckled at her sudden change in moods. ñI donôt think you can rightly say he got 

it back.ò 
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Abyºk tossed her silky ears. ñWell he has one now, and he didnôt before, so I think that 

qualifies.ò 

Meeko shook his head. ñI donôt know. Iôve learned so much in the past two weeks. I had 

never heard you could lose your sheepskin until we met Bru; and then I just assumed that if you 

lost it, it was gone for good.ò 

A tingle of excitement ran through Abyºkôs body. ñBut apparently it isnôt.ò 

Meeko crossed the distance that separated him from his mate and pressed his head against 

hers. ñI love you,ò he whispered. ñHave I ever told you that?ò 

But Abyºk wasnôt listening. ñHow do you think a dog can lose his sheepskin?ò 

Meeko again grew serious: ñActually, I believe we were right from the start. I believe 

that once you have the Great Sheepôs skin, you truly can't lose it.ò 

ñBut Bru....ò 

ñénever had a sheepskin to begin with. Oh, he thought he did, and with that fake one 

covering his back, there was no way for anyone to tell for sure. Bru tells me, however, he never 

truly surrendered his life to the Good Shepherd.ò 

Abyºk nodded. ñI have also been thinking about the loss of the Great Sheepôs skin since 

Iôve been away, and I have to admit, I canôt understand how anyone who has truly experienced 

the joy of belonging to the Good Shepherd could ever choose to turn away.ò 

Meekoôs tail thumped the ground. ñSomething happened to him that first night you were 

gone. He had a dream or something, and for the first time in his life, he humbly gave himself to 

the Good Shepherd. Thatôs when the wool sprouted from his back. Now he says exactly the same 

thing you just did: Once youôve truly experienced the Great Sheep, you can never turn away.ò 

Abyök stared into the sky for a full moment, trying to understand it all. ñI donôt suppose 

that should come as a surprise,ò she stated finally. ñThe sheepskin isnôt just about being able to 

go to the Emerald Caverns once we die. Itôs about letting Him be the center of our lives. When 

we do not make that choice, we donôt fully embrace His sacrifice.ò 

Meeko rose and paced the base of the tree for a few moments, lost in thought, then he 

nodded decisively. ñYou know, when we began this trip, I thought I had all the answers; but the 

farther we go, the more I realize I donôt know much at all.ò 

Abyºk nodded. ñI know what you mean.ò 

Meekoôs mood lightened then. ñHey, how about some fresh fish?ò 
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But Abyºk wasnôt quite ready for frivolous thoughts. ñSo what is this business about not 

worrying about a plan?ò 

Meeko sobered again. ñItôs this crazy thought that came to me just before you arrived. It 

was inspired by something Bru said. You see, all this time Iôve been trying to make a óplan,ô but 

every time, something happens to thwart it. The incident with Ronco, for one thing, and then the 

delays in getting here, meeting up with Lionak and then with Bru, and of course, the flash flood. 

Then there's the fact that the pack now wears sheepskins. All this time Iôve been upset because 

my plan would no longer work. I was so focused on this that when the Great Sheep sent us 

Ronco, and then Lionak, and even Bru, I saw them as simple annoyances, things to keep us from 

our purpose. But you, Abby, you didnôt see them that way at all. You saw them as part of the 

Great Sheepôs great plan for us, and as a result, you showed them the Good Shepherdôs love. The 

Great Sheep did the rest. As a result, now we have at least two additions to the Good Shepherdôs 

kingdom.ò 

Abyºk shook her head. ñI didnôt do....ò 

ñYes you did, Abby, you followed the Great Sheepôs lead. You watched to see where He 

was at work, and you joined Him. Meanwhile, I was so busy trying to make sense of my own 

plan that had it not been for you, I would have missed His guidance all together.ò 

Abyök licked the side of his muzzle, then she pushed her nose under his ear flap: ñDonôt 

be so hard on yourself, Meeks. We all have so much to learn.ò 

ñYes, and thanks be to the Great Sheep, He has sent you to teach me these important 

lessons. I hope and pray that Iôve finally learned them for good!ò 

ñI would say you have!ò Abyºk jumped to her feet, her tail beating against her sides. 

ñNow about that fish....ò She leaped into the air, and Meeko could only watch as she crossed the 

meadow in three giant bounds before skidding down the hill, jumping over the mud flats, and 

splashing into the water. 
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It took Biämic three days to find Little Pitro. It might have taken her less time had she not 

believed that he was dead, for it took her the first half day to build up enough courage to enter 

the burial caves. Once inside, it took her the next day and a half to search them. 

For reasons she didnôt fully understand, Biªmicôs heart pounded with excitement at the 

mere thought of finding the black dog. This seemed like the most important thing she had ever 

done, and when, at the end of the second day, she came upon the spot where he had initially been 

placed, she shivered with anticipation. 

But where was the body? 

She tried to make sense of the jumbled scents around the area, but they were too old to 

give her inexperienced nose any further information. In the end, she collapsed on the 

bloodstained spot sobbing bitterly. 

The spot of dried blood did bring her a sense of comfort, however, and gradually the sobs 

subsided enough for her to hear the voice of reason: She would gain nothing by staying in the 

caves! She slowly rose and began retracing her steps. 

The caves were so cold that as soon as she was outside, she stretched herself out on the 

ground to soak up the warmth of the midday sun. It wasnôt long before she fell into a sleep of 

total exhaustion, and it was the sniffing of a tiny black nose in her ear that startled her out of her 

deep sleep later that evening. She jumped to her feet, ashame at being discovered, and in her 

mindless rush, she accidentally knocked the tea-cup poodle aside. ñWhat...Who...ò As her gaze 

locked on the tiny dogôs beady stare, she instantly knew the answer to her ñwhoò question: It was 

Quaelik, the medicine dog, and this knowledge caused her heart to skip a beat. She had always 

been afraid of Quaelik; but now in her grief, she tossed her fear to the wind: ñWhat did they do 

with him?ò 

Quaelik stared into the golden face. She considered herself a good judge of character, and 

there was a softness about this young retriever. Not that she trusted her. After all, she was 

Teeluôs girl. She stretched herself to her tallest 8 inches of height and snarled: ñI will do the 

questioning. I am, after all, the keeper of the burial caves, and no one comes and goes from here 

without answering to me!ò 

Biªmicôs momentary flame of courage was immediately extinguished. ñYouôre right. I 

shouldnôt even be here.ò But try as she would, she couldnôt will her limbs to move away from the 

closest place she had found to Little Pitroôs dead body.  
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ñWhy do you want to know? Are you here to hurt him more? To rip even more skin from 

his back? To further dislocate his limbs?ò 

ñNo....ò But in swallowing back a sob, the single word didnôt sound very convincing. 

ñIðOh, I donôt know. I just....ò She stopped. It wouldnôt do to make a total fool of herself.... 

Quaelik eyed her carefully. ñYouôre Teeluôs girl.ò 

ñNo!ò She adamantly shook her head. ñMaybe I was, once; but Iôm not anymore!ò 

Quaelik stared at her for several more seconds before nodding in satisfaction. The only 

thing she sensed in the golden girlôs stance was deep-seated shame. ñYou may follow me; but if 

there is even the tiniest hint of evil in your plan, you will be discovered and justly punished.ò 

Biämic didnôt know what the poodle meant, but since it didn't seem like she had any 

other choice, she silently followed the little dog into the woods.  

After about half a mile of travel, they came upon a stand of granite rock that was 

otherwise completely hidden by the dense forest. Biämic could see a black dog at the base of the 

granite, surrounded by four others of various sizes, colors and breeds. To her utmost 

astonishment, all four had shed their sheepskins, and two of them had patches of wool growing 

between their shoulder blades. She gasped as little Quaelik ripped off her sheepskin as well, 

revealing a layer of newly-formed wool.... 

Little Pitro raised his head as the dogs approached, and his tail gave a feeble thump on 

the stone beneath him. ñWelcome.ò 

Though his voice was weak, it carried a sense of love deeper than any Biämic had ever 

known. ñYouôreðyouôre alive?ò 

ñThanks be to the Great Sheep.ò Little Pitroôs ears pricked forward. ñAnd with a little 

help from Quaelik and her friends.ò He rested his muzzle back on his paws. ñCome, Biämic. My 

new friends and I were just talking about my best Friend. We would love for you to join us.ò 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρυ 

 

The trip to the settlement took longer than the two weeks Bru and Lionak said it should 

take. The two local dogs werenôt able to travel very fast, for one thing; and fearing the pack, Bru 

led the little group on a roundabout track, carefully choosing trails he was sure pack dogs would 

not use. They found themselves scurrying down hidden ravines, through marshy meadows and 

over rocky terrain; and only at the end of their third week of travel did they finally arrive at their 

destination. 

The calm air about the settlement confirmed that the pack had not yet returned for the 

season. The travelers were relieved. They knew, however, that it would only be a matter of days 

until they did, and they set to work immediately putting their plan into action.  

Lionak and Abyök who stumbled upon the perfect little hideaway about two miles from 

the settlementôs northern end, on a little island in the middle of a creek. Trees and heavy 

underbrush covered the island, and a group of boulders stood at the center. The two largest ones 

rested against each other at the top, forming a tunnel of sorts. Though remnants of fallen needles 

and dead leaves had blown part way into the tunnel on both ends, it was completely free of any 

dog scent; and the dense underbrush of the little island completely blocked the boulders and their 

hidden tunnel from the view of anyone in the water or on either creek bank. The little island was 

also home to numerous medicinal plants and herbs, as well as many of the creatures of the forest 

that made up their diet. 

With their home base established, the dogs began a week of strict observation. Though 

Bru and Lionak had once lived in the settlement, the structure of life had changed dramatically in 

recent months. Where equality had once been a core value of regional dogs, it was now clear that 

there were two distinct sections to the settlement, with the favoured dogs living near the river on 

the southern end where the grottoes were high, deep and cool. Those who werenôt so favoured 

were forced to live in the northern parts. They were farther from the water, but the land was also 

flatter and more susceptible to flooding. 

It was obvious that the northern section had flooded during the recent high water, and the 

few muddy grottoes that remained were home to at least 70 dogs. Each of these grottoes were 

small and crowded, sometimes housing several families at once. Between the grottoes were piles 

of animal remains, and the stench of leftover food, especially in the heat of the summer, was 
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nearly nauseating, even for a dog. 

There was also, apparently, a new rule that dictated when dogs could hunt. Only the 

favoured dogs could hunt in the early mornings and evenings, and those who lived at the 

northern part of the settlement had to hunt during the heat of the day, when the smaller animals 

that made up their diet were less active. In addition, the north-end dogs were not even allowed to 

enter the patches of forest richest in game, and only the southern-end dogs could fish the waters 

of the river. As a result, the dogs at the settlementôs northern end were mangy and emaciated, 

and it wasnôt unusual for the newcomers to see puppies so thin that they could count each of their 

ribs. 

As a result of malnutrition and the closeness of quarters, disease was beginning to 

rampage in the northern end. Although the settlement had a respectable medicine dog, a tiny 

Chihuahua, his services did not come for free. He often required as many as four kills for a 

simple bunch of dried herbs to disinfect a wound. As a result, few of the dogs in the north end 

had access to the basic medical attention they so badly needed. 

There didnôt appear to be any clear designation between the "favoured" and those who 

were not, for all breeds were represented on both sides of the settlement. It was clear, however, 

that many of the dogs who lived on the southern end were simply servants to others in the group. 

These did most of the hunting for a select few. It was also their job to bury the leftover food and 

bones of the southern-end dogs, a task that kept them busy every free minute that they were not 

hunting. The only reward they had for their services was that they could hunt the favoured 

forests, they were allowed to eat some of their kills, and they could more easily access the 

medicine dogôs services. 

To the travelersô pleasant surprise, it appeared that no one noticed their vigilant 

observation. In fact, it wasnôt until the end of the fifth day that they were discovered at all. It 

began innocently enough. With one of the widest parts of the river between them and the dog 

settlement, Abyök and Meeko were enjoying a late afternoon swim. Lionak was stretched out in 

the sunshine, and Bru was rolling in the mud when a cool wind suddenly picked up and ominous 

storm clouds began gathering along the crest of the mountains to the north. 

As thunder rumbled in the distance, Meeko and Abyök crawled out of the water and 

shook themselves. Bru stood up and whined, and Lionak awoke. It was Meeko who stated the 

obvious: ñWeôd better find shelter.ò 
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Abyºk glanced into the woods. ñThere was a little overhang up the trail.ò 

Further discussion, however, was cut short by the appearance of four dogs. All four wore 

dirty, loose-fitting sheepskins, and judging from their antics, they were all young, probably just 

past their first year. The three terriers in the group looked to be related, perhaps even litter mates, 

and the German Shepherd was obviously a close friend. 

They didnôt seem to see Meekoôs little band initially, and they might not have seen them 

at all had it not been for the quickly rising river. It was obvious that the four were intending to 

swim back to the settlement. 

Lionak noticed this first and gave a sharp bark of warning. Meeko whirled around at the 

sound, and seeing the imminent danger to the four girls, he leaped towards the river bank, 

barking as he went; but the smallest of the four was already in the water, and the other three were 

preparing to take flying leaps into the swirling brown foam. 

Meekoôs bark caught their attention. ñLook!ò cried one of the terriers still on land. ñDogs 

without sheepskins. No. Wait. These dogs have that other kind of sheepskin, the kind that wonôt 

come off!ò 

Abyºk reached the riverôs edge just behind her mate. ñDonôt go near the bank! The water 

may rise swiftly. It could sweep you away!ò 

One of the terrier sisters gave a saucy toss of her head: ñIt hasnôt swept Chabrik away.ò 

With that she charged, and only Abyºkôs larger, heavier body mass and quick movement 

prevented the little dog from jumping headlong into the water. 

The collision knocked Abyºk off of her feet, and if Bru hadnôt appeared just then, the 

three remaining dogs would have simply leaped over her and into the current. 

The water level didnôt seem to be rising too quickly, but judging by the way Chabrikôs 

body was racing downstream, it seemed that the undertow had strengthened. A plan quickly 

solidified in Meekoôs mind, and after taking a second to calculate his move, he leaped into the 

water. As the current tore at his limbs, he tried to relax. True to his plan, he found himself 

slightly ahead of Chabrik, and using his longer legs and webbed toes as a rudder, he allowed the 

current to gradually carry him towards mid-stream until the smaller dog was positioned between 

him and the shore they had just deserted. Here he stilled his feet so that the current would carry 

him along at its own pace, while Chabrik, who was paddling crazily, bore down on him. As the 

smaller dog drew near, Meeko began to swim, hard and fast, driving his body mass towards the 
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young dog. He intended to drive her closer to the shore, and his plan seemed to be working. If 

only one of the dogs on shore would reach out to the little terrier, she could be snatched from the 

water.... 

 

It took Abyök only a moment to realize what her mate was doing. She scanned the 

shoreline to calculate where they might exit the water, and seconds later she stood on a pile of 

rocks, her feet submerged in the rising water. Then, as the waterlogged terrier bored down on her 

position, she snaked out her teeth and caught the corner of the small dogôs sodden sheepskin. 

Bracing her feet, she pulled with all her might until Chabrikôs head, and then her paws, 

scrambled up the shore. She was only too relieved to see Meeko clambering out of the water 

seconds later. 

The young terrier lay still for a moment, then her sides heaved, and river water poured 

out her mouth. She sat up slowly, her legs shaking under the weight of her soaked sheepskin, 

then she swiveled her head around to eye her rescuers. ñThanks!ò 

That was all she had time to say before her three companions charged up. ñRun, 

Chabrik!ò 

It was the little dog Abyök had prevented from going into the water. She appeared to be 

the spokesdog in the group. 

ñThey donôt wear sheepskins. They will kill you!ò 

Chabrik, still dazed by her brush with death, shook her ears. ñNo Candok. They just 

saved my....ò But her eyes locked on Meekoôs back before she could finish her thought: ñYou are 

followers of the Great Sheep!ò A look of terror washed over her. ñYou....ò 

ñThey didnôt save you, Chabrik! They tried to drown you. Donôt you see? You barely got 

out with your life, and they attacked all of us, too! Now run while you still can!ò 

Chabrik pulled herself to her feet, forcing her shaking limbs to move away from the river 

and away from the woolly backs of the dogs who had just saved her life. Scrambling behind the 

other three, she made a mad rush to reach the forestôs edge and disappeared into the trees. Only 

Candok turned back. Shooting Meeko a defiant look, she barked: ñJust wait until Shualu hears 

there are dogs around who donôt wear sheepskins! Youôll get your just reward for trying to kill 

us!ò Then she sprinted after the others. 

Abyök stared after the dogs in astonishment. She crouched, ready to charge after them.... 
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ñLet them go.ò 

It was Bruôs voice. Abyºk was only vaguely aware that he was beside her. She 

swallowed, forcing her jaw to close. She knew he was right.... ñAt least theyôre running away 

from the river, but I suspect our trouble is only just beginning.ò 

 

 

 

Bru and Meeko pulled themselves out of the river and shook their coats. The storm of the 

previous day had blown itself out quickly, and other than the fact that the current was still 

stronger than normal, there were no other signs of what could have developed into another flash 

flood. 

