As you read the following story, think about what makes it a good short story. 


The Mangled Manslaughter Mistake


“Bushie, come back!” I yelled sternly. Bushie, my dog, was running wildly all over the park. She is an eight-year-old dog, and although I take her for a walk every day (and have for the past 7 and ½ years), she acts as though she has never seen the outside world before. She is extremely moronic, which is surprising because soft-coated wheaten terriers are supposedly a bright breed. She is also hyperactive—even though she is almost 60 years old in dog years, I can barely keep up with her. When she runs, her matted, tan hair flies back, as do her black long ears. Her tongue always hangs to the left. She ends up looking like a tan, furry rocket guided by a black nose. 


Bushie did not listen. Bushie never does. I ran after her and she ran faster. This was a typical walking-the-dog scenario. I jumped down a hill, cleared a flight of steps, and finally caught to her. Unfortunately, she was a canine juggernaut. I went flying into a freshly watered lawn. I crashed with a dull thud. It was hot out, so I simply decided to remove my shirt. When I had regained myself, Bushie was nowhere to be found. I was lucky enough to see her leash drag about the street corner. I was slightly alarmed.


I raced down the sidewalk, my heart pounding faster than my feet. Right before I rounded the corner I heard the sudden scream of tense brakes, followed by a shriek of terror. When I got around the edge, I did not see my dog. I did not see her leash. I saw the truck.

The truck was about 200 feet away, stopped in the street. It had hit a…dog. My brain functions frenzied. I screamed at the top of my lungs in agony. My dog—the dog I had known since I had a memory, the dog who was so much a part of my life, through all the trouble she caused and all the laugher and happiness she had brought me, who I fed and cared for, man’s best friend—was dead.

I ran down the street, screaming obscenities in a crazed, husky voice. Vehement fire was in my tear-filled eyes. I ran up to the driver, who had gotten out, and lunged at him. I pulled at his hair and kick him, hit him, and pushed him, all the time screaming for the loss of beloved pet. A lady who had seen the whole thing pulled me off of the shocked man. I ran to the front of his car, where the dog lay. I looked at its golden hair, triangular ears and pink nose and thought dazedly—this wasn’t my dog! As to punctuate the thought, I felt a cold, wet sensation on my back. I turned around, only to find my dog happily licking my face. The dumb mutt was interested in all the yelling.

I realized I must have looked kind of foolish. A half-naked boy attacks a man for killing his dog (a dog which had died over an hour ago, and the man had just stopped for it), and find my dog alive and well and stroll down the highway of life, laughing and crying all the way down, why my dog right there by my side. 

