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“Come, Ike,” said Mike as he and his dog walked together along the beach.  It was a bright sunny day on the Island of Zambo, off the coast of the Arven Ocean.  Mike’s parents were off on vacation to Bincon, so he and Ike had to stay with their Uncle Jerry and Aunt Cindy on the little island.  They owned about 315 acres of land and twenty-one horses.  They even owned 220 beef cattle.  


Uncle Jerry was a tall, slim man who loved hard work.  He had a big thick brown mustache and bushy brown hair.  


Aunt Cindy, however, was a husky, short lady who loved to cook and clean.  Their home was always in perfect shape.  Cindy also loved horses.  She once had a horse when she was little.  She always said, when she was little, that “Someday I am going to live on a big ranch with a lot of horses.”


Mike was a big, chunky young man who loved to go to the island.  He lived in Klevland.  He enjoyed catching turtles and fish off the beach.  Mike especially loved his uncle’s horses.  But tonight, he was going to ride his own horse to the beach and sleep with Ike.



“Come now Ike!” Mike yelled.


Ike a young, healthy golden retriever puppy came quickly to his master.  He was coated in a thick layer of beautiful yellow fur.



“Woof, woof!” was Ike’s reply.  He was also excited to sleep outside tonight on the beach.  He loved the feel of the sand between his four, little furry feet.  


That night, Uncle Jerry rode out with them to their camp.  They already had a campfire glowing on the sand.  Uncle Jerry was very strict on the rules he had set for the campsite.


“Now Mike, don’t leave the campsite without Ike right by your side.  And also,” he went on, “be careful to put the fire out when you come back in the morning.”


“Don’t worry Uncle Jerry.  I’ll be careful,” Mike said reassuringly.


“I knew I could trust you, son,” replied Uncle Jerry.  Since Mike had never really been a big trouble, Uncle Jerry put all his trust in him.


“Well, good night!” shouted Mike as Uncle Jerry rode off into the black night.


“Well Ike, here we are, lying on the beach,” said Mike to Ike.  But Ike didn’t answer.  He called again.  Nothing.


Mike got up and looked around the camp.  All he could hear was the water rippling and the fire crackling.  Mike got out his flashlight and shined it around the area.  When he got to a clump of trees, he saw something.  He focused on it and realized it was an animal.  Then, it just disappeared.  There was nothing.


Mike was obviously getting scared.  But, being as calm and quiet as he could, he set off to the trees.  This is when he heard it.  A loud yelping and snarling.  It startled Mike so much that he fell back and hit his head hard.


The next morning, Mike awoke with an aching head and cold body.  He finally realized what had happened the night before.  When he came to his full senses, he knew he had to get some help if he was going to find his dog.


Mike decided to go to his uncle.  He knew that Uncle Jerry would not give up until Ike was found.


When Mike got to his uncle’s ranch, it was almost noon.  He ran inside the house and yelled the story to his uncle and aunt.  They were very sorry.  They quickly got everything ready for a search.  Uncle Jerry got the horses ready while Aunt Cindy and Mike got the food and flashlights.  Then they started off for the campsite.


They arrived at the camp around high noon.  It was very hot on the Island of Zambo.  Uncle Jerry checked the thermometer before they left and said it was a scorching 98˚F.  


“Now everyone,” said Uncle Jerry in his calmest voice, “tell me where your going to be so you don’t get lost.  It can get pretty dark in these woods.  Remember to use your flashlights, and BE CAREFUL!”


Mike decided to start looking in the place where he saw the eyes.  He went into the clump of trees, after telling Uncle Jerry.  He took out his flashlight and saw a footprint.


Meanwhile, Uncle Jerry and Aunt Cindy were looking around the camp for clues.  They did not find anything.  So they decided to look in the cave. 


When they went inside, they saw a piece of fur and a red track.


When Mike found the footprint, he was relieved.  He followed the footprints.  He followed them until they ended at a hole.  He shined his flashlight down the hole and saw something move!  To his surprise, it was a bear!  It was attempting to climb out, but could not because the dirt was too loose.  Mike wanted to scream, but he didn’t want to scare his aunt and uncle, so he didn't.  He also wanted to help the bear, but had no way.  Then he saw that the bear had bloody teeth and fur.  It also had some golden fur on its nose.  All Mike felt like doing was to kill the bear who had killed his dog.  Mike had no doubt that the bear did it.  With anger in his eyes, Mike reluctantly went back to find his aunt and uncle.


Meanwhile, Uncle Jerry was examining the red track and discovered it was blood.  He also examined the fur.  It was a color just like Ike.  Aunt Cindy, who hated to wait, said “Come on!  We have to follow this track!”  They followed it and soon they saw that the track lead to another tunnel!


Uncle Jerry and Aunt Cindy were still following the trail into the evening.  Then, just when they were about to give up, they heard a faint, but clear “Woof.”


Mike was very tired.  With his eyelids almost closing, he kept on.  Just when he was about plop down where he was, he heard a loud and clear “WOOF!”  Mike was so startled that he jumped, only to get knocked down with wet and slobbery kisses raining on him.  Mike knew exactly that the friendly animal could be none other than IKE.  


Ike lead Mike to Uncle Jerry and Aunt Cindy.  They weren't far off though.  They had told Ike to lead them to Mike.


On the way home, Mike had a lot of questions.  “Where did you find Ike at?”


“He was in the very back of the cave,” replied Uncle Jerry.  “He was stuck under a rock.  I think he crawled in there when he went to sleep.” 


“How did he get his leg cut?  And did you see any bear tracks?” asked Mike.  


“I think he got his leg cut by the thorns at the beginning of the cave,” answered Uncle Jerry, who was taking off the saddles off the horses.  “I didn’t see any bear tracks though, son.  Should I have?”


“Well, no.  But I saw a bear,” replied Mike, “stuck in a hole.  It had bloody teeth and Ike’s color fur on its nose.”


“Oh dear!” cried Uncle Jerry.


“What?” exclaimed Mike.


“Well it’s just that our neighbors lost a dog, the same color as Ike yesterday,” replied Uncle Jerry.


“Oh, I see,” said Mike.  “Well, maybe we can make them a card  or something.”


“Well, you better do it later!” yelled Aunt Cindy from the front porch.  “Supper is about to be served!”


“Okay!” replied Uncle Jerry and Mike from the stalls in the barn.


The next day, Uncle Jerry, Aunt Cindy, and Mike were either making a card for the neighbors or thinking of a present they could make for them.


It was late in the afternoon before they were finally done. 


That night, they brought there card and present to the neighbor’s home.


“Ding, Dong!” went the neighbor’s doorbell.  Then, out stepped a tall old man.  He offered them to come in.


Uncle Jerry and the tall old man talked and talked.  They talked about horses, cattle, weather, and even about different birds.  (They were both bird watchers.)


Finally, they gave them their card and present.  The old man said thank you and then good bye.  Then, they left.


The present was a little German Sheppard puppy.  It was brown all over and a little black streak going down its stomach.


When they got home, they felt that they had done a good thing by helping out their neighbor.  It was also a good lesson for Mike.  


After a good night sleep, Mike got up and waited for his parents.  When they got there, they all said a final “Good bye!” and Mike and Ike went back home. 


When they got in the car, Mike’s mom and dad asked him how the vacation was. Mike began the whole story, with Ike lying on the seat sleeping.
