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The
Dog Who Cried, "Woof"

 

 

"Woof," the dog named Fred barked.  It
was half an hour past midnight.

 

"Woof," the dog named Fred shouted again and
again.

 

Young Timmy woke up and, although he was
still in his pajamas, ran from his parent's house toward Fred's
doghouse.  "Where, Fred?"  Timmy kept calling. 
"Where?"

 

Timmy saw that Fred was in front of his
doghouse, staring in the direction of the outdoor auditorium. 
Timmy tried to peer into the dark.  "Where's the wolf,
Fred?"  On that night there was no moon.  There was only
star shine to light the night.

 

Timmy's mother had come out of their house
and was walking toward young Timmy and Fred the guard dog. 
"Son, why are you awake at this time of the night and why are you
walking around outside in your pajamas?"  Timmy's mother said
this even though she also had heard Fred crying, "Woof".  She
had told Timmy many times not to run outside if Fred the guard dog
saw a wolf.  "Wolves are dangerous," she had told Timmy.

 

"Fred saw a woof," Timmy told her.

 

"A 'wolf'," Timmy's mother corrected. 
"They're called 'wolves'."  She tried to emphasize the 'l' in
wolves so that Timmy could hear the difference between what Timmy
was saying and what she was pronouncing. "Where was the wolf?"

 

"Fred was looking toward the auditorium,"
Timmy answered.  Timmy, Timmy's mother, and Fred lived in a
small village where the new outdoor auditorium was the main meeting
place.  The auditorium was as large as a baseball field. 
It had a flat roof supported by wood poles.  Just recently the
townspeople had started to gather under the auditorium roof to
drink coffee, tea or lemonade and to talk with each other or play
cards.

 

"Woof," Fred the guard dog now told Timmy's
mother.

 

"Wolf," Timmy's mother corrected again,
forgetting for a moment she was talking to the dog and not her son,
Timmy.   "Where's the wolf, Fred?"

 

With his long nose Fred pointed toward the
outdoor auditorium.

 

"I don't see any wolf moving around, Fred,"
Timmy's mother told Fred.  Fred was not only Timmy's dog, but
also the guard dog for the entire village.  It was Fred's job
to wake the entire village if there was any danger during the
night.  Several hundred people already had heard the commotion
and were gathered near Fred's doghouse.

 

"Fred saw a wolf?" several people asked for
the group.  "Where?"

 

"Somewhere in the direction of the
auditorium," Timmy's mother answered.  Then she noticed Mr.
Bartowski seated on a card table chair in the auditorium.  Mr.
Bartowski had just decided that day to read a book by lantern light
every night.  He wanted to enjoy the cool summer evening
air.

 

"Did you see any wolf, Mr. Bartowski?"
Timmy's mother asked.

 

"Actually," Mr. Bartowski.  "I fell
asleep.  I didn't wake up until Fred started barking. 
Anyway, it's too dark tonight to see much of anything."

 

Several people with large sticks started
walking toward the auditorium.  When they arrived under the
stone roof, they began to light the lanterns inside the outdoor
auditorium in order to see better.  "We'll make it brighter,"
someone said.  A few minutes later one of the people under the
auditorium roof said, "I don't see any wolf."

 

"It's so dark. It's difficult to see tonight.
The wolf could be off  in the distance."  The auditorium
had no sides except for the wood poles that supported the
roof.  When there was sunlight or moonlight people could
easily see for long distances beyond the auditorium, but this night
it was very dark because it was the Time of the New Moon.

 

"It's so dark because it's the Time of the
New Moon.  Isn't that right, Mommy?"  Timmy's mother had
explained that there was a Time of the New Moon for a  few
days every month.

 

"During the Time of the New Moon, we can't
see the moon, but it's still there,” Timmy’s mother had told him.
“After a few days we'll be able to see the moon again and it will
be brighter at night."

 

"Why do they call it 'The Time of the New
Moon'?"  Timmy had asked.  "Why don't they call it 'The
Time of No Moon’?"

 

"I'm not really sure, Timmy.  Perhaps
long ago people believed that when the moon disappeared, it was
gone forever.  But a few days later every month a new moon
began to grow.  It might have made sense to call the darkest
nights 'The Time of the New Moon' if people believed a new moon was
starting to grow.  But we know now the moon doesn't really go
away or grow or shrink.  There are just times during the month
when we can see more or less of the moon, or when we can't see the
moon at all."

 

“It’s dark because it’s the Time of the New
Moon,” Timmy called out to the people in the auditorium.  He
was proud that he knew all about the New Moon, and that he knew
they wouldn’t have any moonlight at all that night.  “It’ll be
completely dark all night.”

 

People under the auditorium roof were
shouting at Timmy's mother, "We don't see any wolf.  We don't
see any shadows moving around.  It could be out in the
darkness, or it could have run off."

 

Timmy's mother asked Fred the guard
dog.  "Where's the wolf, Fred?"

 

Fred looked up at Timmy's mother sadly,
slowly shook his head, and walked to his doghouse.  There he
sat down just inside the doghouse door with his eyes still staring
in the direction of the outdoor auditorium.

 



"I think the wolf must have run off," Timmy's
mother called to the people in the auditorium. "I think the wolf
must have gone." The townspeople began to put out the auditorium
lanterns.  Within a few minutes they were walking back to
their houses to return to sleep.

 

"C'mon, Timmy," Timmy's mother said. 
"The wolf is gone.  It's time to go back asleep."

