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CHAPTER ONE

Abandoned

A dog stood by the side of a road. His Owner had removed the shiny collar he’d worn with pride ever since he was a pup, pushed him out of the car and sped away, leaving him there. All alone. The poor creature, who couldn’t make head or tail of what was happening, remained rooted to the spot, under a streetlamp, without moving an inch.

If my Owner has left me here, he reasoned, surely he will soon return.

An hour went by, then two and then four more. But of the Owner, not a trace. With a soft hum the streetlamp turned on, casting a pool of yellow light around the Dog beyond which darkness fell. The Dog scrutinized each car that went by, looking for that familiar face. His ears turned towards every sound, hoping to hear that voice calling his name. But all he heard was the heartless throb of engines and all he saw were the big blind eyes of cars zooming by. Nobody stopped, as if they hadn’t even seen him.

For three days and three nights the Dog waited, without eating or drinking or sleeping. Finally he was so worn out that his head sank, his ears flopped, his eyes misted over and he began to cry. It was only a feeble wail at first, but as the full extent of his troubles became clear, the sobbing grew desperate and he surrendered to the infinite sadness of life. And he would surely have remained there, under that streetlamp, crying himself to exhaustion – to death, even – if at dawn he had not heard a voice.

‘Why are you crying?’

The Dog was surprised. The voice came from right beside him, yet he hadn’t heard any steps approaching and no car had passed for some time. So he didn’t even bother to raise his head. He’d just imagined it, probably.

‘Why are you crying?’ he heard again.

It was a deep, resonant voice with a thick foreign accent. Who could it be on this road in the middle of nowhere? It wasn’t his Owner, in any case, so the Dog just went on wailing.

‘Why are you crying?!’ said the voice once more, and this time it demanded a reply.

‘Why?’ blurted the Dog. ‘Because I have lost everything that I had.’

Looking up, he was amazed to find before him a very strange dog indeed, the likes of which he’d never seen before. He had wide paws, firmly planted on the ground, a gaunt body and a huge head with two big golden eyes that were staring straight into the Dog’s soul.

Intimidated, the Dog tried to explain himself better.

‘Why?’ blurted the Dog. ‘Because I have lost everything that I had.’

‘I had an Owner,’ he began between sobs, ‘who I lived with since I was born and loved as a father. Every morning, when my Owner awoke, I followed him to the kitchen where he filled my two bowls, one with water, the other with food. At night, when he went to sleep, I curled up at the foot of our soft bed and kept watch over him. He gave me everything. Now my Owner is gone. Where is my house and my bed? Where are my bowls? Even my beautiful collar, which had my name and address on it and was my most treasured possession, has been taken away. No one can know who I am any more, or where I come from. How will I ever get back home? I’m alone, in a place I’ve never seen before. And I have nothing. Nothing at all! And you ask me why I’m crying?’

The other creature gazed back with a regal look, but remained silent.

‘What shall become of me?’ continued the Dog. ‘I haven’t even got the strength to stay upright any more, but where can I lie down to rest? And who will give me food and water? Oh, oh, oh, I know I’m going to die!’

‘So that’s your problem. Is that all?’ The other’s lips curled into a smile, as if the Dog’s plight were a matter of no importance. ‘But don’t you know that in this world there are countless creatures, great and small, who live on the land, and in the air, and in the seas, who wake up every morning with nothing, nothing at all. Just like you. The ants and the butterflies, the fish and the eagles and the snakes and the bears. And yet, by the end of the day, they’ve all had something to eat and drink. And when they become tired they even find a comfortable place to lie down and rest. How, do you think, does that work?’
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The Dog remained so dumbfounded for a moment that he didn’t even realize he’d stopped crying.

‘Who is their owner?’ continued the stranger. ‘Who, do you think, is looking after them?’

‘I don’t know,’ retorted the Dog. And he’d have liked to add, And I couldn’t care less either!

In truth the Dog had never thought much about all the other creatures in the world and right now he was far too worried about himself and his own troubles.

‘Who?’ the other persisted, his glowing golden eyes seeming to bore right through him.

‘If you know,’ said the Dog, ‘then why don’t you tell me?’

The strange dog rolled his eyes skywards and emitted a peculiar sound, something between a sneeze and a sigh.

‘Who?’ asked the Dog, becoming increasingly confused.

‘That cannot be said. It is the Name unspeakable. It is that which as soon as it’s said immediately becomes a lie.’

