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The Dog Who Saved Our Family

We met Max at the pickup area of Alaska Airlines five years ago. He was a standard poodle(}f F %% )born on
Valentine’s Day in 2017, and came to us in a small blue box. We had adopted him from an out-of-state raiser who
posted the news on the social network. Our only request was that he have a calm behavior, able to bear the
pushing and hugging of our eight-year-old daughter and six-year-old son.

We were a sweet little family:me,my husband, and our children, Sophie and Jake. But for years I’d felt as if
we wouldn’t really be complete until we had a dog. Also, my husband worked in a business company and had to
travel some 200 days a year for his job, and I knew I’d feel safer with a large animal sleeping by the door.

When we opened the box, the last piece of our puzzle fell into place. With his black hair and intelligent
eyes,Max was beautiful. He was so small that he fit into the palm of my hand, his big paws lapping over the sides.
He was also a little bit scared. As I pulled him close,l felt his heart pound and wondered if we’d done the right
thing, taking him from his mother. But it was too late. Sophie and Jake were already fighting over who would hold
him next and who should have the right to take a bath for him.

Over the following months, we spent endless hours watching Max play with his Kong toy or roll around the
living room floor. Like most poodles, he was smart. He mastered house-training quickly and never chewed on our
furniture or shoes. He considered himself one of us.
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One night we were sleeping in the bedroom when I heard some strange noise.

At that time,Max ran towards me.
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Ms. Johnson will never forget Chelsea, a wounded soul. Over the years Chelsea had always struggled, both
academically and with self-confidence. Additionally, her mother had died after a heroic battle with a terminal
illness when Chelsea was a fifth grader. As she began her sixth grade, Chelsea was still hurting. Ms. Johnson
worried about her with good reason.

Each fall, Ms. Johnson takes the students for a five-day adventure at Wolf Ridge, an environmental learning
center in the woods of Northern Minnesota overlooking Lake Superior. The week is filled with learning, team
building, and overcoming seemingly impossible challenges. They go in October, and the turning leaves of trees
come to symbolize the changes happening to the students over the week. The steps and growth students make at
Wolf Ridge become a metaphor Ms. Johnson uses throughout the year as her students face challenges in the
classroom.

The most difficult activity is the High Adventure Ropes Course, which stretches from tower to tower high
amongest the treetops forty feet above the ground. Ms. Johnson knew this experience would be particularly
difficult for Chelsea.

When it was time for her to fasten the harness (% 4 #), Chelsea was already trembling. The harness offers
physical protection, but not much mental comfort when nothing but a slippery board or an unsteady wire is
between your feet and the ground far below. Chelsea stepped hesitantly onto the Swinging Wood Bridge, and only
after the instructor’s encouragement, slowly made her way across its shaky boards up to the first tower. With the
support of a chaperone (13 A ) stationed there, she began her way across the Burma Bridge, made of merely
three wires and straps. Her trembling body added to its shaking. From down below, her ground partners shouted
up supportively, “Come on, Chelsea, you’re doing great!”

Chelsea finally reached the second tower and eventually stepped out onto the next challenge and slowly
inched her way across.
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Paragraph 1:

Now she faced what for many is the most difficult activity: the Single Wire.




Paragraph 2:

The final challenge is a zip line (7& &), which requires leaping off the last tower and sliding to the ground.
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Crash! The old black pickup truck in front of me stopped. I didn’t. I crashed into its back breaking the fender
(#JR %) and bending the driver’s door of my car. To make matters worse, it wasn’t my car. It was my father’s. |
shouldn’t have been driving it, and now I had destroyed it.

A farmer jumped out of the truck, slowly and carefully, and looked at the damage. I sat sobbing (18 "Z), my
lip bleeding where I’d bitten it. He was in a hurry to leave, but we managed to exchange names and phone
numbers before he pulled out onto the highway again. I followed, knowing I dared not go home. I’d be in big
trouble.

It was my high school graduation day. I drove to school and climbed out through the passenger door.
Surveying the broken fender and the door, tears flowed down my face, which was rapidly becoming swollen. I
walked into the gym and joined my classmates to prepare for the graduation party. Bad news traveled fast, and
soon a teacher came to me

“You’ll have to go home to get dressed for the graduation sooner or later,” she said. “Sooner would be much
better and you have to tell your parents.”

I finally agreed and slowly drove home. The Death March sounded in my ears.

