
Berry’s Tales

I want to see a world where there is no war.
My owner, Ben, has been gone 2 years in the war. World War 2 hasn’t been easy

for any of my family.
Ben’s brother, Jerry, has been taking care of me.

I’m a Westie, a dog breed, by the way.

“Dinner!” Jerry yells.
He hands me my doggy dish.

“Oh right… bad news.” He says, cringing. “Ben isn’t coming back for a while.”



Berry’s Tales
I wince. Obviously, he can’t see that.

Later… ding dong. Jerry gets the door.
In comes Layla and her owner. Layla is my friend.

“Hi! Hello Berry! Ready to play?” Layla asks.
I don’t feel in the mood to play.

“Layla, Ben isn’t coming back for a longer time than we thought.” I say.
Layla stops smiling. She tucks her tail in between her legs.

“Do you think something’s wrong?” She asks.
I don’t answer. I just nod.

“Let’s investigate!” Layla shouts.
“How, exactly?” I ask.
“Going to the place where they do the war!” Layla yells.
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Later… Layla gets her owner’s scooters.

“To the war!” Layla yells.
“Where?” I ask.
“We can find out on my owner’s map.” Layla says.

Layla finds FRANCE BATTLE GROUND.
“Found it!” She says.
“That’s 4 hours away!” I say.
“So? These scooters are super fast! Mint condition!” Layla says.
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A long, when I SAY long I MEAN long journey later…

I see bodies on big carts rolling around. Then I see a german shepherd.
“Maybe that german shepherd can help us.” I whisper to Layla.
“Yeah! Let’s ask the big bulky fat german shepherd!” She whispers back

while giggling.
“Uh, excuse us, Mr., but do you know where Ben Luther is?” I ask him.
“Oh… You might wanna see this.” He says.
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He beckons us to come with him

.
I see rows of bodies getting treated by doctors.
Then I see Ben. Ben, not breathing at all.

“Sorry we didn’t contact sooner.” He said.
“M-maybe it will be okay. Even though he died, I still have family.” I stutter.

All I can do is hope.