 

Timmy's mother gave a last glance toward Fred
the guard dog.  Fred stared back at her with the saddest look
she had ever seen.  Curious, she thought.

 

&

 

The next night Fred the guard dog again woke
the entire village just after midnight.  "Woof.  Woof!"
Fred kept shouting.

 

Timmy's mother wouldn't let Timmy run to
Fred's doghouse, but she and many of the townspeople gathered
there.  "Where's the wolf?" they all kept asking Fred, but
Fred would just look at them sadly and shake his head.

 

Again some of the townspeople lit the
lanterns under the roof of the auditorium, but it was still the
Time of the New Moon and very hard to see into the darkness even
with all the lanterns lighted.  No one spied any wolves. 
Eventually Timmy's mother and all the townspeople returned to
sleep.

 

&

 

Three more nights in a row Fred woke the
entire town with his cries of 'Woof!' and yet no one saw any wolf
nor any traces of a wild animal visiting their village.  The
Time of the New Moon had passed and the moon was starting to become
visible again.  A curved slice of moon, what everyone called a
"crescent moon", made the night brighter. Each night a little more
of the moon became visible and gave off more moon glow, but still
no one saw any wolf.

 

It was now Saturday and many of the village
people decided to stay up that entire evening to try to spot the
wolves.  They were going to sit in the auditorium and play
cards and drink lemonade and tea to pass the time.  That night
people had just begun to seat themselves in the outdoor auditorium
when Fred the guard dog began to bark.  People stared at Fred
in amazement.  The sun had not quite gone down, and there was
enough light to see in any direction.

 

"Woof.  Woof!" Fred barked.

 

"There's no wolf, Fred," someone called to
the dog.

 

"Woof.  Woof!" Fred insisted.

 

"Where, Fred?"

 

"Woof.  Woof!" Fred still called out, as
if he had not heard a single word the townspeople in the auditorium
had said.

 

"There's no wolf."

 

"Woof.  Woof.  Woof. 
Woof.  Woof," Fred kept telling the townspeople.

 

"Why is Fred shouting about a wolf?" one
woman asked.

 

"There's no wolf.  There's probably
never been any wolf," someone else answered.

 

"Woof.  Woof.  Woof. 
Woof.  Woof," Fred cried out without stop.

 

"There's no wolf, Fred," someone said.

 

"Stop it, Fred!" someone else shouted. 
"Somebody make Fred stop barking."

 

"Fred has been waking all of us all week for
no reason.  There has never been any wolf.  What kind of
a guard dog wakes people in the night for nothing?"

 

"Exactly.  Doesn't Fred understand we
all need a good night's sleep?"

 

"Woof.  Woof.  Woof. 
Woof.  Woof," Fred shouted, even louder than before.

 

"This is like that story about the boy who
cried, 'Wolf!'  Fred has been tricking us every night."

 

"Bad dog, Fred!" someone shouted.

 

"What kind of a guard dog are you,
Fred?  Bad dog.  Bad dog."

 

"We can't have a guard dog that wakes us up
every night."

 

Mrs. Styber, Timmy's mother, came out of her
house because she had heard the barking and the shouting.  "Is
there a wolf?  I heard Fred barking."

 

"Woof.  Woof.  Woof. 
Woof.  Woof." Fred had been crying out all this time. 
Never had he been so agitated.

 

"There's Mrs. Styber.  Let's tell her
what Fred has been doing all week.  Let's tell her what a bad
dog Fred is."  All the people in the auditorium started to
walk toward Mrs. Styber's house.  "Fred's a bad dog. 
Fred's a terrible guard dog," someone called out to Mrs.
Styber.  "There has never been any wolf."

 

As everyone left the outdoor auditorium to
walk toward Mrs. Styber, Fred stopped barking.  Fred had been
barking constantly for over fifteen minutes.

 

"Mrs. Styber, your dog has been tricking us
all week.  There never was any wolf."

 

"Doggone collie," someone else said to Mrs.
Styber.  "We should never have allowed a collie into our
village.  Some of us have to work.  We need our
sleep.  Your doggone collie has kept us all up every night for
nothing."

 

"Doggone collie," other people were
murmuring.  "It's the collie's fault.  It's the collie's
fault none of us have had a good night's sleep all week."

 

"There's no wolf?" Mrs. Styber asked.

 

"There's never been a wolf, Mrs.
Styber.  Fred has been tricking us.  Fred has been
scaring us for nothing.  Fred is a bad guard dog."

 

Timmy Styber came running from the Styber
house.  "That's not true!" he shouted.  "Fred is a good
dog.  Fred wouldn't bark for nothing."

 

"Does anyone see a wolf?" a man in front of
the crowd asked.

 

"There's no wolf," a woman behind him
shouted.  "There's never been any wolf.  We've got to get
rid of the collie.  We've got to take the doggone collie to a
different state and leave him there.  Otherwise we are never
going to get a good night's sleep again."

 

"Maybe the wolves are invisible," Timmy
pleaded.  "Fred is a good dog.  Fred wouldn't trick
anyone.  Fred wouldn't wake people for no reason."

 

"We've got to get rid of the collie.  We
can't go the rest of our lives without a good night's sleep,"
several people in the crowd were saying.

 

"There's never been any wolf?" Mrs. Styber
asked again.  She seemed in shock.  "I can't believe Fred
would cry 'Woof' to trick us."
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