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      Go the direction the spirit moves you. That was Dog's way. That's the direction Dog took.

      Dog was a mixed breed, part Golden Retriever, part German Shepherd, and sprinkled with Border Collie. Dog didn't know this, of course. Dog only knew it was dog.

      Dog walked the shoulder of the highway, sometimes dropping into the ditch onto the soft, damp grass to smell whatever interesting thing had attracted him--like a greasy rag, musty leaves, the scent trail of deer. The pads of Dog's feet were getting sore from the walking. His paws were wet, along with his fur and no matter how many times he shook, he couldn't get all the water shed off.

      Beyond the ditch, the trees were dense, thick with brush. The pine trees vaulted for the sky. When the rain came, Dog went there for shelter and rolled in the pine needles.

      The asphalt was wet from spring rains. It brought out the smell of oil and gasoline. The asphalt glistened from the wet, sometimes he'd come upon puddles that reflected the blue sky, or a break in the clouds. While it wasn't raining, the air felt wet, like fog. It wrapped around Dog's wet fur. The clouds above were thick and numerous with blue spaces between the clouds as if the white sky had begun to crack up and fall apart.

      Dog wasn't neutered. He still had his equipment fully functional hanging down between his back legs. Dog, of course, didn't know it was possible to be neutered. He was prone to urges as a result of the working equipment. The last time he had intercourse it was at a farm house ten miles back where he and an Afghan Hound had an intense minute in the horse stall where it smelled like hair, horse, manure, and rat bait.

      Dog pursued something he couldn't put his nose on. He'd know it when he saw it. Optimism was the thing that drove him--another mile down the road there will be food. Another mile down the road there will be human companionship.

      Dog was aware he was looking for something he had before.

      Dog came from a human family. They had raised him from a puppy, bought from one of those pet stores in the mall with the open pens that anyone could reach down and pet them. Man had been large, his height had reached the sky, he had big hands and big feet. As a puppy Dog slept cupped in his hands. There was Woman who smelled of wood chips and dirt, but smelled sweet too. Then there was Girl Child who liked to climb on Dog and who's giggle pleased him. The family called him Chester.

      The family had died in a fire. Dog couldn't save them. Couldn't wake them, the smoke was so thick. The smoke was bad for dog's nose. Plugged it up. Made it hard to breathe. Dog's eyes had watered and it couldn't get any further in the house than beyond the living room. The humans were upstairs. Somewhere. In the thick gray smoke that seemed to have swallowed the entire house.

      Dog wasn't Chester anymore.

      Dog knew something about people. They loved dog and they would take care of him. Dog would do anything for any human. Dog loved them for who they were.

      Dog tasted bark and dirt in his mouth from the sticks he had played with underneath the pine trees. Truthfully, he had been looking for something to eat and chewing on sticks was something to keep the edge off. Now Dog had survival on his mind.

      A pick up truck with someone riding in the bed pulled onto a the shoulder ahead of Dog. The tail lights were dim from a thick layer of mud. The person in the bed spoke through a window at the back of the truck cab. The person's voice sounded high pitch, young, a boy.

      Dog heard an angry man's voice coming from inside the cab. The voice carried up into the gray day like loud noises that bothered Dog. When the driver's side door opened, the boy in the bed scrambled up with a backpack, jumped over the side of the truck, rolled down the ditch, and then regained his footing and ran for the pines

      The driver side door slammed shut and the truck launched onto the road, the tires spinning and sending gravel raining back at Dog.

      Gravel landed at Dog's front paws and he cowered. He watched for the boy now in the trees.

      And dog took off, his legs sprinting, strong, and hopeful as if he were chasing a rabbit. Dog didn't take his eyes off the boy's entry point into the trees. It was dark in between the trees and they looked deep, too. Dog could smell the boy--he smelled sour, unwashed, and he also smelled like feces. Yet, underneath all that, Dog smelled desperation.

      Dog raced across the ditch and through the tall, wet grass between the road and the trees. The long wet grass brushed his coat with water and his fur got wet. Dog's breath misted in front of his face. He was panting, his tongue lolling out of his mouth, sweating away perspiration.

      The boy poked his head out of a space between trees. He looked down the road, the direction the pickup had gone. Then he heard Dog thrashing through the grass and his head snapped towards him.

      The boy looked startled, but instantly he smiled when he realized it was Dog. He had a dirty face but the blue eyes blazed bright. He wore a thin jacket that was as soaking wet.

      The boy squatted, his backpack at his feet, and he held his arms out to dog. He made kiss-kiss sounds and said, "Come here, boy. You hitching too?"

      Dog, with his tail wagging, ran to the man. When dog sniffed his hand it smelled of weeds, gasoline, oil, and a sour smell. Dog licked his hand just the same, tasting the salt as well as the sour. He also smelled young, like mother's milk, which took Dog back in his memories rolling around with his brothers and sisters trying to get at their own mother's teats.

      Dog smelled calm from the boy, most likely relief from whatever happened aboard that pickup. His black hair plastered to his skull like a helmet. His face had stubble and Dog's tongue scratched against the stubble when he licked his face. Dog whined, brushing his body up against his, encouraging the warmth for both of them.

      "Hey now, aren't you a friendly fellow," the boy said.

      Dog licked his ears, tasting bitter wax and sweat.

      The boy stood, but dog sat down next to his feet and leaned against his legs. He smiled at Dog and reached down and caressed his neck and shoulders. Dog felt the tension drain out of him as if the boy's touch was magic.

      "Let's hit the road together, hey boy," he said, his breath fogging before his face. He looked at the road as a semi-trailer rumbled by with a cloud of mist in its wake. "Both of us need a place warm and dry."

      The cadence of his voice was welcoming and lovely. Dog would stay with this boy. Together, they would find warmth and food. Dog groaned happily, its tail wagging fast.

      "I'll call you Sam, that's my brother's name."

      Dog's ears perked up.

      "Sam!" the boy said and Dog's whole body wagged and quivered. He barked in agreement. "Sam it is," the boy said. Happiness was so intoxicating, Dog knew Boy was the one.

      Boy trotted to the road, his backpack shrugged over his shoulder. Dog ran at his heels and peeled off around him. Dog reached the embankment to the road before Boy and climbed the embankment wet with grass and weeds in three quick strides. Dog stood waiting for Boy as he climbed up the embankment, slipped, and had to climb again. He pulled at the weeds to help himself onto the shoulder and dog encouraged him by licking his face.

      As cars whooshed by with gusts of wind and mist, Boy jacked out his thumb. Two cars passed without stopping.

      "Come on, Sam," Boy said as he began to walk the shoulder.

      Dog followed.

      Sometimes Dog walked by Boy's side, basking in his presence. Dog thought well of him. Boy walked with a swift stride and a swagger of confidence. He talked to Dog, telling Sam he was a good dog, telling him just a little further. Every time Boy reached down to pet him, Dog's heart leaped. Dog matched pace with him, stride for stride, Sam's tale held up high and waving.

      Boy spent considerable time talking. "Sam was my little brother," he said. "If he had a tail, he'd be wagging it just like you. Such a good natured kid. I don't think he had a bad bone in his body. Me, on the other hand
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