
It was a beautiful day in my Granny’s backyard.  The sun was at its peak. I 
was sitting at the table hurriedly eating my breakfast for I was the only 
person awake in the house at the time, but I still felt rushed.  I couldn’t wait 
to go outside!



	
 Moments later, my cousin Kolby came bursting into the kitchen looking 
for breakfast. He is just two months younger than me.  When Kolby and I 
finished two biscuits with  jam on top and a side of cornbread, we were 
ready! 
	
 I untied the box full of hard balls, as we leaped right out of the house 
and into the sweet soft grass. I picked up the ball, he picked up the bat.  As I 
pulled my hand back, I lifted my leg and threw the ball. And the ball met the 
bat WHOOSH…WHOOOSH!!   
	
 As my cousin Katherine watched us, Kolby hit the ball 15 more times!  
There had been 16 balls in the bucket, and now there was only 1 left. 
	
 I grabbed the last ball and threw with all my might. BANG! It landed 
right in my Granny’s neighbor’s backyard. Their dog was a Pitbull. “Uh…
Uh..You go get it - you’re the pitcher.” my cousin said. His voice was 
trembling. I swallowed because the dog was mean and he was running 
around and growling menacingly.     
                                                                              



	


	
 So I faced the facts jumped over the wood gate. Luckily the dog was 
sleeping and he was sound a sound sleeper. The house next door that was full 
of junk. It wasn’t a big house but it was big enough. No lights ever came on in 
my eyes. The swimming pool that was once full of sparkly water was now full 
of hard dry rocks. 
	
 Suddenly the door slammed!  It woke me up from my thoughts .  I 
jumped! 
	
 “Who’s there?” I asked skiddishly. 
	
 “Its me, Kolby! Who did you think it was?” Kolby yelled. 
	
 “Oh I thought you were someone else.” I immediately said. 
	
 “Well I’m not! By the way, what were you day dreaming about?” Kolby 
asked. 
	
 “Oh I was thinking about the house next door.”  I said back to him. 
	
 “Oh wel,l lucky we don’t live in that house.” 
	
 “Why”? I asked. 
	
 “Because it doesn’t have nice dogs and the man who lives there is a little 
poor and I heard he has a chicken coop!” Kolby whispered. I paused, for I 
didn’t want to go too far in this conversation. Neither of us wanted to go get 
that ball. 
	
 I waited a few more minutes and then went to get the ball. I crept and 
carefully jumped over the gate. The dog was behind the house, trying hide a 
bone. I tiptoed over to the chicken coop.



	
 I carefully picked up the ball. It was nested right next to the chicken 
coop. I thought to myself that maybe they really want very fresh eggs to eat. 
Now I know why they have a Pitbull - to guard the chickens from running 
away!
	
 "Hey will you stop daydreaming and get the ball!” my cousin yelled. 
	
 “Huh?”  
	
 “Get the ball.” 
	
 “Oh yeah!” Crack, Bang. I turned my head and saw a cute little pup. 
	
 “Aw Awww...” we both said. But right then, at that moment, the Pitbull 
came out from the side of the house! 
	
 “Run!” my cousin yelled. And I sure did! I jumped over the gate and 
into the soft grass in Granny’s backyard.  My cousin helped me up and 
laughed.
	
 “That was close!” he said.  
	
 “It sure was,” I said “let’s go back inside.” 
	
 “Sure - and for a snack, let’s eat two biscuits and corn bread!” 
exclaimed Kolby happily.


