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[bookmark: _GoBack]Standing on the right corner of the house, I could see jimmy, our little dog bleeping on the verandah while swaying its tail on the loose gravel. Its food was just beside it. Probably it had to its fill. The weather was hot, and even the fowls found it too disgusting to mate in such a terrible situation, they also found a shelter near Jimmy. The remains of Jimmy's food lay just beside it, and the fowls seemingly were nurturing plans to invade it. Jimmy was on high alert; he had once or twice devoured a couple of fowls, something that never pleased mama. 
Mama and Papa were still at the dining; probably they had something to discuss between them, it was about Jimmy, he was ailing, sick, and getting frail each day. According to mama, Papa never cared. A duck came trotting towards jimmy's food with an intent to get a little of it. Jimmy only responded by swaying its tail, and the duck took off. Jimmy was sick; this was normal for him. On better days, he would have responded by having the fowl's feathers splattered all over the yard. I agreed with mama; he needed a vet.
After making sure the fowls had retreated, jimmy wriggled a bit, making sure he was in the best position, took his paws, and covered his ears. Everything was becoming unpleasant to him; I thought to myself. Jimmy stood up, decided to clear its meal. He did so diligently and only left crumbs on the plate. The fowls skirmished for the crumbs, pecking noisily and squawking at each other. Holding one leg against the other, I leaned against the kitchen wall. Mama and Papa soon passed by. The latter holding a newspaper tucked carefully under his armpits. I could see disagreement written all over their faces. A small chain was hanging from jimmy's neck, with papas instructions; I tugged him along to where they stood. Carefully taking each step, along we moved together, I felt a lot of pains for him.

"He had been fine," mama started. I didn't want to miss any bit of the story, I swore to myself. I, too, wanted to know what happened to little jimmy. It was still hot, taking shade under the banana trees supported by a couple of trunks. We felt good, "the snake lives here."  Everyone was startled by this revelation. Papa seemed less concerned; it was as if he knew it all along. Mama did not seem to notice him. “That day, I was getting ready to take the eggs to the market, jimmy and Mama Bruno’s dog young wolf were playing together in the yard while giving attention to each post, holding one leg up, they urinated at each post. It was not until they got to the last post that the snake appeared." this statement turned everyone’s attention towards a pile of timber and plastic pipes that lay unattended behind the kitchen. "young wolf had seen the snake before jimmy soon as it had appeared, barking frenziedly, the snake advanced towards jimmy and bit him on the lower abdomen.”
It was at this point that I realized that jimmy had a swollen hip bone, which mama insisted needed the vet's attention. Little Jimmy was probably in pain. Papa advised that we postpone the planned snake hunting activity to a later date until jimmy had been treated. The sun had drastically reduced its intensity, and therefore, we did not have a hard time tagging jimmy along to the vet. The vet's x-ray examination revealed localized bloat in the dog's lower abdomen.
Given the dramatic turn of events, the vet commended us for the swift action of bringing Jimmy to him before the envenoming had got to an acute stage. Jimmy was treated and discharged, and as a family, we happily tagged him as the sun slowly bade farewell to the world as it slid behind the hills.



