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INTRO 

To understand why my mother hates dogs, you must first understand a little bit about my 

neighborhood. In my neighborhood, there are a LOT of children. There are about 40 kids on my bay, and 

we know most of them. Now some of these children were somewhat unremarkable, but there are 

always natural leaders in any social situation. Not to brag, but my brothers and I were very popular with 

the children that inhabited our neighborhood. Another one of these leaders was a kid named Zack. You 

could attribute Zack’s popularity to any number of things: he had a cool brother in high school, he had 

an earring in only one ear, he had all the newest toys, and best of all, he would always invite people over 

to his house to play the latest XBOX game.  He was also a little bit of a jerk, as the cool kids inevitably 

were.  If he didn’t get his own way, he would leave, and take all his cool stuff with him. As you can see, it 

was usually a good idea to stay on his good side… which was why my brother was pretty nervous when 

Zack got hurt in our backyard. 

PART II 

To understand why Zack was in our backyard in the first place, you have to understand that our 

backyard was viewed as a second hangout spot for pretty much every kid in the hood. Trading Pokemon 

cards, playing with action figures and exchanging funny jokes, you name it. Our backyard was the spot to 

be at. So when Zack came over to play on our swing set, it wasn’t an unheard of occurrence. It was 

pretty unheard of, although, that he fell off our swing set and went home crying. Now my little brother 

was very high strung as a wee lad, and worried about a lot of things, such as being arrested for not 

wearing his seatbelt accidentally, or worrying that my dad was robbing the bank, when he was just  

making a deposit. So I guess it was perfectly understandable that when Zack fell off our swing set, my 

brother became convinced that he would sue us. He became so panicked that eventually my mother 

agreed to go across the back lane and check on him. That’s where the trouble began… 

PART III 

My mom had been gone for about 10 minutes, and I was starting to get a little worried that she hadn’t 

come back yet. Suddenly I heard a frantic banging on the back door! I ran to the door and looked 

through, and it was Zack’s mom, with my mother leaning on her and looking very pale. I quick opened 

the door, and my mother staggered through and almost ran upstairs to the bathroom, limping and 

dripping blood. My adolescent mind did not quite take in the urgency of the situation until I saw the 

blood leaking from a large bite mark on her leg. It was at that point the urgency of the situation finally 

made it into my little noggin! My mother was critically injured and at death’s door! It was up to me to 

make sure the other children did not realize this, and so I sat them down in front of the DVD player and 

pacified them with a bowl of pretzels each. My dad came home at this point, and rushed upstairs to 



view my mother before her impending death. After a couple moments she limped down with my dad 

and they rushed off to the ER.  

 

PART IV 

It was at this point that I questioned Zack’s mom about what happened. She started to recount the 

experience: “I was sitting in my backyard gardening and March (their 4 month old dog) was running 

around, when I heard a knock on the gate, and before I could warn her about March (who had been 

acting violently around strangers lately) she came in. As soon as she entered, March started going crazy, 

growling and barking. I ran at March and attempted to grab him, but he jumped your mom and took a 

fist sized chunk out of her calf, and bit her in the chest. I grabbed March and threw him into the house, 

and we ran to your house. You know the rest.” It was at this point that my grandpa arrived, and Zack’s 

mother departed . 

PART V 

My grandfather asked what had happened, and I recounted the grisly tale, with a few embellishments 

(“and the dog ripped a fist sized chunk out of her calf and ATE IT”). We then preceded to recover from 

the horrible ordeal by watching three movies and eating pizza. At around 11-12 pm my mother 

staggered into the house, hopped up on painkillers, and went straight to bed, muttering seething words 

about “that dang dog”.  To this day, if a large dog comes within 30 feet of her, my mother flinches. That 

is the story of why my mother hates dogs.   