My mother took one look at my face when I got home and screamed, “What on earth happened?”

I hung my head and tears rolled down my face again. “I crashed Daddy’s car.”

She threw up her hands in panic and rushed to the backyard where Dad was making burgers. “Stop cooking,
Ted. We’re not going to eat. Jean has destroyed your car.”

Dad looked at her and said quietly, “Is she hurt?”

“No, except for biting her lip.”



“Well, then, what does that have to do with eating dinner?”” He put a burger on a plate with the others, then
walked across the yard and put his arm around me. “Let’s go inside and hear all about this if you’re sure you’re all
right.” I sobbed and nodded.
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The phone was ringing when we got to the back door.

I graduated that evening with my family in attendance.
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Last winter, Linda went through a very messy divorce and was very depressed. So she quit her job and left
Los Angeles, where she encountered her ex-husband in college. She flew to Boston on the east coast of the US.
Later, she settled in a new neighborhood in East Boston. However, shortly afterwards, the company where she
worked went bankrupt (5 7). Suffering a series of bitter blows, she fell ill, a severe case of flu. She had to stay at
home for the whole week, feeling extremely bad and hopeless.

Early one morning, Linda lay in bed, feeling painful all over. Then all of a sudden, there was an upsetting
knock on her front door. Struggling out of the bed, she dragged herself to the window. There, outside, she saw a
young lady carefully holding some leaflets(f% % )and a TV set model. She knew of a large TV set establishment
nearby and assumed a message was about to be gently delivered. “This is the last thing I need today.” She

muttered to herself and hesitantly opened the door.



Coughing bitterly, Linda stuck her head out. “Excuse me, madam...” the young lady said with a smile. “I’'m
sorry but I am not the slightest bit interested in any TV whatever.” Linda interrupted her impatiently. “As a matter
of fact, I am feeling terribly awful.” “Is there anything I can do for you, madam?” the young lady asked with
concern. “No thanks, just leave me alone.” Linda then shut the door in her face. The young lady politely turned
and left in silence.
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Paragraph 1:

A few hours later, another knock.

Paragraph 2:

Linda was surprised by this loving action.
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When I was in the eighth grade, I became interested in mountain climbing. Then I climbed my first
mountain— a fairly gentle 3,900foot peak near where I live in surrey, British Columbia. I loved the challenge of
conquering something bigger than myself. I like climbing more and more. Soon I’d climbed nearly 100 peaks. My
parents were happy I’d finally found a hobby.

Two years ago, on December 30, when I was 16, I drove to Oregon to climb 11,240-foot Mount Hood with
my friend Mel Olsen. It’s safer to start winter climbs at night when there’s less risk of the sun melting the
snowpack (11 %). That day, we started at 3 a.m. The temperature was about 14 degrees. Along the way, we met

two other climbers, and the four of us continued on together.



After about five hours, we reached Devil’s Kitchen, a plateau at about 10,000 feet. By this point, the wind
conditions were nasty (% #& ¥ #7). My exposed skin felt as though it were burning. The trail we followed grew
narrower and steeper. At around 9 a.m. , we reached an ice step. I volunteered to go first. I placed my left foot on
it.

Confident I was safe, I put my full weight on it. Suddenly, I heard a loud noise, and a whole slab of ice broke
off the step, right under my foot.

In an instant, I fell backward, rolling down the mountain as if I were a character in a video game. After a few
seconds, I came to a stop on a shallow slope just above the Devil’s Kitchen. I’d fallen 600 feet. My clothes were
torn into small pieces, my helmet was broken, and my face was bloodied from cuts and scratches. Fortunately, for
the most part, I was fine, except that I was suffering from a sharp, great pain in my left leg.
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I yelled for help.

This accident made me have a deep reflection, but I was back climbing again.
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When I was about six years old, my family and I went to Disneyland one weekend and had a wonderful day
full of excitement. Little did I know that the real excitement wasn’t to begin until that night.

While we watched the fireworks, I began to get an urge to go to the restroom, but I didn’t want to miss the
show. I overheard my sister Isabel talking to my mom, and I got closer to them to hear what they were talking

about.



“Mom, I’'m going to the bathroom with Lizette, okay?” said Isabel.

“Okay,” my mom replied, “but stay together. I don’t want any of you getting lost. ”

The second I saw my sisters leaving, I didn’t think twice before running after them—without telling my
parents. As I followed them through the huge crowd of people, I started to lose sight of them. I began to panic as |
scanned the crowd for them. Crazy thoughts ran through my head like “What if I never see my family again?”

