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			What Others Are Saying 
About This Book

			“Kellbon retells the classic ‘boy and his dog’ story with a deft hand. Sense of place, the affection between dog and boy, a father who reveals the warrior inside of him, the oppression of a world ruined by do-gooderism with unintended consequences...this is a poignant tale for young and older adults alike. Life is wonderful, and death is a part of life. That realization makes our days together with loved ones, including a good dog, that much more precious.”

			—James R. Scarantino, former defense attorney and investigative reporter, and award-winning author of Cooney County, best mystery/crime novel in the Southwest Writers Workshop International Writing Competition

			“I very much enjoyed reading Marcia Kelbon’s book,  Running with Motorcycles. The well-written book beautifully illustrates a deep relationship between a boy and his dog. Marcia takes us along on their adventures through the woods of the Northwest. There is conflict concerning a well-intentioned, but misguided dog law that goes sideways. The wholesome love and support shown between the family members is a theme throughout the book. All will enjoy this read, but particularly dog and nature lovers.”

			—Christine Jamison, author of Off the Grid and Glad I Did in Maine
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			Dedication

			To Richard, who has always supported my dreams, including living in the woods, riding motorcycles, and sharing our lives with a series of much-loved dogs.

			Chapter 1

			Later

			Will and Hunter scrambled as fast as they could up the slope from the forested ravine, and then darted into the loamy hollow under a gnarled old fir log. They hunkered low under the overhanging grey-green moss and tried not to think about how many beetles might be crawling around in the rubble of the damp punk wood that lined the hole in which they sheltered. “Shhh, Hunter,” whispered Will, drawing his dog in close. Hunter reacted to the stress emanating from Will, understanding on an instinctive level that there was some threat approaching. The dog nuzzled his soft nose and velvety whiskers into the crook of Will’s neck, and Will stroked his damp mottled brown fur. Each calmed the other as their breathing slowed and, finally, Will thought they were safe.

			But then the still air was disturbed by the crack of a branch breaking just a short distance away on the opposite hill. Will and Hunter pressed down still further into the damp earth, trying not to make a sound. Will thought feverishly of how he could defend Hunter if they were found. The rustle of leaves and crackling of fallen branches told him the tracker was drawing close.

			
			Chapter 2

			Now

			Another blackberry vine had been sucked into the cog on his axle, stopping his chain as surely as a trap on a coyote’s paw. Will needed to get home but hopped off his bike to clear out the bits of leaves and fiber. He could not help but notice how the setting sun bathed the rocks and tree stumps with an ember glow, set off against the electric green of the myriad fir, hemlock and cedar trees, bracken and sword ferns, and numerous berry bushes. As the last of the warm summer light was disappearing behind the foothills, he knew there would be heck to pay if he did not make it down to his family’s cabin before it was gone completely. Will gave his bike a running start down the hill as he jumped on when out of the corner of his eye he saw a brown and tan streak duck behind the salal brush. He braked hard – what was that? It was too small for a bear cub, and it moved wrong for a coyote. Could that be a marten? Will would love to find out but rather than spend the next week confined to the house, he made haste for home before all that was left was twilight.
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			“Pass me the potato salad, would you Will,” said Will’s father, Dan. “Pruning all those Christmas trees makes me as hungry as a spring bear and your mom sure is a good cook.” Will had to agree as he helped himself to more pieces of barbecue chicken. His mother Emma just smiled, because nothing felt better than seeing her family eat well. She knew how much energy her husband burned through in their tree farm and her rambunctious son used exploring the surrounding foothills of the Olympic peninsula. “I might have seen a marten by a big old fir stump as I came back from my ride today,” Will said excitedly. “I heard they were coming back in the Olympics and I want to see if I can find it first thing tomorrow morning.”

			“Hold on a minute Will,” said Emma. “You know martens are supposed to be ferocious fighters and, pound-for-pound, I would rather go up against a pit bull. The last thing we need is you getting bit by one of those overgrown weasels.” Will responded hopefully, “Well it would be a lot better if I had a dog to go with me, it would keep me safe.”

