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My fire had burned down, leaving only a glowing red body of coals.   The cave was dark and silent.  Chill from the night had crept in.  I was on the point of getting up to rebuild my fire, when I heard what had awakened me.  At first I thought it was a woman screaming.  I listened.  My heart began to pound.  I could feel the strain all over my body as nerves grew tighter and tighter.

It came again, closer this time.  The high pitch of the scream shattered the silence of the quiet night.  The sound seemed to be all around us.  It screamed its way into the cave and rang like a blacksmith’s anvil against the rock walls.  The blood froze in my veins.  I was terrified.  Although I had never heard one, I knew what it was.  It was the scream of a mountain lion.
The big cat screamed again.  Leaves boiled and stirred where my pups were.  In the reflection of the glowing coals, I could see that one was sitting up.  It was the boy dog.  A leaf had become entangled in the fuzzy hair of a floppy ear.  The ear flicked.  The leaf dropped.

Again the hellish scream rang out over the mountains.  Leaves flew as my pup left the bed.  I jumped up and tried to call him back

Reaching the mouth of the cave, he stopped.  Raising his small red head high in the air, he bawled his challenge to the devil cat.  The bawl must have scared him as much as it had startled me.  He came tearing back.  The tiny hairs on his back were standing on end.
