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A Dog with One-Eye
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I will never forget the day the one-eyed dog came into our neighborhood.  Kyle and I were playin’ a game of catch.  I missed one and when I ran after it, that’s when I saw him.  I think he wanted someone to pet him.  My brother looked at that dog and said, “Joey, don’t you touch that dog, ya here?”

I said, “Why not, Kyle?  He looks really friendly and he’s waggin’ his tail.”

Kyle looked at me like I was the dumbest kid he’d ever seen.  He said, “Are you stupid, or what?”

I told him, “Listen here, Bro, just because I’m the youngest doesn’t make me dumber than you!  And, if you have a problem with that, then I’ll just have to tell Mom you called me, ‘stupid,’ and you know what will happen, then!”

Kyle glared at me and didn’t say anything else.  So, I walked over to this long-lost dog.  Well, as soon as I reached for his head, I noticed that one eye wasn’t in the right place.  I mean it was hangin’ by a thin thread and it looked disgustin’.  As soon as I saw this, I said to Kyle, “Why didn’t you tell me about this dog?”

He said, “Well, I tried to, but you’re such a tattle-tale, I said to myself—-forget it!”

So, here I was, lookin’ at this dog, and it was lookin’ back at me. He stopped waggin’ his tail. I guess he wondered if I were goin’ to pet him or not.  I thought to myself, “I don’t want to be mean, or anything, but I don’t want to make friends with him.”  I was about to walk away, when he leaned into me.  My hand accidentally landed on top of his head.  His tail started waggin’ again and I couldn’t help myself.  I stroked his head.  I knew I had made a friend for life.

Now, I didn’t have the best reputation around the neighborhood.  You see, I was the only kid that wet his pants ‘til the age of ten.  My nickname was “pee-pee pants.” Now, as hard of a time as I had livin’ that thing down, I never thought anything could ever top it.  But, havin’ a one-eyed dog did!

The thing was that everybody I knew had a better form of transportation than me.  I mean they had scooters, 4-wheelers, tricycles, bicycles...whatever...and all I had was my walkin’ shoes.  So, I had a problem.  Everywhere I went, that weird-lookin’ dog would follow me.  I tried to be mean to him, but it just didn’t stick.  And then all of a sudden, I went from Pee-Pee Pants to Patches.  I guess everybody wanted me to cover up his swingin’ eye.

I will tell you one thing about that dog.  He was quick!  I mean everywhere I went, fast or slow, that dog was right by my side.  I did my best to lose him.  For example, one day I crossed 

over the creek near the railroad tracks and then climbed over the fence enterin’ the orange grove.  I don’t know how he did it, but that one-eyed dog was standin’ under one of those orange trees waitin’ for me.

The only time he couldn’t follow me was when I walked into my house.  I guess he knew Mom wouldn’t like it.  Mom never allowed any animals in our house, since they have fleas, ticks and stuff like that.  

Now, since it was impossible to get rid of that one-eyed dog, I decided to use him.  Cissy, my sister, and I had a problem with the neighborhood bully.  We liked shootin’ hoops at the high school’s basketball court.  We never had a problem with bein’ bullied, because Kyle went with us. But, when he started a newspaper route, we had to go by ourselves.  One day I ran into Curtis.  I mean I really ran into him as I was chasin’ the basketball.  I fell down, but he didn’t.  Curtis stood towerin’ 

over me.  He told me to stay on the ground and he would tell me when I could get up.  Well, Cissy wouldn’t stand for that!  She stomped up to him. She pointed her finger at his chest and said, “Leave my brother alone!” Curtis just grinned at her before he whistled.  Suddenly, several boys ran towards us.  “Dang!” said Cissy.  “Get up, Joey, and run!” Cissy grabbed the basketball.  I was at her heels as we ran like the wind all the way back home. 

So, one day Cissy and I headed towards the basketball court with the one-eyed dog taggin’ behind. Of course, as we walked onto the court, Curtis comes up with his gang.  “I didn’t think you guys had the guts to come back.  This is our court!”

Cissy stood near me as I mouthed off.  “No, it’s not!  This court is public property and that means anyone can play here.”  To get to me, Curtis shoved Cissy.  Cissy fell down, but got up quickly.  Before he could do anything else, the one-eyed dog 

came between us.  He growled.  He had his one good eye on Curtis.

Curtis screamed, “Get your dog away from me!”  He backed away from the dog as the dog continued to step towards him.  He glanced over at his gang and said, “Help me!”

“No way!” they said runnin’ away.  Quickly, Curtis ran behind them.

Now, Cissy, who never bothered to touch the one-eyed dog, ran over to him and threw her arms around him. “You’re the best!” she said.  That dog wagged its tail and then licked her face.  She used the corner of her shirt to wipe it off.  She had this thing about germs, like Mom did.

From that day on, no one ever bothered us again, as long as the one-eyed dog was with us. I told Mom what happened on that basketball court.  She began buyin’ canned dog food to 

feed him with, just to make sure he hung around. Before that, I gave him food scraps off my plate.

Then, one day everything changed.  The one-eyed dog was sittin’ on the front porch when Daddy saw him.  I don’t know if Daddy stepped on his tail, or a police siren went off, but there was a loud noise comin’ from the front of the house. I ran out lookin’ for the worst possible thing that could’ve happened.  Before I got to the dog, Daddy grabbed me by the arm and pulled me off to the side.  He said, “Look here now!  This dog isn’t right!  He’s not a normal dog, son!  He’s got some sort of life form inside him that can’t feel the pain a regular dog can.”

I said, “Daddy, he’s a good dog! I know he’s kind of strange-lookin’, but I like him.”

Daddy looked me straight in the eye and said, “Son, that dog is not from this world!”

What happened next, no one would believe, unless they were there.  I guess the one-eyed dog overheard what we were talkin’ about and all of a sudden got up on all fours and started barkin’.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
And the Pen Ran Wild:
Stories Written

by Joey






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