Their intent was to learn more about the settlement's night life, especially on the southern 

end, and they had purposefully calculated their swim in order to exit the water somewhat 

downriver. 

As Meeko shook himself a second time, a ruckus of howls and barks arose to the 

southeast. He glanced at his companion. 

Bru cocked an ear towards the noise. ñLetôs go see.ò 

Meeko nodded, and together the two dogs crept through the forest towards the source of 

the sound. 

They had gone less than half a mile when the trees gave way to a meadow. A group of 

about 150 sheepskin-covered dogs sat in the long grass in the center of the clearing with their 

attention riveted on a German Shepherd standing near the meadowôs center beside an enormous 

golden altar. With the sheepskin-covered dogsô attention focused to the German Shepherd, 

Meeko and Bru had no trouble circling the clearing undetected to position themselves downwind 

from the group. 

ñI want to take a moment to commend each of you for your hard work throughout this 

past year.ò The German Shepherdôs earnest voice rang through the clearing, and the crowd 

howled at his words. He waited until he could again be heard above the din, then he continued: 

ñWhen you look back over our list of accomplishments, we see that we have done more in these 

12 short months than dogs before us have done in as many years!ò 
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Again the roaring howls of the crowd made further speech impossible, and in the pause, 

Meeko glanced over at Bru. 

ñThe Dogs of the Golden Sheep,ò Bru whispered. ñThatôs their leader, Shualu.ò 

ñShualu?ò The name struck a chord of terror in Meekoôs heart. ñThe girls we saved 

yesterday threatened to report us to a Shualu....ò 

Bru nodded. ñIt wouldnôt have worried me in the past, but it seems they have grown in 

number, and it looks like theyôve moved their headquarters.ò He dropped his belly to the ground 

and scooted back into the forest a few paces. 

Shualuôs voice again resounded through the meadow. ñWith the pack returning in just a 

matter of days, there is still much work to do. I want to be able to show them that we can be 

trusted to keep our little settlement sheep-free, even when they arenôt present.ò He rose from his 

place and disappeared behind the golden altar, and when he returned, he was carrying a golden 

sheepskin in his mouth. He paraded this in front of the altar for a moment as the dogs howled 

their favor, then he carefully laid it across a golden stone and smoothed down its edges. ñThis 

sheepskin can be yours! All you have to do is bring in a sheep or a dog with wool growing on his 

back.ò 

The howling rose again in volume as Meeko glanced at Bru another time. It would seem 

that the Dogs of the Golden Sheep had made a religion out of the sheepskin! But perhaps the 

saddest part was that in so doing, they denied any need of the Great Sheep.... 

ñThere is word,ò continued the German Shepherd, ñthat dogs with wool have returned. 

They were seen down by the river just before yesterdayôs storm. They reportedly tried to drown 

one of our very own while they held the other three hostage. The four barely escaped with their 

lives.ò 

Meeko gulped, then as one, he and Bru slowly backed into the forest. 

 ñSo thatôs the thanks we get for trying to save their lives!ò Bru growled. ñYou put 

yourself at risk to save that girl dog and now....ò 

Meeko just shook his head sadly, then he broke into a run.  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρφ 

 

 

The next four weeks passed quickly for Biämic. She busied herself with hunting and 

assisting Quaelik with Little Pitroôs care, and in her spare time, she listened to Little Pitro speak 

of his ñfriend,ò this Great Sheep that he adored, who had, according to Little Pitro, given up His 

life so that she could wear His sheepskin. She didnôt understand it at all, but she knew that the 

earnestness and love that poured forth from Little Pitro was real. Either he was fully delusional, 

or he was aware of something very special; and as time went on, she began to realize that if it 

were the latter, she wished to know about this special thing as well. 

The small group didnôt stay in the grotto near the burial caves for long. As each day 

passed, Quaelik grew more uneasy. As soon as Little Pitro was strong enough to travel, she led 

them eastward, down the long valley, away from the settlement. Progress was slow, for Little 

Pitro couldnôt manage more than a mile of travel each day; but the more distance between them 

and the settlement, the more dogs joined them. These were settlement dogs, dogs who, like 

Biämic, had come to the burial caves to find answers and had passed little Quaelikôs careful 

screening. 

The little dog put in many, many miles during those first few days on the trail. Concerned 

about arousing suspicion, daylight found her back at the caves; but as the sun set each evening, 

she would lead whatever motley retinue she had found to where Little Pitro had stationed himself 

for the night. 

As the days went on, Quaelik found fewer serious dogs visiting the caves. More and more 

seemed to be there for less than honorable reasons, and Quaelik even had a run-in with Teelu 

himself. She was forced to listen as he blubbered out some tale about settlement dogs 

disappearing and how each had last been seen heading for the burial caves. After calmly taking it 

all in, Quaelik donned her most serious tone: ñYou know, the old sayings about the caves are 

true. Anyone who comes here before his time never returns.ò Of course, she had just made that 

up, but she was banking on the fact that Teelu was new enough to the settlement to not know the 

difference.... 
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Teelu had seemed particularly upset about the reported disappearance of Biämic. He eyed 

Quaelik suspiciously when she told him she hadnôt seen the golden retriever around the grots for 

several days. He told her he didnôt believe her, then he snarled at her, threatened her, and even 

drew blood from one of her little ears when she refused to change her story. Since he couldnôt 

find any fresh trace of her, however, Teelu finally left the grots.  

Although she remained outwardly calm, his visit fill ed Quaelik  with a sense of sheer 

terror. He would be back, and when he returned, he would likely bring other settlement dogs 

with him. What could she do? She was only one little dog, one who wore a short layer of sheepôs 

wool underneath her sheepskin.  

That was the day the brave little Quaelik made her decision: She would not return to the 

traveling party, for her scent could be easily traced to the very dog she was trying to protect. She 

returned to her old crag instead, at the entrance to the burial caves, and for all practical purposes, 

it appeared to the settlement dogs that her life had returned to normal. 

Her life was anything but normal, however. Numerous visitors continued to flock to the 

burial caves. Some came seeking revenge and others came because of concern for family 

members and friends who had disappeared. To her delight, a very small few continued to come 

in search of what Little Pitro represented. It was continually necessary for Quaelik to judge the 

character of these dogs, and her own, innate ability didnôt seem good enough to her. If she made 

a mistake, Little Pitroôs life would be on the line once again. 

Thatôs when Quaelik learned that she could ask the Good Shepherd for guidance. Though 

Daltu and his followers taught that talking to the Good Shepherd was vitally important, their 

form of communication was to recite memorized lines. Daltu taught that this was normal, for the 

Great One didnôt have time to listen to each of their prayers. Besides, the prayers that went up to 

Him needed to be perfect, something that would be impossible for imperfect minds to compose 

on the spot. This form of communication had always left Quaelik wanting, for there was never 

any response; but now that she wore the Great Sheepôs skin, her words of prayer no longer 

seemed to bounce off an empty shell. Instead, the moment she asked for the words to say, the 

Great Sheep always impressed upon her mind exactly what the dogs needed to hear to ease their 

minds, and when she sought discernment to know which dogs earnestly sought Truth, she always 

received it. 
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As she wholeheartedly sought the Great Sheepôs wisdom one day, she had the idea of 

constructing a memorial of sorts for Little Pitro. She immediately set about having a pile of stone 

assembled. Though she never told anyone that his body lay beneath the stones, when she showed 

the dogs this memorial, those who came seeking revenge left satisfied. 

The memorial also helped her to know which of the burial cavesô visitors were 

wholeheartedly seeking Truth. These dogs were genuinely anguished by the sight of the pile of 

stone, and it was these who were discretely invited to join her each evening, long after the sun 

set, to seek answers to their questions. 

Quaelik regularly changed the location of the assemblies, and she admonished the dogs 

who attended to make sure no one saw them leave the settlement. Whenever they gathered 

together, however, Quaelik would shed her sheepskin and show them the layer of sheepôs wool 

that now grew from her back. She would then spend the next few hours telling them about the 

Great Sheep and inviting them to join her in accepting a real sheepskin. As a result, a small 

group of Great Sheep followers developed over time in the midst of Daltuôs settlement. 

Meanwhile, Little Pitro and his little group continued to move slowly eastward. Biämic, 

wanting to distance herself as much as possible from Teelu, traveled with them, and it was, in all, 

a time of healing for her. The longer she was with Little Pitro, the more she realized how shallow 

her relationship with Teelu had been. They had both been trying to fulfill their own selfish 

desires; but now, for the first time in her life, she found herself face to face with selfless love. 

Oh, she didnôt pretend to understand it, especially when Little Pitro explained that this love she 

felt came from the Great Sheep. This made no sense to her, for the stories of Him laying down 

his life on a stone altar so that she could wear His sheepskin seemed ludicrous. Nonetheless, the 

love she felt drew her in, and as the days progressed, Biämic found herself being drawn, not to 

the Great Sheep, but to His dog-voice in the forest. 

Little Pitro wasnôt initially aware of Biªmicôs attraction to him. He naµvely mistook her 

increased show of attention as interest in the Good News he had to tell. After all, thatôs what the 

other dogs came to him for. Besides, he hadnôt had much experience with matters of the heart, 

and somewhere in the back of his innocent mind, he thought that maybe Biämic could be the one 

to help Teelu see truth. As a result, he spent extra time with the young retriever. Unfortunately, 

this only fueled her newfound attraction. 
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As the days continued and Biªmic still hadnôt taken the Great Sheepôs skin, Little Pitro 

began to worry. Even his worry was innocent, however, for he was concerned that if she didnôt 

believe, she would eventually return to Teelu without a sheepskin, and what he considered to be 

his one chance at winning Teelu for the Good Shepherd would be gone. 

The group arrived at the edge of the long valley about four weeks after leaving the burial 

caves, and they immediately went into hiding in the deep forest. Little Pitro realized then that he 

would have to have a private talk with Biämic, and his chance came the very next day. He awoke 

early. The scabs on his back where his sheepskin had been ripped off were starting to itch, and he 

quietly left the group, intent on finding a great tree with rough bark to rub up against. He moved 

deep into the woods, and he had just found the perfect scratching treeða towering ponderosa 

pine with huge chunks of stiff bark curling slightly away from the trunkðwhen he realized he 

wasnôt alone. He turned: ñBiªmic?ò 

At the sound of that musical voice speaking forth her name, Biämic looked shyly away. 

ñIôm sorry. I wasnôt really following you, I was....ò But it was a lie, and she knew he could tell. 

Little Pitro didnôt accuse her. ñIôm glad you came. I want to talk to you.ò 

Excitement coursed through her veins, and her enthusiasm spilled into her voice: ñYou 

do?ò 

Her tone sent chills surging down Little Pitroôs spine. Why? He decided he was simply 

excited by the possibility that she would accept the Great Sheepôs skin, and he ignored the chills. 

ñBiªmic, youôve heard the Good News that the Great Sheep has to offer you. Youôve heard the 

Truth of the Sheepskin, and youôve experienced the Great Sheepôs love through those of us who 

wear the Great Sheepôs skin. Tell me, what is keeping you from accepting a sheepskin?ò 

Little Pitroôs words dropped like a rock in the pit of Biªmicôs stomach. He didnôt care 

about her. Not in that special way. He only cared about is his precious sheepskin! Maybe nobody 

cared about her.... And why should they, after all the terrible things she had done? She 

swallowed hard, but she couldnôt get any sound out around her tight throat, and she was helpless 

to do anything but watch as the innocent look on Little Pitroôs scared and tattered face turn to 

one of surprise and then confusion. 

Biämic? 

There it was again: That musical voice speaking forth her name, so filled with love, yet 

not love for her personally.... She turned. She had to get away from those piercing eyes.... 
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I love you, Biämic. 

Biämic stopped in her tracks as hope again erupted in her heart. That was exactly what 

she longed to hear, and she wheeled around. ñYou do?ò 

But the words died on her tongue, for the overgrown black lab/retriever pup was no 

longer there. In his place stood an enormous, pure white sheep. She blinked, trying to clear her 

vision. Though she could make out the form clearly, the edges of the sheep seemed to be 

moving. Maybe it was because of the bright light that seemed to emanate from the creature, but 

the more she stared, the more it seemed to her that it wasnôt the sheep that was moving; rather, it 

was everything around Him. He was the only constant. It made her feel dizzy. And dirty. Like 

she needed to hide her head in shame.... 

As her eyes locked on the pure white creature, a tiny cry escaped her throat. The look of 

utmost love that poured forth from his piercing eyes was so penetrating that it enveloped her like 

a cloud. She couldnôt stand in the presence of such incomprehensible love, and she stumbled; but 

neither could she avoid it, and it sent shivers of anticipation and joy racing through her heart. It 

also brought fear, however: fear of the power that this love could potentially have over her.... 

She forced her eyes away, focusing them on the stony forest floor, on her paws, on the fur 

between her webbed toes, on the feathers that flowed from the back of her legs.... This is me, this 

is reality...this is...life.... And slowly her heart began to return to its normal speed; but the light 

still enveloped her, and that voice still resounded around her, filling her mind with Truth: I love 

you, Biamic. 

A whine escaped her throat. The statement was made with such acceptance that she 

couldnôt help falling into its trance.... 

But the creature was so pure, so lovely, so delicate.... Perhaps He didnôt know what kind 

of life she had led. Maybe He didnôt realize how promiscuous she had been just a few short 

weeks early. Perchance He didnôt appreciate the depth of the shame she carried.... 

I know, Biämic, and I love you all the more for it. 

Wait. She hadnôt spoken those thoughts! 

You carry pups. 

The words didnôt surprise her. She had suspected that she might be pregnant, but the 

shame of having her suspicions confirmed by such a remarkable being was more than she could 

bear at the moment. 
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One will bring peace, but first the shedding of much blood. You will be afraid, but I can 

help you! 

ñHow?ò The word slipped out before she could stop it. She couldnôt halt the rest of her 

thought either: ñWhat do I need to do so that you can help me?ò 

Reach out to my love Biämic. My sheepskin is yours for the asking. 

Then, as quickly as it had appeared, the creature was gone, and except for the fact that 

Little Pitro stared at her with open mouth, it was as if it had never happened. 

She clambered to her feet, overcome by shame, impurity and guilt. She didnôt desire that 

creatureôs love, but He had offered it to her unconditionally.... 

ñAre you okay?ò 

It was Little Pitroôs voice. Had he seen? Had he heard? 

ñBiamic, you just saw something, something that I couldnôt see.ò 

ñHðhow did you know?ò 

ñBecause you flew to the ground, and now youôre glowing.ò 

Biªmicôs eyes widened as she glanced at her paws. A faint blue light was emanating from 

between her toes! ñWhat happened to me?ò 

ñI believe you have just had a personal encounter with the Great Sheep Himself. I felt His 

presence here only moments ago.ò 

ñHe saidðHe said He loves me,ò she whispered. ñMe....ò She whirled around: ñWhat do 

I have to do to accept His skin?ò 

Her worlds came out at a near shout now, sending waves of exhilaration through Little 

Pitroôs veins. ñDo you believe in the Great Sheep?ò 

ñYes! Yes!ò 

ñDo you believe in the power of the stone altar? The power to forgive you of everything 

youôve ever done wrong? The power that re-establishes direct communication with the Good 

Shepherd?ò 

Biªmic didnôt pretend to understand it all, but somehow it didnôt matter. The only thing 

that mattered now was pleasing the creature of light, the creature who loved her unconditionally. 

ñYes. Yes I do.ò 

ñDo you wish to give your life to Him? To make Him the Master of your life?ò 
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Biämic hesitated, but only for a second. The only way to have meaning in her life was to 

have this beautiful, loving creature as her Master, and she nearly shouted the response: ñYes!ò 

ñThen take off that dog-earned, dog-given sheepskin. You donôt need it to please the 

Great Sheep. You already have His love. Youôve had it since the day you were born.ò 

Biämic was already tearing off the white sheepskin. 

ñAccept His sheepskin, Biªmic.ò 

ñI do! I accept Your skin, oh Greatest of Sheep!ò 

Peace instantly flooded her soul, and she knew that no matter what would happen over 

the next few days, weeks, months and years, it would all be okay. 

The first rays of morning sun broke through the treetops then, shining directly on her 

back. As she looked over her shoulder, the long, flowing golden fur changed into a thin layer of 

golden wool.  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρχ 

 

After the encounter with the Dogs of the Golden Sheep, Meeko was sure that they should 

all go into hiding. Bru reasoned, however, that since the settlement dogs already know of their 

presence, they were in equal danger whether they hid or whether they put their plan into action. 

He also reasoned that there would be a new moon the following night, a perfect time for them to 

move around among the settlement dogs without their sheepskins being noticed. Loulat, who felt 

their time was limited no matter what they did, agreed with Bru, and Abyök insisted they needed 

to make the most of what time they had before the pack's return. Meeko reluctantly gave in, and 

he spent the following day hunting with Bru and Lionak, while Abyök gathered and prepared 

healing herbs and medicinal plants. 

Sunset found them in a clearing on the northern end of the settlement. Meeko insisted 

they not all be seen together, and when Abyök refused to be left behind, Bru and Lionak hid at 

the edge of the forest to watch as the two retrievers offered fresh kills to the smaller, weaker 

dogs and to the mothers who had no mates to hunt for them, and Abyök administered her 

tinctures and herbs to the sick injured dogs of the community.  

