It’s a Hard Life

By: Elena Guerrero age: 11
Chum walked down the street with his head drooping. He was a 9 month old St. Bernard. Who had been stranded on the street by a breeder who thought he was to much of a runt. His life was tragic, so far. Living on the streets was a hard life especially in Oakdale Louisiana. 
Chum drooped along the street as cars buzzed by. People stopped once in awhile to give him little crumb’s of food, and somehow it always made him tougher and more ready as life got harder. Chum looked up as a little girl swooped down to put a small loaf of bead in front of him. “You need it more than me,” she said patting his head lovingly. Then the little girl’s mother said, “You know you shouldn’t feed stray dogs. Tina, it will only come back for more food. Come along now.”  Chum lifted his head and looked at the girl with gratification. Then the girl ran to her mother and they walked away. Chums spirit was lifted and he walked on to his little shelter under a hedge of flowers. Then he fell into a deep sleep.

He woke up to children poking him with sticks. He stood up defending his territory. Then he barked very loud. The children cried in fright of the dog. Then picking up there things they ran away.
It was Friday afternoon and the sun was blazing down on Chum’s dark head. He looked like a bunch of matted cloth. He stunk and was hungry. His ach for thirst was heavy, and needed to be quenched.  Finely, it rained, a hard rain. Chum hid under a parked car. Then after a half an hour it stopped, the clouds disappeared but the puddles were big.

Chum drank the water gladly taking big laps with his tongue. Then he rolled in the puddle cleaning his fur. Then very wet he stepped out of the puddle. Chum walked back to his home under the hedges of flowers, digging himself into the warm and damp hearth. He rolled in the newly dug hole to his satisfaction .Then he shook himself and made the dirt fly around, then lying down he went to sleep. 
The heat in the air was horrid and Chum was sweating badly as a swarm of house fly’s buzzed about. Chum ran out into the street to start a hole new day not knowing what surprises would be in for him. He was pulled to the smell of the fresh baked goods in the bakery. Chum stayed in the corner by the bakery for the day only venturing out for some water. Chum stayed in the corner for the night. He didn’t feeling safe without the thorns on the flower bush to keep away enemies.

The next day Chum was walking on the street. A man in his middle ages called to Chum. “Here puppy, here puppy,” the man said. On his guard Chum slowly walked toward the man. Then when he was no farther than one foot away the man grabbed Chum and beat him with a stick. Luckily the police were just driving by when the man had started to beat him. Chum was whimpering fearfully. The police stopped the man in the act, and drove away with the man in the patrol car.  
After the police had taken the man away, Chum tried to walk back to his safe hedge, but his foot had been badly wounded during his fight with the man. Chum limped toward home. His foot was throbbing painfully. To walk home would be very painful because he was far from his home. If he had to walk home it would be a very hard and painful fight, and some distant clouds were gathering. It was hopeless, if he didn’t get back home soon, he would have to find a temporary shelter for the night.

Chum put all of his strength and effort into finding his way home, but it was hopeless. A slight drizzle was starting. Chum squirmed his way into a little avenue near by. He would need the strength to survive the next day. His struggle through the night seemed to never end.
In the morning Chum limped his way towards his home. It was so painful that he had stopped many times to rest on the sidewalk. Finely, he reached home. Joyfully he sank into a deep sleep protected from any enemies. He slept for a long time, trying to regain all his strength.

Chum woke up to the smell of trash. The town dump truck was parked a couple yards a way getting the trash from the stores near by. Chum poked his head out of the bushes. His paw felt like it was broken, but since he was far from any animal shelter he couldn’t try to get anyone’s attention to help him. Chum was feeling very sick and he thought he would have to starve until he was better and could get food again. 
Chum hadn’t eaten in 3 days straight. He had only crawled out once in a while to get drops of water from a leaky pipe.  The next day Chum woke up to see a small swarm of miller moths on his hurt paw. Chum sat up most of the way, and licked the moths off of his paw.  They were sweet and nourishing for the puppy.   The next day a delivery truck was parked just a few feet away.  Chum hoisted himself up and limped over to the small yellow and green striped truck. The back door was open and the delivery man who was making his daily rounds was at the little brown house on the curb.  Chum climbed up some small stairs that led to some water tanks and a bowl of dog food. Maybe the delivery man had finished his daily rounds and this was his last stop. Chum thought.  He carefully stepped in the truck and to his surprise there was another dog.
It was Lindsey!!!! Lindsey was Chum’s only sister in his litter, but they had been separated during chum’s nap.  Chum was so happy he started barking loudly. Lindsey immediately noticed it was Chum her long lost brother whom she loved so much. She walked over to chum barking also. They nuzzled each other fondly, but before they knew it the delivery man was back.

They delivery man had heard all of the commotion in the back of the truck so he had returned to see what was happening. When he had returned her saw the identical puppy’s in the truck. “What do we have hear,” the man said fondly. “Come hear you little puppy” the man added calmly. “What is your name there little fellow.” The man had a Kentucky accent, but there was some thing in his voice that was very familiar to chum.

It was Mr. Amine!! Mr. Amine was a generous man who often came to the shelter that Chum had been at. Mr. Amine took Chum in his arms. “So it is you Chum, I almost thought you were gone forever.” Mr. Amine caressed the small puppy. Then he set Chum down, and went to the front of the truck. When he returned he had a soft green blanket in his arms. Then he set it down next to Lindsey. Picking up Chum he set him on the blanket and said “you’ll be safe now, I promise.” Then walking out he shut the door and started driving away. Chum was so happy,  he had his sister back and a kind new owner.

When the truck stopped Mr. Amine opened the door and picked up chum and carried him inside a small yellow fenced house. Inside he pulled out a bucket and filled it with warm water. Then setting the bucket of water on the floor. He set Chum in it.   The water felt soothing on the puppy. The puppy was so happy to be somewhere where he was loved. After a long bath chum got out and was dried off by a hair dryer. Then Mr. Amine got a fresh clean blanket from a nearby closet. Then he set it in a corner by a doggy bed and placed Chum in it.  After Chum was all settled in Mr. Amine wrapped up his broken paw.  
The next day Mr. Amine took Chum to a vet. The vet said that his foot was badly broken and that he couldn’t walk for about a month.

When they got back from the vet Mr. Amine put chum in his blanket and left. When he came back he had a doggy bed a big bag of dog food and a food and water bowl.

“Your staying here for good Chum, I will not let you live they way you were again, I will be the best owner a dog could have” Mr. Amine said proudly. Then setting thethings on the table he started to get Chum’s new home ready.

The End
