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“Roert Tsactou,” I pronounced my name for the official. He was a sanctimonious old fart 

with the remnants of a powered wig on his head and a tremendous rummy nose. No 

matter he was a Bloodhound, he was so stuffed up from his use of snuff; he probably 

would have been hard pressed to smell a Skunk. 

 

“Right then… Robert Sackoo,” he said looking at his ledger book, pencil poised on the 

page. “How do you spell that?” 

 

He pardoned himself, spit some sort of brown goo into a spittoon next to the desk, and 

then took a pull from the jug he picked up from the grimy floor. Wiping his mouth, he 

looked back at me with watery eyes. “Good stuff there,” he managed, and then putting 

the jug back on the floor, licked the end of his pencil once more. “Name?” 

 

“I told you my name, sir,” I managed without an external sign of how impatient I was 

becoming. I needed to cross the border, and Cats have never been treated well by any 

Dogs that I am aware of. 

 

“Course you did… now tell it to me again,” he instructed sarcastically. For some reason, I 

noticed he was missing one canine tooth when he tried to give me his ‘doggy come get 

you’ look. 

 

“Roert Tsactou,” I told him slowly. “There is no B in the fist name and the last name is 

spelled T-S-A-C-T-O-U, the T’s are silent. I am on personal business, and yes all my 

papers are in order.” 

 

The old Hound grumbled to himself, scribbled something on his ledger book page, and 

then looked at me once more through squinted eyes. “Before I attach the Great Seal to 

your entry papers, Mr. Sackoo; might there be something further you’ve a need to tell 

me?” 

 

Fishing in my pocket, I tossed a gold coin on the page of his book. In bounced just once, 

and then quickly disappeared into his palm. Looking left, and then right, satisfying his 

idea that no one had noticed… we were actually quite alone… he took his big stamp and 

rolled it in the required red ink. He then brushed it across my papers, initialing and dating 

it.  

 

“Mr. Sackoo, you are here by granted a fortnight’s time to travel the realm. After that, 

should you be caught out, you will be imprisoned as a spy.” He looked at me and winked 

in a friendly manner. I was sure that for a further coin he would gladly have stretched the 



time limit. Money, however, was not my strong point at this terrible time in my life; I was 

wont to spend any more than was absolutely required. 

 

“I will remember that piece of advice,” I replied as I picked up my small valise. A few 

moments later, I’d crossed the border into Caninedogistan and embarked upon the stage 

that was waiting to leave. There I found myself seated squeezed between a Bitch 

Doberman, who obviously held herself as some sort of royalty, and an old toothless 

Labrador. The rear seat, the one facing forward, had bags upon it saving the spots. 

 

“You’re a Cat, I see,” the Labrador muttered, squinting as if to see better. He was a 

golden color, though his clothing was black and well worn. For apparent good reason, he 

held a cane. 

 

“And you are a Dog,” I responded, making sure to use an inflection of humor. 

 

He chuckled. “Yes, I am… at least I was last I checked in the mirror.” 

 

The Bitch snorted and looked out the window, which was fine with me. 

 

Just before we left, the owners of the bags appeared. I saw them speaking with the 

Frontier Keeper, who at least had the decency to leave his wig inside the small gate 

house. The old Bloodhound nodded to the coach as he spoke with the three… German 

Shepherds from the looks of them, though I would assume their heritage was 

questionable.  

 

“Looks like we shall have a crowded ride,” the Labrador whispered in my ear. Even 

though he was old, he was a good three times larger than I was. 

 

“It would appear so…” I replied. I could feel the reassuring butt of my pistol tucked 

securely into my waist band. It was only one shot, but a wheel lock and very reliable. It 

also had a dagger blade on its end to be used after the shot was fired. Inside the confines 

of the coach it would be a formidable weapon; and I was rather well trained in its use. 

 

The three did join us just before we were to leave. Being a Cat in the company of so 

many Dogs, I was considerably uncomfortable. This was probably made worse by the 

fact that half the world appeared to want me dead.  

 

Pretty much my life was a multitude of miracles. During my run, I’d been cornered many 

times but still escaped to cross the border. Upon hearing of my father’s death, I had no 

doubt it was the work of my half brother. He was determined to reign as King, and I was 

even more convinced of this upon my arrest. That I escaped the arrest was not 

surprising… rescued by a squad of loyal Dragoons in full dress. Their mounts flanked the 

road and their lances were leveled. I had no doubt they would have killed the arresting 

officers had I but given the order. I told the Sheriff this, and then gave him a choice. He 

was either wise, or cowardly… either way, I was on my way out of the country with not 

much more than the clothes on my back. 



 

The coach hit a bump and the old Labrador fell out of his seat; landing on the Dog across 

from him. There was a sharp intake of breath, and then he was loudly apologizing. As 

soon as this happened, the regal Bitch appeared to forget herself and leaned out of the 

window barking like a wild thing. As she did this, she leaned directly upon the Dog 

across from her. His paws went directly to her breasts and she did not seem to bothered 

by this. Within seconds she seemed to regain her sensibilities and sat back down. 

 

The Dog in the middle sighed as if he’d finally had enough. He was a large mongrel, and 

looked as if he’s had a hard life. Taking out a large flintlock, he rapped on the coach’s 

ceiling, and called out loudly, “Pull the wagon over… I gotta pee!” 

 

I had my pistol out and pointed at his face before he could even blink. 

 

“Bad choice there Kitty,” he said loudly. “You got but one shot, and there’s three of us. 

Put it away and I’ll not hurt you any… but we do have to take you back to your brother.” 

 

There was a quiet pause, and he smiled at me. That was when the Labrador cleared his 

throat. “I think you should do a recount,” he said softly. He then placed a paw on the 

barrel of my weapon and very gently pressured it to point at the floor. 

 

“What are you on about?” the brigand queried. “Matt… Harry… look alive here.” 

 

The Bitch giggled, and then in a strange accent, told him, “They can’t look alive if they 

are dead sashad. You may check if you wish, but I will have your busbus…er… your 

weapon, please.” 

 

The mongrel looked at her, and then back to the Labrador, who nodded. He then touched 

the Dog to his left and that one slid to the side. Pulling on the other, that one slid towards 

him and he saw a short dagger sticking out of one eye. 

 

Holding out her paw, the Bitch said, “Your busbus please, and then you may leave.” 

 

“To deliver a message,” the old Labrador added. 

 

The mongrel nodded. “Tell me, and it will be so.” 

 

“The King is dead,” the old Dog said simply.  

 

“He’s not going to tell my brother that!” I hissed. “As soon as you release him, he’ll 

gather more forces and come back for me.” 

 

The old Dog winked at me. “He’ll deliver the message or be killed by his own master for 

failing his assigned task. And if he comes back here again, he’ll join his friends here.” 

 

“Who are you?”  I asked him. 



 

“A friend, sent to watch for you by another friend. Oh yes… in the future, when you 

travel in disguise, you should choose a name that is something other than ‘outcast’ 

spelled backwards. It’s rather a ‘dead’ giveaway Your Majesty.” 

 

The Bitch giggled, and then the mongrel was allowed to leave. 

 

Less than a year after, to my surprise; I was home again and coronated. 

 

My half brother?  Well… perhaps he was wise enough not to use the name of Tsactuo. 

 


