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(This is the third story about
Pandy, a Pembroke Welsh Corgi.
The stories take place in a future
not too different from our own,
yet it is a future in which easy
space travel is available to the
Candia family.

In the first story Pandy meets
an ancient Being on the family as-
teroid where the Being teaches
Pandy to fly. The very low
gravity on the asteroid makes this
possible. Tandy's large ears,
typical for a Corgi, provide the
lift. After learning to f ly,
Pandy is given yet another skill
by the Being, one which she is
able to use back on Earth. Pandy
learns how to talk.

The second story takes place
back on Earth. Pandy uses her
speaking ability to foil the
burglary of the Candia's home
without giving away the secret of

her ability to speak.
The present story takes place

with only Betty present. Jim, her
husband, and their two children,
Tom and Susan, do not take part in
this account of a winter
afternoon's activities.)

This was a happy time for Pandy.
She decided that "a dog's life"
wasn't all that bad! Her life was
going smoothly, even though she
wished her human owners were more
generous with dog biscuits and
food portions. In spite of her
begging and little barks and
rolling-overs and soulful looks
with ears laid back, she still
hadn't been able to get more than
just one tiny dog biscuit before
going to bed. (Except sometimes,
she remembered, when Betty was
alone in the house!)

Since she had learned to talk
out on the asteroid, she believed
that more dog biscuits would be
forthcoming. Unfortunately,
though, weight just seemed to leap
upon her bones even when she only
thought about food. Pandy knew,
reluctantly, that Betty, Jim, Tom,
and Susan really had her interests
at heart when they ignored her
pleading for more food.

"After all," she thought,
"Shouldn't they give me more food
since I run after their sticks and
toys and bring them back for them
to throw again"? She thought
about the injustice of that a mo-
ment, and then smiled. "It is
fun," she admitted to herself.
"Even when I run till I almost
trip over my tongue!"

Winter had finally gotten a
solid hold on their town, and Jim
had even missed work a couple of
times when it had snowed over-
night. Pandy took this oppor-
tunity to curl up beside him in
the big chair while he typed on
his little computer or watched
television.

Pandy had never been really in-
terested in television. Once in a
while it would fool her when she
wasn't particularly thinking about
it. She would hear a strange dog
bark and not realize that it was
just a television advertisement
for dog food. Tom, in particular,
thought that it was funny when she
barked back. He would laugh and
tell anyone else around that Pandy
had been fooled. For some reason,
though, he didn't think it was
funny when a telephone rang on a
program and he picked up the
telephone in the kitchen. He
said, "Hello? Hello?" and looked
at the phone until Pandy told him,
straight faced, that it was just
the television. Pandy thought it
was very funny, even though she
only rolled her eyes at him and
said nothing else.

Pandy heard Betty coming up onto
the porch and stamping the snow
off of her shoes. Pandy ran to
the front door and waited until it
opened, and looked out on a world
white with snow.

"Do you want to come outside for
a minute?" Betty asked, reaching
in the door to rub Pandy's ears.

"Yes, if it's not too cold!"
Pandy replied.

Pandy started to run, but
quickly decided against it when
she realized that the snow had
made the porch slippery. She
stepped daintily over to the edge
of the porch, feeling the snow,
cool and crunchy, under her feet.
She bit at it, experimentally, and
liked its cool dampness on her
tongue.

She hopped down off the porch,

17



realizing that the snow was deeper
out in the yard than it had been
on the porch. She could almost
walk on top of it; it had a crust
that would hold her weight for a
moment before she broke through.
She hopped through the snow over
to the path that Tom had cleared
to the garage. Pandy then buried
her nose in a small drift trying
to sort out the vagrant smells
that the snow had captured. The
smells seemed fresher and cleaner
than usual.

Betty, back on the porch,
watched Pandy scamper through the
snow. She held a towel ready to
dry Pandy's feet and dust off any
snow that might cling to her.

"Pandy," she called. "Do you
want to go to the Golden Age Home
with me?"

