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There is still room for a lot of
discussion about the manner in
which we own a pet. In some ways,
perhaps in more than we may admit,
a leash holds both the pet and the
owner tightly together. Perhaps
it is easier for the dog to slip
out of the leash than it is for
the owner to let go. Owners cer-
tainly talk to their pets, and
more than a few pets talk to their
owners, each in his own language.
Pandy isn't unique in the fact

that she talks. She is only
unique because she speaks English.
She was taught (in this slightly
futuristic world) by a strange
being she discovered on the Candia
family's personally-owned as-
teroid. The being also taught her
to fly, taking advantage of her
corgi ears, ears that were seem-
ingly meant for a much larger dog.
That particular talent, however,
needs the minimal gravity of the
asteroid in order for Pandy to do
anything with it. She doesn't fly
back here on earth.
The years are going by, though.

Pandy still speaks to members of
her immediate family, but not to
anyone else. She could, but she
shares with the family the fear

that someone might give her secret
away and change the relationship
they enjoy together.
This story finds Pandy in a con-

dition unlike any she has ever ex-
perience before.
"I don't care whose big, fat

idea it was, I'm not hungry!"
Susan grinned. "Is this the

Pandy that we know and love that I
hear speaking?" she said.
Mustering all the dignity that

she could, Pandy waddled over to
the door and looked back at Susan.
"Would you be kind enough to let
me out?"
"Why don't you use the doggy

door?" Susan asked all too in-
nocently. "I'm sure that it's
open."
"Ve-r-ry funny, Susan. Last

time I used it I got stuck. Now
would you please open the door?"
Susan came over to the door and

opened it, bowing low to Pandy and
gesturing grandly toward the open
door. "My pleasure, Madam of the
Most Generous Proportions!"
With what little dignity she had

left, Pandy stepped out onto the
porch, puffing audibly as she
navigated the low step down from
the door. She had a week to go

before her puppies were due, and
she had decided that this whole
process was simply taking far too
long.
"Are you okay, Madam Football?"

Susan asked, her voice full of
something that sounded almost like
concern.
"How would you like me to nip

your most nubile self?" Pandy
asked, with the same concern in
her voice.
"What?" an astonished Susan

responded.
"Don't ask me," Pandy looked

haughtily over her shoulder, "It's
your language!"
Out in the yard, puttering

around, Pandy had to admit that
this whole idea of having a litter
of puppies was her own idea. She
and Betty had been out walking in
the park when one of their neigh-
bors had asked both of them to
come over for a visit. It seemed
that the neighbor's dog had
produced a litter of puppies six
weeks earlier and (according to
the neighbor) " — they were simply
'precious'!" Betty was more in-
terested in seeing them than Pandy
was, but Pandy did recognize her
own curiosity about what they were
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like.
The neighbor had been smart

enough to ask whether or not Pandy
was current on all her shots, and
Betty was quick to assure her that
Tandy's shots were all up to date.
When they got to the neighbor' s
house the neighbor went in first
and put the mother dog out in the
back yard. "I'm just not sure
that she would want Pandy near her
babies, " she said. Pandy, not
having been around too many other
dogs, appreciated that thoughtful
gesture. She didn't think that
being around little puppies would
bother her, but she didn't know
how the puppies' mother might
react.
Much to her own surprise, Pandy

was fascinated. The five little
puppies wanted to play and so
Pandy romped and jumped and rolled
and had a marvelous time playing
with them. As small as Pandy was,
she was still larger than the
puppies and she enjoyed watching
them and listening to their tiny
growls and muffled barks.
When they finally left the

house, Pandy was unusually quiet
as she and Betty walked home.
"What's the matter, did they

wear you out?" Betty asked.
"Oh, no, no. I was just think-

ing." Pandy always waited to
answer until no one was near
enough to hear her speaking to
Betty.
"Can you tell me what you're

thinking about?"
"Not yet. Let me think about it

a while."
Later that evening after Susan

had finished her homework, she
glanced into her parents' room and
saw Pandy lying on her little bed.
Pandy raised her head and smiled
at Susan, but she didn't hop out
and run to Susan like she usually
did. Susan went downstairs and
asked her mother, "Why is Pandy so
quiet tonight?"
"I'm not sure. She has been

quiet ever since our walk. We
went over to see Suzy Turnbell's
puppies and they must have tired
her out more than I thought."
"She played with them?"
"Oh, she had a ball. They are

pretty big puppies and Pandy fit
right in. She's still pretty much
a puppy at heart."
Susan pushed back from the table

and started upstairs again to see
what Pandy was doing. She wasn't
really worried. If Pandy wasn't
feeling well, she certainly would
have told them.
She went into her parents' room.

