
THE NIGHT MY IRISH WOLFHOUND QUAKED IN FEAR 

 

 

My life is, and has been, even to me, very strange. Few things about me seem very 
“normal”. I suppose it all boils down to my approach. In my youth I was reckless and 
wild, though also cerebral, distilling existence and it's components, and experiences 
to their utmost essence. I was all about the experience, all about the moment. I'd 
finish the day exhausted and happy, and even sleep with a smile on my lips. I could go 
on and on about myself, I suppose, and my appetites for adventures, how I received 
my scars, how I broke the hearts of women in far flung places, but I don't want to 
detract from the story I am trying to tell. Also the stories of my past that I once 
relished, I now despise. 

 

I was at a point in my life where to most eyes, I had it all. A beautiful girlfriend, a 
beautiful house, I was in a rock band, living in arguably the most beautiful part of the 
world. But something was missing. Something wasn't right. What was missing was God, 
God in my life. Or to be more precise, a relationship with the Christ of God, which is 
the key to having God in one's life. What wasn't right was me. I wasn't right. I was 
preoccupied with sex. My girlfriend wasn't enough, and I found myself slipping into a 
darkness I had not known before. 

 

I left it all. The girlfriend, the house, the band broke up. I had known this kind of loss 
before and after some initial grief, began to start over. I had started to read the 
Bible. Now here's where it gets tricky. I was reading the Bible, and I believed the 
Word, but I still didn't know Jesus, still didn't serve Him, did not yet come to love 
Him. I had not yet truly made that commitment. If anyone would ask me if I was a 
Christian, I always answered yes. I also proclaimed my belief in Jesus as Christ. I also 
prayed, especially when I felt needy. But I was believing with my mind, not my heart. 
But God was working on me, He was changing me, He was calling me to Himself. 

 

Over the next few years I tried to have two monogamous relationships, and it was the 
ending of the second one that provided the spring board for my relationship with the 
Lord. 

 



I ended the second one quickly, it was like a switch going off. I was living with her, a 
doctor, in a beautiful multimillion dollar, one of a kind place. She is a gorgeous 
woman, and we got along well, but the moment she showed jealousy about the love I 
have for my daughter, in that moment, I no longer wanted to be with her. As I said it 
was like a switch. 

So what I did next was rather unconventional. At that time I no longer owned any 
property, and I didn't want to pay rent. I decided I was going to camp. That's right, 
live in a tent for a while. 

 

THE GREAT OUTDOORS 

 

The Pacific Northwest of North America is still a somewhat rugged and awesome area. 
The trees grow to great sizes. There are still many clean, fresh water rivers 
containing salmon and other fish. The forests have an abundant diversity of plant and 
animal life. In addition, I dwelt by the ocean which also is still relatively rich in its 
own flora and fauna. Of course all that richness is there, because that Pacific coastal 
strip is a rain forest. The only temperate rain forest in North America. And that 
precludes an abundance, or some might say an over abundance, of rain. Lots and lots 
of rain can be quite problematic for some. Well, maybe even a majority, or more 
people would live there. In two decades I've seen many come and proclaim the area 
their home, only to flee when the weather got to be too much for them. I've seen 
people abandon their homes to the banks, pack up and split for sunnier climes. And 
there is also a fair number of suicides. Although a lack of sunshine cannot be held to 
be the only reason for that. Alcoholism and drug abuse are also present. 

 

The people who live there, and are acclimated to the rain and fog are generally a 
hardy and self reliant bunch. There are two topics of conversation that are constant; 
the beauty of the place, and the weather. And when the sun is shining, and the wind 
not too vigorous, the comment on most every lip is about the beauty of the day, and 
how we live in the most beautiful place in the world. This all takes place of course, in 
the nearest town, which is small and somewhat a true village. That means everyone 
(local) knows everyone, and their business.  

 

Of course, except for those who are homeless, all these have some sort of home to 
take shelter in. A place to hole up, throw a log on the fire, stare out at the falling 
rain, or more likely in this portion of this age, stare at their televisions. 



