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A New Story by Alistair MacLeod: As Birds Bring Forth the Sun' Once there was a
family with a Highland name who lived beside the sea. And the man had a dog of
which he was very fond. She was large and grey, a sort of staghound from another
time. And if she jumped up to lick his face, which she loved to do, her paws would
jolt against his shoulders with such force that she would come close to knocking him
down and he would be forced to take two or three backward steps before he could
regain his balance. And he himself was not a small man, being slightly over six feet
and perhaps one hundred and eighty pounds. She had been left, when a pup, at the
family's gate in a small handmade box and no one knew where she had come from
or that she would eventually grow to such a size. Once, while still a small pup,- she
had been run over by the steel wheel of a horse-drawn cart which was hauling kelp
from the shore to be used as fertilizer. It was in October and the rain had been
falling for some weeks and the ground was soft. When the wheel of the cart passed
over her, it sunk her body into the wet earth as well as crushing some of her ribs;
and ap? parently the silhouette of her small crushed body was visible in the earth
after the man lifted her to his chest while she yelped and screamed. He ran his
fingers along her broken bones, ignoring the blood and urine which fell upon his
shirt, trying to soothe her bulging eyes and her scrabbling front paws and her
desperately licking tongue. The more practical members of his family, who had
seen run-over dogs before, suggested that her neck be broken by his strong hands
or that he grasp her by the hind legs and swing her head against a rock, thus
putting an end to her misery. But he would not do it. Instead, he fashioned a small
box and lined it with woollen remnants from a sheep's fleece and one of his old and
frayed shirts. He placed her within the box and placed the box behind the stove and
then he warmed some milk in a small saucepan and sweetened it with sugar. And
he held open her small and trembling jaws with his left hand while spooning in the
sweetened milk with his right, ig? noring the needle-like sharpness of her small
teeth. She lay in the box most of the remaining fall and into the early winter,
watching every? thing with her large brown eyes. Although some members of the
family complained a- bout her presence and the odour from the box and the waste
of time she involved, they gradually ad? justed to her; and as the weeks passed by,
it be? came evident that her ribs were knitting together in some form or other and
that she was recovering with the resilience of the young. It also became evident
that she would grow to a tremendous size, as she outgrew one box and then
another and the grey hair began to feather from her huge front paws. In the spring
she was outside almost all of the time and followed the man everywhere; and when
she came inside during the following months, she had grown so large that she
would no longer fit in? to her accustomed placed behind the stove and was forced
to lie beside it. She was ne/er given a name but was referred to in Gaelic as cu mor
glas, the big grey dog. By the time she came into her first heat, she had grown to a
tremendous height, and although her signs and her odour attracted many panting
and highly aroused suitors, none was big enough to mount her and the frenzy of
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their disappointment and the longing of her unfulfilment were more than the man
could stand. He went, so the story goes, . to a place where he knew there was a big
dog. A dog not as big as she was, but still a big dog, and he brought him home with
him. And at the prop? er time he took the cu mor glas and the big dog down to the
sea where he knew there was a hollow in the rock which appeared only at low tide.
He took some sacking to provide footing for the male dog and he placed the cu m.or
glas in the hollow of the rock and knelt beside her and steadied her with his left arm
under her throat and helped posi? tion the male dog above her and guided his
blood- engorged penis. He was a man used to working with the breeding of animals,
with the guiding of rams and bulls and stallions and often with the funky smell of
animal semen heavy on his large and gen? tle hands. The winter that followed was
a cold one and ice formed on the sea and frequent squalls and bliz? zards
obliterated the offshore islands and caused the people to stay near their fires much
of the time, mending clothes and nets and harness and waiting for the change in
season. The cu mor glas grew heavier and even more large until there was hardly
room for her around the stove or even under the table. And then one morning,
when it seemed that spring was about to break, she was gone. The man and even
his family, who had become more involved than they cared to admit, waited for her
but she did not come. And as the frenzy of spring wore on, they busied themselves
with readying their land and their fishing gear and all of the things that so
desperately required their atten? tion. And then they were into summer and fall and
winter and another spring which saw the birth of the man and his wife's twelfth
child. And then it was summer again. That summer the man and two of his
teenaged sons were pulling their herring nets about two miles offshore when the
wind began to blow off the land and the water began to roughen. They became
afraid that they could not make it safely back to shore, so they pulled in behind one
of the offshore is? lands, knowing that they would be sheltered there and planning
to outwait the storm. As the prow of their boat approached the gravelly shore, they
heard a sound above them, and looking up they saw (12)
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