I gave up trying to find my sisters and tried to get back to my family, but I was completely mixed up. After
searching for what seemed like forever, I couldn’t hold back my tears, and I started crying like I had never cried
before.

“Mommy!” I cried out. But everyone around me was too caught up by the fireworks to pay any attention to
me.

I tried to stop the scary thoughts that were going through my head and started running as fast as I
could...anywhere...everywhere. I was going crazy. I’m only six, and I’ve gotten lost. “What have I done? How
could I have been so dumb to run off without telling anyone?” I thought.

With my face wet from tears, I kept running, pulling at people’s pants and crying, “Mommy!” I was hoping,
wishing, that one of these adults would be one of my parents.
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Luckily, I felt a pat on my shoulder and a gentle voice came, “Are you lost?”

Finally, through the crowd of people, I recognized a face.
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On a late afternoon, Brandon finished feeding his cows on the farm and decided to go back with his two sons,
Louie, 6, and Everett, 3. As they headed for the house, the two boys ran ahead of their father. Suddenly Brandon
was aware he forgot to close the door of the barn (4 2 #f). He told the boys to wait for him at the gate and
returned to lock it. When he was at the gate minutes later, he saw only his youngest son.

“ Where’s Louie? ” he shouted.

“He fell in the hole!” Everett said.

Brandon quickly realized what had happened. Noooo, he thought. Louie can barely swim! He ran to the well
and heard Louie splashing, trying not to . Instinctively, he jumped in.

Somehow Brandon managed to grab on to a pipe that ran down the side of the well, which slowed his fall and
kept him from crushing (#t /£ ) his son.

Finally, Brandon hit the freezing water at the bottom of the well. He popped his head out of the water and
grabbed Louie, who was panicking and trying to stay afloat in water that was too deep for either of them to stand.
Knowing they could tread (£ 7K) for only so long, Brandon lifted his son onto his chest as he packed his own
back against the narrow walls for support.

“All right, Dad, you can pull us out now,” Louie said.

If only it were that easy. There was no way he could climb out. The pipe that he’d grabbed during his fall was
too slippery to be of any use. There was only one way out.

Looking up to see Everett peering down at them from the top of the well, Brandon shouted, “Everett, you’re
going to have to be a big boy and save us. Run to the road and stand by the mailbox until someone stops. Tell
them we need help. ”

Everett did as he was told. He stood alone by the side of the road, waving to stop someone.
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After a while, Chris and Mark, nearby farmers, were driving by the farm.




Twenty minutes later, Louie emerged (£ 3,), then Brandon, both cold and wet.
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I’m smaller than everyone else my age. When I walk in the halls at school, I have to squeeze in between the
bigger kids to get by. At the playground, sometimes even little kids try to boss me around. Mia, my best friend, is
so tall that when she walks, I have to jog to keep up with her.

I used to try to make myself taller whenever I could. My posture was perfect, straight as an arrow. I hung
from the tree in our backyard to stretch out my arms and legs. I even ate all my vegetables. Every day I measured
myself, but I was the same height every time. Frustrating!

“Don’t worry,” Mom always said. “Being small has its advantages.” “Really? I could never notice any.”

One day, Mrs. Alvarez announced to the class that we’d be putting on a spring play. I practiced all the lines.
But at the audition (1&7#), when I walked up to the stage, Mrs. Alvarez cried, “You’ll be perfect as the elf (/NF
R)! You’re just the right size for the costume.” I even never got a chance to deliver the practiced lines. Back
home I grumbled (" %%) to mum that I was made an elf. But she bet I would be the best elf. To please her, I went
to rehearsals (F %7 ), though I only had two lines.

Mia got the lead role-a girl wandering through a magical fairy forest in search of her lost dog. In the last
scene, she finds a box under a giant mushroom, and when she opens it, her dog jumps out. Mrs. Alvarez’s dog,
Prince, played the dog role. She brought him to all the rehearsals, and when he wasn’t onstage, we got to play with
him, but he seemed to like me best.

The night of the show, my first line came early, “Let’s ask the Fairy Queen!” Since my only other line was
toward the end, I waited offstage, playing with Prince.
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“How can we get Prince out from beneath the stage?” Mrs. Alvarez asked.
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