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      Lena Hart adjusted a knob on her new telescope. Perfect. The moon filled the viewfinder. Mostly. Tonight a partial lunar eclipse would decorate the night sky and Lena was determined to see it. She’d lived her whole life in the city of Lansing or the nearby suburbs, and rarely saw the stars in all their glory. Now that she’d moved to the country, she wanted to experience everything city life couldn’t offer.

      Already a big chunk of the moon appeared to be missing, like a bite had been taken out by a giant space monster. Lena leaned back in her camp chair and gazed at the rest of the Michigan sky. So many stars. More than she’d ever seen before.

      She peeked into the tent in her new backyard. Her five-year-old, Joey, slept like the dead. She’d have to tell him about her giant space monster theory in the morning. She knew he watched too many movies. Perhaps a better mom would insist that her son find more intellectually stimulating ways to spend his time, but the fact was that they both enjoyed a good monster movie. Though Joey’s were usually animated.

      A memory rushed in — cuddling in her husband Tim’s arms on the couch as they watched the entire Godzilla boxset on New Year’s Day. A Hart family tradition they’d started when they were dating. They groaned together at the cheesy bits, laughed at the dialogue, and discussed the evolution of special effects.

      Joey loved the Godzilla cartoons and watched them on Saturday mornings, but Lena hadn’t seen a Godzilla movie since Tim died two years ago. She took a deep breath and let her eyes focus again on the sky. The pain had dissolved over time to a dull ache, but sometimes it would stab her unexpectedly, like pain from a phantom limb.

      Looking back at the moon, she tried to lighten her mood. She imagined a monster with 2-D vision seeing the moon as a giant white chocolate and macadamia nut cookie. He’d take a little bite first. Yum. One more bite. Good stuff. Then he’d settle invisibly in the sky and eat the moon one bite at a time, leaving Earth’s astrologers to think it was just another lunar eclipse. Until they realized the moon wasn’t coming back. The earth’s tides would shift, massive tsunamis would wipe out Los Angeles and New York and⁠—

      Something moved in the woods at the edge of the yard. Something big.

      Lena’s hands tightened on the arms of her camp chair. She listened for another sound, leaning forward to peer into the trees. Why, oh why, was she thinking about monsters when she’d just moved to the country? They weren’t quite as funny when faced alone in the dark.

      She picked up a flashlight and pointed it toward the woods. Nothing. No squirrels or rabbits or raccoons. Not even a tree branch moved.

      Maybe it was her imagination.

      Country life would take some getting used to. The worst kind of critters in the city were raccoons, if you didn’t count Lansing’s politicians. Lena wasn’t sure what kinds of animals roamed Loon Lake. Surely bears lived much deeper in the woods. Did bobcats come out at night? Deer didn’t make that much noise, did they?

      As the quiet continued, her fears ebbed away. Moving here was a good idea. Getting away from the life she’d had with Tim would help her to heal more completely. That’s what she was counting on anyway. She could live with her loneliness, but she was beginning to worry about her son growing up without a father. She felt she owed it to Tim as well as Joey to do the best she could for Joey, no matter the cost. But she couldn’t go on dates in the same city where she’d gone on dates with Tim. She couldn’t build a new life over the ruins of the life she’d loved.

      Lena took another calming deep breath and it turned into a yawn. She looked forward to starting her new job as a first grade teacher at Loon Lake Elementary in a couple weeks, where Joey would start kindergarten. The two of them were ridiculously excited. They had new bags, new school supplies, new clothes...and a new bounce in their steps.

      Lena glanced toward the quiet woods at one side of the rental house. No matter what they had to get used to, the changes were for the good.

      As the giant space monster ate away at the moon, Lena got sleepier. When all that could be seen was the white outer edge, she sighed and smiled. Perfect. Now she could check “see lunar eclipse” off her list of new adventures.

      She dropped into her sleeping bag, curled up next to her son, and fell asleep.

      She dreamed of cookie monsters from outer space coming down to have dinner with her and Joey. The cookie monsters had horrible manners, ripping plastic and chewing noisily with their mouths open.

      Lena awoke with a start. She opened her eyes in the early morning light and came face to face with a little black bear. She rubbed her eyes and looked again. The bear was halfway across the yard, running for the woods. But running like a⁠—

      It wasn’t a bear, it was a dog.

      She pulled herself out of her sleeping bag. The ground outside the tent was littered with the remains of their hot dog dinner. Two hot dogs were left in the ripped-open package. Great. Neighbors who let their dogs roam free.

      She glanced toward the woods. At the edge, the animal stared back at her, poised to run away. Maybe it was looking at her, or maybe it was more interested in the hot dogs in her hand. The hand holding the meat fell to her side. The dog tracked the movement.

      “Poor guy,” she murmured. “Homeless and hungry? Here I thought I’d left the homeless behind in the city.”

