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Lately, we haven't had much excitement around our house. But, to our surprise
and in a most unexpected way, excitement arrived on Thursday.

On Thursday afternoon, while working outside, I noticed a wobbly, sick-looking
dog out in the middle of the cornfield near our house. It looked very sick, and Beka said
that it was probably dying of thirst. We also were worried that it might have rabies.

After some discussion with Matthew over the phone, Mom called Animal
Control. But before she could locate an available dogcatcher, the dog left.

We all forgot about the dog, but after supper, Caleb burst in, crying, "The dog's
back!" The dog was looking even worse than before, laying in the other field near our
house. Matthew said that it was a Great Pyrenees, which was dying of thirst and
starvation.

Mom called Animal Control again, and this time was more successful. She
announced that the dogcatcher would arrive at 8:30 p.m.

We all waited anxiously until 8:30, when the dogcatcher ofLoda and another
dogcatcher arrived and drove up until they were just opposite the sleeping dog. They shot
it with a tranquilizer dart, but it ran across the road into the other field.

Matthew and the two dogcatchers approached it with big spotlights (it was dark
now), but the dog got up and ran off They lost it in the darkness. One of the men left
after setting a big live trap near our property, while the other did some searching around
in the dark field. He failed to find the dog, and then drove off as well.

We all thought the dog had died during the night, but when the dogcatcher arrived
early the next morning to check the trap, he spotted the dog in the field. He chased that
dog all the way across two fields, behind the large cemetery near us, and around back into
our field again. To our surprise, Mr. Dog was fresh and spirited now, zooming around at
about 35 miles an hour, obviously not rabid.

The dog lay down behind a hill in the field. The dogcatcher left then, planning to
return that night for another try.

It began to rain heavily, and the dog wandered around our property, eating grass,
before disappearing. Matthew found him in the pen ofBeka's little lamb several minutes
later. We worried that he might harm the lamb, but he was amazingly gentle towards it.
He seemed to like the company! Now that we had the dog trapped, Mom began calling
again to get someone to come take the dog away.