			Emma just sighed and exchanged a knowing look with his father. “Will, we have been through this before, you know we cannot afford a GenDog right now. We would love to get you one but it is just not in the budget until a few more tree fields have grown and been harvested,” said Emma. “It is not like when I was a boy,” added Dan. “Why we used to have our pick of puppies from Craigslist ads, or at the shelters, or even at pet stores. We always had one or two dogs to play with and keep the farm safe. But things have changed. So, keep saving your allowance and maybe one day you will have enough to buy a cat. How does that sound?”

			Will nodded and went back to picking at his chicken, the fat on which had congealed at the same rate that his appetite seemed to vanish like the morning mist. He did not want to make his folks feel bad and wanted them to believe he was happy. And mostly he was. What ten-year-old would not want to spend all summer riding his mountain bike, climbing trees, eating berries, trying to catch chipmunks, and spying on all sorts of wildlife? But no, he did not want a cat! Sure, cats were OK and all, but you could not wrestle with a cat, throw it a stick, or go exploring in the woods with a cat. It just wasn’t the same.

			Will thought his friend Ryan had it made. His parents gifted him with his GenDog retriever, Hank, when Ryan turned five. Hank had been genetically engineered precisely to have a life span that all but ensured Ryan would have a healthy companion until Ryan approached 80 years old. The U.S. Canine Enhancement and Rewards Tenet (CERT) Act passed in 2032 made sure of that. Ryan lived in town and did not have Will’s freedom to roam the wild clear-cuts and hills. But, if he was being honest with himself, Will had to admit that he was jealous to see Hank walk Ryan to school every day and wait patiently outside for him to come out at the end of class, golden fur sprawled on the grass.

			Will knew his folks did not make the kind of money that Ryan’s Mom, one of the town’s few lawyers, made. More than anything, Will wished he could just have an old-fashioned dog. He did not understand why GenDogs were supposed to be so much better. His Dad had explained that scientists had found a way to lengthen the telomeres, the caps found on the end of GenDog’s chromosomes that grew shorter as dogs age, and that GenDogs were fed restricted calorie diets, to make them age slower. And they had used a technique called CRISPR to splice in some key genes from long-lived tortoises and to remove other gene mutations associated with cancers and myopathies that caused life-shortening diseases, yielding dogs that had life spans to match humans. But Will still thought that a dog was a dog, although GenDogs were a lot more expensive than dogs used to be. As much as his father promised things would free up in the future, Will suspected he would be a grown man before there was money to spare for such a luxury.
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			With Will hard asleep in the cabin loft, Emma said “I sure hate to keep disappointing that boy. What was so bad about the dogs we had when we were his age? Yes, it broke my heart every time one grew old and died. But oh, it was so good to have them.” “I know,” said Dan. “Especially my old hound Buck. I think of him when he was young, so full of energy and slobber. He wagged his tail with his whole body! That dog was my best friend from the time I was eight to just a year after I met you at WSU.” 

			And I remember how depressed you were when you finally had to put him down that one Thanksgiving visit back home,” responded Emma. “I did not think you would ever be yourself again.” 

			“I still just wish I had been given the chance to go into the vet’s back room with him,” said Dan. “I will always recall that look he gave me over his shoulder as he was led away.” Dan remembered how Buck’s muzzle was heavily flecked with grey, and how he had hobbled painfully along with two bad hips. But his brown eyes, though cloudy, still held a deep love for Dan and unquestioning trust as he took a last look at Dan. Dan’s eyes misted up all these years later. Gathering himself after a moment, he cleared his throat and sighed. “Maybe it is better, after all, not to have that heartache with a GenDog.”