 

So to decide to camp in this environment, for an undetermined length of time, to call 
the outdoors my home, may be hard for some to understand. 

 

I started towards the onset of winter, but quickly (in several weeks), got asked to 
house sit for a friend who commercial fishes up in the Bearing Sea. I agreed, and this 
took up the winter months except for a few weeks when he returned home. So it was 
in the spring I began in earnest to camp. Having experienced just a part of the winter 
(camping) made me very thankful for spring. It was while still house sitting, 
immediately before heading out to camp, that I gave myself to the Lord. That is, as 
fully as I could at the time. I've come to know that as we walk with Jesus, we are 
always being drawn to Him ever closer, ever nearer, ever more intimate. Always 
discovering new depths to His gracious love for us. He brings new meaning to our 
lives. A fulfillment and peace starts to live in you, and you find it gives you a sort of 
energy. Our love for Him grows the more we know Him, the more we trust Him, the 
more we live for Him and the less we live for ourselves. You really gotta believe in 
Him. That means believing he loves you. And the time may com...e after you give 
yourself to Him, that you may begin to examine yourself honestly, in the truth of 
God's word, finding your old sinful self (in your own eyes), unlovable. That's when you 
have to trust Him. Trust that He loves you. He does love us, He loves us more then we 
can comprehend. 

 

Anyway, it was in a spirit of love and trust of God that I embarked on this much 
simpler way. 

 

LOGISTICS 

 

I figured that I'd start with a tent, and since I didn't have one, I promptly borrowed 
one from a friend. I also purchased a tarp. Heavy duty and big enough to cover over 
the tent and even have enough material to protect under the tent as well. But the 
gem in camping is not tents and gear, it is where one camps. And I know some 
winners. 

 

Some important things to look for in choosing a spot to camp are drainage, sunlight, 
especially morning sunlight, legality, usable clean water, privacy, security, a 



conscientious and environmentally safe place to defecate, and the natural beauty of 
the area.  

 

THE WATERFALLS 

 

The spot I call the Waterfalls, is almost as perfect as they come. You can pitch your 
tent on a raised, level area with a view of two waterfalls. Lots of trees and green 
plants and the whole immediate area is arranged in a circle. The camping spot itself 
is privy to morning sunlight, which as any camper knows is such a blessing. In fact the 
Waterfalls had it all, and then some. The Waterfalls was so good to me I stayed there 
about seven months or so. In my time camping there, I was brought closer to the 
Lord. Living in a tent with only a thin membrane of fabric as a shelter caused me to 
rely on Jesus for things a house dweller takes for granted. I was able to understand 
better what Israel experienced on their way to Canaan. To a degree, I probably 
romanticized my living in a tent, and was not ashamed or shy about telling others of 
my situation. Staying at that spot I had lots of great days and nights, but this was not 
the place where Angus my Irish Wolfhound shook in fear. In September of that year I 
migrated to Boh Creek. 

 

BOH CREEK 

 

This is a place where I have a lot of history. I don't know how much accumulative time 
I have in the water across the road. I surfed Bohies for a good decade and a half 
before I pulled back. And for about a decade or so I surfed it hard. I put a lot of time 
in the water there. I rode some pretty big waves at that spot, and for sure I rode my 
biggest barrels there. A reef with a little sand over it can be so good. A rock reef, you 
paddle out to an exposed rock, time the sets, and jump off and paddle for all your 
worth. Like I said, Bohies can be really good, but it can also be just another blown 
out, foggy, rain on the horizon, stretch of coast. It can be that way for a long duration 
sometimes. The mouth of Boh Creek out flows next to the jump rock.  

Across the road though, to the east and north is the camping spot. Actually there are 
several places to camp there and sometimes you share the place with other campers. 
But most of the time I have it to myself.  

Soon after I moved with my family to that stretch of coast years ago, I found an 
abandoned two story house, with a garage and shop, just up the creek from my 
favorite surf break. The house was quite adorable. After finding it was owned by the 



U.S. Forest Service, I contacted them. I proposed to them that I'd fix up the place, 
(basically clean the place and get water and electricity going), in exchange I would 
provide housing for their small group of summer interns that worked a local 
archaeological dig. They agreed, we signed an agreement of intent, and they even put 
ten thousand dollars in an account for me, for materials. So my family and I started to 
spend some time there cleaning, making some repairs, and discussing and planning. 
Some of the plans included how we would use most of the ample shop space, and turn 
it into a livable bunk house for the college kids. 

