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“And so… it’s like this,” Scrungy explained, trying to inject a bit of levity into their 

sodden walk. The Collie shook the wetness from his eyes before continuing. “This silly 

Sheep went for a walk in the rain…” 

 

“And?” asked Bunion. Being a Sheep, she dutifully followed behind. Like the Dog she 

trailed; she too was rain soaked and cold. 

 

“It drowned,” the Dog laughed good naturedly. His mirth, however, was cut short by a 

loud clap of thunder happening at the very same moment lightning hit a near by tree. 

 

Bunion instinctively lowered her head and took off at a dead run; passing somewhat 

through the smaller Dog’s legs. Reacting rather than thinking, the Collie grabbed her ears 

and was carried along on her back. This caused a very loud ‘BAAAAAaaaaaaaaaa…’ as 

she moved like a runaway freight train. Twice larger, she carried the Dog easily… or 

would have if it hadn’t been for the pond. This obstacle was obscured by the sheets and 

sheets of rain suddenly pouring down upon them. Bunion actually appeared to walk on 

the water for a few feet before splashing down and sinking up to her neck. 

 

Scrungy, in a fit of excitement, rolled off of her and splashed around like the survivor of 

a ship wreck, woofing for all he was worth. Bunion flailed about too, baa-ing equally as 

loud. This caused the Collie’s inbred work instincts to kick in. Taking a deep breath, he 

stopped barking, stood, and was surprised to find the water somewhat shallow. Placing 

his paws above his face, he shielded his eyes. Though it was light enough to see, all 

around them was nothing but gray as the storm poured its rain down. The air sizzled with 

the noise of the deluge hitting the water. 

 

“We need to find shelter!” he yelled at the Sheep.  

 

Turning to face her, he found his efforts at communicating should have been saved. 

Though her mouth moved, the Sheep uttered no coherent words. To compound this 

problem, what noise she did make was totally drowned out by the pouring rain and her 

eyes were beginning to roll back into her head. This definitely was not a good sign. 

Reaching out, he grabbed her by the wool of her head and pulled her to him. 

 

“Stand up!” he shouted into her face. “It’s shallow… I’m standing and you’re taller than 

me… stand!” 

 

Bunion’s eyes blinked and seemed to focus on the Dog. Relief became evident in her 

expression as she recognized him and her mouth ceased it’s movement of soundless 

baa’s. Slowly she stood up. 



 

“You were saying about the Sheep that drowned in the rain?” she finally managed. 

 

“I shall never jest with a Sheep again so long as I live,” he swore. 

 

“Which way do we go?” she asked, leaning on his instinct to lead and her own to follow. 

 

The rain eased for just a moment and the shape of an old feed shed materialized in the 

rain’s grayness. 

 

“There!” he yelled, and began tugging her behind him by the wool. 

 

“SCRUNGY LET GO OF MY WOOL!” Bunion yelled. He let go of her as quickly as if 

he’d been shocked by lightning. Reaching out, she slapped him on the head, and then 

took his paw. “I might be a Sheep, but you still need to treat me like a lady,” she told him 

with a pout. 

 

“Fine!” he retorted. “Just fine! Our refuge is over there,” he told her nodding in the 

direction of the shack. “If your Ladyship deems it important enough, perhaps she would 

HELP get us there.” 

 

Bunion snorted and looked indignant until a distant rumble of thunder sounded. She 

quickly took the lead – again – and pulled the poor Collie along in her wake. 

 

--------------- 

 

 

Scrungy peered out into the rain from his vantage point among the moldy bales of hay. “I 

smell Cows,” he grumbled, “I don’t like Cows.” 

 

“And what do you think of Sheep?” Bunion asked innocently as she tried to fluff out her 

sodden wool. 

 

The Collie turned and regarded his keep. “I like Sheep just fine when they behave 

themselves and don’t run off.” 

 

“I got tired of being with the flock,” she retorted with a pouty expression. 

 

He shook himself, flinging water everywhere. When he was done, his fur stood out in 

spiky relief. “And since when does a Sheep tire of being with the flock?” he asked her. 

“That’s what Sheep do… crowd each other, press in on each other, baa at each other, eat 

grass with each other…” 

 

“STOP IT!” she yelled at him. 

 

The Dog looked at her with a quizzical expression. “What? What’s wrong now?” 



 

“I hate being a Sheep,” she told him just loud enough to be heard over the rain beating 

down on the old tin roof. “That’s why I ran away. I don’t want to be with them any 

more.” 

 

Scrungy flopped to the floor and looked at her. After a moment, he said, “I’ve never ever 

heard a Sheep utter something so incredibly…” 

 

“Stupid?” she interjected. 

 

Apparently not satisfied with the hay strewn floor, he stood. “That wasn’t exactly what I 

had in mind, but it’ll do well enough. You can’t keep running away Bunion. You are a 

Sheep, and there’s safety among the flock. That’s my job… to keep you safe. I can’t do 

that if you keep running off.” 

 

“I love you,” she told him softly, “And it’s the only way I can get you alone… all to 

myself. There… I said it… can’t take words back once they’re said.” 

 

“What was that?” the Collie asked loudly; giving her a chance to keep secret what should 

not be voiced. “I couldn’t hear you over the noise of the rain.” 

 

“I SAID I LOVE YOU!” she yelled louder than he had ever heard her yell. 

 

There was a crack of lightning accompanied with an immensely loud clap of thunder. The 

Sheep instinctively jumped into the arms of her protector, wrapping herself so tightly 

around him he could barely breathe. Like an old dead tree, the pair, now tremendously 

out of balance, toppled to the hay strewn floor. Scrungy found himself laying on top of a 

soft mound of wool, his sheath touching her warm spot. 

 

Thunder rumbled in the distance and she began to shiver. 

 

Sighing, he made a short piercing thrust with his hips and lay there just inside of her. The 

shivering subsided; and she too sighed. 

 

“Love me back,” she whispered, “If only for a little while.” 

 

He moved then, and she responded in kind, the pair finding shelter from who they really 

were; in a relationship that couldn’t be… under a tin roof in the rain… somewhere far 

distant from the flock.  

 

“I do love you,” he told her finally… tenderly. 

 

She held him close…  

                                     and they drifted off to sleep. 


