
That Dog Has Spunk 

Written by Kali Crosby 

 

The room was cold in the middle of October, and my body was convulsing with a mixture of 

sobs and shivers. My vision blurred as the salty waterfall slowly trailed down my pale face. I 

wasn’t ready, I would never be ready for what was about to come. A woman with dyed blonde 

hair sat next to me, consoling me as a mother should, even though trails of crystal sadness 

stained her freckled and worried face. No one wanted this day to come. No one wanted the end 

of this life, and no one could bear what would soon happen. A light knock sounded on the door, 

echoing through the blue kitchen. A knock that meant my world was ending, death knocking on 

my front door to take someone I loved away from me. Ripping away from my crying mother, I 

slowly trudged towards the door. Each step made my feet feel heavier as though cement was 

laced through my shoes. The knob turned under my grasp and I sucked in a breath, hoping it was 

somebody else, anybody else, someone to save me from this nightmare, to rip me from the 

clutches of this madness. Instead it was him, the man that would take the one I loved away from 

me, the man who would take him in his car and drive away and never bring him back-my dad. 

Any other day I would have been happy to see him. He would have picked me up to take me to 

his house for the weekend and the one I loved would be bouncing around, wanting to join the fun 

of our weekend. This time, he was taking what I needed away from me and I wanted time to 

rewind. I wanted to go back to stainless cheeks. 

“Kali, come on. We need to. He’s in a lot of pain,” my dad told me, his face emotionless but I 

could see the traitor tears sneaking from his eyes in a futile attempt to break free. Lies, that was 

all my father was saying. Lies. Lies. Lies. He wasn’t in pain, everyone just wanted him to leave 

me, but I wanted him. No one could take him from me. He was mine. “Kali, I know you want 

Gary to stay, but he can’t, he’s sick,” the traitor told me. Why couldn’t you just make him better, 

Dad? There’s surgery for brain tumors! You can make him better, Dad; you just don’t want to 

pay! I stuffed the evil thoughts down as they screamed at me. I was told a million times, over and 

over, he couldn’t be made better. A brain tumor on an eleven year old dog was something that 

was almost impossible to fix. With robotic movements, I went back into the kitchen. Breathe in, 

breathe out. All that came out were slow, shallow breaths that cracked, making me sound like I 

had a cold. The smell, the taste, the feel of pure death was in the air. Death taunted me, knowing 

my beloved dog could never make it out of this. It whispered in my ear, it tickled my sides, it 

flew under my nose, it wanted me to suffer and suffer I did. Tears, lies, fears, calls, plain white 

walls surrounded me. My life was gone. This one dog meant so much to me, but no one could 

ever understand the love I felt for him. My parents used to say he raised me more than they had. 

He protected me. He was there when all others weren’t. 

“I think it’s time to take him,” a familiar voice whispered, but nothing was familiar anymore. I 

knew nothing, everything I had known before was a lie. My head spun, my heart hammered, my 

memory receded but the pain- it didn’t end. 

“I think you’re right.” The other voice said. This isn’t real, just a dream, just a dream. My dad 

picked up the small, sickly dog in a forest green blanket; it smelled like dust and decay and the 

bony limbs of the creature were unpleasant to look at. This wasn’t my dog, my dog would run 

around and bark and tilt his head when you looked at him. This was not him, it couldn’t be. This 

was someone else’s pet. My dog is safe in another room, he’s fine. 



“Kali, do you want to say goodbye?” the women’s voice chocked as she dissolved into more 

tears, more shiny stains, and more body raking sobs. 

“No.” My voice was barely there; it was weak and emotionless. It was dry and cracked like the 

fall leaves on our sidewalk. I was a leaf floating in the wind and rain, leaving me a wet, crumpled 

mess. 

“Well, you have to,” the other voice spoke. His voice was like mine, cracked and dry. His face 

was a mask; he tried to keep it together for me. His lips formed a hard lie. I knew he just wanted 

to go home and cry. Anyone could see there was only despair in his chestnut eyes. 

“Let it out, Dad. I’ll say goodbye,” and that’s all it took for the dam to erupt. The dog, my dog, 

sat there and stared blankly forward, never moving. I pet his weak head; his fur was sticky and 

felt foreign against my fingertips. “Goodbye,” I blurted. “I love you,” was the last whispered 

thing he heard me say before my father cradled him in his arms to bring him out the door and to 

the car, to the vet that he would never leave. 

I couldn’t handle it. I couldn’t face this. I fell, drowning in a river, drowning in my mind. I was 

just drowning. I felt empty and alone. No one was here. He was gone… gone… gone. I sat and 

pitied myself, pitied my mother, pitied my father, and I pitied my poor dog who had gotten a 

brain tumor by a horrible twist of fate. The feeling of death was still here, even though Gary was 

not. Death cackled at me as he had finally pulled all I cared about into his clutches. I sat and I 

waited and I waited, for absolutely nothing. I might have been waiting for my mother to stop 

crying, or for death to stop laughing, or maybe for my head to stop spinning. I didn’t really know 

myself. I just waited for something to happen to pull me out of the empty state I was in now. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! It didn’t stop, my headache got worse. My life was falling apart as my head 

slowly spun in more circles, making me dizzy. Bang! Bang! Bang! It wasn’t my head, but the 

door. I ran to it, full speed, like a comet plummeting towards Earth. I don’t think anyone could 

see me at that moment. I was a blur, I was make believe, and I was invisible. The door wrenched 

open ad something jumped on me and started licking me. He smelled liked the remnants of 

death, but he also reeked of home. His fur was soft and sticky still, but windblown like his head 

had been out the window. His tongue was sandpaper against my soft check. 

“He’s okay!” my mother shrieked, rounding her way into the hallway that was too narrow for 

three people and a dog. She squeezed in and hugged me, hugged him, hugged my dad who had 

brought him back to me. 

“I don’t know what happened; he just went back to normal two blocks away from here.” 

“He didn’t want to go yet, he still had to look over Kali,” my mom grinned, excitement dancing 

in her eyes. I looked at Gary and his eyes were already staring at me, but they were warm and 

alive again. He was fine. He was fine. He was still mine.  



 