This set the pattern for each ensuing day, and by the end of their first week of work, dogs 

were waiting for them in the clearing each evening. Though it was no longer as dark, either the 

northern-end dogs didnôt see the wool growing from the backs of their benefactors, or they chose 

to ignore it. There was no mention made of their lack of removable sheepskins. 

It was soon apparent that the dogs from both ends of the settlement lived in a state of 

constant fear: fear of the pack, fear of the Dogs of the Golden Sheep, and often, fear of their 

neighbors, and even their own mates. Despite their fear, something drove them forward each 

evening. Many came for food and medicine, but it was clear that some came out of curiosity, for 

they just watched the sheep-skinned pair from afar. Many of them had questions. Meeko insisted 

from the beginning that their approach be subtle. He explained that they couldnôt be sure whether 

all the gathered dogs had a sincere desire to know more about the Great Sheep, and though 

Abyºk didnôt agree, she respected his wishes. It wasnôt until the end of the second week, as they 

were leaving, that they added to their usual good-byes the words: ñGo in the hooves of the Great 

Sheep.ò 

The pack dogs returned the next day. Meeko and Abyºk werenôt sure what they would 
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find that evening, but to their amazement, the group of dogs had doubled. It was soon apparent 

that some were only there to see for themselves that dogs who werenôt afraid of speaking forth 

the Great Sheepôs name still existed. Abyºk and Meeko would learn that many in the group were 

disillusioned with the Dogs of the Golden Sheep and what they taught and proclaimed. 

Two more weeks went by before there was any change to the normal routine. Meeko and 

Abyök had finished their work for the night, and the settlement dogs had all slunk off. Meeko 

was dragging some of Abyºkôs herbs and tinctures back up the trail when a small dog stepped 

out of the shadows with an urgent whisper: ñI want to know more about this Great Sheep.ò 

Meeko stopped dead in his tracks. Something about the chocolate terrier-mix was 

familiar.... ñWho are you?ò  

ñMy name is Chabrik.ò 

Sudden fear gripped Meekoôs gut. ñI know you.ò 

The little dog ignored the accusatory tone. ñI have taken a great risk to come here, for my 

mate will be expecting me back any moment. I donôt have much time, but I want to know if it is 

true that my sheepskin really will not save me.ò 

Meeko turned sharply: A trap! 

Abyºk pushed in front of him: ñYou must go back now, Chabrik. Your mate will be 

furious that you havenôt returned. Tomorrow, when you go out for the hunt, meet me right here. 

We will have a fresh kill for you to take to your mate, and weôll have time to talk to you and 

answer your questions without raising suspicion.ò 

Chabrik hesitated a moment. ñWhat if....No, itôs too risky. You might turn me in.ò 

Meeko growled. 

Abyºk ignored him. ñI suppose there is always that risk; but I can tell you that turning 

you in is the last thing we would ever do. I know that youôve been lied to so many times that it 

would be understandable if you didnôt believe me. I really hope youôll come, but if you donôt, I 

completely understand.ò She touched her nose to the little terrier. ñIôll be waiting here for you, 

just in case.ò 

The little dog nervously licked her jowls. She glanced at Meeko, then giving a half nod, 

she turned abruptly and charged back towards the settlement. 

ñItôs a trap!ò  

Abyºk shook her head. ñWeôve got to at least give her a chance, Meeko.ò 
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ñYou do know who that was, right?ò 

ñOf course I know. But it doesnôt matter. I hope she comes back. The poor thing.ò 

Meeko just shook his head. 

 

 

 

Chabrik did return the next day, and she wasnôt alone. Three other young dogs 

accompanied her, all female and all familiar: The four dogs from the rising river!  

Meeko sighted them before they knew he and Abyök were in the area, and he dropped the 

rabbit he was carrying. ñTurn around now and run!ò 

Abyºk laid back her ears. "I will do no such thing!ò 

ñItôs the troublemakers from the river!ò 

ñMaybe, but in the eyes of the Great Sheep, they are simply four lost souls in need of 

Truth!ò 

ñItôs more like they are searching for ways to extinguish Truth!ò 

The four dogs were staring at them now, and Abyök wagged her tail in a friendly 

greeting. ñGo, Meeko," she whispered over her shoulder. "These girls look hungry. Weôll need 

more kills!ò 

ñIf you wonôt leave, then Iôm staying with you.ò 

Abyök moved forward, swishing her tail as she went. Without making a scene, she could 

do nothing about Meekoôs refusal to go out for a hunt. Her only hope was that Bru would show 

up with fresh kills before the four returned to the settlement. 

 

ñWe arenôt safe here,ò Abyºk whispered to the girls. ñLetôs go a bit farther into the 

woods.ò 

She had meant to take them back to their little island, but she was sure Meeko would not 

approve of the idea. She led them instead deeper into the forest, only stopping when she was 

satisfied they were in an area that had not recently been visited by dogs. Turning around and 

settling herself comfortably on the forest floor, she reached over and set about cleaning the dirty, 

matted fur of the closest terrier. ñIôm so glad you came.ò She glanced at the chocolate-brown and 

white terrier. ñChabrik, please introduce me to your friends.ò 
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Chabrik lifted her nose towards the other two terriers. ñThese are my sisters. Annit is the 

one with the white ear, and Candok is the brindled one. And this is Loke.ò She nosed the German 

Shepherd. ñSheôs a younger sister of Candokôs mate. When she heard we were coming, she 

wouldnôt let us leave her behind.ò 

ñSo tell me why you are all here today.ò 

The four dogs exchanged nervous glances, but it was Loke who responded: ñTo tell you 

the truth, I only came because Chabrik said I would be able to get a fresh kill.ò She shifted 

uncomfortably on the grass. ñIôm expecting puppies, you see, and hunting has become really 

hard. Nonetheless, my useless mate insists I bring home fresh kills everyday while he lies in the 

shade of the alder trees.ò 

Though her voice remained calm, the buried anger in the dog was obvious to all; and if 

Abyök were to be perfectly honest with herself, she could feel her own ire bristling. Just the 

thought of that lazy dog was enough to make her livid. But this wasnôt the place or the time, and 

she swallowed hard to calm her emotions. ñWeôll be happy to give you a kill today, Loke. We 

didnôt know there would be more than one of you, so my mate only brought one rabbit. Heôs 

going to go out now, and catch some more.ò She shifted her trusting brown eyes to the 

uncomfortable-looking Meeko. ñThe girls are hungry, Meeko.ò 

Meeko started to speak, but instead he began slowly backing away. 

ñYou see, Loke,ò Abyºk continued, ñyouôll have a fresh kill to take home today, and now 

you can enjoy these few moments of rest. While you are here, youôre welcome to listen to my 

story.ò 

Loke snapped her jaw together: ñAnything to not have to hunt for that brute.ò 

Annit and Chabrik both nodded, but it was Annit who said what was on both of their 

minds: ñWeôre here for the same reason. Weôre not expecting puppies, but itôs hot, and our mate 

expects so much fresh meat; yet he never lets us eat any of it. We were hoping to get some food 

to eat so that we have energy to hunt for him later today.ò 

Abyºk's ears laid back. She noted the dogs' use of the word ñmateò in singular. Surely 

she had heard wrong.... 

Loke growled: ñHe IS so demanding! I donôt know what he does with all that meat, but it 

wears us out trying to bring it all in. And then we donôt get anything to eat unless we go hunting 
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at night for ourselves. Thatôs why weôve been coming when you bring meat and medicine to the 

settlementôs north end.ò 

Abyök swallowed as the truth hit home: These three girls were from the south end, and 

they were all mated to the same dog! She strove to keep the emotion from her tone: ñI hope you 

keep coming.ò She glanced at Candok. ñAre you mated to a dog who has several females as 

well?ò 

She expected a ñyesò response, but she never expected the torrent of sobs that poured 

forth: ñMy mate has many females,ò came the strangled answer. ñAt least ten that I know of. I 

am the youngest, and he makes me hunt for his two favorites.ò 

Abyºk shivered. Her mother had often told stories of the late Timruôs harem. Though it 

was not common practice for ordinary dogs to have more than one mate, it was considered to be 

one of the ñprivilegesò of being a dog of high standing. These girls must be mated to very 

important dogs! Meeko could be right! This could very well be a trap! She knew Meeko would 

tell her to give the dogs food and medicine and send them away without saying anything about 

the Great Sheep, then he would insist everyone lie low for a few days. But she couldnôt do that! 

ñYou are safe here," she urged. "No word will ever get to your mates that you came here today. 

You are welcome to come back tomorrow.ò 

Candokôs sobs gradually trailed off. She glanced up at Abyök, then back to her three 

companions. Each gave a half-nod, and then Chabrik spoke for them all: ñWe also know it is 

dangerous to you that we are here. We know that we werenôt very nice to you that day when you 

saved me from drowning in the river. Please understand that we were scared. We also wanted to 

impress our mates and the Dogs of the Golden Sheep, and we especially wanted to impress the 

pack when they returned. But we were wrong. Our news didn't impress anyone! It only brought 

us trouble. Donôt worry, no word will go out that we know you or what you are about.ò She 

turned to glance at her two sisters and her sister-in-law for another brief second before nodding 

slightly. 

It was Annit who spoke next: ñWe donôt have much time left, but if you want to tell us 

about this Great Sheep of yours, and why His sheepskin is better than ours, we will listen.ò 

Abyök looked from one doggy face to another. She sensed in each pair of eyes a longing 

for something more than their current lots in life. She cocked her ears forward as her tail began 

to wag. ñThat, my friends, may take more time than we have today. I hope you will come back 
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tomorrow; but for now, I just want you to know that the Great Sheep is the best friend you will 

ever have. I don't believe that any of you knows what it is like to be truly loved; but even if you 

knew true love, no dogðor sheep for that matterðno matter how much he or she loves you, can 

love you as unselfishly as the Great Sheep. No one is there for you like He is, and He promises to 

never leave you or forsake you. He doesnôt use you like slaves like your mates do; instead, He 

provides for all your needs. Your only role is to come to Him.ò 

She heard a slight rustle in the brush, and a quick sniff confirmed that her mate had 

returned with Bru. ñThereôs lots more to the story, but thatôs enough for today. Think about what 

Iôve said. Donôt worry about whether you believe any of it. Instead, imagine being loved 

unconditionally, and when you come back tomorrow, be ready to tell me if this is something you 

want for yourselves.ò She turned then, noting with gratitude that the two male dogs had dropped 

their kills and retreated into the brush. She picked up a large river trout and placed it in front of 

the German Shepherd. ñYour mate will be impressed when you bring him a fish, Loke.ò She then 

divided the land creatures among the three sisters, and after nodding their thanks and scooping 

up the kills, the four young females turned and trotted back towards the settlement. 

 

A long sigh escaped Abyºkôs throat as she watched them go. She was weak with 

excitement and exhausted by the thrill of what had just transpired. ñMeeko?ò 

ñIôm here.ò 

She threw herself towards the sound as he emerged from the brush. ñYou have no idea!ò 

Her pent-up sobs then broke forth in the wool around his neck. ñThose poor girls! I know why 

they come to us every evening. Itôs because their mates use them like slaves. They live loveless 

lives, forever tied to dogs in high standing, yet they are starved for love. Their only hope is to be 

treated withðwellðwith the respect that any dog deserves. Oh, Meeko, even after all this time I 

had no idea what it must be like to live as part of the pack!ò She paused for a moment, relishing 

at the warmth of Meekoôs tongue as it washed her ears. ñMeeks?ò 

ñHum?ò 

To her relief, the licking didnôt stop. ñI have completely taken for granted how blessed I 

am to have a mate who loves me and cares for me as an equal.ò 

A chuckle could be heard rumbling from deep in Meekoôs throat. ñMaybe I should leave 

you alone with settlement girls more often.ò Then the licking stopped, and as he backed up, his 
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tail stopped swishing from side to side. ñI donôt like this, Abby. Those girls are up to no good. I 

think we should just lie low for a few days.ò 

Abyºk backed up a step as her jowls curled back in a snarl: ñNever! You can do whatever 

you want, but I will be here tomorrow!ò  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρψ 

 

Something was changing, but Abyºk couldnôt pinpoint what it was. She was hungrier 

than usual, for one thing, and for whatever reason, though the land was finally beginning to show 

signs of fall and the other dogs were no longer complaining about the weather, it still seemed 

intolerably hot to her. And then there was her lack of energy. She sniffed the morning breeze and 

then glanced up at the sky. Midmorning already! ñYouôve never slept this late before,ò she 

admonished. ñAnd after all that, youôre still tired!ò She lifted her muzzle skyward: ñOh Great 

Sheep, what is wrong with me?ò Not being one to need a lot of sleep, she found that even after a 

good nightôs rest, she had trouble putting herself to her work. Only the excitement over what had 

been happening at the settlement lately kept her going. 

She contemplated these things as she pulled herself out of the little island shelter. At least 

three of the four dogs came every day, and it was always a different three. Candok came the least 

often; but she always seemed happy to be there, and Abyök figured that since she was not mated 

to the same male as the other three, it must be more difficult for her to get away. 

Abyök now made her way down to the creek and lapped at the cold, clear water. She was 

alone, and she could only surmise that her companions were out hunting. With the increasing 

number of dogs who came regularly to the evening gatherings, it was becoming more and more 

difficult to keep up with the demand for food. Fortunately, the Salmon were running, and the 

river was full of fat fish. Another fortunate thing was that not everyone came for fresh meat. In 

fact, a few of the regulars never took meat at all, and some occasionally drug in freshly caught 

game to add to the pile. 

What motivated these dogs was a mystery to Abyök. She wanted to believe that she and 

Meeko were simply experiencing the Good Shepherdôs blessing on their work; but Meeko, 

always the practical one, had warned her not to get her hopes up. Her fur bristled slightly on the 

part of her back not covered in wool. Why did he always have to be so over-cautious, especially 

when things were going so well? She glanced at the sky to change the direction of her thoughts. 

As late in the morning as it was, she knew her little group of girls would have already gathered 

without her. Without taking the time to eat the fresh fish she found at the entrance to their 

shelter, Abyök jumped into the creek and waded to the other side. She paused a moment at the 
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opposite bank to shake lingering drops of water from the curls on her back, and then she headed 

for the edge of the forest. 

 

The dark haze in the distant sky forced Abyºk into a shuffling run. It wouldnôt do to be 

caught in the lowlands if there was a flashflood on the way. Besides, she could already see the 

four girl dogs at the edge of the forest across the meadow. Though Loke lay stretched out in the 

sun, she knew by the way the three smaller ones were pacing the tiny clearing that they were 

nervous about something. 

Loke jumped to her feet as Abyök drew near. There was something different about her 

today, but it wasn't until Abyök touched her nose in greeting that she realized what it was: Loke 

didnôt have her sheepskin! Abyök blinked twice, then shifted her gaze to the dogôs shoulders: 

Could it be? 

Loke dropped meekly to the ground in front of her: ñIôm in trouble, Abyºk.ò 

Abyök swallowed, almost afraid of what Loke might say. 

ñI did what you said yesterday, and now Iôm in big trouble.ò 

Abyök touched noses with the German Sheppard again. The previous day, three of the 

four dogs had declared that they believed in the Great Sheep and in the power of His Sheepskin. 

When she had asked what was keeping them from accepting the Great Sheepôs skin, the response 

was one word: Fear. She had spent time urging them to take the final step, and now, one of them 

had done it. ñIôm proud of you,ò she whispered. She understood the dogôs fear, however. Loke 

had no way of hiding her real sheepskin from any of the settlement dogs.... 

ñYou could put your old sheepskin over the top,ò Annit whispered. ñThat would cover up 

the new one. No one at the settlement would know.ò 

Loke shook her head miserably, and determination laced her quiet voice: ñI will not put 

that dirty thing back on.ò She turned to the three terriers. ñAbyºk is right. The Great Sheepôs skin 

brings unimaginable peace and happiness. The old one doesnôt bring anything, and I will not 

pretend I am something that I am not.ò 

Abyºk swallowed again. ñLoke, why donôt you bring your mate? Maybe he would like to 

hear the Good News, too.ò 
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Lokeôs eyes widened in disbelief at the suggestion, but it was Candok who responded: 

ñYou obviously donôt know who her mate is.ò Her voice was laden with disdain as she tossed her 

proud head. ñIf you did, you wouldnôt even suggest such a thing!ò 

Abyºk stared at Loke. ñYou never said....ò 

Loke swallowed and glanced back at the terriers, and when she spoke, her voice shook 

with fear: ñAbyºk, the three of usðAnnit, Chabrik and Iðare all mated to Shualu himself.ò 

That single name brought terror like none Abyök had ever experienced. She licked her 

jowls, hoping the motion would release some saliva to her dusty-dry mouth. She was relieved 

that her cracking voice was even audible: ñIðIôm sorry. I didnôt know. I mean I knew your mate 

was someone important.... ButðShualu?ò  

ñThe chief adviser to the Shamru himself.ò Loke nodded grimly. ñSecond in command, 

and heôs all powerful. Some say he has even more power than the Shamru. And yes, he will not 

be pleased to see I have shed his stinking cover for the real thing. I will be thrown out, if not 

outright killed. I....ò Her voice dropped off, choked by her sobs. ñI donôt care for myself, butð

my puppies!ò 

Abyºk nosed her ear. ñWhen are the puppies due to arrive?ò 

ñI donôt know,ò Loke wailed. ñIn a few days maybe?ò 

ñLoke, you must come with me. Weôll arrange an escort to take you back to Hayakôs 

meadow. Youôll be safe there, you and the puppies. No dog with evil intent can ever enter there.ò 

ñNo!ò 

Lokeôs adamant response took Abyºk completely by surprise: 

ñThere are literally hundreds of dogs who have fallen for my mateôs deception. They 

must all hear the truth. I will not run off and hide somewhere when there are so many enslaved to 

his lies.ò 

ñBut you have to think about the puppies, Loke.ò Annitôs voice shook with emotion. 