Pandy looked back towards Betty
and nodded, then grabbed a mouth-
ful of snow and flung it up in the
air. She chased over to where
most of it came down and grabbed
it again. She could feel the cool
dampness of the snow against her
tummy through her coat. She
bounced back over to the porch
where Betty picked her up and
rubbed her briskly with the towel.
Pandy growled happily and caught
the towel in her teeth, letting
Betty pull it away from her as
Betty dried her fur.

"There!" Betty put Pandy down
and opened the front door for her.
Pandy ran inside and rolled on the
rug in the hallway.

"Wheel" she exclaimed. "That
snow really wakes you up! What is
this about the Golden Age Home?"

Betty pulled her scarf o f f .
"It's my turn to take cookies over
there for the holidays, and I
wondered if you might want to come
along"?

"Sure!" Pandy said. "They'll
let me come in"? She had learned
there were some places where other
humans didn't like to have dogs
around.

Betty nodded. "Oh yes! They
like to have animals brought in so
the people who live there can pet
them. It reminds them of the pets
that they used to have. Remember
though, you can't talk to them and
you should not jump up on them!"

Pandy, pained, looked at Betty.
"Since when have I jumped up on
people"?

Betty, undaunted, replied,
"Well, it wasn't too long ago that
somebody around here got dog hairs
all over Jim's dark blue trousers.
There may even have been a dusty
paw-print somewhere around knee
level as well. That wasn't you"?

"That was a long time ago! I
haven't jumped on anyone in
weeks!"

Betty had no mercy. "Didn't I
see you leaning against Susan

yesterday? Were you just trying
to shake hands or something"?

With dignity Pandy responded,
"Susan wanted to see if I could
stand on my hind legs. I tried to
show her that I could. You just
happened to look at us after I
lost my balance."

"Well, Miss Priss, as long as
you don't knock anyone off their
feet at the Golden Age Home, I
believe they would be happy to see
you!" She reached down and
ruffled Tandy's hair, getting a
gentle lick on her wrist to show
that Pandy knew she was just teas-
ing.

Pandy liked going out in snowy
weather. Betty had bought a
colorful sweater for her that she
enjoyed although she didn't get to
wear it often. She really didn't
need the sweater, but she liked
the attention that wearing it
brought her.

"Now, Pandy, you need to remem-
ber..."

"I know. I ' m not to talk to
anyone."

"That's right. I know you don't
want to forget. I just wanted to
remind you." Both Betty and Pandy
knew that if anyone learned of her
talking ability there would be the
chance that the newspeople might
find out. No one could tell what
might happen then.

Betty helped Pandy into her
sweater. Pandy stood by the front
door as Betty got the tray of
cookies ready. She was tempted to
stand near Betty's feet in case
any of the cookies happened to
slip out.

Betty opened the front door and
they went out to the car. Betty
asked Pandy to stay in the cleared
path so she wouldn ' t get wet.
Pandy walked daintily out to the
car and waited for Betty to open
the door. She jumped onto the
front seat when the door swung
open, and patiently let Betty ad-
just her dog-sized safety harness.
The car's computer made it almost
impossible for an accident to oc-
cur, but no one could plan on ac-
cidents anyway.

Betty settled herself into the
car and entered the code for the
rest home, and Pandy listened for
the engine to start. She knew
that she could hear it running and
was surprised earlier to discover
that her humans couldn't hear it.
Betty pressed the "Proceed" but-
ton, and the car rolled forward
and turned onto the highway.

Betty and Pandy got out at the
Golden Age Home and took the
cookies inside through the air
curtain. Pandy didn't really mind
the air curtain now that she was
used to it. They were used in a
number of the public buildings
that she had entered.

The receptionist smiled as Betty
walked toward the desk, shrugging
out of her jacket one arm at a
time.

"Hello, Betty! What have you
got there on the tray"?

"Hi, Janet. I've got some soft
oatmeal cookies for you. Can you
use them"?

"No problem at all! I might
even keep a couple here for
samples!" Janet caught sight of
Pandy at Betty's feet. "Oh, you
brought—" She paused.

"Pandy," Betty prompted. "You
go say 'Hello" to Janet!"

Pandy trotted around the desk
and looked up at Janet with a
little turn of her head. Janet
reached down and rubbed her ears.

"Goodness, she looks at you just
like she could understand every
word!"