 

But before we moved in, the discovery that the house was sided with asbestos 
shingles caused them to panic and withdraw. No one wanted to sign off and be 
responsible for the project, such was the fear at that time over asbestos shingles. The 
fact that the shingles were sealed with multiple layers of paint, and totally inert, as 
long as they are not disturbed, was lost on them. In hindsight I should have just fixed 
the place up and moved my family in. I shouldn't have contacted the bureaucrats. 
Their action was to knock it over and burn it. Nowadays there is little to suggest that 
a house was once there. Like I said, lots of history, but that's enough for now, because 
it does not tell you of the essence of the place. 

 

You pull in on a small unmarked lane, that every passing driver, if they notice it at 
all, would assume is a private driveway, and indeed once was. The first thing you 
notice is that it is somewhat darkened, protected and overshadowed by some big old 
spruce trees. I always use the same camping spot there, as it has the best rocked fire 
ring. This place has been very good to me, it has of course the creek itself for washing 
one's face and hands in the morning. The creek sings with pure and delightfully clean 
water that courses over a solid basalt bed, layered with sand and boulders. It is one of 
my favorite places to be. There is a patch of nettles I harvest from, for most of the 
year, there are huckleberries, miner's lettuce, fiddle heads in spring, and there is 
good mushroom picking. I have spent a considerable amount of time communing with 
God here, and the place is special to me. 

 

I believe it is my commitment to follow Jesus, that triggered the event I am about to 
tell. 

Man is quite remarkable in his ability to not give thanks or even recognize and 
acknowledge God when his needs are met and he has his desires filled. Likewise, 
when we are needy, we are more inclined to cry out to Him. Those who have come to 
know God are aware that all things are from Him. He is the creator and the one that 
blesses us with good things. It is the Spirit of God that works in a person revealing the 
Truth of God, which is the person of Jesus, the Christ of God. And all this is a free gift 



to us. A gift that involves salvation. What exactly is salvation? Is it just that those who 
believe in Jesus, and love Him, and obey Him are saved and everyone else is going to 
hell? Short answer is yes. But the lengthier one is all about, and speaks volumes about 
God's mercy and love for us, and the great extremes He goes to in order to show His 
love and provide a way for our salvation. It's all in the Bible. And be careful what 
version you are reading. Some “religions” have tampered with God's word and 
changed some things around. Some have added to it. Find out which ones and stay 
clear of them. God is reaching out, extending an invitation to all of mankind. You 
recognize and know God's Truth not with the mind only, but the heart, you perceive 
Him with your soul. Spirit to Spirit. Once aware of God's presence in your life, you 
cling to that with your entire being, because that's truly the only thing that has any 
worth.  

Think of your soul, which is you; inside the body, inside the mind, inside the heart. 
That portion is permanent. It's spirit, and it won't die when your body dies. God gives 
us a freedom of choice in this age, to which we are answerable in the next. Your 
whole purpose in being born in this age is to have the truth revealed to you. To have 
Life offered to you and to recognize it for its true value, throwing off and seeing 
through the illusions that are in the world. 

 

PRINCIPALITIES AND POWERS OF DARKNESS 

 

The Bible tells us that there are forces at work for the side of darkness as well as 
light. Man is not the only intelligent being, with the knowledge of good and evil. He's 
just the only one we can physically see. But you can see the evidence of the powers 
of darkness; the killing, and destruction of life, the injustice. These forces that work 
darkness aren't concerned with harassing those oblivious to God and His offer of 
salvation. But they will work real hard to keep people deceived. God places His seal 
on you when you join with Jesus and become His. Once sealed, the Spirit of Truth 
comes to dwell within you. God calls you a saint. That's what God now knows you as, 
one of His own, His saints. The darkness can recognize when a person is indwelt by 
the Holy Spirit, protected by God. Often soon after a person comes to follow Jesus is 
when a believer may experience the most pronounced attacks. In faith they are like a 
newborn, their strength yet to come. But once sealed by God, the darkness though it 
may try, can never unseat you. The Deceiver does not want anyone to find the Truth, 
and will sometimes make a real effort to prevent that from happening. 