Loke whipped around in a near-snarl: ñAnd this from a dog who now knows the truth but 

is too scared to embrace it!ò 

Annitôs tail dropped between her legs as she hung her head. ñItôs true. I am afraid. You 

are his favourite, Loke, I am just one he uses to bring in his kills.ò 

ñI donôt care!ò Chabrik snarled. ñHe hates me, too, Annit, but I donôt care! Why not give 

him more reason to hate me? It is wrong to wear this stinking skin. I understand that now. When 
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I wear it, Iôm pretending that I can do something to be saved, and itôs wrong. Iôm not going to 

wear it anymore.ò She snapped at the sheepskin that covered her shoulders, ripping it from her 

back. 

Abyºk stared at the brown and white curls on the little terrierôs back. ñYou have accepted 

the Great Sheepôs skin, too?ò 

Chabrikôs eyes grew round in wonder as she gazed at her back. ñWhy.... I....ò Her voice 

dropped to a whisper: ñThis just grew, just now, when I threw the other off!ò 

ñGreat,ò Candok whispered. ñNow weôll have double trouble.ò 

Abyök ignored Candok. ñWhat about you, Annit?ò 

The little dog dropped her gaze. ñIðI do want it, Abyök. I, like Chabrik, realized last 

night that Iôm just pretending when I wear the other skin. I didnôt want to pretend anymore. If the 

Great Sheep died for me so that I could someday go and live in the Emerald Caverns with Him, 

then when I wear this fake skin, it is a mockery to His sacrifice. I realized last night that I 

couldnôt do that anymore, and I took it off and asked the Great Sheep to cover me with His 

sheepskin.ò She sighed. ñBut that was last night when I was feeling courageous. When I awoke 

this morning, I was afraid. I put the old sheepskin back on top of the new one. Iôm so worried, 

IðI almost wish I hadnôt done it.ò 

Abyök glanced from one female to another, searching for something to say. When she 

had set her mind to bringing them out of the pack, she had never fully calculated the risk of them 

actually doing it. Now three of the four were wearing the Great Sheepôs skin, and they were all 

looking to her for answers, for advice, for safety. What did she have to offer them? Absolutely 

nothing but a rock-covered island, which if discovered, would put everyone in danger. And now 

Lokeôs puppies were at risk as well. Oh Great One, what do I do? 

And then, suddenly, she knew. She wasnôt sure how, but she knew. ñListen, the three of 

you with sheepskins are going to need to leave this place for a few days.ò 

Loke growled. ñI already said Iôm not hiding from that coward.ò 

Abyºk nodded. ñYes, I know. Itôs just until the puppies are born. They will be safe there, 

and when they are old enough to be without you, you can return if you wish.ò 

Loke wasnôt ready to give in. ñThat could take weeks.ò 

Abyºk was ready for her. ñNot weeks, Loke. One of the others can nurse the pups for 

you. As soon as you are strong enough, you can return.ò 
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It was Annitôs brow that bristled now: ñBut where can we go? They will find us, no 

matter what we do.ò 

ñYou will go with Bru and Lionak. They will take you about a dayôs journey down a little 

tributary that I know. There you will come to a place where the grass and trees end and the land 

becomes rocky and bare. If you walk through the stream, you wonôt be scented. They will have 

no idea where you are, and youôll be safe. When you get there, you will find a comfortable little 

cave. Stay there, at the cave, with Lionak and Bru. No more argument, now. You must leave at 

once.ò She wheeled about and began trotting towards their little island, hoping and praying that 

Meeko and the others would have returned. 

ñWait!ò 

It was Candok. Abyök had forgotten about the little terrier who had not taken a 

sheepskin. 

ñWhat am I gonna do? Shualu knows that my sisters and I are always together. If I return 

alone, heôllðheôll....ò 

ñShhh,ò Abyºk soothed. ñWhy donôt you go with them?ò 

Candok opened her mouth as if to argue, but then she snapped it shut again with a 

resolute growl. ñI think I will. Iôm tired of serving that tyrant anyway. Yes, Iôm coming.ò 

 

 

 

ñIt was a foolish thing to do and you know it!ò Meekoôs voice was much louder than 

usual as he paced about their little island. ñIt was just plain stupid, especially now that you know 

who Lokeôs mate is. You canôt ósteal awayô the mates of Shualu himself without bringing down 

his wrath. Heôll be on to us in no time!ò 

Abyök whined. She had already tried to interrupt twice, but each time Meeko had cut her 

off with his endless rant. He hadnôt been at the island when she had returned with the girls, but 

Bru was just returning with a squirrel, and Lionak had been spreading herbs to dry in the 

sunshine. The two had immediately agreed to the plan, and the six dogs were well on their way 

before Meeko even knew what was happening. 
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Abyök had been so excited when her mate returned that she had told him the entire story 

before he emerged from the water. His tirade of angry words had started immediately, and now, 

with each sentence that exited his mouth, her joy and excitement died just a little more.... 

She waited until the woolly-yellow dog paused for air, then she jumped in: ñYouôre right, 

Meeko. It was stupid, and Iôm sorry.ò A sob bubbled up from her throat. ñBut if you donôt stop 

yelling, Shualu will be here in a matter of minutes instead of days.ò 

Meeko heard her this time. ñIôm sorry, Abby. I didnôt mean to hurt you.ò But his 

repentant attitude was soon overtaken by his fear: ñBut you canôt argue that it was a senseless 

thing to do!ò 

Abyºk couldnôt respond. Her heart wrenching sobs made words impossible. 

ñIôm sorry,ò Meeko repeated. Taking a deep breath to calm himself, he strode across the 

island to the entrance to the shelter and began to lick her ear. 

Abyºk sniffed and swallowed. ñItôs okay, Meeks.ò When he didnôt jump in, she 

continued: ñI thought youôd be as excited as I was to know that three of the girls took the Great 

Sheepôs skin.ò 

Meeko could only shake his head. ñI am. Itôs just that....ò 

ñI know Loke and the other two are Shualuôs mates; but they are the Great Sheepôs 

children first.ò Her voice grew stronger. ñWhether youôre happy or not, there is great rejoicing in 

the Emerald Caverns because those three lost puppies have come home!ò 

ñI know. Weôve been waiting for this moment.ò But Meekoôs voice, still laced with 

fright, lacked excitement. 

ñLoke didnôt want to go, Meeko, but we had to think about the puppies. There was no 

other way.ò Her soft, brown eyes stared at him, willing him to understand. 

Meeko just shook his head, struggling to keep the angry words at bay. ñPlease tell me 

why you didnôt wait for me.ò 

ñBecause it was the right thing to do.ò She dropped her nose to her chest. ñI just knew it, 

deep in here, and I knew they had to go right away, as in right then. When you werenôt here 

when I returned with the girls, I justðsent them away.ò 

ñI hope you have at least some inkling of what kind of danger this puts us in.ò 

Abyök nodded her head. 

Meeko couldnôt stop the growl from bubbling up in his throat. ñAnd?ò 
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Her response was slow in coming: ñSometimes you canôt afford to stop and calculate the 

risk, Meeko.ò 

Meeko dropped to the ground in despair. ñGreat Sheep, help us!ò 

Abyºk nodded resolutely. ñHe will! You know He will!ò 

The sky darkened slightly as thunder rolled in the distance. 

ñSo where did you send them?ò Meekoôs voice was quiet, reserve.... 

Abyök opened her mouth to speak, but she snapped it shut before the words could come. 

ñAbby?ò 

ñIôm not going to tell you. If ever you are caught, you wonôt even know the information 

they seek.ò 

Meekoôs growl deepened. He recognized his mateôs stubborn stance and knew argument 

was futile. ñMaybe we should just go there, too. We could all stay there for a few days.ò 

ñWhat? And leave behind our little ones at the settlement?ò Abyºkôs ears cocked forward 

in naµve excitement. ñYou know good and well that several of those poor dogs depend upon us 

for food. Maybe this is the breakthrough weôve been asking for. Maybe....ò 

Thunder again pealed, louder this time. It was still a long way off, but it was moving their 

direction. 

Meeko rose and began pacing the island again. ñI canôt and I wonôt let you go down 

there, Abby. Not now. Theyôll be....ò 

ñThen you will have to stop me, Meeko!ò Abyºk turned and leaped into the creek. ñIôm 

going to the settlement tonight, just like always. If you want to come with me, you can; but if 

you wish to go off somewhere and hide, then I will go alone.ò 

Meeko leaped after her. ñNo!ò 

ñYou wonôt stop me, Meeko!ò 

He knew then that trying to stop her would be like trying to hold back the pending storm. 

He growled, but he made no effort to follow.  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρω 

 

Teelu couldnôt remember the last time the faintest of breezes had swept through the 

valley. The slightest exertion left his tongue hanging and his sides heaving. Where was the rain? 

Wasnôt September supposed to be cooler than this? 

It had been eleven long, miserable weeks since Biªmicôs disappearance, and nothing 

about his wretched existence seemed to matter anymore. He found no satisfaction in the fact that 

he had achieved his goals. He could have cared less that much of the settlement seemed to 

worship the ground he walked on, and he didnôt even take pleasure in the eight dogs who were 

now tied to the rope around his neck. 

Daltu was no help. He was fiercely jealous of Teeluôs popularity. Though outwardly 

nothing had changed between the two, Teelu could sense the little dogôs wrath every time he was 

near. To make things worse, Daltu seemed to insinuate that the strange disappearance of a third 

of the settlement was somehow his fault. In his gut, he was sure that it was Quaelik, the little 

medicine dog and burial cave keeper, who was responsible for the disappearances; but try as he 

might, he couldnôt get anything concrete to support his suspicions. Especially after she opened 

the ómemorialô for Little Pitro, from which she continuously warned of the folly of going against 

the sheepskin. Nonetheless, he knew something was very wrong.... 

The light seemed to shift slightly, causing Teelu to scan the horizon. Was that really a 

low cloud bank to the north? Was a storm rolling in? 

Part of him hoped for rain; but in the end, would it change his unhappy reality? He rested 

his head on his forelegs as his mind began reviewing the misfortunes that had transpired since 

the attack he had orchestrated on Little Pitro.... 

It had all started the day Tanno, the aged black lab, was released from his punishment. He 

disappeared that same day. Though his fresh trail led to the burial caves, Teelu had lost it in a 

myriad of other scents; and though he tried, he hadnôt been able to find any fresh scent leaving 

the burial cave area. 

Something similar happened to Biämic next, and in the ensuing days, to many, many 

others. Because of Daltuôs insinuations, some in the settlement seemed to blame him, and each 

new disappearance brought more and more despairing family members to his grotto to stare at 
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him with pulled back jowls and flattened ears. In fact, he could see one of the Dalmatians 

approaching him now with bared teeth. 

Teelu slowly rose to his feet. He didnôt have any particular purpose to his action for it 

was far too hot to do anything except sit and pant in the shade; but he couldnôt take any more of 

these black looks and morbid intimations. Besides, doing nothing wasnôt resolving the mystery 

about the disappearances, was it? 

For reasons unknown to him, Teelu found himself restlessly moving towards the stone 

altar. Part of him cringed at the sight of the ominous structure; but the effort required to move on 

seemed much too strenuous for such a blistering day. He collapsed in the shade that lengthened 

off its eastern side instead. 

What little grass that was not trampled down by the frequent meetings at the altar was 

brown. Even the green leaves of the trees that encircled the clearing were showing signs of 

yellow around their drooping edges, and the only thing Teelu could think of that would bring 

him relief was to go the creek and take a bath in its cool, clear water. The problem was, the creek 

had become steadily smaller over the past few days, until all that was left yesterday was a muddy 

impression across the valley floor. There were still small pools of water here and there, but Daltu 

had declared just the day before that the water would be reserved for drinking only. There would 

be no bathing until further notice, and he posted fierce German Shepherds at each pool to enforce 

the new rule. 

Yes, he had fulfilled his dream in earning the respect of the settlement dogs; but what 

good was it when he couldnôt even bathe in the creek when he wanted to? Where was the thrill of 

it all? The joy? The adventure? The excitement? When had it all disappeared? 

He already knew the answer to those questions, however. The joy, excitement, thrill and 

adventure had all vanished the day he ordered the death of his brother.... 

A shuffling sound could be heard on the other side of the clearing, but Teelu didnôt look 

up. It would be Daltu and his entourage of guards, prisoners and followers. They would be 

arriving early for the evening service. Try as he would, he still could make no sense of these 

gathering. Nor of this stifling sheepskin that everyone insisted he continue to wear.... 

He didnôt turn his head as the older, spotted dog sat down beside him. He could almost 

feel the hostility emanating from the creature, and if he were perfectly honest with himself, he 

would have to admit that he hated Daltu just as much. Why was Daltu in charge, anyway? Why 
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couldnôt he be the leader of the settlement dogs? In his mind, he could almost hear their excited 

barks: ñTeelu the Great, Teelu the Great!ò 

ñOne more went missing today.ò 

Teeluôs mind returned to the present. ñOne of the Dalmatians?ò 

ñYup.ò 

That would explain the angry Dalmatian at his grotto.... ñTo the burial caves?ò 

ñHow should I know? I'm beginning to think that killing that sheep wanna-be wasnôt such 

a good idea after all.ò 

Daltuôs sheepskin had slipped forward on his neck, and the sight of the little pointed ears 

peeking out from behind his sheepskin might have been comical in some circumstances. At the 

moment, however, it only served to disgust Teelu. ñOf course it was a good idea,ò he growled. 

ñThat dogôs words were poison. If we hadnôt stopped him, we would have had dogs running after 

him, wanting those stupid woolly backs.ò 

Daltu looked up at the larger dog, and his ensuing growl seemed to originate deep within 

his chest: ñKilling him didnôt do away with the problem, did it, Teelu? By killing him, you 

simply made the problem a martyr. Half the settlement now thinks of him as a hero, and weôve 

lost more than a third of our dogs, probably for good.ò He rose to his feet and shook his 

sheepskin back into place. ñSometimes I think the real menace to the settlement is you, Teelu, 

you and your ungrounded hatred of that dog.ò He paused, sniffing the air, then he quietly pawed 

the ropes off of his and Teeluôs necks. ñGo wait in the woods!ò he growled to their followers, 

then he calmly waited until each one had seated itself in a circle at the edge of the clearing before 

turning back to Teelu. 

The solemnity of it all made Teelu cringe. 

ñI have a story for you,ò Daltu began. ñIt was about two years ago when a beautiful 

golden retriever and a golden/black lab mix wandered into this settlement. They lived here for 

about a year, but after about six months, the back of the black one became woolly in nature.ò 

Teelu growled. ñYeah? So what?ò 

Daltu patiently cleared his throat. When Teelu had calmed down, he resumed his story: 

ñDuring the time they were here, they had a litter of puppies. Some looked to be purely golden, 

but two of them were definite copies of their father.ò 
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Teelu shifted uncomfortably. ñI know the story.ò He attempted to modulate his voice. 

ñWhy are you telling me this?ò 

If Daltu even heard Teelu, he didnôt show it, for he continued with his unblinking stare: 

ñPitro was the name of the black crossbreed, and his mateôs name was Sharack.ò He turned 

beady eyes to stare directly into Teeluôs face. ñDo those names mean anything to you?ò 

Teelu cringed inwardly, but he forced himself to stay neutral. ñOnly that 'Little Pitro' was 

the name of the imposter we stopped. He must have been one of the puppies.ò 

Again Daltu appeared to not have heard. ñPitro and Sharack left the settlement with their 

puppies about, say, nine or ten months ago? Those pups would be about your age, Teelu.ò 

Daltuôs stare was almost unbearable, but Teelu couldnôt afford to flinch. He snorted 

instead: ñYeah? Well everyone knows the impostor and I were about the same age. Lots of dogs 

are the same age as me.ò 

ñYou are one of those puppies, Teelu.ò 

Teelu looked away. ñYouôre crazy, Daltu, crazy as a deranged squirrel.ò 

ñAm I? Then you explain it to me. Explain to me how Little Pitro, a perfect replica of the 

Pitro of old, came to this very settlement just days after you did, claiming that you were his 

brother.ò 

ñThatôs easy.ò Though his voice was calm, Teelu was struggling to make his words sound 

a lot more nonchalant than he felt: ñI met up with Little Pitro on the trail. He was crazy, that one. 