"Hi, Pandy. How are you feeling?"
Pandy stretched and yawned,

curling her tongue as she did so.
"Hi, Susan. I'm feeling fine.
I've just been lazy this after-
noon. I wanted to do some think-
ing."
"What about?"
"Did Betty tell you about our

visit to see the puppies?" Pandy
asked.
"She thought that maybe they

wore you out."
"Oh, no. We played, but not all

that hard. It's just " Pandy
hesitated.

"Just what?" Susan prompted.
"You'll think I 'm silly, but I

really enjoyed being around those
puppies!"

"Oh, well. There's nothing
wrong with that," said Susan.
"Would you like to go see them
again?"

"That's not what I was think-
ing." Pandy started to say some-
thing and then paused. "...I
really don't know exactly what I
was thinking." Pandy looked
steadily at Susan for a moment
before continuing hesitantly. "Do
you think your mother would mind
if I wanted to have some puppies
of my own?"

"What!" Susan dropped down on
the floor beside Pandy's bed.
"You want to have some puppies?'

"I think so," Pandy answered.
"It was nice being around those
puppies. I have never thought
about, well, maybe starting my own
family." Pandy looked over at
Susan and watched her, trying to
decipher what she might be think-
ing.

Susan reached over and hugged
Pandy. "Can I go tell mother?"

"In a moment. I 'm not getting
any younger, and if I 'm going to
have a family perhaps I need to
get on with it!"

Susan hesitated briefly, "Do you
have a boy friend?"

Pandy smiled. "No. I really
don't know many other corgis."

"Well, don't you have to fall in
love or something first?'

Pandy thought a moment. "I
don't think it works that way with
us."

"What do you mean?"
"Well, we don ' t fal l in love

like humans do. I mean, all my
love and dedication are con-
centrated on you and Betty and Tom
and Jim. I don't have a need to
have a boy friend. I 'm not sure I
really want one. For that matter,
if the puppies' father is doing
what he should be doing, all of
his love and affection will be
centered on his human family just
like mine is."

"Don't you worry about whether

or not you'll like him?"
Pandy looked quizzically at

Susan. "Why wouldn't I like him?"
"I don't know," said Susan. "It

just seemed to me that it would
make a difference. I don't know
whether you should or not. I was
just curious."

That's how it started. Susan
and Betty got out Pandy's pedigree
and studied it. Then Betty called
several of her friends who also
raised corgis. After many phone
calls and a long visit to a soft-
spoked lady who ran a small ken-
nel, Betty came back to report to
Pandy. "If you are still inter-
ested," she said, "we've found a
perfect mate for you."

Looking back on it now, Pandy
realized that it had all gone
rather easily. Now, two months
later, Betty had assured her that
it would be just a few more days.

"How do you know?" Pandy had
asked. "You've never had a litter
of puppies before."

"But there are books!" Betty
responded. "I've been doing more
reading for your pregnancy than I
ever did for my own!"

"Well," Pandy replied, "I think
that's only right. I'll have more
children that you've got!"

Betty rubbed Tandy ' s ears.
"Next thing you'll be telling me
is that you ' l l get your f igure
back faster, too!"

"Well, maybe it would have been
easier for you if you had gone
around on four feet like I do.
Maybe if you have any more
children you might try it!"

"For nine months?" Betty
responded. "Humph!"

Betty had taken Pandy in to
visit the veterinarian several
times since Pandy's decision to
have puppies. About a month ago
he had poked a bit and then an-
nounced to Betty that Pandy was
carrying at least five puppies,
and Pandy had almost said some-
thing in excitement in front of
him. When they were finally back
in the car on the way home, Pandy
realized that she was chattering
about her anticipated litter.
Betty smiled knowingly to herself.
She remembered very well being ex-
cited about her babies.

Pandy dawdled about in the yard
for a while. She felt heavy and
more than a little awkward. It
was almost easier for her to stand
and wander about than it was just
to lie in her bed. She almost
felt as if she couldn't get a full
breath any more, but that would
pass once the puppies were born.
She hoped.

Pandy went back in the house an
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discovered that Jim had come
downstairs for breakfast. From
the looks of how he was dressed,
he wasn't going to work.

"Hi, Pandy," he said, bending
over and cupping her chin in his
hand. "How are you feeling this
morning?"

"Something like a football, "
she answered, "just after it's
been fumbled and just before the
whole world jumps on it."

Jim raised his eyebrows. "That
bad?"

"Well, " she cocked her head to
one side and looked up at him.
"Not really. I guess I feel okay,
but I sure am ready for it to be
over."

"Ha! That's what Betty always
said. Of course it always took
her nine months, instead of nine
weeks!"

