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 “Rocky!” I called as I walked through the front door of our trailer.  Suddenly, my chocolate lab came bounding towards me and with a mighty leap knocked me to the floor licking my face and barking as dogs do.  

“O.k. boy,” I laughed.  “Down! Down, Rocky!”

“Now what’s all the racket!” my grandmother said coming from the kitchen.

“Hi, Grandma,” I said as I got up with Rocky in my arms.  I lovingly scratched behind his ears as he squirmed around, trying to get out so he could go cause more mischief elsewhere.  I put him down and he raced off towards the kitchen.

“I suppose he’s after the tray of cookies I just made,” sighed my Grandma, “I better go get him before he eats all the oatmeal ones.” 

As my Grandma started towards our small kitchen, I heard a loud clatter.  I smiled and shook my head--that silly rambunctious dog.  I started towards the kitchen.  I better go save him before Grandma can get her hands on the broom, I thought.


When I got to the kitchen I saw Rocky feasting on Grandma’s tray of freshly baked oatmeal cookies and Grandma standing there with her hands on her hips.  When Rocky looked up he saw Grandma and me standing there looking down on him disapprovingly.  Well actually Grandma was the one who looked mad.  I tried to look mad, too, but I couldn’t help but smile a little bit.  He was so cute sitting there in a mess of cookies and looking up innocently at Grandma like he had found them on the floor and not knocked them off the counter.  Knowing he’d be safe with me he scurried over to me and stood on his hind legs pawing at my legs.  

“You better get that dog out of my sight, Renee, before I chase him out waving a frying pan!” said my grandmother in an annoyed tone.

Knowing she was on the verge of doing just that, I scooped up Rocky and took him to my room.  My room was small with a twin bed, a dresser, and a tiny bookcase.  Then again everything was small.  Living in a trailer wasn’t so bad though.  Our trailer park was big and no one lived that close.  It wasn’t like there was another trailer ten steps away from our front door.  No, we had space around the trailer, just not inside.  Grandma had to sleep on the couch in our living room.  We had a kitchen, a living room, and my bedroom.  It was small but it was home.  


I sat there for a while watching Rocky roll around on the floor and paw at the dresser drawers.  Then I picked up my backpack and dumped all my school supplies onto my bed.  In its place I put a notebook and pen, binoculars, and a couple of chewy dog treats for Rocky.  I put on my backpack and called Rocky to the front door.  

“Grandma, I’m going outside and I’m bringing Rocky!” I called as I headed out the front door.  In an instant Rocky and I were across the street and into the woods.  I loved the woods and so did Rocky.  He would hop around snapping at butterflies, chasing rabbits, and I would explore snake holes and tree burrows and such.  It was a lot of fun.  I did it when I was little as well but I didn’t have Rocky then.  I used to get really lonely.  I was like that for seven years, but on my eighth birthday Grandma gave me Rocky.  I was so happy!  I’ve had Rocky for about three years now but it feels like I’ve had him my whole life.


Just then I heard a small rumble of thunder in the distance.  It had been cloudy when I got home from school and I was hoping for a sunny weekend.  I guess hoping isn’t enough sometimes.  I looked around for Rocky so we could go home.  I couldn’t see him anywhere.

“Rocky!” I called.  He was nowhere in sight.  Where could he have gone?

“Rocky!” I called again.  Nothing.  I started to panic.  Where was he?   Suddenly I remembered something very important.  Rocky was afraid of storms.  Even the slightest bit of thunder sent him running and thrashing everywhere!  Oh no! I thought in despair.  Immediately I started running around calling his name at the top of my lungs.  I checked under bushes and behind trees. No Rocky.  Suddenly a louder clap of thunder sounded and it began to rain.  First lightly, but soon it was pouring.  I kept looking for Rocky even though I knew Grandma would be worried.  I didn’t care.  I had to find Rocky. I had to.  What if he fell in the river and drowned!  What if a tree fell on him?  After 15 minutes of searching he was still nowhere in sight.  I began crying.  Rocky was my best friend.  Without him I would become lonely and sad again.  Most importantly though, I loved him.  I loved Rocky more than I’d ever loved anyone or anything before.  Without him I felt empty.  


Soaked and crying I walked into my trailer without Rocky.  My Grandmother was waiting by the door and when I came in she gave me a huge hug.  She kept asking me where I had been and why did I let myself get soaked.  I just stood there looking at the floor.  Finally she stopped talking and looked around.

“Where is Rocky?” she asked confused.  I started to cry even harder.  “Oh honey,” she said sorrowfully as she automatically understood everything that had happened.  She grabbed me into a bear hug.  We stood there for a while.  Me crying into her shoulder and her rubbing my back and saying ‘Oh honey’ and ‘Hush, hush’ and other comforting fragments.  Finally I stopped crying and stood up straight.  

“The minute the storm stops I’m going to look for him,” I said rubbing my eyes.  

Without another word I went to my room and lay on my bed.  I laid there for what seemed liked ages.  I pictured Rocky.  Alone and cold and scared.  I saw him fall in the 

river and try to swim back to shore, but every time he got close he was swept away by fierce currents.  Suddenly he was swept underwater and disappeared.  A moment later his head bobbed above the water as he tried to gulp air but every time he opened his mouth water gushed in and he choked violently.  Then he was swept away underwater again, but this time he didn’t come up.  I sat up in my bed sickened by what I saw.  I thought about all those children’s books where the dog runs away but always comes home.  I hoped this would happen with Rocky.  I hoped he would survive.  I hoped he would come home.  I hoped hoping would be enough.

The next morning it was still raining.  I begged and pleaded Grandma to let me go outside to look for Rocky, but she wouldn’t let me near the door.  Instead I sat there in the living room, curled up in a ball by the small window waiting for the rain to stop.  When it didn’t, I started to think about all the good times Rocky and I had had.  When I ran out of those I started to think of all the bad things that could be happening to him right now.  What if he was dognapped?  What if the pound got him?  What if he was dead?  All these possibilities filled me with dread.  Especially the last one.  But also with that dread was hope.  As I sat there I hoped and hoped and hoped and hoped that any minute I would hear him whining at the door.  Just then another big clap of thunder sounded.  My hope faded slightly.  Suddenly I heard a loud barking!

I jumped up and ran out the door and called, “Rocky!  Rocky!  Over here!”  
I looked around expecting to see him bounding towards me his sopping brown fur flinging water as he ran.  My smile faded slightly.  Where was he?  Then I saw Mrs. Howard (the old lady who lived in the trailer closest to us) pick up her poodle who had started barking because a squirrel had dashed across the lot.  It wasn’t Rocky.  I fell to my knees in despair and started to cry and cry and cry.  As I fell to the ground mud splattered all over me but I didn’t care. Would I ever see my dear dog again?  I hoped I would.  I hoped for days.  I kept hoping when the rain stopped and after I had searched for him.  I would always hope he would come back.  I continued hoping and hoping until I finally realized hoping isn’t always enough.