Betty hung her jacket on a coat
hook near the desk. "Well, is
there anyone special that you
think Pandy and I could visit"?

Janet half-turned her back
toward her desk and propped her
chin on her hand.

"I don't know how much good it
would do to visit Mrs. Toyney.
She's unhappy about being here and
really hasn't had many visitors at
all. Her family lives pretty far
away and can only get here a few
times a month. It's not a good
situation for her, and she has
lost weight." Janet shook her
head. "She really doesn't have
all that much weight to lose.
Some days she doesn't even want to
get out of bed. We've been having
trouble getting her to talk to
people."

Betty grimaced. "Do you know if
she would like to see Pandy"?

"I really don ' t know. She
hasn't mentioned anything about
having a dog that I know of. All
you can do is try."

Betty got Mrs . Toyney's room
number and took Pandy through the
double swinging doors into the
resident's part of the home. The
home itself was brightly lit and
clean. She could tell that the
owners made a real effort to make
the home comfortable and friendly.
A wooden railing ran along the
hall to help those residents who
might have a little trouble walk-
ing. The f loor was tiled so
patients using wheelchairs and
walkers could get easily f rom
place to place.

Pandy stopped to say hello to an
old gentleman sitting and watching
a television set. She put one paw
upon his knee gently, and he
ruffled her ears and spoke to her.
She licked his wrist and he smiled
up towards Betty.

"What kind of dog is she?" he
asked.

"She's a spoiled dog of the
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Welsh Corgi breed." Betty
responded fondly. "She thinks
she's a 'people, ' and I ' m not
going to tell her anything
different!"

He looked back down at Pandy.
"She reminds me of a pup I used to
have. He was a smart little fel-
low. I lost him about ten or
twelve years ago. It got to where
he was just too feeble to get
around." The old man hitched for-
ward in the chair and looked at
Pandy. "Sort of reminds me of
me."

Pandy nuzzled his hand and
watched him.

He smiled broadly up at Betty.
"She's a nice dog. You can leave
her here with me if you want."

"Well, not right now," Betty
countered. "We're supposed to
visit Mrs. Toyney first. If Pandy
doesn't behave herself, though,
you may have a deal!"

Pandy moved back toward Betty,
glancing over her shoulder at the
man. He waved good-bye at her and
they continued down the hall.
Betty glanced up and found the
room she was looking for. The
door was open, and she could see
Mrs. Toyney sitting quietly in a
wheelchair.

Betty knocked softly on the door
and spoke to Mrs. Toyney. "Mrs.
Toyney? I 'm Betty Candia and this
is Pandy."

Mrs. Toyney turned her head
slowly in Betty's direction. Her
eyes looked at Betty and Pandy,
and she slowly nodded. Betty
walked slowly into the room.

"We're just coming by to visit
for a bit. Do you mind if we come
in"?

Mrs. Toyney coughed slightly and
cleared her throat. "No. Please.
Come in." Betty thought to her-
self that perhaps these were the
first words Mrs. Toyney had spoken
in a long time.

"Pandy likes to come along be-
cause she gets to meet new
people." Betty spoke to Pandy.
"Pandy, say 'Hello ' to Mrs.
Toyney."

Pandy walked over to the side of
the wheelchair and looked up at
Mrs. Toyney. Mrs. Toyney's hand
slid off the arm rest almost by
itself as she reached out slowly
to touch Pandy. Pandy moved over
under her hand and rubbed gently
against her fingers.

"Hello, Pandy." Mrs. Toyney
spoke soft ly. "Are you a good
dog"?

Pandy wiggled happily, keeping
her head still for Mrs. Toyney to
pat.

Mrs. Toyney looked over to where
Betty sat near the bed. "I used
to have a little Westy named
'Honey.' My daughter is keeping
her now." She gave a slight

smile. "Is Pandy a mixed breed"?
"No," Betty answered. "Pandy is

a Welsh Corgi. She's supposed to
be a herding dog but she's never
had a chance to herd anything."

"Goodness, what kind of animals
do they herd? Goats or sheep"?

"No, they herd cows." Betty
paused. "Well, I suppose they
would herd anything they could
keep up with. They do have short
legs."