"I think nine weeks is plenty
long. Aren't you going to work
today?"

"Oh, didn ' t Betty tell you?
I've been delegated to make you a
whelping box."

"A whelping box? You mean I
need to be shut up?"

"Oh, no. You can get out of it.
It's mostly a place where the pups
can't go wandering off and where
we can keep them warm."

"I thought that was my job."
Jim smiled, "Well, sure it is.

But you'll want some time off for
good behavior every once in a
while. That is, if you've been
good."

Pandy followed Jim out to the
garage where she watched him make
a fairly large, low bos. It
didn't have a bottom to it, and
along each of the sides he put a
small railing just a few inches up
from the bottom.

"What's that for?" Pandy asked.
"Well, the directions that I got

from the kennel club said that it
was to protect the puppies from
the mother dog lying on them!"

"What?" Pandy was indignant.
"Don't you think I 've go sense
enough not to lie on my own
puppies?"

"Oh, sure you do." Jim tried to
calm her. "But if you've got a
big litter you might doze off or
lose count or something. This
just gives the pups a little space
to scoot into."

Pandy didn't say anything. She
just looked at Jim with a tiny
frown on her face.

"Hey," he continued. "I'm just
following the directions. It
wouldn't have crossed my mind!"

"Well, I should hope not. I
just don't think it's necessary."

Pandy was pleased about having a

whelping box, although she tried
to think of a more artistic name
for it. As the next few days went
by, she found herself going back
to where it sat near Jim and
Betty's bedroom and carefully
stepping into it over its low
door.

Betty put a soft little mattress
in one corner of the whelping box,
covering it with old bath towels.
In the rest of the box she put
several layers of newspapers.

"Are those for me to read?"
Pandy asked.

"Nope. You get to tear them
up," Betty responded.

"I do what?"
Betty smiled. "Never mind.

You'll know what to do when the
time comes."

"You've said that before, Betty.
It's not an answer. What am I
supposed to do with all those
papers? Are you trying to tell me
that I'm not as well house-broken
as I should be?"

"Oh, no, Pandy. Some mother
dogs shred papers before puppies
are born. I think it has some-
thing to do with wanting to make a
nice warm place where they can
have their puppies."

Pandy just looked at the
newspapers. They d idn ' t look
tasty at all. She certainly
wasn't going to waste time shred-
ding them.

But in the middle of the night
two days later, Betty was awakened
by the sound of tearing paper.
She quietly slid out of bed and
went over to the whelping box.
Pandy looked up at her, a piece of
torn paper in her mouth.

"I think something's happening,"
she panted.

"Oh, Pandy, I believe you're
right!"

Very quietly, so as not to
awaken Jim, Pandy then proceeded
to give birth to six very tiny and
very lovely little puppies. Betty
helped, and found herself wiping
away her own happy tears after
they were all born. It had gone a
lot easier than she had an-
ticipated. After the puppies were
all well washed by Pandy and nurs-
ing greedily, Pandy looked up at
Betty and spoke for the first time
since her labor started.

"Golly, that's enough to wear me
out! I think I 'm going to take a
little nap now. I think they're
all okay, aren't they?"

"Are you sure you feel okay?"
Betty asked.

"Well, other than feeling like
I've just been in some kind of
all-day fight, I guess I 'm okay.
Do we need to go see the

veterinarian later?"
"I think we can wait until you

feel up to it. No later than
after breakfast, though."

"Fine, but I'm not a bit
hungry." Pandy put her head down,
still panting. "Good night. I 'm
going to rest a while."

Betty stood watching her for a
few minutes. The puppies all
seemed strong and were hunting
eagerly for food. Betty closed
her eyes for a moment and sighed
deeply. Pandy was safe, and the
puppies all seemed to be well .
She smiled and turned back towards
her own bed.

Later the veterinarian gave
Pandy a clean bill of health. He
looked at each of the puppies,
grunting and nodding as he looked.
"Yes, Mrs. Candia, it looks like
you and Pandy did a fine job.
They're all healthy and she's
looking good, too. You gotta say
something for beginner's luck!"

Betty looked down at Pandy and
ruffled her ears. "You did a good
job, Pandy! They are lovely
puppies."

Pandy almost bit her lip. Once
again she had started to speak in
front of the veterinarian. Betty
grinned at her. She knew what
Pandy had almost done.

Back in the car on the way home
Betty asked Pandy what she had
started to say. Pandy had a
slightly stricken look about her.

"I forgot to see if they are
boys or girls!" she confessed.

"I did," Betty said, "you are
the proud mother of .two little
girls, two little boys and two
more little girls!"

"When do we name them?"
Betty glanced over at Pandy.