			
			Chapter 3

			In the morning Will bolted down his eggs, bacon, and toast, sliding a crust of bread inside his shorts pocket before anyone noticed. As he rushed to clear his plate and head outside, Emma said “Hold on their cowboy, aren’t you forgetting something? You know those chickens won’t feed themselves.” He should have known better than to think his mother would ever let him forget his chores, Will thought, as he grabbed a basket and scoop of scratch. Out to the coop he went, opening the door to see small dust motes floating in the sunshine as he was hit with the pungent aroma of layered straw and chicken manure. He hastily pushed under each warm, soft hen setting in a nest box, then made himself slow to gently remove the fresh eggs without flustering the birds too much. After feeding and watering the hens, Will passed the basket of eggs to his Mom as he ran through the cabin. Out the back door, he grabbed his old Schwinn mountain bike that was a tad too large for him but took him on many adventures.  

			Will strained happily as he made the climb up from his family’s tree farm to the first ridge in the neighboring 320-acre replanted clear-cut. This consisted of a vast stretch of reddish-brown old-growth and second-growth stumps, canopied by deep green young Douglas fir trees that had been replanted after the last logging and had already grown to perhaps 60 feet tall. The young firs were interspersed by occasional mature trees that had been spared during the last logging and wild young trees of various species including bushy-fronded cedar, pale green big leaf maple, and dull green red alder. In addition to the stumps from logging during prior generations, the trees overlooked downed decaying logs and patches of brush and lime-green ferns. All of this nature was crisscrossed by a system of gravel logging roads and grassy skid paths. 

			Standing on his petals, Will soon reached the old-growth fir stump where he thought he had seen the marten the day before. The stump was a magnificent specimen, still easily ten feet across even after many decades of decay. Young wild fir and hemlock seedlings and light green huckleberry bushes, laden with bright red berries, sprouted from its top. Will found a large boulder that was baking in a patch of sun and settled down on it to wait. The morning sun was already causing the evergreens to imbue the air with a scent that was a mixture of Christmas greenery and cedar pencil shavings.

			Not immediately spying anything of interest, Will arose and picked a few of the red huckleberries, enjoying the sweet pop of these between his teeth. He then wandered and studied the ground, amazed as always by how much life teemed there, that was normally unseen but came into view if one stilled and narrowed their focus. Little red fire ants climbed on to and were brushed off of his boot while larger black carpenter ants trailed back and forth to the base of the stump. He knew his father hated those big, industrious ants given the damage they could cause to a structure, drilling a small hole into a two-by-four and hollowing it out from the inside. But out here, he figured the carpenter ants were merely serving their role of slowly and painstakingly returning deadwood to the earth, and he let them be. He found a shiny black garter snake with red pinstripes down its back and had fun following it through the brush, blocking its path and making it divert its way around the toe of his boot, secure in the knowledge that there were no venomous snakes in the Olympics. Will then climbed the stump and aimed at surrounding trees and stumps with a stick held like a rifle, pretending to be an early settler hunting for supper. 

			Will idled away some time exploring with his imagination in this way, then returned to his perch on the sunny rock to wait again. After an hour or so his eyes started getting droopy when some movement over by the old stump caught the edge of his sight. Wide awake again, Will held his breath as he saw brown and tawny fur start creeping out of the brush. But to his surprise, it was not a marten at all – no, it was a young dog, a half-grown pup! The young canine was medium-sized, perhaps 30 pounds in weight and very lean. The pup was focused on something in the foreground as he stalked forward and did not see Will, who by good fortune had sat downwind of the stump. The dog crept onward, coming into full view. Will could see that it had what he imagined to be soft brown fur on its back and head, with a tawny mask on its face and matching tawny fur down its throat and belly. One ear flopped down like on a Labrador retriever, and one folded over halfway up, like on a bulldog or greyhound, the contrast giving the dog a somewhat comical look. Black markings perched like brows over its eyes, and a brushy tail had a white tip that matched the white tips of the dog’s two front paws. Suddenly the dog pounced, nearly catching a chipmunk chewing at a fir cone that had been its intended prey. The spunky little chipmunk ran up to the top of a tree and scolded the dog so ardently that Will could not help but laugh out loud. At this sound, the pup startled, looked at Will, and bounded off and out of sight. 

