King

I have never owned a pet. My love of plants has been my “pets.” Grandpa Dooms, on my mom’s side of the family had a black, brown, and white beagle hunting dog named Dollie which he housed under the back porch. I never fed nor paid much attention to her. That’s the closest I’ve come to pets.

One day I went to visit Mary Ward, a feisty 90-year-old black woman who owned a German Shepard by the name of King. His size did not entice me to pet him at all. Quite frankly I didn’t like King. Ms. Ward kept him around the house to ward off burglars and to keep her company. He frequently roamed the yard while she washed clothes in a large tin tub, wash board style. Talking old school now, folks.

Not seeing King at the time, I began talking to Ms. Ward. As I passed the hedge bordering her cement sidewalk to the house, King came bounding around the corner and jumped on me. Frightened, I turned and ran in the opposite direction. Much to my chagrin he caught up with me and jumped again, his paws opening streaks of skin on my thighs and legs as blood trickled toward my ankles. For some reason he stopped the assault, turned towards the house and parked himself on Mary’s back porch. I in turn ran into my neighbor’s house to tend to the damages.

Never again did I visit Mary Ward and I always keep one eye open whenever I see my neighbors walking with a German Shepard or any sizable dog for that matter…even little ones.

Once bitten twice shy.
