My Dog, Cutie - A Story by Hailey Krol

One day I asked my parents if I could get a dog.  They said OK.  We went to Petco and we looked and looked and then we found a little puppy.  The puppy was black and white.  When we got to the cage she was hyper.  She jumped and went over the cage and chased all the cats!   Then I caught her and held her calmly. I wanted the puppy, so we bought her. She cost $350. Then a lady came in and she gave me papers.   It said the first owner’s phone number was 555…. and the name was Alyssa Krol.  The address was 20 Boulder Dr.  We got a cage and went in the car and went home.   I was playing with her and my parents asked me what to name the dog.  I thought for a while and said Cutie!  So we played with Cutie for about for one hour.  

The next day we went out and got some toys and supplies for Cutie.  We got a leash, toys like a ball, squeaky toys, bones to chew on, dog food, a dog bowl,  and a dog bed.  We checked out and drove home.   Three years later when Cutie was four years old she got loose and ran into the neighbors’ house.  She ran all over and chased their cat.   There was meowing, barking, and  crashing everywhere.  Glass was all over the floor and a lady came in the room and yelled loudly.   Everything stopped!  I ran in the door and grabbed Cutie and I said sorry.   I felt so bad and I smacked Cutie and ran home and put Cutie in her cage.  Five years later when Cutie was nine years old she got sick.  We went to the vet as quickly as possible and the doctor had to draw her blood. She had a very bad germ.  There was nothing they could do.  They tried medication but it did not work.  
 We had our last minutes with Cutie. We saw her eyes close.   She stopped breathing and just stopped moving.  We understood that she was old.  We took her home and dug a hole and wrapped in her blanket, put her toys in there with her food and water dish.  Then we covered up the hole.  

After that I went inside and I put pictures of me and Cutie and some of Mom and Dad with Cutie.  Every day I thought of Cutie.  I missed her.  I remembered the day that Cutie came from the doctor’s and we put her in her hole and covered her up.  Nobody talked at all.  You could hear a pin drop.  I just played my DS and watched TV.  In time we got over the sadness.
