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A RESPONSIBLE BOY

“Time to wake up,” called Dylan’s mom from
the bottom of the stairs. “Please don’t miss the
bus and make me drive you to school for the
third time this week.”

“Okay, okay, I'm up, Mom.” Dylan rolled over.

Five minutes later, his mom called again.
“Dylan! Get out of bed right now! Why do I
always have to repeat myself when I ask you to
do something?”

Dylan stumbled out- of bed. He searched
through the pile of dirty clothes on his floor for
something to wear. He saw his mop of curly red
hair in the mirror and brushed out a few cookie
crumbs. Then he rushed downstairs.

“Didn’t you just wear that shirt yesterday?”
asked Mia, Dylan’s little sister. They sat down for
breakfast. “Mom is not going to be happy. She
told us to put our clothes in the laundry after
we wear them every day.”



Sure enough, when Dylan walked into the
kitchen, his mom was not happy. It wasn’t just
because he had left his dirty clothes lying around.
It was also because he had forgotten to take out
the trash again last night. He also hadn’t handed
in his homework last week.

He thought he had a great excuse! “But Mom,”
he said, “I'm the number one player-in the online
video game competition. I have to ‘play or I'll lose
my winning title!” He couldn’t see why his mom
didn’t agree.

“The more 1 lecturesyou, Dylan, the less you
do,” she said. “Sometimes I feel like giving up.
How can I teach you to take responsibility?”



“Well, 1 guess you won't get that pet you've
been asking for,” his mom said. Yet she had agreed
to let Mia have a pet hamster.

“It's not fair,” Dylan said. “Why does Mia get
her own pet, but 1 don’t?”

“Mia does well in school, and she folds and
puts away her laundry like I ask her.”

Then his mom thought for a moment. “Okay,
Dylan. Let's make a deal. I will det you adopt a
dog from the shelter in three weeks if, and only
if, you can show me you are responsible.”



Later that day, Dylan raced upstairs after
school. “How was school?” his mom called.
“Do you want a snack?”

“I ‘have chores to do!” he called back. First,
Dylan made his bed. He also vacuumed his rug.
Then he carried his dirty clothes to the washing
machine. Then he sat down to do homework.

“What are you doing?” his mom called out.
“I'm being responsible,” said Dylan.



THEN CAME RUSTY

Finally, the day arrived! When Dylan and
his mom walked into the local animal shelter,
some of the dogs barked and jumped. “I knew
I would get my dog!” he said. He ran from dog
to dog. But how will I know which one is right
for me? he thought.

Suddenly, Dylan spotted a dog with a familiar
look. His fur was a mess. His reddish curls were
matted to his body and loaded with crumbs of
food. His water bowl was upside down. His toys
were scattered all around his cage.

The dog reminded Dylan of someone, but he
wasn’t sure who it was. “You're the dog for me,”
Dylan said. “I think I'll call you Rusty!”



His mom reminded him, “Remember, Dylan.
Being a good pet owner means being responsible.
Rusty will need lots of care and training. You'll
need to add this to the chores you already have
or you won't be able to keep Rusty.”

The next morning, Dylan woke to some
new sounds.

Grrrr, hmph, grre sniff, sniff. Wuff, wuff, wuff,
wuff, grry grre. Arf, arf.



“Rusty, please shush. It's only 6 am. We still have
an hour before it's time to get up,” pleaded Dylan.

But Rusty only got louder. Dylan dragged himself
out of bed and stepped right into his slipper, but his
toes came out the other side! He looked around and
couldn’t believe his eyes. Everything was everywhere!

He picked up his slipper. It was so chewed up the
threads were hanging out. His homework was torn
and all over the floor. And his favorite shirt
was hanging out of Rusty’s mouth!

“But I'm responsible now. How did I get into this
mess?” Dylan said.





