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Home is Where Your Dog Is 
By

Jennifer Fabiano 
 
 
It seemed to be a normal Friday afternoon with no hint of what was to come.  My ten-year-
old son’s school flag football game ended early, so we left the football field sooner than 
expected.  My daughter went home with a friend for a Friday night sleepover, so my son and 
I headed home, stopping for a tropical fruit smoothie on the way.  There was still no clue yet 
of the unexpected events that were to transpire.

As we walked in the door to our home, Joy, our flat-coated retriever, crawled out from her 
favorite spot under our large kitchen table, stretched and then greeted us enthusiastically 
with her usual doggy smile and tail wag.  Her name fits her so well. She’s a big, black bundle 
of joy and love.  We’ve had her since she was six weeks old and she is an important part of our 
family—always ready to give and receive affection. She loves us unconditionally and with 
her whole heart. I know she’d do anything for us and there are not many people, or animals, 
about whom you can feel this way.

With no homework looming and sports for the day complete, We were free of commitments 
so he and I decided to relax and watch some television together. A rare occurrence.  He 
changed out of his football uniform and we sat down on the couch in the family room and 
tuned to the Discovery Channel. We found an animal show to enjoy and settled in.  Joy joined 
us and stretched out at our feet contentedly, happy to have us home.

A short while later, Joy started making a strange sound in the back of her throat, almost like 
a short, low bark.  We couldn’t figure out what was wrong and she stood up from her spot 
at our feet and kept making this strange noise.  We had never heard her make this odd sound 
before.  My son said, “What’s wrong, Joy?” and pet her head to soothe her. She stayed at our 
feet, although a bit on edge, and seemed to calm down a little bit so we just chalked it up to 
her “dog ears” hearing things we could not.

Then, about twenty minutes later, we started hearing an odd popping sound. Snap.  Pop.  Pop.

“Did you hear that noise?” I asked my son.

“Yeah, what is it?” he answered.

Joy stood up and began making that odd noise in her throat again, only louder and more in-
tense this time. She was definitely distressed and very upset about something.

I got up from the couch and walked towards the laundry room where I thought the sound 
was originating.  As I walked by the playroom, KABOOM!  The large, glass playroom window 
blew in and hot flames jumped into the room! The outside of our house must have been on fire 
and now the fire had jumped inside!

From the hallway, I shouted to my son, “The house is on fire!  Grab Joy and let’s go!” 

He jumped up, grabbed Joy by her collar, I grabbed the nearby cordless phone and we ran 
quickly out to the front yard through the garage. 
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We stood together on the front lawn and I dialed 911 frantically.  My voice shook as I report-
ed the fire and our address to the operator who remained on the line with me.  Meanwhile, my 
son was struggling to hold onto Joy but she was desperately pulling on her collar, frantic 
to go back inside the house to her place of “safety” – under our kitchen table.

All of a sudden, she broke free of my son’s grip and ran inside.

“My dog’s running back into the house!” I told the operator.  

By now, black smoke and flames were billowing out of the windows of our house.  It didn’t 
seem real -- how could this be happening?  I could hear sirens wailing in the distance but I 
had no idea how much longer it would take them to reach our home.

“Don’t follow her,” the operator sternly instructed.

“My son just ran in after her!”  I yelled to the operator.

I made my decision quickly and threw down the phone and ran towards our front door, in-
tending to rescue my son and my dog.  Thankfully, just before I reached the door, my son came 
running out, coughing, grasping Joy firmly by the collar. By this time, a neighbor had come 
home from work and seen the fire and he ran over to us. My son and I were fighting to keep 
Joy under control, so he offered to take her to his house.  She whimpered as he led her away 
and kept looking back towards us and the house.  We later learned that he had to lock her 
in their bathroom because she was so frantic to get back home.

The firemen finally arrived and we stood there in shock with the neighbors who had gath-
ered, watching them put out the fire.  I called my husband at work and he rushed home. We dis-
covered later that the fire had started in our shed, which was attached to our house.  Thanks 
to Joy’s early warning barks, we were able to leave the house safely and the firemen were able 
to extinguish the blaze before it jumped our fence and burned down two other homes in the 
neighborhood.  No one was hurt and our pets, including my son’s corn snake which was kept 
in a terrarium in his bedroom, were safe. 

The fire and the aftermath were traumatic for my family but we survived and rebuilt our 
house.  We learned that things are not what matter – it’s family that matters, including our 
loved and cherished pets.  We also learned firsthand that “home” is where family is – it’s not a 
building or structure.  We now have gained a new appreciation for our beautiful, black, furry 
friend – Joy alerted us to the fire and saved us.  And my son returned the favor by bringing 
her safely back into our arms.