He was jealous of me because Iôm a purebred, and he concocted the story.ò 

Daltu laughed long and hard before turning to Teelu one last time: ñWe shall see. In fact, 

it will be settled today. This evening the entire settlement will see that you are not who you say 

you are, that you are a crossbreed, and that you are, indeed, Little Pitroôs brother.ò He turned as 

if to go, but looked back one last time: ñOh, and it wouldnôt be wise to leave the clearing. I have 

dogs posted throughout the altar-woods to make sure you are still here when the settlement dogs 

arrive.ò 

ñWhy Daltu. Iôm hurt you would think that of me. After all, I have absolutely nothing to 

hide.ò 

Daltu growled before turning away. ñWeôll see!ò 

Thunder rumbled in the distance as he sauntered into the woods. 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ςπ 

 

Meeko slunk out of the water and shook himself before making his way slowly and 

carefully towards the northern end of the settlement. He had spent a lonely afternoon chasing 

game and fishing in the river. His only hope had been to catch at least one glimpse of his 

precious mate. 

Abyök was right of course. He had known it from the beginning; but blinding fear 

seemed to feed his every thought and movement, and nothing he could do or think seemed to 

dislodge the sense of panic that had rooted itself in his gut. He was afraid for Abyök; he was 

afraid for the work they had started in the settlement; he was afraid for the six dogs who had left 

that morning; he was afraid for his own life; he was afraid that he wouldnôt be able to protect 

Abyºk; he was afraid he wouldnôt be able to stand firm in the face of trouble; and mostly, he was 

afraid that he would never be the dog his father had been. 

Abyök was nearby. Her scent along the bank of the river was relatively fresh, and he 

could also scent fresh animal blood. That, of course, meant she had spent the afternoon doing his 

job.... 

The ominous sky seemed to darken as his sense of dread deepened: You failed her. You 

couldnôt talk her out of going. You refused to support her when she needed you the most, and 

now, now she doesnôt even believe you will come through with the kills the group needs.... 

Meeko tried to push these thoughts aside, but he couldnôt. After all, they spoke forth 

truth. Why would she think he would come through for her? He certainly hadnôt given her any 

indication that he would.... 

Drops began to fall from the heavens as he shook the river water from his woolly back. 

Harder and harder they came, driving him back, back into the river, back to his cozy little island, 

back to safety from the pack.... 

For once, Meeko resisted. Summoning all the inner strength he possessed, he forced his 

feet away from the river. He crossed the grassy meadow, headed for the settlement. He didnôt 

allow himself to look back even once before reaching the meeting place. 

The sun had already set, and the black clouds blotted any dwindling light of dusk; but 

Meeko didnôt need light to tell that the place was abandoned. He dropped his nose to the forest 
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floor. Fresh scents signaled that the area had recently been visited, and that Abyök, along with 

several other dogs whose scents he didnôt recognize, had been here.... 

But where were the settlement dogs who usually gathered at this hour? And where was 

Abyök now? And those strange dog scents.... Who did they belong to? 

The heavy weight in his gut twisted, again pushing him to run.... 

ñPsst!ò 

Meeko jumped at the sound, but he couldnôt see anything in the blackness, and the wind 

that now gusted through the settlement blew the scent the opposite direction. 

ñMeeko!ò 

Meeko shook his ears. ñWhoôs there?ò He kept his voice low, hoping the wind would 

carry it to the source of the mysterious voice. 

ñOver here!ò 

Meeko veered toward the sound, and as he entered the woods, he nearly ran into a large 

yellow lab. 

He recognized the dogôs scent as one of the ones who came regularly to the evening 

gatherings. His muzzle was beginning to be specked with gray, and he wore a black sheepskin 

that was a bit too tight. ñWhatôs happening?ò 

Instead of answering, the dog trotted deeper into the woods. 

Not knowing what else to do, Meeko followed. 

They had trotted for a good five minutes before the dog finally stopped and whirled 

around. ñThey took her, Meeko.ò 

Meekoôs heart seemed to stop beating. 

ñThey were waiting for her when she arrived. We couldnôt stop them.ò 

ñWhat did they do to her?ò 

The yellow lab shook his head. ñI donôt know. My brother followed them, but he hasnôt 

returned.ò 

ñWho was it?ò 

ñWhy, Shualu, of course. Shualu and his fighters.ò 

Meeko slumped to the ground in anguish. 

ñThey were angry. They had spent the evening looking for some dogs who seemed to 

have disappeared. Three of them were Shualu mates, and the other was the mate of one of the 
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Shamruôs leading fighters, Matku. They threatened us, and we didnôt know what to do. We 

didnôt want to rat on you, honestly we didnôt, but we were so afraid....ò 

Meeko swallowed. 

ñWe told them that none of us had seen the missing ones; but when they continued to 

threaten us, one of the younger ones broke down. She said maybe you or Abyök might know 

where they were, and then she told them about your evening visits....ò 

Lightning split the sky then, and in its momentary light, Meeko got a brief look at the lab 

in front of him. If he hadnôt known better, he might have thought the dog was his late father. 

ñIôm sorry,ò he said. ñIôm afraid I donôt even remember your name.ò 

ñNadu. And my brother is Maldo. The other dogs were all so afraid that they ran away 

from the meeting place, but Maldo followed Shualu and the others while I waited for you to 

come.ò He paused staring at Meeko for a moment. ñItôs actually a good thing you two didnôt 

come together. Otherwise, they would have taken you captive as well.ò 

Meeko couldnôt stop his snarled response: ñI told her this would happen!ò He swallowed 

then, successfully bringing his emotions back under control: ñIt took a lot of courage to wait for 

me, Nadu, and for Maldo to follow them. I thank you.ò He looked away. 

ñWaiting for you was a little thing compared to how youôve helped the settlement.ò Nadu 

paused. ñWhat did you mean when you said you told her this would happen? Did you know there 

was danger, but you helped us anyway?ò 

Meeko growled. He hadnôt really intended for that line to be heard, but he was suddenly 

very angry with Abyök for being so stubborn, and all he wanted was for this yellow labðwhat 

was his name again?ðto know how stupidly Abyºk had acted! ñShe sent them away,ò he 

growled. ñI told her not to. I told her it would mean trouble for all of us, including innocent dogs 

like you and Maldo. I told her it would ruin all our work, I told her not to come back here. But 

she wouldnôt listen. She never listens! She....ò 

ñShhh. There are spies everywhere. Nowhere is safe.ò 

Meeko growled again: ñIt was just plain stupid.ò 

ñI donôt know about stupid, Meeko. I think it was very courageous. Besides, what about 

this Great Sheep you have told us about?ò 

The voice was hauntingly clear, and Meeko could feel his tail tucking between his legs. 
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ñDonôt you always tell us that He will take care of us, no matter what? Donôt forget, 

things arenôt always the way they seem.ò 

Meeko stared at the yellow dog. ñYou remind me of my dad....ò His anger faded away 

with his voice. 

Nadu shook his head. ñIôm sorry, Meeko. I donôt really know what Iôm talking about. All 

I know is that you and Abyök have made a difference in our settlement. The hungry dogs are 

being fed, the sick who canôt afford the medicine dogôs exorbitant fees are being tended, and Iôm 

sure that Abyök must have had a very good reason for sending the girls away. Rumor had it that 

at least one of them accepted one of those sheepskins of yours, and that would have meant death 

for all four.ò His voice faded off then, for he sensed the deep sadness in the woolly yellow lab. 

ñIôm sorry, Meeko,ò he repeated. ñI really do run my mouth when I shouldnôt....ò He shook 

himself, and water from his dripping sheepskin spewed everywhere. ñCome Meeko. We will find 

Maldo, and he will lead us to Abyºk.ò 

 

 

 

For all practical purposes, the gathering around the stone altar went as usual. Daltu made 

the usual announcements and speeches, the usual number of wayward dogs were brought out and 

assigned to either himself or Teelu, and the usual number of sheepskins were vended. Teelu 

thought that Daltu spent a little longer than necessary telling them how they needed to be 

carefully prepared for the coming of the prophesied One, for he went on and on about the 

importance of wearing a sheepskin so that when the Prophesied One came, He would recognize 

them as His own. Daltu often preached along these lines, however, and if it had not been for their 

conversation just before the gathering, Teelu would not have guessed anything was amiss. 

It wasnôt until the service would have normally come to a close that all semblance of 

normalcy fled. There was marked silence in the clearing as Daltu stepped forward once again and 

shook his too-big sheepskin into place. The late evening sunshine, almost completely swallowed 

by the shadows of the encircling trees, illuminated only one tiny spot: The altar and the small 

spotted dog at its base. 

The total silence in the clearing weighted heavily on Teelu, and fighting off the urge to 

disappear, he sat down hard. 
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ñFriends,ò Daltu gushed. ñThere is just one more thing that we must bring to your 

consideration.ò 

His voice was quiet. Too quiet. Even Teelu had to strain to hear him. 

ñMany of you have come to me with concerns about the disappearance of your friends 

and family members.ò 

Several worried heads nodded at this, and a quiet buzz broke out in the group. Almost all 

the dogs in the clearing had friends and family members who were missing. 

ñI tell you today that we have allowed great trouble into our midst. We have not been 

careful, and an impostor has infiltrated our ranks.ò 

The hum in the audience increased in volume. 

ñTell us who it is, Daltu!ò 

The plea initially came from a poodle in the front row; but it was quickly picked up and 

carried throughout the clearing: ñTell us, Daltu, who is this impostor? Point him out to us so that 

we may punish him.ò 

Daltu smugly wagged his stumpy tail in pride. ñI will not tell you!ò he cried. He waited 

then until the cries of anger quieted enough for him to continue speaking. ñI will not tell you 

because you would not believe me if I did. Instead, I bring forth proof!ò Daltu glanced briefly at 

Teelu, then he nodded to the left. Immediately, two of his guard dogs, huge German Shepherds 

in gray sheepskins, came forth leading a golden dog between them. 

An older golden retriever jubilantly jumped forth from the crowd: ñBiªmic? Biªmic, my 

daughterðyouôve returned from the dead!ò But the joy in his voice quickly faded. ñBiªmic, 

where is your sheepskin?ò 

The two German Shepherds led Biämic forward until she stood beside Daltu in front of 

the stone altar. Thatôs when Teelu noticed the black bundle in her mouth, the one she gently set 

down and nestled between her paws.... 

A gasp went out from the gathered dogs as another golden retriever jumped forward to 

join her mate: ñBiªmic? Yourðyour shouldersðtheyôreðtheyôre covered in....ò But she 

couldnôt continue. Instead, she fell to the ground in grief. 

The rest of the congregation quickly finished her statement: ñYour shoulders are covered 

in sheepôs wool; just like the impostor, Little Pitro!ò 
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As one, the creatures around the altar surged forward, intent on ripping the sheepôs wool 

from her back, and only Daltuôs sharp bark stopped them. ñI know what you are thinking, but itôs 

not as it seems. Our own Biämic is not the impostor. She is here for two very different reasons. 

First of all, she is proof of the poison that Little Pitro sowed in our ranks in the brief time he was 

here. The curly wool on her back shows that he was evil and that you did right to slay him.ò 

ñItôs true,ò called out Biªmicôs father. ñMy daughter would have never willingly chosen 

to take off her sheepskin. It was that evil creature who beguiled her.ò 

Daltu licked his jowls in satisfaction. Biªmicôs presence was accomplishing its desired 

effect on his followers. It was also having an effect upon Teelu.... 

 

Teeluôs heart jumped into his throat at the sight of the golden dog between two of Daltuôs 

guard. So this was Daltuôs proof: A puppy, his puppy, throw back to his father! Fear like none he 

had ever known flooded his spirit. He backed towards the altar, intent on taking advantage of the 

excited crowd to slip away; but a deep growl stopped him, forcing him to turn back, to watch as 

Biämic gently moved the tiny black form to the foot of the altar and crouched down protectively 

around it. 

Somehow, though he hadnôt allowed himself the cognitive thought to process it, the idea 

that Biamic had been carrying pups, and that these pups were his, was not a new one to him. The 

fact, however, that she had given birth to a black puppyða throwback to his fatherðnow that 

was pure heresy. He would have to do something and quick.... 

ñYou all think that the curls between her shoulders are a result of Little Pitroôs poisonous 

influence,ò Daltu continued, ñand you are correct! But Little Pitro is not the impostor I wish to 

reveal today. Far from it. Little Pitro never claimed to be anything he was not. He may have been 

sadly deluded, but he was honest.ò 

The congregation was completely quiet as Daltu turned to the young golden retriever. 

ñBiªmic, please tell everyone what that is between your paws.ò 

ñItôs my puppy.ò 

Although she was shaking, her voice was calm, even proud, and Teelu had to marvel at 

her courage. 

ñI gave birth to him and two others two weeks ago.ò 
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Daltuôs voice was composed and menacing: ñWould you please tell everyone who the 

father is?ò 

Her voice cracked with emotion, but it increased in volume with each word: ñTeelu is the 

father! Teelu is not who he says he is. If he were, he would not have produced a black puppy. 

Teelu is, in reality, a full brother to the dog he had murdered in cold blood, Little Pitro.ò 

Teelu made his move then. He stepped forward, put on his most concerned look, and 

walked towards the golden retriever. His first instinct was to jump on her, to pierce her juggler 

vein with one of his sharp teeth and then squish the life out of that stinking puppy; but he knew 

such a rough approach wouldnôt work to his advantage. He shook his head instead, feigning 

sadness, as he shifted his gaze to the audience. "Do you see the curls on her back?ò 

The dogs around the altar went silent. 

ñDo you trust anything said by anyone who has so obviously followed in the footsteps of 

the traitor, Little Pitro?ò He paused again to let that sink in before continuing: ñYes, Biªmic and 

I were friends at the time of this puppy's conception; but if you remember correctly, this was also 

when Little Pitro came to town.ò 

A German Shepherd growled and called into the crowd: ñDonôt let him deceive you. The 

day Teelu walked into our lives marked the beginning of the turmoil that is now dividing our 

peaceful little realm. I say it is Teelu who is lying. I say he is NOT who he says he is. I say we 

give Teelu the same treatment we gaveéhis brother!ò 

The last word was spat forward with a force that could be felt by the entire group, and a 

chorus of, ñAway with him!ò filled the clearing. 

Teelu swallowed as thunder rolled in the distance. He saw, as if in slow motion, the 

sheepskin-covered dogs in the congregation surging in his direction. He had to get away from 

here and fast! He took a shaky step backwards, but another warning growl from one of Daltuôs 

guards stopped him before his foot even settled on the ground. He had never really contemplated 

death before, but at this moment, he found himself more terrified than he would have ever 

thought possible. 

Is this how Little Pitro felt? 

A tiny bubble of pity began to rise in the pit of his stomach, and with it, the memory of 

how calmly and peacefully Little Pitro had faced the fierce dogs who ripped off his sheepskin.... 

What was Pitôs secret? 
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ñTell us!ò snarled the big dog. ñWhat have you done with Shualuôs mates?ò 

It was the Bull Mastiff who spoke this time, and Abyök resolutely licked her jowls as she 

glanced around the little group of nine fighting dogs gathered in front of the golden altar. Though 

she had never been here before, she felt as if she knew this place. After all, both of her parents 

warned against a gold-covered altar. There was no doubt in her mind that she stood at the altar of 

the Dogs of the Golden Sheep, and the German Shepherd who appeared to be leading the little 

pack was none other than Shualu himself. 

ñShe wonôt say anything,ò hissed a pit bull terrier. ñShe thinks that patch of wool on her 

shoulders will protect her from us. She doesnôt know she has the wrong kind of sheepskin.ò 

Laughter shrieked forth from the rest of the group, and Abyök took the few seconds of 

diversion to eye each dog. All of them were bigger and stronger than she, but it was their motley 

collection of sheepskins that caught her attention. An idea was beginning to birth in her mind. It 

would be terribly risky, but she knew she must act upon it. She lifted her gaze to stare 

courageously at the German Shepherd leader: ñI will speak.ò 

Shualu took the bait: ñFinally you make a wise decision. You see, my dear, I donôt wish 

to hurt you. The Dogs of the Golden Sheep are really peace-loving creatures. Tell us what we 

want to know, and then weôll let you go.ò 

Abyºk swallowed. She didnôt believe him, but at this moment it didnôt matter. She was 

already their captive. How much worse could it get? 

ñWeôre listening,ò Shualu growled impatiently. ñTell us where youôve hidden my mates.ò 

Give me the courage, Great One! Abyºk resolutely looked Shualu in the eye. ñI will not 

tell you where your mates can be found.ò 

The group of dogs pressed in, growling, and Shualuôs jowls pulled back to show his 

yellowed teeth as a snarl rumbled through his chest: ñYou said youôd speak!ò 

ñYes, I said would speak; but I didnôt say I would tell you about your mates. If you 

remember correctly, one of you saidðLet me see if I can remember your exact wordsðóShe 

thinks that patch of wool on her shoulders will protect her from us. She doesnôt know she has the 

wrong kind of sheepskin.ô That, my friends, is what I am going to speak about.ò 
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The Bull Mastiff lunged forward, teeth bared, aiming straight for her throat, but Abyök 

didnôt flinch. Only just in time, a warning bark from Shualu kept him from his target. 

