


Freckles: My Story
A Night on the May River - August 10, 1996
By Nana Banana
Dedicated to Lee, my Beloved Grandson
for you Ash.
To read to yours
You know, for a dog—not just any dog, but a Jack Russell—I do pretty well. That Nana Banana, as she calls herself, rode to a small town in Guyton, Georgia. She was looking me over because her daughter wanted to buy me for Jefferson’s birthday. She kept asking questions about my parents—why was my mother jumping around and running all through the owner’s house? Will I grow up like her, or will I be calm like my daddy? Nana was told there was a fifty-fifty chance—that I could be calm just like my father, or a jumper like my mother. Well, looks like I’m a jumper and runner just like my mother. “Nana” comes back to get me, puts me in her lap, and we take a very long ride to Bluffton, South Carolina. I was to be a birthday surprise for her grandson, Jefferson.
When we arrived in Bluffton, Aunt Ashly was already there when Jefferson and Lee arrived. Aunt Ashly put me in the palm of her hand with a towel over me, gave me to your mother who said, “Happy Birthday, Jefferson.” It was a frustrating afternoon; everyone wanted to hold me, all I wanted to do was run around! Then no one could figure out what to call me. Should it be Billy, Spike, Little One, Whittie, Willie? Then Jefferson and Lee noticed I had a freckle on my nose—when I was very small, my nose was as large as my head—Yeah! Freckles was my name.
I am almost 3 years old now. I love my Knox Family. The only thing I hate is that they put me in this cage every night with a scratchy wool blanket, and it is always hot. When I visit Nana and Pappy in Bluffton, boy, I get to sleep on their bed. It’s much better.
Last Christmas, I got a trophy for being the best swimmer in all of Bluffton. You see, I can’t sit still; there is so much to see, smell, and experience. Now just who do you know that can swim for hours and hours and make so many friends in the river? Some of my best friends are “Poppie” and “Pop,” the porpoises. The trout and bass wait for me by the dock piling to swim with them. My very best friend is a 50-pound stingray named Kay. She takes me along on her back when I get tired. One day a crab was trying to bite my feet, but “Bob” the Blowfish chased him away!
In August, it was decided that I would go to Bluffton with Lee and spend 4 days. I was excited to leave Augusta, where all I could do for exercise would be to run the basement stairs. I have no friends there, only Sarah the cat, who thinks I’m crazy. Her food is better than mine—and she gets hungry a lot because I eat all of her dinner. Sometimes I get so hungry I have to jump 3 or 4 feet to eat the sandwiches of Jefferson and Lee from our high bar.
Lee and I get to ride with Pappy. I am happy to be going with Lee. He’s pretty nice to me, and I do love Beau. He once thought I was a ball. One time when we were on the sandbar, I was swimming and he looked up and only saw my white head. Well, he just knew it was a ball! He came after me and kept pushing me down under the water—I almost drowned! That is until Pappy and Uncle Jay came out to rescue me. Beau said he was sorry, and we’ve been best of friends since.
On Saturday, Nana went to Charleston to help Aunt Ashly paint. She got home very late, and I was waiting for her because she feeds me a large bowl of food. After she fed me, everyone wanted to take a boat ride in our big boat. Ryder was with us, and she and I get along pretty good, but she likes to make Beau play more with her than me, so I usually get left out. We all piled into the boat. Lee wanted to drive, so he sat with Pappy. Nana has to have a seat of her own, so that left me on the bow with Ryder and Beau, and all they wanted to do was to play. Nana kept telling me to get back inside the boat; she just keeps on fussing. So I decided the best thing for me to do would be to go in the back of the boat where I could jump at the waves and Nana couldn’t see me. We were riding by the sandbar creek, getting ready to turn back in the May River, and Pappy was telling Lee to “follow the marsh,” “watch where he was going,” “pay attention.” We took a turn just as I put both of my paws over the side; there was a good wave with white foam on top. I took one big leap and fell over the side into the river. The boat kept going; no one noticed I had fallen over, which was okay with me. They always come back and get me when I swim too long, so I was happy.
It was getting very dark, no moon, when in about ten minutes I saw the boat go by very slowly. Lee was calling me, and all I could do was make a big splash, but it was too dark for them to see me. Each time they passed me, my heart would take a huge leap. You see, I don’t swim at night, and it was about 9:00. Nana and I go to bed early. I was really tired from playing all day. Finally, they went home. I could hear when the motor stopped at our dock. I was so far away and in the dark. Now I was really afraid.
