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GRCK AND THE DODGCS, 499, 982 BC—
(anot her story about cavenen)
By Paul Lanbrecht

The vast and | onely steppes, plucked fromthe pages of
sone Si berian novel.

Rangi ng raveni ng wol ves, swirling w nds, tentacled
trees, spectacl ed ponds.

Dense thickets of spruce. Deep hidden-away prinordi al
| akes. A stark rugged | andscape, perfect for a stark

rugged man.
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O a dodo. O a bunch of dodos. A whole flock. The
dodo energes frombehind a frosted tuft of tundraed
hillock. Its plumage splayed up and bright vermlion, |ike
a coxconb.

Hoar frost on the ground.

Endl ess white dones as far as they eye can see. A
sky-blue patina on the ground, as faint as an albino iris.
God’ s eyes frozen open. The spruce shifting in the wind
| i ke whiskers of an enornous arctic cat.

G ok sat before his fire. No one else around for a
t housand square mles. No spirits even. Just pure virgin
unknown territory. Yet he was not alone. There were
pt ar m gans, hares, ows, marnots, foxes, wolverines, she-
bears, he-wol ves, and dodos.

Yes, dodos. The pride of northern Pangea.

They roaned our ancestral supercontinent in enornous
packs |i ke avian |ocusts, sending up plunes of dust,
gougi ng the ground with their sharp claws. Their swarm
sending all their woodl and creatures scurrying away from
their frightening warlike clucks.

G ok had tracked the dodo horde for over 30,000 mles
he figured. He was currently canped in the shadow of

GQunsi ght Mountain. Listening. Al ways |istening.
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H's heart lusted after the elusive dodo; his incisors
ached for their tender ganey flesh.

A dodo sighting nmeant good |uck. To be tranpled
underneath their fierce talons was bliss itself. A one-way
ticket to Bog's eternal bosom

So G ok listened. And wept.

Wept and |istened. He was weepi ng because he felt so
darned out of place. He had no idea why he’d dragged
himself so far out into the hinterl ands. The tenperature
had di pped exceedingly since he crossed that |ast set of
mountains. In recent nonths, the trail of the dodo had
becone proportionately cold.

He couldn’t even renenber what a darned dodo | ooked
like. Pert supple beak, standoffish denmeanor, strong squat
haunches. Bl oody beautiful bird.

A rain now crossed over the peak behind himand pelted
himinto the springy tundra. H's matted hair and | oosely
draped flea-infested furs soaked up the bitter rain |like a
sponge.

The fire flickered and sputtered for dry air. Gok’'s
bones ached fromthe wind and the cold. An overture of
t hunder and |ightning crashed agai nst the sopping storm
cl ouds now and illum nated the backdrop of nountain

out croppi ngs |i ke deranged gargoyl es.
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He was now termnally mserably ill. The gargoyles
grinned at his msery.

The rain turned to a drenching snow. Dark colorless
clunps. It settled debris-like around hi mand warnmed him
up a little, like a signal of peace.

The night closed in |like fingers massaging his
massi vel y pronounced brow.

At that nonent, Grok saw in the al nost invisible
light, an inky blackness naking its way down the sl ope of
GQunsight. Gok recognized the dot further ahead than the
bl ob as the al pha dodo. They had cone!

In the light of the ascendant nobon, G ok saw the churn
of snow strewn up in their wake.

He heard a | ow runbl e of thunder far away acconpanyi ng
the last wsps of lightning fromthe departing storm The
dodos drew cl oser, uniform soldierly, precise,

di sciplined. Gok grasped for his club. A dodo swarm
descended |i ke an all-powerful all-controlling and dreadf ul
chinmera: head of a goat, paws of a lion, |legs of an

antel ope. Breathing fire.

They set upon himparting on either side |ike the Reed
Sea, pecking at his shins, draw ng bl ood and chunks from

his flesh |ike prefiguration of stigmata. They squawked



Lanbrecht / Cavenen / 5 of 5

loudly, their feet splayed out to keep fromsliding away in
the slippery snow.

The dodos all passed by, and all that remained was the
rapture of one tiny man. A man far from honme, cold and
snowy and al one, stranded on an island in a crush of
effaced footprints. Gok took in the matter of the nonent
as best he could nuster, and then headed off south towards

hi s abandoned hone.

END.



