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Topic: An Unexpected Incident 

Pictures given: A dog, A skateboard, A broken lock 

By Darren, Primary 6 2016 

 
 Where did Bob, my pet dog, go?  As I looked around frantically for Bob, I could 
not help but blame myself for my negligence.  People from all walks of life passed by 
me as if I were invisible.  “Bob! Bob! Where are you?” I screamed, in an attempt to find 
precious Bob… 
 

 Just a few hours ago, I was soundly asleep in my bed. 
 
 “John, wake up!” Mother screeched.  
 

Her loud voice reverberated throughout the entire house, rousing me from my 
deep slumber.  My vision was blurred as lingering vestiges of sleep clouded my 
senses.  While I rubbed my eyes forcefully to stay awake, a stream of drool trickled 
down the side of my mouth. 
 
 Dragging my feet to the bathroom, I changed into my T-shirt and shorts as I 
lumbered down the stairs.  “John, take Bob down for a walk at the park while I prepare 
breakfast,” Mother instructed. 
 
 With that, I put a leash on Bob, before closing the door and making my way to 
the park downstairs.  Tall trees loomed over me as the lush green grass swayed in the 
rhythmic beat of the wind.  People of all ages gathered together, talking about current 
affairs.  Taking a jog around the park, Bob, my trusty companion, followed me around. 
 
 “Pass the ball to me!”  
 

I turned around instinctively, and saw a group of children playing soccer on an 
empty grass patch nearby.  My passion for soccer burned in my heart once again.  I 
tied the leash to a nearby tree carelessly, not knowing that it was loose.  I flew towards 
the grass patch like it was my one true love. 
 
 Just as I was totally immersed in playing soccer with my new found ‘friends’, I 
felt my sixth sense tingling.  Brushing it away, I continued playing soccer.  However, I 
felt as if something was amiss and could not focus on playing.  I scanned my horizons, 
trying to find the source of my distress, when my gaze fell upon the large oak tree. 
 
 Bob was gone!  My heart palpitated erratically against my ribcage, as if it would 
pop out of my ribs any moment.  Intravenous terror was dripping through my veins as 
my face turned as pale as a sheet.  The icy fingers of fear grabbed me and tightened 
its iron fist around my heart.  What happened to Bob?  Where did it go?   
Millions of questions bombarded my mind and I imagine having to face Mother’s stern, 
draconic face when I got home. 

http://www.writingsamurai.com/


jerrylee@writingsamurai.com 
www.writingsamurai.com 

 

  
 

Frantically, I combed every area of the park, in search of Bob but to no avail.  I 
searched the bushes; I searched behind the trees.  I called out his name repeatedly.  
A sea of strangers walked past me as if I were transparent. Nobody came to help me.  
As it was getting late, I decided to abandon the search and go back home with an 
empty leash. 
 
 Just as I was about to enter the house, Mother charged up to me, glaring 
menacingly at me.  She looked like a volcano about to erupt. To my utter surprise, Bob 
had gone back home on its own.  I sighed.  I had a lot of explaining to do. 
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