
Know Ewe

The sign posts of life have many arrows pointing in all the places we dream we can 
reach. There are so many directions to go so many directions to imagine and so many ways 
to be led sometimes by the nose and sometimes by other senses. Putting down roots can 
seem so permanent. Life is supposed to slam to a stop against the billboard of, we are here. 
Here we are.

I was here but life moved around me as if I was a stone in the stream. For me the 
river was my protection, but also my Rubicon.

There is a lot to learn when you know nothing. There is a lot to owning a piece of 
land. There is the wind and the sky what they carry and what they cover. Below there is 
what is yours and what is mine, which can hopefully become them and us. Render unto 
Caesar what is Caesar’s.

I called the Ministry of Transportation to make arrangements for my entrance, my 
front gate. I really needed a bridge, but that would take gallons of time and water. The man
who came to see the entrance decided to petition the local council to build a modern bridge 
into my place now not later. Council wisely decided to not charge me full taxes instead. It 
was nice of him to press my fortunes but I was happy to pay vacant land taxes for a full ten 
years. Eventually I built my own bridge on a long weekend when the authorities were 
carving turkey. He did something else for me. He talked me into buying a female Nubian 
goat. Just the reputation a bachelor needs north of Hwy 7. If you don't know this dividing 
line in rural Eastern Ontario, the police use to refer to this line as the cedar curtain (What 
goes on behind the cedar curtain no one knows). The wink wink nudge nudge here is incest,
bestiality, and abuse covered by the fog of alcoholism. An unfair label for the up standing 
as well as those laying down.

She was a pleasant little creature with a strange disposition. She would pee every 
time I came near obvious a good sign for a milker, empty bladder and then give. She was 
definitely not a dog. I would go out on to the front porch and rattle her feed bucket. 
Sometimes five minutes later I would hear her bell as she stampeded to the front door for 
food. Definitely a delayed response time, the goat was a prime candidate for neural 
pathway research.

Not a dog but capable of loving a dog, much to my dog's chagrin. My dog Shag Rug 
was very patient, but you could tell that the amorous overtures were not welcome. Over 
time the goat advances were tolerated, after all the cold nights outside could warm with a 
little amour.

I had become a terrible friend; I constantly worked building, and building and 
building. Overtures of friendship were welcome, but return visits were peppered with 
excuses. There seemed to always be something to do. I felt like Chicken Little, yelling "the 
sky is falling."  Winter was always coming even in the middle of a summer heat wave. This 
was very hard on my very social, car dog. When you have dog in your life their mute 
demands find their way to the top of your priority list: which vehicle to buy, who to visit 
etc.

This combination made for a disgruntled animal. His first line of communication 
was bouncy jigs anytime the direction of travel pointed to the car. Then there was the 
strategy of always being in the way. This Shag Rug was always being pulled out from under
me. I would backup and there he would be setting me up for a pratfall. Some days we were 



Laurel and Hardy, not funny with power tools. Patient I am, but sometimes my cup fills to 
spill on a handy target. This only leads to sulking and more tripping on the rug. Over the 
top communication was staring in to the house through the doorway while I worked at 
preventing the sky from crashing in. I came to know the look. It is hard for a dog to frown, 
their jowls are permanently pointing down. His eyes held it all, take me for ride or a walk, 
now. His communication became the focus of my attention, for in this mood I would need to
respond quickly or my sky would fall in other ways. If I was not vigilant he would 
disappear. The first time I only had to walk the backwoods for an hour before recovering 
him and the goat. Yes he had taken the goat for his walk about. I was not a quick learner 
though and the next time he was gone for longer and returned without the goat. Shag had 
learned that lost goat meant a long walk in the woods, even though he was followed by an 
annoying human calling to a goat. Bah-bah-ba-ba!

This time the walk lasted days with miles covered and even a call to the local radio 
station. "Man north of seven lost his goat please phone home." I lost any chance of a social 
life, but contributed to the local social chatter for quite some time. Luckily a farmer one 
concession over erased all previous memories of supposed indiscretion by having his way 
with a wayward ewe on his front lawn at six in the morning while all were driving by for 
work. 

Endless wild goose chases. In one forest we found two 150 lb bear cubs who Shag 
treed. I beat a very hasty retreat. Not many people have seen a bear run up a tree. It is a 
breath arresting experience because their front legs are shorter than the back. They are 
able to put their rear claws above their front feet. They seem to be able to run up the tree 
faster than they can run on level ground.

It is one of those moments in which all details come into sharp relief. The sound of 
the talons sinking into wood was followed by the clacking of the falling bark. It was a very 
full moment in time, but with surreal time to spare. In that moment I became an animated 
elastic super-hero stressed by the G force of my one eighty turn. Yelling come on Shag, I 
hoped he was following, and alone!
Five hundred feet of bush later I stood on the road. Beyond me
stood Helen Comer's cows, chewing and looking intently across
the fence wire. There with the cows was my little goat. 

Proof positive to me that every creature wants a little
M-O-O. 
M-O-O spelled backwards is O-O-M. 

The Alpha and Omega. 
The Here and the Now, the river of life, the Now we’re Here.
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