
JACK’S PLACE 

 

Prologue 

   The dog kept chewing on the rope. He knew he wasn’t supposed to chew anything except his 

own toys, but there were no toys now and he was hungry and thirsty, so he kept chewing on the 

rope, trying to get free so he could go find food and water. The rope was made of something 

tough and slippery, and it resisted his efforts, sometimes cutting painfully into his gums, but he 

didn’t give up. He kept chewing on the rope. 

    Eight days had passed since his owner had tied him to a tree in Beech Forest, leaving a bag of 

dry food and a large bowl of water before hiking back to the parking lot and driving away, the 

last piece of his Cape Cod summer disposed of, as far as he was concerned. It wasn’t what the 

guy had planned when he picked the fluffy black ball of fur from the basket of squirming 

puppies on display in front of the library one morning last April. That day he’d thought he would 

live in Provincetown for the rest of his life. He was sure of it, so why not get a dog, a perfect 

companion to roam the dunes with, someone to come home to after a hard day’s work? He even 

gave the kid $25, just to make it official: I Just Bought A Puppy. 

   But things changed over the summer. He fell in love. 

   “Come and live with me in San Francisco,” proposed his new love. 

   “Oh, yes! I love you!” 

   “I love you too, but you can’t bring the dog. The building where I live doesn’t allow them.” 

   Silence. Then: 

   “Okay, I’ll find someone to take him.” 



   But by this time the fluffy black ball of fur was a gangling adolescent who looked  like while at 

least one parent was clearly some kind of large black dog, the other was distinctly, well, wolfish. 

Not true, but unfortunate, as it turned out. 

   “He’s a little scary looking. I really wanted something smaller,” observed one potential 

adopter. 

   “Oh, no, I can’t take him. I’m afraid he’d hurt my cats,” said another. 

   “No, man, I’m going away myself. I couldn’t take a dog,” from a third. 

   And a fourth and a fifth and so on, all unable or unwilling to give his dog a home, until there 

was no more time and he wound up tying the dog to a tree and leaving him.  

   “You’ll be okay,” he told the dog. “The rangers will find you and I’m leaving food and water 

for you.” 

   As he walked away, the dog barked, just once. 

   The rangers didn’t find him, and now it was raining again, a real downpour that soaked through 

his thick coat so that he began to shake from the cold wetness. He was down to skin and bones 

after eight days. The dry food was gone by the end of the second day, and he’d had nothing 

since. On shaking legs he made his way to the water dish and drank. All around him he could 

hear the sounds of life in the forest, small animals and birds, and he thought of hunting them, but 

he was tied to the tree. So, he chewed the rope, but even that seemed pointless after awhile. 

Finally, he lay down on his side, put his head on the ground and drifted off… 

 


