
Canine Catastrophe  

By Jake 

 
As I awake from my slumber I look outside the window and see the sultry, vibrant sun shining down on my face. I go 
to get myself ready for school and crawl over to my closet. Why am I crawling? I try to stand up but collapse on the 
floor but am cushioned by fur. Where did this fur come from? I look at my arms and am astonished by the lack of 
human skin. In fact, all I see is this bronze fur, coating my miniature body in warmth.  

 
I trotted downstairs - almost colliding with the stone floor – to see my mum is making me eggs and toast for breakfast. 
I try to scream, “Mum it’s me! Why aren’t you noticing me?” But instead, all that comes out is a little squeak, followed 
by a loud bark. I then feel the urge… the urge to leap in the air and lick her delicious, crisp-smelling face. I try to fight it 
but it’s impossible! The aroma of those cheese and onions crisps entice me. I spring up and give her a slobbery lick 
on the cheek! “Spark!”, she says. “Don’t do that again or you’ll be sleeping in the garden tonight!” Spark? My name is 
Jack; our dog is called Spark! What has happened? I start to whimper on the floor as my luscious breakfast is taken 
from me. 

 
“Jack!”, she shouts. “Come down and eat your breakfast, you’ll be late for school!” My stomach rumbling, I look 
through the glass double doors leading to the garden and see the plumpest, mouth-watering squirrel perching on our 
gate, just waiting to be eaten. I slip through a crack in the double doors and pursue my breakfast - I mean, squirrel. As 
I barge through the gate that dreaded collar is ripped off and left in the soggy mud. Racing through the twists and 
turns in our little village of Warlington I smell something. Something perfect. Something that belongs in my stomach. 
Turning my attention from the squirrel I follow that delightful scent of juicy meat.  

 
I find myself at the door to a butcher’s shop and manoeuvre my way through a small space in the door. I see a whole 
bundle of meat: Steaks, sausages, duck and even a whole pig! I am mesmerised for a moment but then remember 
what I came here for. Those stunning, succulent sausages. Lying there on that plate, almost asking me to eat them. I 
fly up to them and sink my teeth into their boiling surface - then I hear a shout and a broom makes contact with my 
backside! I forgot! As I dart out of the shop, the butcher follows... Running through our village he corners me in a 
shadowy alleyway. My last resort is the protection of a nearby bin. I prance into it and feel my body change. The lid is 
opened “Where did the dog go?”, he asks. “What dog?”, I answer. 


