
The Biting Dog 

A Sister Rose Mary story 

 

A family that lived 

On Cranberry Lane 

Owned a white dog 

A nasty Great Dane. 

 

They never kept him 

On a leash or a chain 

He roamed around town 

In the snow, mud and rain. 

 

The worst thing about 

That dog muddy and white 

Was his very bad habit 

He just loved to bite. 

 

I don’t know his name 

But all the people around 

Called him the Biting Dog 

Quite a name for a hound. 

 

Each man, woman, and child 

That he happened to see 

Would get bit on the ankle 

Or the leg or the knee. 

 

There was one tiny girl 

Whom he bit on the ears 

She ran home crying 

Her face covered with tears. 

 

An older boy said 

That he wasn’t afraid 

But when the dog bit his arm 

What a loud cry he made! 

 

The adults in the town 

Were getting annoyed 

That the Biting Dog bit 

Every girl and boy. 

 

So a group of them walked 

To the end of the street 

To the vicious dog’s home 

His owners to meet. 

 

But before they arrived 

The cruel dog ran out 

With his snapping and snarling 

He made them all shout. 

They all ran away 

Back to their own homes 

As the dog tried to bite 

Their poor ankle bones. 

 

Good Doctor Lemon 

Kept trying and trying 

To take care of the children 

Who were bitten and crying. 

 

“We must do something,” 

The tired doctor said 

“With all of these dog bites 

Half our kids are in bed.” 

 

The adults told the doctor, 

“We already tried 

To talk to his owners 

But they wouldn’t come outside. 

 

“And they won’t keep their dog 

From running around 

And biting the people 

All over our town.” 

 

“What about the police?” 

Doctor Lemon then asked 

“We could call them 

To catch that dog fast.” 

 

So Officer Apple 

Was called on the phone 

To capture the dog 

Who was resting at home. 

 

When he got to the yard 

Where the Biting Dog lay 

Officer Apple called out 

“I’m not here to play. 

 

“I’m going to take you 

Away from the town 

And lock you up tight 

In the county dog pound.” 

 

But before he could grab 

The fierce dog by the collar 

He got bit on the hand 

It sure made him holler! 



“Now who will we call?” 

The people all asked 

“Is there no one in town 

To help with this task?” 

 

At that very moment 

A figure appeared 

Who had seen the bitten kids 

And dried all their tears. 

 

She wore a black habit 

And a black veil too 

She was three years older 

Than a hundred and two 

 

It was Sister Rose Mary 

People all knew her name 

They all recognized her 

Walking up with her cane 

 

“Help us, please, Sister,” 

They pleaded together 

“If you can’t stop that dog, 

He’ll be here forever.” 

 

“He bites all the children 

And the men and the ladies 

He bit Officer Apple 

And a waitress named Katie.” 

 

Sister Rose Mary said, 

“I’ll warn him to stop 

And if he doesn’t listen 

On his head he’ll get bopped.” 

 

So she started out 

And walked down the street 

Leaning on her strong cane 

The Biting Dog to meet. 

 

You might think that dog 

Would not bite the kind nun 

But he was so mean 

He’d bite her for fun. 

 

He growled when he saw her 

And with his sharp teeth 

Got ready to bite her 

Like a piece of roast beef 

 

 

 

But before he could chomp 

His jaws on her toes 

She raised up her cane 

And bopped his black nose. 

 

He let out a loud howl 

Then turned ‘round to run 

But with her strong cane 

Sister swatted his buns. 

 

He ran all the way home 

As fast as greased lightening 

That day marked the end 

Of the Biting Dog’s biting. 

 

All the town was surprised 

That a nun would cause pain 

To a dog’s nose and buns 

Bopping him with her cane. 

 

Sister Rose Mary said, 

“I would much rather like 

To talk to mean dogs 

Telling them not to bite. 

 

“But if a dog will not listen 

And just keeps on biting 

Then I must use my cane 

To put an end to his fighting.” 

 

The Biting Dog’s name 

Was changed after that 

Everyone in the town 

Called him “Scaredy Cat.” 

 

They all said “Thank you” 

To Sister Rose Mary 

The little nun with the cane 

That mean dogs think is scary. 

 

She said ‘bye to the people 

And to Officer Apple 

Then she headed for home 

To pray in her chapel. 