Mrs. Toyney nodded. "I thought
she might be related to a dach-
shund. She's about as high as
they are."

There was another knock on the
door, and Betty glanced around to
see one of the nurses standing at
the door. The nurse had a pill
cup in her hand.

"Mrs. Toyney," the nurse said
cheerfully, "It's time for your
afternoon medicine."

She came into the room and
nodded at Betty. "Are you Mrs.
Toyney's daughter"? she asked.

"No." Betty replied. "Just a
visitor. I brought Pandy along
with me so she could visit too."

The nurse noticed Pandy sitting
quietly beside the wheelchair.

"Oh. Hi, there, puppy!" She
glance back at Betty. "I didn't
see her!"

"She's quiet sometimes." Betty
stood. "While you're here maybe I
can run and make a phone call."
She wanted to let Jim know when
she and Pandy would be home.
"Go right ahead." said the nurse,

giving Mrs. Toyney her medicine
and shaking down a thermometer.
"There's a phone at the front
desk."

It was quiet in the room as Mrs.
Toyney held the thermometer under
her tongue. Pandy sat quietly
listening to the nurse humming
softly to herself. She listened
to Betty's footsteps receding down
the hall. Pandy put one foot
softly on Mrs. Toyney1s slipper to
let her know that she was still
there.

"Well, Mrs. Toyney, it looks
like your temperature is doing
just fine. Is there anything I
can get for you now"?

Pandy watched Mrs. Toyney slowly
shake her head. The nurse glanced
down at Pandy. "Are you going to
be okay here"? she asked, bending
down to scratch behind Pandy's
ears. She stood again and tucked
Mrs. Toyney 's shawl around her
shoulders.

"If you need anything, Mrs.
Toyney, just give me a call on the
buzzer." Mrs. Toyney gave a
slight nod and the nurse left.

Pandy saw Mrs . Toyney's hand
reaching down again, and moved to
give her a gentle lick.

"I 'm glad you ' re here." Mrs .
Toyney said softly. "I miss my

dog, my little Honey."
Pandy looked up at her and saw a

tear running slowly down her
cheek.

"I use to talk to Honey all the
time," Mrs. Toyney said, "It
seemed like she knew just what I
was saying."

Pandy sat up and put one of her
paws lightly on Mrs. Toyney's
knee. Mrs. Toyney held Pandy's
chin in her hand and looked in her
eyes.

"I think Honey maybe misses me,
too." she said.

Pandy couldn ' t help herself.
"I'm sure she does," she said.

Mrs. Toyney's chin quivered and
she smiled through her tears.
"You talk to me just like Honey
did!" she said.

"There are some people who can
hear us." Pandy said. "They are
special people. Not everyone lis-
tens ."

Mrs. Toyney dabbed at her eyes
with a tissue. "I know. Others
think we ' re just being silly,
talking to our dogs."

"And there are dogs that think
we ' re silly, talking to our
humans!" Pandy added.

"Do you talk to others"?
"Only to my family," Pandy said.

"I don ' t think there are many
other people who would under-
stand."

Mrs . Toyney reached down and
hugged Pandy softly. "I suppose
if I told anyone here that you
were talking to me they would
think that I 've final ly gone
around the bend!" She laughed
quietly to herself and added,
"Well, sometimes I think the same
thing!"

Pandy heard Betty 's footsteps
returning. "Do you want us to
come visit you some more?" she
asked.

"Oh, goodness, yes!" Mrs. Toyney
replied. "but let's not tell
others that we've had this little
talk. They might not understand."

Pandy smiled. "You're right.
I'll let Betty know, but for the
sake of the others we'll just keep
this quiet."

"Yes," Mrs. Toyney said, "this
will be our little secret." She
smiled at Pandy and looked up at
Betty as she came in the room.

"Well," said Betty, looking from
one to the other. "Are you having
a good visit"?

"We're having a lovely visit!"
said Mrs. Toyney. Pandy is a
sweet person!"

Betty nodded. "I told one of
the men down the hall that she
thinks she's a 'people . ' " She
paused a moment, seeing the smile
on Pandy's face. "And I'm sure
that she is!"

THE END
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