 

THE STORM 

 



One thing that drives people away from staying in the Pacific Northwest is the storms. 
More than just getting a lot of rain, the Pacific Northwest, and especially the coast, 
gets really hammered. It always amazes me that when the east coast gets some heavy 
winds and rain, it's all over the national news, but when the Pacific Northwest gets 
winds of ninety plus miles per hour it's only local news.  

I migrated to Boh Creek because in winter, the nights are a lot warmer by the ocean 
then they are inland. I was beginning to get some frost at the waterfalls and that was 
my trigger to move to the coast. The waterfalls were only about a mile and a half 
inland, but that mere distance could mean ten or so degrees difference at night. Soon 
after setting up camp at Boh Creek there was a pleasant Indian summer for a few 
weeks. It was positively wonderful weather and I congratulated myself on my prudent 
decision. The mushrooms were abundant that year and I ate lots of wild, foraged 
food. In particular, I remember the huckleberries were not plentiful that year, yet 
there was this one bush that always seemed loaded. I'd eat from it for a half hour or 
so every evening before making a campfire dinner. My appetizer bush. I felt taken 
care of by God. 

 

After the warmish and beautifully lit days of fall, the sky began to gray, and you knew 
low pressure systems were building out to sea. Soon the storms would bring the rain 
and I wondered how well I'd fare with my tent and tarp. At the waterfalls I doubled 
the tarp and used it as a barrier between the ground and the tent. But here, at Boh 
Creek, in anticipation of the heavy rain, I used only one layer under the tent, and the 
rest came up and made sort of a tent for the tent. This was on the weather side and it 
did not touch the tent, as it was held and supported by stout ropes. The whole thing 
was quite solid and was never so much as loosened, even in high winds. 

 

The tarp was not my only barrier between the earth and my tent. On top of the tarp I 
used several large pieces of cardboard as an insulation, and to smooth out the rough 
spots. Inside the tent was a layer or two of carpet, which I tried to keep clean by 
always removing my footwear at the door (flap). Of course my Irish Wolfhound, Angus 
wasn't as mindful of things such as a clean floor, so I'd wipe down his feet when wet, 
and also guide him to his place, at the foot of my bed. While I camped at the 
waterfalls I slept on the floor of the tent, but when I moved to Boh Creek I borrowed 
a military cot, so I was raised from the floor by about eighteen inches. 

 

ABOUT ANGUS 

 



Angus was quite a dog. He was not my first Irish Wolfhound, nor was he my largest. 
But Angus was probably the smartest one, though the others weren't slouches in the 
brain department either. Angus was bold and generally fearless. He had great 
judgment and carried himself well. For years he had a special position by my side in 
an annual local parade. No loud fire engine siren, nor screaming spectators or barking 
dog would cause him to waiver as he marched along proudly, with his head held high. 
He was quite the athlete when he was in his prime; nimble, quick and powerful. He 
was also highly adaptable, and very friendly. At about two or so years of age, giant 
breed dogs learn that they are big. Some, use their size to intimidate, not Angus, he 
was very good at disarming someone's fears about big dogs, or dogs in general. As well 
as with humans, he was very good at making friends with other dogs, and other 
animals. He touched a lot of lives in the ten years of his lifetime. 

 

Just as a side note, a man's extra-large fleece top will fit an Irish Wolfhound most 
excellently on a chilly night. And Angus loved it when I'd put the fleece on him, not 
just for the warmth factor either. He loved the special attention, and I suspect, the 
fact that he was wearing an article of my clothing, something of his masters. 