			Will’s excitement at finding a dog – a real live dog! – was muted by regret that he had scared it off. He spent some time whistling to see if the dog would come back out but had no luck. Then it dawned on him that the dog had not caught the chipmunk and was probably hungry. He must sometimes have success at hunting to be surviving out here. “Hunter – that’s what I will call you!” exclaimed Will, already hatching a plan to see if he could catch and keep the pup. “Here Hunter, it’s not much, but hopefully it will fill your belly,” said Will as he removed the bread crust and laid it on the rock that he had been sitting on. “You had better hurry if you want to beat that chipmunk to this. I will bring you something better tomorrow.” Will then grabbed his bike and rode back down for lunch and afternoon chores.

			
			Chapter 4

			“Mom, Mom, I found a dog! A puppy! In the woods. I don’t think it belongs to anybody – can I keep it?” shouted Will excitedly as he burst into the kitchen. Emma, wearing worn jeans dirty from working the trees with Dan, was just finishing serving up hot grilled cheese sandwiches, golden goo oozing out from the cut centers, to go with steaming bowls of tomato soup. She paused, calmly continuing her work while considering what Will had said. “Go wash up Will, let’s talk about it over lunch.”

			Just then Dan banged into the cabin, plopping tiredly down on a chair inside the mudroom outside of the kitchen to unlace his worn Danner boots. “Dad, I found a dog! I think it’s hungry. If I catch it, can I keep it?” Will started wolfing down his sandwich, dunking each bite into soup, as he looked expectantly from his Mom to his Dad and back.

			“Now Will, it’s probably a GenDog that somebody owns, is missing mightily, and ought to find. And if it’s not a GenDog, well, you know those are not permitted anymore,” said Emma gently. She was referring to how the CERT Act, when first passed fifteen years earlier, had required all naturally occurring dogs to be spayed or neutered. People could enjoy their current dogs for the remainder of their natural lives, but, with very few exceptions, the legislature did not want natural dogs to keep breeding. This was in part intended to avoid the possibility of a GenDog and a natural dog breeding and producing pups that would have a who-knows-what sort of life span. It still seemed odd to Emma that the U.S. Congress had come together to pass the CERT Act, initiated by a pair of congressmen that were active in dog rescue circles and who each bereaved the then-recent loss of a loved dog. The CERT Act had been actively lobbied for by a strange coalition of animal rescue organizations and genetic engineering industry groups. Emma also suspected that there may have been gifts of GenDog pups to key members of the House and Senate to seal the deal. Regardless, it had been passed and signed into law by the President. The stated goals of CERT were lofty: to once and for all end the
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What Others Are Saying
About This Book

“Kellbon retells the classic ‘boy and his dog’ story with a deft hand. Sense of
place, the affection between dog and boy, a father who reveals the warrior
inside of him, the oppression of a world ruined by do-gooderism with unin-
tended consequences...this is a poignant tale for young and older adults alike.
Life is wonderful, and death is a part of life. That realization makes our days
together with loved ones, including a good dog, that much more precious.”

—James R. Scarantino, former defense attorney and investigative reporter,
and award-winning author of Cooney County, best mystery/crime novel in
the Southwest Writers Workshop International Writing Competition

‘T very much enjoyed reading Marcia Kelbon's book, Running with
Motorcycles. The well-written book beautifully illustrates a deep relation-
ship between a boy and his dog. Marcia takes us along on their adventures
through the woods of the Northwest. There is conflict concerning a well-in-
tentioned, but misguided dog law that goes sideways. The wholesome love
and support shown between the family members is a theme throughout the
book. All will enjoy this read, but particularly dog and nature lovers.”

—Christine Jamison, author of Off the Grid and Glad I Did in Maine
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