I tried swimming to the sandbar, but the tide was high, and my feet could not touch bottom. I tried to swim to the shore that our house was on, but there was too much marsh grass. I just kept swimming around and around in circles. It was really getting late; at about 11 o’clock, I heard Nana calling my name. She had walked back on the dock, and the sound at night carried right to me. But I couldn’t get home; the tide was too strong. Then all of a sudden, I looked up to see one twinkling star. The star had a very soft voice, and she told me to just keep swimming. Lee, in his prayers, had asked the star to watch over me. So I listened, and even though I was so tired, I kept swimming. All of a sudden, a pain started in my back legs. I felt so tired; it was about 3 o’clock a.m. I had been swimming for 7 hours! My head started to go down ALL the way, and all I wanted to do was to go to sleep. I began dreaming I was on top of Nana’s bed, so safe and warm; when all of a sudden, I felt a short nudge on my left side. My eyes opened slowly, then there was a second nudge on my right side. I raised my head, opened my eyes as my whole body began to be lifted by a small narrow mouth. As I looked forward, I could see two eyes; just like Jefferson’s marbles that glow in the dark, they shined in the dark, and I knew I was safe. I was in the mouth of “Poppie,” my friend the porpoise. Poppie carried me across the river to a nearby dock. The tide was very low, and Poppie could not swim too close to shore. Pop comes up to help. Even though Pop is a smaller porpoise, he couldn’t carry me far enough to shore. “Kay,” the stingray, wandered up, and I knew Kay could swim in very shallow water. You see, my back legs were still cramped, and I couldn’t even walk. Pop placed me, from his mouth, on the top of Kay’s brown smooth back. I stretched out, closed my eyes again, and took a nap.
The next thing I knew, the sun was slowly rising over the May River. Kay had nestled close to shore in the mud so I could rest and get my strength back. Kay said, “Now Freckles, you climb the bluff, go to the white house on the right. I know the nice family, and they will take care of you and can call your mother for help.”
The family found me, slowly walking toward their house. Guess what—they had a Jack Russell just like me! One of the children said, “Let’s keep him, he is good luck. He came to us out of the river.” So I played with the children and the other Jack Russell all day; it was fun, but I began to miss Jefferson and Lee and wanted to go home.
That evening, I left the children, walked out on their dock, and looked down the May River hoping to see Pop, Poppie, and Kay, or even our boat. I started to jump back in the river and swim home when I could see something on top of the water in the distance. It was a small blowfish; could it be “Bob”? I couldn’t tell. The blowfish seemed tired, worn out; yes, it was “Bob,” my friend. He blew up real big, rolled over so I could see his white tummy, spit some water out, and said in a weak voice, “Lee is on your dock.” “I was caught in a crab trap, and Lee played with me. Because he is so kind, he threw me back in the river and saved my life. He did not know we were friends.” He also gently put his snails back into the river. The snails and I decided that we would try to find you because Lee was so sad that you were lost and really misses you. Bob told me to stay on the dock, not to try to swim home; the tide was coming in, and to swim home would be difficult. “Stay where you are, something good will happen.”
Just as Bob swam away, the children came on the dock with their father. “Daddy,” said the boys, “we want to keep this dog for ourselves. He does not belong to anyone; he came to us from the river.” The Daddy was just about to say okay when he noticed me looking sad and watching down the river. I jumped high about three times when he noticed the tags on my collar. “Wait!” he told the boys, “let’s see if there is a name.” Sure enough, my mother put the identification tags on me. The Daddy called Augusta, and things began to happen. In about 30 minutes, I could hear our boat coming down the river. Would they pass me again? In the boat was Pappy and Lee, and they came straight to the dock. I tried to jump in when the oldest boy picked me up and held me until Pappy could get me and put me in our boat. I was so happy to see Lee, my heart would not stop beating so fast. We pulled away and started home. As we neared our dock, I turned around to look behind me, and there in the twilight of the evening, I saw Poppie and Pop on top of the water, heads up and smiling. When we docked the boat, I looked down, and there was Bob, the blowfish, and Kay, the stingray. All of them said, “Hurray for Freckles!” “We’ll be waiting for you to return to the river next summer.”

This corrected version addresses typographical errors such as punctuation, capitalization, and spelling while maintaining the narrative style of the original text.
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