 

THE DREADFUL CHORUS 

 

Night fell as the earth turned away from the sun, causing darkness and colder 
temperatures to the portion of the planet I resided. At first, this night was much like 
any of the other nights I spent camping. After dinner, and cleaning up, I went to bed. 
Which is to say I snuggled into my sleeping bag, the same sleeping bag I've owed since 
I was eighteen years of age. Every evening I read the Bible. Either by candle light or 
flashlight, I soaked up the Word of God. I relished the very thought of the moment I'd 
open the pages of that powerful book. I delighted in what I was learning, knowing 
that out of all my experiences, I had finally hit upon the truth. The Eternal Truth, 
which transcends the physicality of the universe. As I absorbed the Word, I was being 
changed. 

 

You see, I previously had been quite content with my experiences. Whether climbing 
mountains, surfing the waves of the Pacific Ocean, galloping full tilt on my 
Thoroughbred horse, even sex, whatever it was I always put all I had into the 
moment. And for a while it was enough. But that was no longer the case. It is written 
that God chastises those He loves. He does that so we take notice and change our 
ways. He does it so we become cognizant of Him. One of the ways He chastised me 
was, He took away all my joy in the things that I formerly found joy in. And for a 



while I still went through the motions. Than a spiritual darkness descended on me. 
And like a ref who stops the match, when one of the boxers is no longer able to 
defend himself, I knew I lost the fight. Eventually I turned to the Lord, to God, to the 
Truth. Eventually, I gave myself, my life, everything to Him. Well, I am still working 
on the everything part. I'm not perfect, and I won't be until He perfects me. When no 
longer am I clothed in this flesh, but am clothed in His Righteousness. Anyway, you 
get the picture. 

 

So there I am reading the Bible, in my sleeping bag, in the tent, with my Irish 
Wolfhound at my feet. The rain drops were pelting the tarp above the tent, and a 
south wind was starting to gain momentum. Suddenly a loud and (I want to use the 
term ungodly because that best describes it), ungodly shriek erupts from what sounds 
like right next to the tent. I was immediately startled but I remained calm and still, 
to see what would happen next. My mind was going through the possible scenarios and 
probabilities of what might be occurring.  

 

The shrieking grew louder and varied in tone and depth. Then there was more than 
one. They were all around my tent and then began to scratch along the tarp. The 
sounds were really loud and growing in volume. Was it the neighbor across the creek 
and some of his drinking buddies trying to pull some sort of prank? No, I would 
recognize the voices if that was the case, and they would be getting soaking wet in 
the rain. Besides, these sounds were positively inhuman. The shrieking grew even 
louder and more frenetic, and the scratching noise increased in activity. Was I 
hallucinating? I looked at Angus to see if there was any response from him. Oh yea, he 
heard it too. He was positively quaking in fear, and his eyes looked like they were 
twice their normal size. He looked at me with pleading in his eyes along with such 
fear. I'd never seen anything like this in him before. Okay, so it's not an hallucination, 
Angus is definitely experiencing it too. Then it occurred to me that this was from the 
enemy. As far-fetched as that might sound, it is a possibility. I resolved immediately 
that whatever it was, I was in God's hands. And if this was the enemy trying to 
frighten me, it wasn't going to work. And if all they or it or whatever could do, is 
make a bunch of noise, then I had nothing to fear. I remember I spoke some 
reassuring words to Angus, and went back to reading the Bible. I don't remember if I 
prayed at that moment, or if I spoke some words out loud to rebuke this perceived 
evil. But I do remember trusting in God for protection, and going back to reading the 
Bible and eventually the sounds stopped as suddenly as they started. The following 
morning I looked around the tent for tracks or footprints and saw none. I considered 
that the scratching noise could have been branches rubbing on the tarp, but I had 
already trimmed anything close enough to do that. To those who think it may have 
been coyotes, I know coyotes can make some weird noises sometimes, but these 
didn't sound like coyotes. These sounded as though they had intent, and it wasn't a 
friendly one. Besides Angus isn't scared of coyotes. And that is really the thing that 



precludes me from thinking it was the wind either, Angus isn't scared of the wind. The 
two of us were quite used to heavy winds and storms. Whatever it was that night, it 
caused my Angus a brave Irish Wolfhound to quake in fear. 
 