ñThere is a very important difference in the sheepskins you wear and my own!ò Abyºk 

prayed her words would carry over the din. ñThe difference is that mine was a gift from the 

Great Sheep. I didnôt have to earn it, and I donôt have to worry about it becoming stained or full 

of holes. Iôm not concerned about doing something that will make me lose it, either. Itôs a gift, 

itôs mine, and no one can take it from me.ò Abyºk knew that most of her speech went unheard, 

because at the word ñgift,ò the barking and howling became so earsplitting that she could barely 

hear her own voice. Somehow, however, she knew that she was meant to say those words, and 

somehow, they would be heard by those who needed to hear them. 

It was several minutes before the noise quieted enough for Shualu to again be heard: ñIf 

you ever talk like that in my presence again, I will have your precious sheepskin torn from your 

back.ò 

Abyºk wondered at her sense of calm. ñI thought you said you were a peace-loving 

bunch.ò 

Shualu snarled. 

ñThen you might as well just rip it off now!ò She gave a saucy toss of her head. ñBut you 

wonôt do that, will you, because I am the only dog who knows where your mates have gone, and 

if you kill me, you will never find them.ò 

Shualuôs ears lay back a fraction more in momentary concern, but then they flattened 

completely in total rage: ñStrike her!ò 

One by one, the eight other dogs did just that, charging in to maul and tear at her flesh for 

a few brief seconds before being replaced by the next dog in line. In the end, the pain was more 

than Abyök could bear, and as she slowly lost consciousness, she wished, for the first time in her 

life, that she would never wake up.  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ςρ 

 

Daltu sat back on his haunches. The emotions of the crowd were quickly shifting from 

anger to fury to frenzied rage. He knew he should be feeling pleased with the way things were 

going. In fact, this was a far better outcome than he could have ever envisioned; but something 

was wrong. He couldnôt pinpoint what it was, but he could feel it in his bones. He gave a sharp 

bark, and when five of his biggest guard dogs jumped forward, he flipped his head in Teeluôs 

direction. 

Terror shone forth from the retrieverôs brown eyes as one of the leaderôs guards grabbed 

him by the rope around his neck and the other four formed a tight circle about him. Nonetheless, 

he didnôt flinch, and he continued to stare so defiantly at the crowd that one by one they stopped 

their forward surge and dropped their hind ends to the ground. When all was quiet, he turned 

towards the spotted leader. His voice was calm and modulated as he spoke just one word: 

ñDaltu.ò When no one tried to stop him, he continued: ñThis guard is completely unnecessary. I 

have absolutely nothing to hide.ò He turned back to the crowd. ñPlease remember that around the 

time these puppies would have been conceived, Little Pitro was tied to my neck, outside my 

cave. The fact that this traitor, Biªmic, has produced a black puppy doesnôt prove that I am not 

who I say I am. Instead, it proves that she has been whoring with the enemy, and the fact that she 

is now growing one of those despicable patches of wool on her back is proof that this black 

puppy isnôt mine.ò Teelu fell silent as he smugly watched the settlement dogs try to digest this 

information. He was sure he had seen Daltu squirm, and the thought sent a spike of pleasure 

through his soul. Nonetheless, even he would never have imagined what happened next.... 

 

A clap of thunder sounded directly overhead, followed by torrential rain. At exactly the 

same time, all turmoil broke loose among the settlement dogs. The snarls and howls were so 

deafening that they could clearly be heard above the noise of the storm. The fray didnôt last long, 

but when it was over, many of the smaller, weaker dogs lay bleeding in the rain. 

The downpour lasted only a few minutes longer than the fray, and then the storm cleared 

up as suddenly as it had begun. When all was again quiet, it was clear that there were two 

distinct fractions in the group: Those who stood faithfully by Daltu, and those who were for 

Teelu. 
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Teelu didnôt have the majority, but at the sight of so many dogs who appeared to be 

faithful to him, an idea jumped into his mind, and without taking the time to contemplate it, he 

shouted it out: ñIs it not prophesied that the one who is to come to save this place will not be 

recognized by some? That when he comes, he will bring division for a time?ò He paused, for his 

conscience tugged at a corner of his mind; but he could feel the adrenaline coursing through his 

veins at the sound of his words, and he ignored his conscience. After all, if he did nothing, he 

would surely die! ñI come to tell you today that I am the prophesied one! The division we see 

today among you is clear proof!ò 

His words, once voiced, bothered him all the more. He had heard his parents speak of this 

particular thing that the Great Sheep had supposedly said, something about not coming to bring 

peace but sharp teeth. Not that he believed any of this, but the words were already out of his 

mouth, and he couldnôt withdraw them. Besides, the more he contemplated them, the more he 

liked the idea. Why couldnôt he be óthe oneô who would save all dogs? 

With this thought, pride quickly overcame the last bit of conscience, and Teeluôs 

demeanor changed. It was a subtle change, and few in the gathering noted it; but at that moment 

in time, Teelu actually began to believe that he, himself, was indeed the fulfillment of the 

prophecy, that this was, indeed, the reason he had been born.  

 

Teeluôs words were met with total silence. Biªmic crouched over the black puppy, and 

Daltu nervously shifted his sheepskin. The German shepherds dropped the ropes and looked 

around questioningly, while the dogs in the gathering stared, their ears pricked forward in awe 

and excitement. 

The announcement did not leave all the dogs in awe, however. After a minute of total 

silence, Biªmicôs mother stepped nervously forward. She shifted her sheepskin, then she timidly 

walked towards the stone alter, only stopping when she stood nose to nose with her daughter. 

Biªmicôs heartfelt sobs rang forth as she buried her muzzle in the nap of her motherôs 

neck: ñIôm so sorry I soiled myself with Teelu!ò 

The older golden retriever turned to face the crowd. Her voice was quiet, even 

apprehensive, but her soft words spread like oil on a raging stream: ñUntil Teelu came to town, 

my daughter had never lied to me. Now her whole life has become a lie. I did not know she 

carried puppies, thought I suspected it; but I can tell you beyond a doubt that this Teelu isnôt who 
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he says he is.ò She paused to let this sink in, then she grew bolder: ñDo you think someone who 

could turn my daughter into a lying whore is the one weôve been waiting for?ò She shook her 

head. ñI donôt think so.ò She turned to Daltu. ñI know you to be a gentle leader, not the violent 

one that Teelu has turned out to be. My daughter needs to get back to her puppies. They will be 

hungry without her. I trust you will let her go.ò 

A smug expression washed over Daltu as he squared his little frame and cleared his 

throat. ñIôm afraid I canôt let her go," he stated, not unkindly. "But I can do the next best thing.ò 

Nodding towards two of his guard, he barked: ñTake her back to her puppies. Put them deep in 

the cave we discussed earlier. Guard the entrance, and make sure she has plenty of fresh meat 

and water. Otherwise, leave them alone. If anything happens to her or her puppies, I will hold 

you personally responsible.ò 

ñI am afraid,ò Biªmic whispered. ñMother, please, stay with me.ò 

The older dog looked towards Daltu, and when he nodded his head, she followed the 

German Shepherds out of the clearing. 

Daltu turned to the crowd, and when he spoke, his voice once again rang with 

confidence: ñToday I give you the choice. You may choose to follow this self-declared ósaviourô 

who would like nothing more than to murder his opponents in cold blood; or you can continue to 

follow me while we await the real saviour. The choice is yours.ò 

 

 

 

The rain slowed to a fine mist as the three yellow labs trotted down the wide forest track. 

Nadu and Meeko had met up with Maldo shortly after clearing the settlementôs most northern 

end, and he now led them through the trees. ñWeôre not far,ò he whispered over his shoulder as 

he crossed a tiny stream. ñItôs just ahead, in the open area beyond.ò 

Meeko squinted through the rain. He knew this place. He had been here with Bru: It was 

the Golden Altar of the Dogs of the Golden Sheep! His steps slowedé.  

ñYou okay?ò 

Meeko stopped. The familiar voice was only strong enough to have reached his ears, but 

he squinted toward the sound, hoping beyond hope to see a wise, yellow face peering at him. 
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Dad? He blinked to clear his vision and he realized the voice had originated from the yellow face 

of the dog beside him, his new friend, Nadu. He shook his head. ñIðIôm fine.ò 

Nadu wasnôt convinced, but Maldo interrupted any further conversation: ñThis is as close 

as we should come to the clearing. Iôm sure they have her here, for this was where they were 

leading her when I followed them, and her scent is still fresh.ò 

Meeko barely recognized the squeak that squeezed itself out of his tight throat: ñWhat 

now?ò 

Maldo stared at him for a long moment. ñI think you should stay here,ò he said finally. 

ñStay hidden in that clump of brush.ò He tossed his head towards a stand of berries. ñIôll circle to 

the left, and Nadu, you circle to the right. Weôll make sure she is here, then when we meet back 

up, weôll think of a plan.ò 

Meeko swallowed. ñLook. You two have been very kind to meðto usðbut as you know, 

things could get pretty ugly. I understand if you donôt wish to go on.ò 

Nadu was already shaking his head in the stance of true loyalty so characteristic of his 

breed: ñWe wouldnôt think of making you face this alone, Meeko. You are, after all, one of our 

own.ò  

ñJust like my dad,ò whispered Meeko. ñYou are both just like my dad.ò 

 

 

 

 

   

It was clear that neither Daltu nor Teelu expected what would happen next. 

About a third of the dogs in the gathering simply melted away. Some backed slowly into 

the woods, others turned and made their way through the crowd of dogs to the edge of the forest 

where they disappeared into the trees, and still others ran boldly away from the stone altar. 

Whatever their method of exit, each of these dogs shed their sheepskins, leaving them in piles at 

the edge of the clearing before racing through the settlement, crossing the meadow, wading 

across the creek and disappearing into the woods on the other side. There was no clear leader in 

this bunch, yet they would all later report that it was like something in the sky was beckoning 

them, pulling them onward with a force they were unable to ignore.  



 

                                                                                                                                                     

 Out of the Pack II: By Their Fruitsé 159  

When they reached the burial caves, Quaelik was waiting for them, they stopped, and as 

one, they formed a circle around her. ñItôs true,ò she whispered. ñTeelu and Little Pitro are 

brothers, but thanks be to the Great Sheep, Little Pitro lives, and the same Great Sheep is calling 

each one of you to Him.ò 

Although the dogs in the circle heard her words, something invisible, something up in the 

sky, held their full attention; and then, one by one, a tiny patch of sheepôs wool appeared on most 

of their backs.... 

 

 

 

Abyºk awoke with a start. She felt weak, ravished; and try as she might, she couldnôt 

make her legs work well enough to bring her to a sitting position. Her captors had each attacked 

her. Large patches of fur, as well as most of the wool on her back, had been ripped away, leaving 

bloody blotches all over her body. She knew she should be in pain, and with all the blood loss, 

she shouldnôt even be conscious; but she wasnôt feeling faint, and for the moment at least, there 

was no pain. It was like she had been wrapped up in a warm animal skin, and she drew courage 

and strength from the feeling. Her defiant whisper rang forth, reaching the ears of the great 

fighting dogs: ñYou can torture me all you want. You can even kill me; but you wonôt find out 

where the girls have gone.ò 

Three of the big fighting dogs lunged forward, but Shualuôs sharp bark stopped them. 

ñWe need her alive!ò 

ñSheôs lying,ò barked the bull mastiff. ñHer mate knows where theyôve gone.ò 

ñThen we find him before we kill her!ò 

As five of the ferocious dog charged back down the trail, Abyºkôs body began to throb, 

and she suddenly felt very tired. The loss of blood, no doubt, but there was also a strange ache in 

her gut. She rolled to her side, hoping to ease the pain. The rain had finally stopped, and the 

remaining brisk breeze that was rapidly chasing away the cloud cover made her shiver. The 

golden altar in front of her began to weave ever so slightly. She closed her eyes and dropped her 

heavy head. She would have never believed it possible, but she found herself actually thanking 

the Great Sheep for her scrap with Meeko that morning. If it hadnôt been for their argument, he 

would have been with her when they entered the settlement. As it was, if he came to the 
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settlement at all, it would have been much later. Maybe someone would tell him, or maybe he 

never left their little island, or better yet, maybe he was heading back to Hayakôs meadow, safe 

and sound.... It was wishful thinking; but somehow, it brought comfort as her ravished, pain-

ridden body drifted back into the blessed realm of unconsciousness.  

 

 

Though the crowd was smaller, things were far from calm. The remaining dogs quickly 

split their allegiance, with the majority remaining loyal to Daltu. The ones who swore fealty to 

Teelu, however, were the larger, fiercer dogs, and without even waiting for Teeluôs command, 

they tore into the group of Daltuôs followers. Only Daltuôs faithful German Shepherd guard was 

able to fend them off; but not without the shedding of much innocent blood. A dozen or more 

small and medium-sized dogs, mostly of more peaceful breeding, fell under the ferocious teeth of 

Teeluôs dogs that evening, and even two of the guard succumbed to the brutal onslaught. By 

nightfall, Daltu and his dogs had been forced to retreat to distant caves at the western end of the 

long valley, while Teeluôs followers took possession of the settlement grottoes. 

Ten of them tracked Biämic to the grotto where Teelu and his brothers and sisters had 

been born. It was only a matter of minutes before they shredded another three German Shepherds 

and chased off the rest with tucked tails. Leaving a semi-circle of five dogs to guard the entrance 

to the cave, they returned to the stone altar to bow their heads before Teelu. 

 

Teelu should have been happy with the turn of events, but he wasnôt. The idea of that 

black puppy burned within him like a brewing volcano. One word from him, and Biämic, along 

with her mother and all of those stinking pups, would be gone. Forever. One less sheep-skinned 

creature in the world, and several more who would never be have the chance to grow that stupid 

wool. 

But that would be too easy, wouldnôt it? He had seen her quake with fear. He had seen 

the panic in her eyes at the mere sound of his voice. He would not let her off so easily. Oh, he 

would kill herðor better, have her killed so that the stain of her blood wouldnôt be on his 

innocent shouldersðbut before he did, he would do whatever it took to inflict her with such 

terror that she wouldnôt be able to suckle those appalling puppies. She would be forced to watch 
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them all die, one by one.... He turned to his followers. ñDo not touch her yet. Death by your teeth 

is not nearly cruel enough for that traitor.ò 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ςς 

 

 

How long Abyök was allowed to lay in her state of semi-consciousness at the base of the 

golden alter, she didnôt know, for it seemed only seconds before the pain of jagged nails on her 

torn flesh brought her again to a fully alert state. 

ñGet up!ò 

She grunted. Fighting to stay conscious as another wave of pain nearly overcame her, she 

struggled to rise before the rough nails of the dog could rake her side again. 

ñGet over here!ò 

ñIðcanôt. IðI donôt haveðthe strength.ò 

A low growl was her only response, 

Be my strength, great One, she whispered. I canôt do it on my own!  

Somehow she managed to stumble forward; but the scene on the other side of the gold-

plated altar only served to sicken her further. There, between four of Shualuôs fighters, stood the 

one dog she mostðand leastðwanted to see: Meeko! Her sides began to heave as she coughed 

up bile, then her legs collapsed under her and everything went black. 

 

Meekoôs head and tail drug the ground as they forced him forward until he was about ten 

feet from the golden altar. The pair of yellow brothers had only been gone a few minutes when 

Shualuôs fighters found him cowering under the berry bushes and forced him with laid-back ears 

and bared teeth into the clearing. Now, in the dim light from the scattering of stars that peeked 

intermittently through the cloud cover, he could only just make out Abyºkôs battered and broken 

body dark form; but the strong scent of fresh blood brought on a sense of overwhelming despair. 

Shualu, from his place at the base of the golden altar, ignored the sheep-skinned yellow 

labôs reaction. ñTell us! What have you done with my mates?ò 

Meeko swallowed, trying to quell his shaking limbs. ñIðI donôt know.ò 

ñTell us or we will kill her,ò snarled a wicked voice, from the left this time. 

ñNo,ò Meeko heard himself say. ñDonôt hurt her. I donôt know where they are. She-she 

didnôt tell me.ò 

ñYouôre lying!ò Shualu nodded towards the pit bull terrier who grabbed Meekoôs ear, 
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sinking his teeth into the silken flap until blood squirted forth. 

ñLook,ò Meeko breathed. ñAll I can tell you is....ò 

A soft whine reached his ears. He knew it came from the still form of his mate at the foot 

of the altar. Then, suddenly, the darkness seemed to lighten. Abyök, Shualu and the company of 

fighting dogs, along with the shadowy form of the golden altar, seemed to disappear, and Meeko 

could feel the warm breath of a dog towering over him. At first he thought he was in the presence 

of a giant dog; but as he glanced down at his own paws and saw that they were covered in yellow 

fuzz, he realized that the dog wasnôt huge at all. Rather, he, himself, was very small! 

The deep, rich voice was also very familiar: ñThereôs a flash flood on the way, son. Iôve 

been looking everywhere for you. Your mother and litter mates are already safe on higher 

ground. Now come. We have to run!ò 

ñIðI canôt, dad,ò he heard himself whimper. ñIôm too afraid.ò Meeko then felt the gentle 

touch of his fatherôs teeth as they grasped the nap of his neck, and moments later, he found 

himself flying over the rocks, racing for higher ground. 

