
 



The Mystery of the Stolen Dogs 

By Carlie 

 Beep my alarm sounded. I slowly rolled out of bed and hit 

the snooze. I didn’t want to go to school, who does. I mean 

yeah elementary is ok, but high school, don’t even get me 

started. All you do is sit there and take notes or pop quizzes 

that are every day in the same class. Wait a second its Sunday, 

at that moment I jumped out of bed. I grabbed my jeans and 

bag, tiptoed quietly down the stairs. I wrote a note that said, 

 Dear mom 

  I went on a ride I’ll meet you at the diner soon. Don’t worry I’ll be 
careful. 

 

 I grabbed a piece of toast and an apple. Running out of the 

house, I remember that I forgot my keys. Thank goodness for 

that. I drove in my dad’s old truck to the ranch. When all of the 

sudden, I heard a bark. It wasn’t just any bark though, I knew 

that bark. It was my golden retriever pup, I totally forgot about 

how he always sits in the back of my truck. The truck slowly 

eased into a stop. My boots hit the dirt road causing dust to 

kick up in my face. I made my way to the back of the truck and 

opened the back.  

 “Tucker,” I said. 



 All I got back were barks. O well I thought it’s not like you 

couldn’t use the exercise. His ears flopped sideways and his 

tongue that was almost too big to fit in his mouth came out. He 

hopped down off the truck and I put him in the front. I slipped 

the keys into the ignition and got moving again. When we got 

to the ranch it was about 5:30 am. I walked into the barn and 

got my horse. We walked over to the tack room and I saddled 

him up. I cantered down the fields, Tucker right behind me. 

 

 I got off at a little stream, Tucker had already gotten in and 

was soaked. I led my horse named Red to the water, and he 

started to Drink. After about thirty minutes, I started to get 

closer to my house. It was a small cute blue house and had four 

bedrooms. I loved my house and never wanted to move. I 

started off for my mom’s restaurant. 

 

 I stopped at the post, jumped down and tied Red up. I 

walked into the restaurant, Tucker starting to wander off. 

 “Hey honey,” my mom called from the kitchen.  

 She walked around the counter and over to me. We went 

outside and gave Red some apple cores. Soon I left and started 

going home. Once I got there I put Red in his stall, unsaddled, 

and brushed him. After that I threw him his hay and closed the 

barn door. I got in my truck and started it up, but in my head I 

felt like I was forgetting something.   



 

 “Gosh am I stupid!” I said stopping in my tracks. 

 I almost forgot Tucker. Slamming my trucks door shut 

made a thud that made the dirt fly up behind me. 

 “Tucker, Tucker” I called again and again.  

 No answer came, not a single bark. I walked into the barn 

and into the back room. All that was different was the door to 

the back of the room was open. I walked gently over to the 

door and looked outside, everything was normal out there. But 

where was Tucker? I looked outside again but his time I could 

see tire marks. No one had driven a car by the barn forever. 

Even if dad or mom had, why in the back of the barn? I picked 

up my bridle again but I decided to give Red a break and take 

Beauty. She was a ghostly white color and she was a fifteen 

hand Arab. I got on and walked over to the back of the barn.  

 

 After following the tracks for about fifteen minutes I came 

to a small corral and I walked around to see if it was safe.  Then 

I opened the pen and unbridled Beauty. I could see a small 

building up ahead and didn’t need someone to see my on top 

of a horse in their doorway. I started walking for a little while 

and in about ten minutes I was standing to the side of an old 

wooden house.  

I got down on my hands and knees and crawled over to 

the porch. It creaked as I stepped onto it. I crawled over to the 



dusty window. I wiped some dust off and tried to look inside. 

But unfortunately there were small white curtains covering the 

whole window. Just then I heard a bark, then another, until I 

heard Tucker’s bark. I raced over to the other window and 

peeked inside yes I thought to myself. It had just a small crack 

big enough to see through. Inside I could see two figures, they 

looked like men but I couldn’t really see for sure. I reached 

inside the bag and grabbed my phone. 

“Boy oh boy are we going to get a lot of money out of that 

stupid poodle. The only companion that old lady has, how 

pathetic. Hey did you get that retriever because getting a 

ransom for that thing probably won’t work to great?” A deep 

voice said from the inside of the house.  

 That was Tucker and I knew it. I reached inside the bag 

and grabbed my phone. I quickly punched in the numbers for 

the cops and whispered to the 911 operator. I went back to 

take another look at my little boy, through the shattered and 

dust filled window a small chip of the glass had come off and 

was easy to see out of. Squinting out of one eye I could see 

something moving. A large tall shadow covered up my lookout 

hole. 

“What are you doing, you snooping little girl?” growled a 

large man as he punched out the rest of the broken glass and 

tried to grab me.  

I ran as fast as I could trying to get back to Beauty. But the 

back door burst open behind me and out rushed the two men. I 



knew that there was no way that I could get back to the corral. 

Then the piercing howl of my dog made me remember why I 

was here. I knew that the cops would be there soon so if I could 

just distract them long enough to get Tucker out, then the cops 

would be there right after for sure. I waited until I could get a 

good cover to turn around and then I went for it. As my heart 

pounded rapidly, I raced into the front door not knowing how 

close behind me they were. I started running around trying to 

find the dogs opening and slamming doors behind me. It was a 

very small house with not so many places that you could keep a 

bunch dogs cooped up. So there had to be some sort of secret 

place that they were hiding them. Then the barks of other dogs 

came and they seemed to echo around the house and then I 

heard the men again. 

“Hey we know that you’re in her you little pesky rat!”  

His voice was so harsh it gave me chills. Slowly I made my 

way back to the door and then it became clear to me. If this 

house was so old, it probably had a cellar. When they turned 

around I raced out the door and checked over behind the porch 

for anything and sure enough there was a big wooden door. 

That thing was so heavy but I pulled with all of my might and 

finally it came open. I only opened it a small crack making sure 

that the dogs were nice but they were not exactly the 

friendliest. They all started showing their teeth to me and 

snapping. I looked off into the dirt path that came down to this 

place but there were no lights flashing and then I heard it the 



faint sound of police sirens going off. I made as much noise as 

possible trying to make the men come over here and then they 

finally did. 

“Alright little lady,” one started. “Well it looks like you lost 

this one.” 

“Got anymore tricks up your sleeve? Guess what your 

puppy’s in there and you are going too,” he laughed and then 

started walking over. 

My hand grasped the door handle and just when they got 

right in front of it I yanked on it and out ran the dogs. They 

trampled the two men and started ripping apart their clothes 

and I pulled the door over me and hid between it and the back 

porch. Then the men got up and tried to get back inside. But 

right then, up pulled the cops.  

“Are you ok?” they asked. ”Sorry about the wait we got 

lost coming out here.” 

I explained to them what happened and why the men took 

the dogs, and they told me that some people had reported 

missing dogs. But they figured that the dogs had just ran off. 

They took the men into the back of the cars. 

Something nudged the back of my leg. It was Tucker! I 

took him up into my arms and we walked back to the corral 

both ready to get home. Tucker barked and the rest of the dogs 

followed us home. 

 