      She shouldn’t. She really shouldn’t. It would only encourage him to come back, raid her trashcans, perhaps bring fleas and who knows what into her yard.

      Lena knelt down and pulled a hot dog out of the package.

      The dog lowered his head and stared.

      She held it out. “Here, boy, come on. You can have it.”

      A full minute went by before the dog took a couple steps toward her. He stopped. The animal was covered in mud and debris. No wonder she’d thought he was a bear.

      Lena waited. She broke off a third of the meat and showed it to him. She tossed the piece so that it landed about ten feet from his nose. He took a couple steps back, looked at the meat, looked at her, sniffed the air, and trotted over. He gobbled it up in one bite and raised his head to Lena.

      She smiled. “Good dog. Good boy.” She leaned slowly toward the tent, careful not to scare the dog but not wanting her son to miss this. “Joey. Joey! Wake up, baby. I want to show you something.”

      Some mumbling and shuffling sounds came from inside. Then the cutest little blonde boy — not that she was biased — crawled out of the tent on his hands and knees. She held her finger to her lips and pointed. His sleepy blue eyes got bigger when he saw the dog.

      “My dog!” he said. He crawled over and leaned up against Lena. “The one I asked God for.”

      Lena glanced down at him. “What? I don’t know whose dog it is, honey, but I’m sure he belongs to someone. I don’t think God sent him.” She looked at the messy coat and noticed how thin the dog looked. What was he covered in? Mud and wood chips? For heaven’s sake, where had he been? Maybe he didn’t have an owner.

      The dog stared at them, his tail making the faintest wagging motion. Maybe he’d had a family with small children. He seemed to want to come over and be friendly. The thought crossed her mind that maybe God had sent them a dog. Or maybe the animal was still focused on the hot dog, not on finding a new family.

      Lena pulled off another piece and tossed it to him. He gobbled it up and took another few steps in their direction. She threw another piece so that he’d have to come closer. Under the mud she could see what might be black and white fur. He looked like a mutt to her, at least with the mud. Mutts were supposed to make good pets, right? Loyal and smart and gentle. That’s what she’d heard anyway.

      “Look, Mom,” Joey pointed. “He has one blue eye and one brown eye. That’s so weird.”

      She tossed the dog another piece of meat. He caught it in the air.

      Joey laughed. “Let me, Mom!” He reached for the last hot dog.

      “Okay, hold on, hold on.” Lena broke off a piece and handed it to her son. He tossed it into the air and the dog jumped to get it. Joey threw him another piece, and another. The tail was definitely wagging now. Muddy ears perked up after he ate the last piece.

      “Excuse me, ma’am.” A man’s voice came from behind the tent. “Please back away from the animal.”
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        * * *

      

      CW Emerson kept his voice neutral, his body stance neutral. Don’t scare the dog. CW glanced at the little boy. Don’t scare the boy. He didn’t want the kid to grow up scared of dogs, and this animal looked half wild and hungry.

      The dog dropped his head as he watched CW. His tail stopped wagging. Aw, great. CW loved dogs. He hated for them to see him as the enemy. He wondered if there was something inherent in his Animal Control uniform that clued the animals in.

      The woman was staring at him but not minding what he said. “Ma’am,” he put a bit more steel in his voice. “Please take your son inside until I take care of the dog.”

      “What are you going to do to my dog?” The little boy jumped to his feet.

      CW blinked. His dog?

      “It’s okay, Joey,” the woman said. Her voice had a soothing tone. CW liked it. “Go inside and I’ll take care of, uh—” She looked at the dog. “Chip.”

      CW chuckled inside. He’d bet his truck that dog didn’t have a name a minute ago. Did the woman think he was born yesterday? “I’m taking him to the animal shelter. If you want to come down and fill out the appropriate paperwork, you can⁠—”

      “No! He’s mine!” the boy yelled. He grabbed his mother’s hand but kept his eyes on CW.

      He kept his voice calm. “I won’t hurt him,” CW said.

      The boy stared at him, weighing whether CW could be trusted. After a moment, he nodded and opened the patio’s sliding glass door. Inside, he peered out, his hands and nose pressed against the glass.

      Well, no pressure now.

      “I’m sorry, who are you?” The woman raised her eyebrows but not her voice. CW had the sensation he was back at school, caught by the teacher for some unknown infraction.





OEBPS/images/wll-title.png
v
Vbl
etcome

to Loon Lake





OEBPS/images/image-11-greyscale-author-name.jpg
Kitty Bucholtz





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/loon-break-3-30-61-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/dde_color_text_final.jpg






OEBPS/images/wll_2024_ebook.png
fo Loon Lake |
f «mﬂz ALl ‘Ng

Kltty Bucholtz






OEBPS/images/loon-break-3-30-61.jpg