The scene changed slightly then. What had been rocky and barren ground was now 

covered with soft grass and flowers in so many brilliant colors that they dazzled his eyes. 

Though he wasnôt exactly sure how the transformation had taken place, he was no longer flying 

over the ground in his fatherôs teeth. Instead, he was bigger, and he knew somehow that he was 

supposed to be running after his father. He was afraid, however, and his feet refused to move. 

ñIðI canôt,ò he whimpered. ñI canôt go any farther!ò 

The adult dog whipped around to face him, and the action was so sudden that Meeko 

jammed into him. ñYou can do it, Meeko. I believe in you.ò 

It was Nicku. Again. 

ñBut dad, Iôm scared!ò 

ñThere are dogs counting on you, Meeko. Your mother is counting on you, and so are 

your sisters and brothers. You canôt let them down.ò 

ñBut Iôm not strong enough. Iôm not fast enough.ò 

ñYou donôt need to be strong, or fast, or even brave.ò The wise yellow face came in close 

then. ñWhat you need is to love them enough to try. Donôt forget that you can trust the Good 

Shepherd and the Great Sheep to give you the strength, speed and courage you lack.ò 

ñBut....ò 
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The scene again changed. The ground underneath his feet was once again stony and cold, 

and the dim light was gone. He could smell his fatherôs presence, but there was also an 

overpowering odor of another dog. His heart skipped a beat as he realized where he was: In the 

cave, the night his father was murdered! No, Great Sheep. Please, any scene from my life but this 

one. I donôt want to relive this! But the words that came out of his mouth were different: ñLetôs 

get out of here!ò 

ñShhh.ò The sound was brief, but it carried a lot of meaning. 

Then came that hated voice he had tried so long to forget: ñYou. Youôre a young one. 

Youôll make an excellent addition to the pack.ò 

ñI will never join your pack.ò  

But the words he had just spoken.... Were they truly his?  

Then he realized something huge: He hadnôt been afraid that night. His faith in the Great 

Sheep and his love for his father had been so strong that there hadnôt been any room for fear.... 

ñShhh.ò It was his father speaking again. ñHe can kill my body, but he canôt kill my 

spirit.ò As Meeko listened, he could hear Nicku taking that fatal step towards the killer dog: 

ñYou already know I wear a sheepskin, and Iôm sure you know this means that when I die, I go 

to the Emerald Caverns. My life there will be for eternity, full of all the beauty and joy that the 

Shepherd first intended for us to have.ò 

A sob bubbled up in Meekoôs throat. When had he forgotten these words? When had he 

let his fear overwrite this basic truth? 

His fatherôs voice again drew his attention: ñThe Great Sheep loves you, Timru. Heôs 

calling you to Him. He knows that you arenôt truly happy here. He wants to make you happy.ò 

Meeko could only shake his head in the face of such selfless love. Nicku knew he would 

be killed, but he still did everything he could to bring just one more lost dog under the care of the 

Great Sheep.... 

Then came the feeling of a heavy body rushing through the oppressive air, and a crash as 

Nicku jumped forward in the dark, placing himself between Meeko and their attacker. His body 

caught the full impact of Timruôs lunge, and both dogs came crashing down on the cave floor, 

just inches from where Meeko stood. ñHereôs what I do to sheep,ò hissed Timru through bared 

teeth. ñI kill them.ò 
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Then came that sickening sound, the one that Meeko would never in his life forget: The 

sound of teeth locking themselves on his fatherôs throat.... ñYou kill my father and you will 

really never be able to have a sheepskin!ò he heard himself say. 

But then that loving voice came one last time: ñNo Meeko. Violence is the way of the 

pack, not the way of the Great Sheep.ò And next, ñItôs not true what my son said. Heôs young 

and inexperienced. The Great Sheep loves you, and if my death is what it takes to lead you to 

eternal life in the Emerald Caverns, then I do not die in vain.ò Then the words that Meeko had 

never fully understood rolled forth: ñOh Great One, forgive him. He doesnôt know what he is 

doing.ò 

With these words, the scene again changed. Light streamed down, and Meeko felt himself 

drawn outside, through the craggy opening of the cave that would serve as his fatherôs burial site, 

into an open meadow illuminated with soft light. 

ñCome Meeko!ò 

The light, as well as the soft but commanding words, emanated from a huge sheep, and 

Meeko was overcome with shame. ñNo, Great One,ò he whispered. ñI am not worthy. IðI have 

lost my first love. I have let my fright overcome me, and now, now Abby is in danger, and Iôm 

too afraid to help her!ò 

ñDo you still wish to run?ò 

The voice was like oil over troubled waters, and Meeko found he could honestly shake 

his head. ñIf my father could willingly give up his life to save one of Your lost dogs, how can I 

abandon her? But oh, Great One, IðI donôt know what to do!ò 

ñIf you lack wisdom, you should ask the Good Shepherd, who gives generously to all 

without finding fault, and it will be given to you.ò 

Meeko blinked. Of course. How had he forgotten all this? ñBut Iôm afraid,ò he 

whimpered again. 

ñThere is no fear in perfect love, for love casts out fear.ò 

Meeko couldnôt argue with the words. After all, isnôt this what his father had tried to tell 

him when he was little? If only he loved enough, he could overcome his fear? But there had to be 

more to it than that.... ñGreat One, I donôt know how to love perfectly.ò 

ñI will provide all your needs.ò 
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Meeko dropped his gaze. Scenes from the past few weeks now flashed in front of his 

eyes. He saw himself arguing with Abyºk every time she tried to reach out to a dog in need. ñOh, 

Great One, I have done so much harm! I am so weak.ò 

ñBut I am strong, and My strength is perfected in weakness.ò 

The light faded as the Great Sheep vanished, and Meeko once again found himself in the 

clearing with the shadowy form of the golden altar looming above him. He could hear the 

growling of the fighting dogs, he could sense Abyºkôs presence, and he could smell the fresh 

blood; but something was very different. His fear was gone, and the space it had occupied in his 

heart was now filled with pity and compassion. He saw the dogs surrounding him in a totally 

different light. He understood how twisted their version of truth had become, how they had been 

simple victims of the lies of the evil one. 

Yet behind the pity and compassion was still another emotion: perfect, unselfish love. 

Love for the four dogs Abyök had hidden away; love for all the hurting settlement dogs; but 

mostly, love for all the creatures that the Great Sheep loved. He took a deep breath and turned to 

face his enemies: ñNo!ò He swallowed, unable to believe the word had actually come from him; 

but then he heard himself continuing: ñYou can do what you want to me, and you can do what 

you want to my mate; but I will not tell you what you want to know.ò 

 

 

 

Biämic huddled in the corner of the cave, her three young puppies buried under the folds 

of her soft, full belly. They tried to nurse, but the milk wouldnôt flow. 

ñYouôre afraid, Biªmic,ò crooned her mother. ñYour fear is keeping the milk from 

coming.ò 

ñBut it hurts. When they touch me, it hurts.ò 

ñI know, I know, but until the milk flows, you will find no relief. Try to relax.ò 

The sound of vicious snarling and barking at the entrance to the cave only brought on 

more waves of fear. "How can I relax, mother, with the blood of Daltuôs dogs flowing down the 

hillside?" 

Rezbak sighed. ñI know, I know.ò Her gentle tongue began licking the swollen milk 

glands. After a few minutes she whispered: ñTell me about the sheepskin.ò 
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Biämic whined. It seemed to her that there were so many other things to think about at 

the moment. 

ñIf the sheepskin is truly what Little Pitro says it is,ò Rezbak crooned, ñthen I think I 

might need one myself, and very soon.ò 

Biªmic whined again, but after a few moments, she complied. ñItôs all true. The Great 

Sheep is real. I saw Him, and mother, He exudes loveðand wisdomðand Truth. Oh, mother, I 

canôt really explain it. I know what Iôm saying doesnôt make sense, but words arenôt adequate. 

When I saw Him, when I felt His love for me, it was love like nothing Iôve ever known.ò She 

looked up at Rezbak, whose busy tongue still washed her swollen milk sacks. ñI know you and 

father love me, and up until then, that was the purest, most unselfish love I had ever known. But 

the Great Sheep doesnôt just give love, He is love.ò She looked away, frustrated by her lack of 

ability to put her thoughts into words. ñI canôt even describe what I sensed when I met Him, but 

His love drew me in, and I could do nothing other than give my life to Him. When I did, I began 

to grow this sheepskin.ò 

ñSo what do we have to do to see this Great Sheep?ò Though calm and flowing, 

wistfulness edged Rezbakôs voice. 

ñOh mother, you donôt have to see Him to receive His sheepskin. All you have to do is 

believe in Him: Believe He is there; believe in His love; believe in the power of His skin to cover 

all the bad things youôve done; believe in the fact that He longs to have a relationship with you, 

to walk with you and talk with you; believe in the power of His skin to allow you entrance to the 

Emerald Caverns when you die.ò 

The licking stopped as Rezbak busily wiggled her way out of the sheepskin that she had 

worn for so long. ñI want this, daughter. Yes, I believe, and Iôm sorry I ever supported Daltuôs 

lies. I, too, want to become a follower of this Great Sheep.ò 

It was too dark in the cave for either dog to see what happened next, but their keen noses 

both registered it at the same time: Rezbakôs back took on a faint new aromaðthe scent of the 

Great sheep. 

At that exact moment, Biªmicôs milk began to flow. 
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ςσ 

 

ñThey have them!ò Maldo scampered into the settlement, barking as he ran. 

The moon was just peeking from behind the thinning cloud cover, and long, ghostly 

shadows stretched from the trees at the edge of the forest across the small clearing. As Maldo 

skidded to a stop, dogs of all shapes, colors and sizes emerged from the shadows. 

ñShualu and the other fighters are torturing them. Weôve got to do something!ò 

The dogs crowded around the yellow lab as barks of ñWhere?ò and ñHow can we help?ò 

filled the air. 

ñThey are back at the Golden Altar. Nadu is keeping an eye on things, but we have to 

think of a plan to rescue them, and quick!ò 

Even in the dim shadows of the moonlight, the size of the group took Maldo by surprise. 

It seemed the entire settlement had gathered in the clearing. Sure, Shualu possibly had spies in 

the group; but the important thing was that at least a hundred dogs were hearing his plea for help, 

and most of these had, at one time or another, been touched by the kindness of Abyök and 

Meeko. 

ñBut they are so big and strong!ò The voice, laden with fear, squeaked from the throat of 

a corgi. ñMost of us are of smaller breeds!ò 

Though he couldnôt see the dogs clearly, Maldo knew she was right. It had indeed, been 

mostly small dogsðand mostly femalesðwho came in the evenings for food and medicine. 

Desperation filled his heart. ñAll I know is we canôt leave them there!ò 

ñI agree with Maldo.ò It was a beagle mix who spoke, and she placed herself 

courageously at the yellow labôs side. ñThose two have put their lives in danger to help us. I 

donôt know about the rest of you, but I, for one, would likely be dead if it hadnôt been for their 

loving gifts of food and medicine. When I broke my leg last spring, my mate left me to die.ò 

A cocker spaniel stepped forward then. ñShe speaks the truth. I bet that at least half of us 

would be dead by now if it werenôt for their faithful gifts of food. I know my puppies would 

certainly not have survived. I was pregnant when a wildcat attacked me, and my mate sent me 

away to die. I was so weak when the puppies arrived that I couldnôt feed them. If it hadnôt been 

for Abyök and Meeko, we would all be in the burial caves.ò 
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Other dogs now joined the two at Maldoôs side, each with their own story to tell, until 

there were only a small group left with the Corgi. Maldo was encouraged by the response, but at 

the same time, no one seemed to have the slightest idea how to help, and when the rosy colours 

of dawn began reaching their fingers across the eastern sky, they were no closer to a plan than 

they had been the moment Maldo appeared. Only one thing was clear: Abyök and Meeko had 

impacted the settlement in a far greater way than either of them knew. 

The little Corgiôs shaking voice again squeaked forth: ñWe need to go back to our 

grottoes. If pack dogs find us here, weôll be punished for sure.ò 

ñHavenôt you heard?ò It was a Greyhound/Standard Poodle mix who spoke. ñThe pack 

left early yesterday morning, and all Shualuôs fighting dogs are with him at the Golden Altar.ò 

ñWhat? You mean none of them are here?ò 

Maldo cocked his ears forward in interest. Dare he hope it was true? Without the pack 

dogs, maybe Meeko and Abyök would stand a fighting chance.... 

The Greyhound Doodle tossed her curls. "They headed west. There was something about 

a celebration they want to hold on the anniversary of Timruôs death.ò 

 

  The news quieted the group for a moment, just enough for a sharp bark to be heard in 

the distance, and seconds later, Nadu skidded into the clearing. ñItôs okay,ò he whispered, noting 

his brotherôs concerned look. ñThey are sleeping for the moment.ò 

The beagle mix cocked her ears forward in excitement: ñThen they are still alive?ò 

Nadu nodded, panting from his exertion, ñFor now at least; but Abyºk is losing a lot of 

blood. Iôm not sure why. They ripped her up pretty bad, but the wounds seem superficial. Itôs 

like sheôs hemorrhaging or something. They havenôt hurt Meekoðyetðbut they wonôt let him 

near her.ò He paused then, to thoughtfully lick his jowls. ñYou wouldnôt believe the courage of 

those two. You should see how they stood up to those fighting dogs and how they looked at them 

withðpityðor was it love?ò 

Maldo shook his head. ñWe have to do something for them.ò 

ñThere is only one thing we can do for them now.ò 

The soft voice silenced the group as eyes busily searched the gathering light for who had 

spoken. It was a newcomer, a Bull Mastiff female from the settlementôs southern end. Her name 

was Bettik, and as she stepped forward, the smaller dogs backed away in fear. 
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ñDonôt worry, little ones,ò she cooed as she approached the yellow labs in the center of 

the clearing. ñMy mate is likely the one who ripped the biggest piece of skin for Abyºkôs body, 

but I come in peace. Listen now, for there is only one thing we can do for these two wonderful, 

woolly dogs. We can do what they have begged us for weeks to do: We can seriously consider 

the difference between their woolly backs and our sheepskins.ò 

The group stared at her, dumbfounded. 

She chuckled. ñYou didnôt think I knew, did you? I have come here every evening. Not to 

gather foodðmy mate has always been good about thatðbut my curiosity drew me. All my life 

Iôve heard that I needed to wear a sheepskin; but other than telling me it was óthe wayô, no one 

ever gave me an explanation that made sense. Some said I had to wear one to not be different. 

Others said it would save me, and perhaps it has saved me from the jaws of the pack. But I stand 

before you today and I ask you all a question: If you put Shualu and the Shamru, with their filthy 

sheepskins, beside Abyök and Meeko, with their woolly backs, which ones are you most drawn 

to?ò She paused, but when no one answered, she continued: ñIs it the ones who control you with 

force? Who steal your hard-earned food? Kill your puppies? Rape your daughters? All in the 

name of a filthy sheepskin? Or are you drawn to the ones who risk their lives to bring help to our 

settlement? Should we stand by the ones who would rather kill us than look at us? Or should our 

loyalty be to the ones who live every moment of their lives putting themselves into danger to 

give food and medicine for dogs they donôt even know?ò The silence that continued to reign over 

Bettikôs group of listeners was nearly palatable. ñIôll tell you which ones I wish to support, and 

itôs not the ones with the dirty skins strapped around their middles. Iôm drawn to the ones who 

show unselfish, undeserved love. Iôm drawn to the woolly fur growing from the backs of the pair 

of dogs who are now in the custody of my mate. There may not be much we can do at the 

moment to help them, but I, for one, am going to do the one thing that would give meaning to 

their lives: I am going to shed this stinky sheepskin, and then Iôm going to call out to this Great 

Sheep they speak of and ask Him for the type of sheepskin they wear.ò She reached her massive 

head around, and taking the sheepskin between her teeth, she ripped it down the middle and 

tossed it into the air. 

Maldo stared in awe as one by one, nearly all the settlement dogs did the same, then he 

ripped off his sheepskin as well. ñAnyone who wants to seek after this Great Sheepôs skin, pay 

attention.ò He turned his muzzle skyward: ñOh Great Sheep, I donôt know how to talk to You. I 
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donôt even know where You are. All I know is that if Your skin makes dogs as caring and loving 

as Meeko and Abyök, then I want it! I wantðYou!ò 

Over the next few moments, most of the settlement dogs repeated his words, and one by 

one, curly wool appeared between their shoulder blades. 

Nadu marveled over the yellow sheepôs wool on his back for a moment, then he jumped 

forward at a dead run: ñCome on,ò he cried over his shoulder. ñLetôs go back to the golden altar 

and show Meeko and Abyök how much we appreciate them, how much we love them and how 

much we support them in what they are doing.ò 

It only took Battik two leaps to pass Nadu as she bounded up the trail. 

 

 

 

Abyok awoke. Her acute pain of the previous night had been replaced by a dull ache, and 

this fact brought her an element of hope. She tied to raise her head, but she was too weak. She 

settled it on her forelegs instead, allowing her eyes to roam the clearing. It was dark when she 

arrived the previous evening, and having never been here before, she was curious to see this 

infamous place by the light of day. She watched quietly as the black turned to gray. It was clear 

in the dawning light that the grass around the golden altar was sparse and trampled, as if the altar 

had been used often. The rain of the previous evening had turned everything into a sticky, black 

mess, and the mud also covered most of her body. She silently thanked the Great Sheep for its 

soothing qualities. 