There was a long pause.

‘Bah,’ snorted the Dog at last, impatiently. ‘All you have to do is take a look around to see how much suffering and misery there is in this world.’ He was feeling very sorry for himself. ‘There’s clearly nothing and no one looking after all living things. If there is something, I for one have never set eyes on it, never heard its voice, or even smelled it. In fact, judging by the stink everywhere, if something ever did exist, now it’s certainly dead.’
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‘Ahh …’ said the other, as if understanding at last the answer to a complicated puzzle. ‘Your problem isn’t that you’ve lost everything. You have lost your trust!’

The stranger turned and raised as if from nowhere, in his long sharp fangs, the still-bloody leg of an animal.

‘Here,’ he said, laying it in front of the Dog like a precious gift. ‘Eat this. It will restore your strength. Then, go on a pilgrimage to Moon Mountain. And when you reach it you will know if there is Something, or not.’
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CHAPTER TWO

A Gift and a Bond

Moon Mountain, the Dog pondered. Now what’s this all about?

Meanwhile, a fragrance so pungent and exotic was wafting up from the stranger’s gift that the Dog couldn’t resist examining it at once. It was, undoubtedly, a large chunk of fresh meat, covered in fur. The hind leg of some wild animal – maybe a deer, he thought, judging by the little hoof at the end. But being a city dog, he was really no expert on such matters.

In any case, everything that was happening to him was very odd. He would never have imagined receiving such a generous gift from a perfect stranger. Dogs snarl and bite just to defend a dry old bone. Never ever had he seen a dog casually give away his entire meal – and such a sumptuous one, at that.

Who is this strange dog, really?

And suddenly he understood.

But when he raised his head to look at him again, the Wolf had already vanished.

Now the Dog found himself in a serious quandary: should he eat this meat, or not? Because everybody knows that you shouldn’t trust a wolf. On the other hand, three long days without food had made him ravenously hungry.

I’ll try just a tiny little piece … he thought.

As soon as his teeth sank into the tender meat a warm liquid, at once salty and sweet, dripped over his tongue and slipped down his throat and deep into his belly. It tasted of things forbidden, and the Dog felt bewitched. Back at home his beloved Owner had cooked their meals, or given him tins of food and dog biscuits, so the Dog had never known raw meat before. This deer leg seemed to the Dog the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted.

Now that he’d accepted his gift, the Dog felt bound to do as the Wolf had told him.

After the first bite he threw himself on it with such relish that he would surely have gobbled the whole thing up in one go if the meat hadn’t been so exquisitely rich, so nourishing, that very soon he was completely full.

He burped.

Well, that was certainly a stroke of luck! he thought to himself, beginning to feel new strength trickling through his veins. But these things don’t happen every day. Half of the Wolf’s gift is already gone, so I must be extremely careful to ration what’s left, otherwise what will I eat tomorrow? Or the next day, and the next … until I finally find my way back home?

The moment his thoughts wandered back to his comfortable home, however, he remembered the words of the Wolf. Now that he’d accepted his gift, the Dog felt bound to do as the Wolf had told him.

But where that Moon Mountain might be, he didn’t have the foggiest idea.
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CHAPTER THREE

A Friend for the Journey

Having double-checked and checked once more to make quite sure that no one was spying on him, the Dog dug a hole beside the streetlamp and buried the remaining half-leg of deer. Then he picked a direction at random and set off with a newfound spring in his step down the unknown road. After a short trot he came to a park. On the manicured green lawns scores of dogs were sunning themselves, or jogging patiently beside their owners, or playing the age-old game of ‘fetch’. A stab of sorrow pierced the Dog’s heart as he remembered what he too had once enjoyed, and lost.

Plucking up courage, he intercepted a poodle who was sauntering by.

‘Excuse me,’ he said. ‘I am not from around these parts. Could you tell me the way to Moon Mountain?’

She looked him up and down as if he were quite mad, then turned tail and sprinted back to her owner as fast as her puffy legs would carry her.

The Dog was bewildered. He’d always been a highly respected fellow: youthful, handsome, with his neatly brushed coat and twinkling collar … No, no, no, that was it – he didn’t have his collar any more! All of a sudden he felt completely naked. Like a king without a crown, or a swimmer who realizes he’s lost his bathing suit. It may seem like a trivial item, but it changes everything. Seeing him without a
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