The Eastern sky was now lit by a rosy glow, promising a warm, sunny day. This thought 

brought her courage, and she glanced over to the group of dogs. Meeko lay curled up about 20 

feet away, still asleep. Something had happened to him during the night, and though she wasnôt 

sure what it was, never had she seen him so courageous, so plucky, so audacious. Why Shualuôs 

fighters hadnôt stripped him of his sheepskin, she didnôt know. Neither did she understand why 

she was left alive. It was true that she was the only one who knew where Shualuôs mates could 

be found, but it wasnôt like the pack to just scratch their captives up a bit and then let them go to 

sleep 

.... 
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Abyºkôs mind now moved to her own injuries. She hadnôt yet made the effort to take 

inventory of them, but as she lay in the mud, she realized that though she hurt all over, the worst 

was definitely the dull throb she felt low in her belly. What that could be, she didnôt know, for as 

far as she was aware, her injuries had all been inflicted to her back and sides. She turned her nose 

to investigate, and what she saw caused momentary terror to rise in the pit of her gut: a large 

puddle of blood had gathered under her hind end. Was she hemorrhaging? Was she dying? Had 

she beenðcarrying puppies? 

Abyök whined softly. It would explain the recent feelings of fatigue and increased 

appetite. It would also explain the fullness and heaviness she had experienced lately. With the 

amount of blood puddled under her tail, however, she was well aware that she was no longer 

carrying them....  

A wave of bitter discouragement washed over her: Youôll never get out of here. Theyôll 

kill both you and Meeko, and then they will find Loke and the others. And all for what? Not a 

single settlement dog has taken a sheepskin.... 

ñBut thatôs not true,ò she argued aloud. ñThree of them did take sheepskins!ò 

The voice in her head switched tactics: Not even one of the settlement dogs you have been 

caring for lifted a paw to help when Shualu came forðyou! 

This time she couldnôt reason her way out of her discouragement, and sobs wracked her 

thin frame: Oh Great One, itôs too soon. We havenôt finished our work. We.... But even as she 

thought the words, she knew they were wrong. She had followed the Great Sheepôs lead since the 

day she agreed to become Meekoôs mate. She had to believe it wasnôt all for naught.... 

Meeko stirred now, raising his woolly head to look at her. There was a look of intense 

love in his eyes, and if she wasnôt mistaken, his left ear flicked forward for a fraction of a 

second. 

She swallowed, encouraged by the tiny gesture. Meeko was tossing his head now, ever so 

slightly, as if trying to get her to look at something at the perimeter of the clearing. She lifted her 

eyes to stare into the shadows of the mighty oaks and elms. If she used her imagination, she was 

sure there were many different shapesðdog shapesðat the forestôs edge. Who could they be? As 

she watched, a mighty Bull Mastiff emerged from the shadows, followed by a pair of yellow 

labs; and then, one by one, dogs began emerging from all around. As the morning sun rose high 

enough to cast its first rays into the clearing, the breath caught in Abyºkôs throat: each of these 
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dear dogs had shed his or her removable sheepskin, and from the backs of each of them, tiny 

patches of sheepôs wool now grew! She swallowed. She could feel strength returning to her 

limbs as courage flowed through her veins. She pushed herself to her feet. ñThank You!ò She 

raised her muzzle heavenward then, and her voice rang out: ñOh Great One, I have accomplished 

my purpose in this place, and if it is what You wish, I am now ready to go Home!ò 

ñItôs all because of you, Abby!ò Meekoôs voice dripping with pride. 

ñNo.ò Abyºk shook her head: ñItôs because of Him!ò 

If she had thought about it, she would never have done anything to further rouse the 

attention of their captives; but she didnôt think, and a sharp, happy bark escaped her throat. Sure 

enough, the sound awakened Shualu and his fighters; but as they rose to their feet, growling and 

bristling, she realized something powerful: She wasnôt afraid! In fact, all she felt was unthinkable 

joy and love! 

 

At the sight of the settlement dogs, sudden fear instilled itself in Shualuôs heart. Though 

he and his entourage were by far the biggest, strongest and most ferocious, they were frightfully 

outnumbered. Besides, it would have taken something mighty power indeed to make all those 

dogs exchange their sheepskins for that silly wool! 

He could feel the eyes of his fighters looking to him for direction, and he had no idea 

what to tell them. Where was the Shamru and the pack dogs when he needed them? Why had 

they chosen this particular time to take some random trip east? Of course he knew that it had 

actually all been his idea; but now it seemed soépoorly timed! He had to say something, and he 

forced his voice into a snarl: ñYouôve all just signed your death warrants!ò 

To his astonishment, one of the dogs was plucky enough to answer him: ñActually, for 

the first time in all our years, weôve just begun to live!ò 

What amazed Shualu perhaps the most was that it was one of the cowardly yellow labs 

who spoke! Was it Maldo? He shook his head. 

Bettik took courage at the gesture. She moved forward, making a show of sidling up to 

her mate and nuzzling his ear. ñYou should try it, you know. In fact, you should all try it. You 

wouldnôt believe the difference.ò 

Her mate growled and snapped at her; but she didnôt flinch. 
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ñHave no fear!ò It was Maldo again. ñWe are not here to fight. We are here in support of 

Abyök and Meeko. If that means that we are now your captives, then we gladly surrender to 

you.ò 

Shualu laid back his eyes and growled. He wasnôt sure what he had expected, but 

certainly not this. It was, perhaps, the first time he had ever taken the time to think about dogs 

who had curly wool for fur.... 

The difference is that mine was a gift from the Great sheep! 

His gut clenched at the memory of Abyokôs words. What if what she said were true? But 

no. It couldnôt be! Nonetheless, he couldnôt argue that these dogs with wool on their backs 

represented something very differentðsomething aggravatingly differentðandðmaybeð

something betterðthan the dogs of his own congregation.... 

ñGive the order and weôll take them down!ò 

The snarling voice to his left came from one of the pitbulls. 

ñIf they arenôt gonna fight back, we could slaughter them all in less than an hour.ò 

Shualu gave a slight nod, then he barked sharply to call everyone to attention; but when 

he spoke, his voice was only loud enough to reach the ears of his fighters: ñWe will not take 

them down, not yet. Instead, we will take them to the Shamru where they can be used as 

sacrifices for the celebration!ò  
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ςτ 

 

Little Pitro raised his head from the forest floor, panting in the heat of the afternoon sun. 

It had been 12 weeks since the attack that had ripped the Great Sheepôs skin from his back. 

Although there was still very little precipitation and the once full and abundant streams and 

creeks had dried to mere trickles, the cooler nights and shortening days were a sure sign fall was 

finally upon the land. 

In the past few weeks Little Pitroôs band of Great Sheep followers had grown to thirty; 

and each dog now sported the Great Sheepôs skin. It brought the young retriever great pleasure to 

see how the settlement dogs were learning to trust, and he did his best to be a good example and 

to guide them in the ways of the Good Shepherd. 

His mouth split open in a yawn. For all practical purposes, he had recovered from the 

attack; but he was still tired all the time. The tiniest exertion, the shortest of hunts, all left him 

exhausted, and nothing he did would relieve the ache in his joints. He was sure it was the 

lingering consequences of his injuries, but he couldnôt completely rule out worry as a possible 

cause.... 

Biämic was the reason for his worry. It had been four weeks since she left the group and 

returned to the settlement. With the arrival of her puppies imminent, Little Pitro had perceived a 

restlessness in the young retriever. The others assured him it was the way of girl-dogs. ñShe will 

no doubt want to be with her mother,ò they had said, and true to their prediction, Biªmic declared 

she was returning to the settlement. Little Pitro tried to stop her, but nothing he said or did would 

change her mind. The day she left, she did her best to console him: ñIôll be okay, Pit. I just need 

to see my mother.ò 

ñI will come with you.ò 

She had firmly declined his offer, even before the words had completely exited his 

mouth: ñNo, Pit. This is something I must do alone. Besides....ò 

Though she didnôt finish her sentence, Little Pitro knew that she was going to say he 

couldnôt travel fast enough for them to get back to the settlement in time. He decided on another 

angle of argument: ñYou wear the Great Sheepôs skin now, Biªmic. It will be dangerous.ò 
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She had teased him then, playfully romping about, licking at his face. ñYou are acting 

like a father dog, Pit. Could it be that you care about m....ò 

Her voice had trailed off, but Little Pitro knew what she had wanted to say, and it was 

this question that had constantly played on his mind since her departure. 

Biªmic had changed the subject then: ñHavenôt you taught me to put my trust in the Good 

Shepherd and the Great Sheep? I am not afraid of what they will do to me. I know that I go in the 

care my new Best Friend. Besides....ò She had approached him then, pushing her nose under the 

scarred mass that had at one time been his left ear: ñI know I have friends who care enough to 

talk to the Good Shepherd about meðfriends like you!ò 

That was the first time his heart had lurched; but it was not the last. ñI will come with 

you," he repeated. "We will all come with you.ò 

But Biªmic wouldnôt hear of it. 

Little Pitro wasnôt really surprised, and for fear of upsetting her and causing the 

upcoming birthing process to go badly, he hadn't insisted further; but his heart had not rested 

easily since the day she turned her steps towards the settlement. 

He now pulled himself to his feet and wearily stretched to his full height. ñIôm going after 

her!ò He wasnôt speaking to anyone in particular. In reality, he didnôt think anyone was near 

enough to hear; but his little band of sheep-skinned dogs began appearing then, one by one, until 

they surrounded him. 

Tanno began the statements of loyalty: ñIôll come with you!ò Then each dog in turn said 

the same. 

It warmed Little Pitroôs heart to see the devotion of his new friends, and he nodded; but 

there was no time for further discussion, for a sharp bark sounded from up the trail. It was Lazo, 

a young collie who had disappeared on a scouting mission a few days earlier. He now 

approached them on the run, and he wasnôt alone.  

ñIôve found them,ò he panted between leaps, then he skidded to a halt just inches from the 

group of dogs surrounding their leader. 

Sensing the excitement in the collie, Tannoôs tail swished so hard that it brushed against 

his sides. ñFound who? Who did you find?ò 

ñThe others,ò Lazo barked. ñThe sheep who left the settlement in the spring. See?ò he 

indicated the greyhound at his side. 
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A chorus of happy barks filled the air, and Little Pitro stretched out his nose to welcome 

the newcomer. ñWhat is your name?ò 

ñI am Chanik,ò stated the merry dog. 

Chanik! The name rang a bell in Little Pitroôs mind, and he curiously sniffed her 

shoulder. ñYou are Hayakôs child.ò 

Chanik stared at him with surprise. ñYou know my mother? Is she still alive?ò 

Little Pitro chuckled. ñShe is; but itôs a long story, and the important thing at the moment 

is that weôve finally found you. Are the others with you?ò 

The greyhound laughed gleefully. ñWeðthe settlement sheep and sheep-skinned dogsð

have been in hiding ever since my arrival in the valley last spring. We had no idea there were 

other settlement dogs who put aside the false sheepskin that the pack and their self-proclaimed 

leader ascribe to, but weðespecially Noruðwanted to bring Truth to the settlement. I was 

returning to the valley to find out how things stood when I met Lazo on the trail.ò She paused 

and glanced around the group. ñAnd now, two days later, I am surprised and delighted to see that 

the Good Shepherd has been very busy indeed.ò 

A tingly sensation had begun to spread across Little Pitroôs skin as Chanik spoke, and 

now his entire being was filled with the joy of seeing how the Great Sheep had been at work, 

even in the group of departed sheep. The remnants of his tattered ears cocked forward as his tail 

began to beat against his sides. ñWelcome Chanik,ò he repeated. ñI am honored to have known 

your mother, and I am doubly honored to know you.ò 

He turned to address the rest of the group then, and after much excited discussion, they 

agreed to a plan of action. A select few dogs would return into the foothills with Chanik to bring 

the settlement sheep and sheep-skinned dogs back into the valley where the two groups could 

join forces. Most of the rest of the dogs would stay where they were until Noru and the rest 

joined them, but Little Pitro, along with a few others, would return to the burial caves. 

They argued this part of the plan at length, but Little Pitro was adamant. He needed to 

know what was happening at the settlement; he needed to see how Quaelik was faring; and 

mostly, he needed to know what had happened to Biämic....  
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ñIs everything okay?ò The anxious little voice rang sharply through the bright morning 

air. 

Though still early, it was already hot. Bru lifted his head from the creek, water still 

dripping from his jowls. His tail wagged as he picked up the limp body of the squirrel he had 

caught and waded to the other side to drop it at the Chihuahuaôs feet. He purposefully ignored 

her question. ñAre the girls okay?ò 

Lionak nodded. ñI donôt think Loke is anywhere near her time. I think sheôs got at least 

another two weeks, if not more; but the four of them have settled into the grottoes and everyone 

but Loke has been out hunting. Not that thereôs much game around here,ò she hastened to add. 

ñThe girls will be excited to see that squirrel.ò 

Bruôs jowls curled back. The more time he spent with little Lionak, the more he respected 

her. She was always surprising him with little traits that he admired, and todayôs total lack of 

comment about herself was no different. ñAnd you?ò He lowered his voice. ñAre you okay?ò 

The little brown dog turned shyly away. ñYou know Iôm fine.ò Then she looked back. 

ñTell me: Did you see Abyºk? And Meeko?ò 

Bru slowly dropped his back-end to the ground and looked away. ñI found them.ò He 

panted for a long moment, but when Lionakôs ears dropped and her tail stopped wagging, he 

continued: ñTheyôve been captured, but theyôre okay. For now at least, though Iôm a bit worried 

about Abyºk.ò 

Lionakôs upper lip curled back slightly. ñWhat? They have Abyºk? But....ò 

ñThereôs more.ò Bru wasnôt sure what to make of his discovery at the settlement. ñI want 

the girls to hear it firsthand.ò 

Lionak wheeled around to charge over the rocky ground as fast as her short legs could 

carry her, and it was only a moment before the three terrier sisters and Loke had gathered 

around. As Bru looked from one eager face to another, excitement filled his heart. The great 

sheep had been busy. He was most definitely on the move! 

It was Loke who anxiously voiced what was on everyoneôs heart: ñAre they okay?ò 

Bru nodded. ñThey have been captured, but theyôre okay. For the moment anyway.ò 
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ñItôs my mate, isnôt it?ò Loke snarled. ñThere isnôt any evil heôs not capable of.ò 

But Bru shook his head. ñNo, Loke. I mean yes, he does have Abyºk and Meeko. In fact, 

heôs got everyone: every dog who used to come in the evenings for food and medicine. But....ò 

Loke squeezed her eyes shut. ñThis is all because of me! I should have realized he would 

be mean enough to punish the entire settlement because of me!ò 

ñAt least he cares about you,ò piped Annit. ñHe doesnôt care at all if Chabrik and I exist.ò 

ñThat doesnôt change anything.ò Lokeôs voice was strangled as she pawed at the rocky 

ground. ñI have to go back. I have to stop him!ò 

Chabrik dropped to the ground, shivering. ñOh, what can we do?ò 

Lionak, who had been watching the exchange carefully, stepped forward now, placing 

herself between the other dogs and the husky. ñThereôs something you arenôt telling us. You 

should look scaredðor madðor worriedðorðor something, but instead, there is a look of 

wonder in your stance.ò 

Bru stopped panting and dipped his head. ñFirst of all, the pack dogs are gone. Where, I 

donôt know, but the really amazing thing is that all the remaining settlement dogs, except for 

Shualu and his fighters, have thrown off their sheepskins, and every one of them has accepted the 

Great Sheepôs skin.ò 

Lionak gulped. ñEvery last one?ò A whisper was all she could squeeze out. ñYou mean 

they all took the Great Sheepôs skin?ò 

Bru nodded solemnly. ñAll but a handful. It looks like we are finally seeing the fruit of 

our work.ò 

ñWhat are we going to do? We have to help them get away from Shualu and his fighters.ò  

Bru shook his head. ñWe are so few, and they, so strong. Besides, if Iôm not wrong, it 

was the Great Sheep Himself who orchestrated this entire thing. Imagine, an entire settlement 

taking off their sheepskins and accepting His. No dog would be able to put such a massive plan 

into action.ò 

Chabrik spoke up next, and her voice shook with fright: ñWhat are they going to do with 

the settlement dogs?ò 

Bru shook his ears and looked away. ñThey are moving eastward, following the tracks of 

the pack dogs. There was only a few dogs at the settlement when I arrived. They told me what 
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had happened, and then I tracked the traveling group for a couple of days to verify the story. 

Thatôs why Iôm later than expected getting back.ò 

Lionak jumped up, panting with excitement. ñThen we are safe to travel. We can take the 

girls to Hayakôs meadow. They will be safe there, especially when the puppies are born.ò 

Bru considered this for a moment, then he glanced at Loke, and only when she slowly 

nodded her consent did his ears cock forward: ñOkay. Letôs do it!ò 

  

  


















































































































































