"Whenever you want to, mother."
The next few days went by

quickly. Pandy worried through
the dew claws and tail-docking
events, but discovered rapidly
that her offspring were bothered
far less by all that happened to
them than she was.

Several days later Pandy came
bounding down the stairs to tell
everyone about the first little
gleam of an eye peaking out at the
wor ld . She was specially fas-
cinated by the rapid change from
pink to black of the puppies'
noses.

"Betty, come and see!" she
called one morning. "Joey has an
ear up?"

"Oh, said Betty, wisely, peering
into the whelping box. "That
means that he is about to get his
corgi soul!"

"He's getting what?" asked
Pandy, puzzled.
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"Oh, nothing," Betty answered.
"It's just that they really turn
into corgis when their ears go
up."

"Is that true?" Pandy asked. "I
wondered how that worked."

Betty relented. "Oh, no, Pandy!
They've been corgis all along.
That's just an old saying. It's
like telling you that they'll get
their brains through the mail when
they're a year old."

"Oh," Pandy said. She wasn't
sure if she was convinced or not.

That evening when Susan got home
from school Betty told her about
the ear that had gone up. Susan
ran upstairs to see Pandy and the
puppies.

"Golly, every time I see them
they look bigger!" Susan said.
"Which one had its ear up?"

"Joey did," Pandy nosed one
puppy over toward Susan. "I think
it's gone back down now that he's
tired."

"Oh. I wanted to see what he
looked like with it up. I suppose
I could turn him upside down and
see."

Pandy smiled. She had already
thought of that.

"Say, Pandy, " Susan spoke
thoughtfully. "Do you think the
puppies might learn to speak from
you?"

Pandy shook her head. "I really
don't know," she answered. "Maybe
the speaking and my flying, as
well, were just for me to do. I
really can't say."

"Have you asked my mother about
finding homes for them?"

"Not yet, though I 'm sure she's
thought about it. I'd like to
keep them around for a while."

"I think my father wants us to
keep one of the puppies; that is,
if it's okay with you."

"That would be nice." Pandy
wrinkled her brow for a moment.
"Do you know which one they might
want to keep?"

"Don't you have a preference?"
Susan asked.

"No," Pandy answered. "Right
now I think any of them would fit
in just perfectly. They get that
from their mother."

"Oh, I know. I meant don't you
have a favorite?"

Pandy laughed. "Sure I do!
They're all my favorite!"

Susan paused for a moment, then
spoke hesitantly. "Won't you feel
said when they go off to new
homes?"

Pandy thought before answering.
"I love my little puppies dearly,
Susan, but once they are grown and
gone, well, it changes. They get
to be a lot more independent than

human children ever get to be.
I'll be very pleased if they all
can find loving and happy homes.
That would make it all worth it."

Susan went slowly back
downstairs. She wasn't sure if
she really understood what Pandy
spoke of or really how she felt.
She knew better than to try to
make Pandy into a four-legged
human, but since there was so much
that they could share together, it
was vaguely troublesome that there
was still so many differences.

Early the next morning Pandy
called out for Susan to come and
see Joey's ear. It was back up
again. Susan picked up the little
somber-faced puppy and wrinkled
her nose at him. He tried a ten-
tative lick on the tip of her nose
and she giggled. "He still smells
like a puppy!" she laughed.

"I have something else to show
you, too!" Pandy said, hiding a
smile.

"What is it?" Susan looked down
at the rest of the litter. "Does
somebody else have their ears up?"

" I 'm not telling, but you had
better go call your mother, as
well."

Susan put Joey back down among
his brothers and sisters, and ran
to the top of the stairs.
"Mother!" she called. "Pandy want
to show you something."

"In a minute!" Betty answered
back. "As soon as I dry my
hands."

Betty came up the stairs and
stood with Susan by the whelping
box. "What is it, Pandy?" she
asked.

"Well," said Pandy, "she prob-
ably won't do it now, but let me
try." Pandy nuzzled one little
girls away from her into a corner
of the box and then stood up, dis-
lodging all of the puppies.

"Which one is that?" Susan
asked.

"It's Gammy. Is there something
wrong with her?" Betty asked
anxiously. "Her ears don't look
like they've been up!"

"Oh, she's just fine," Pandy
answered. "I just want you to
listen real close."

"Well, they're all making noise
because somebody's mother isn't
feeding them!" Susan said.

"Yes," answered Pandy, "but lis-
ten to her!"

Betty bent down toward the
little puppy staggering up on her
four feet in the corner. I t 's
eyes were open and she bounded
unsteadily back over towards
Pandy. Then Betty heard it. The
little puppy was saying very
softly, "Mama!"

[[Your editors would remind you
that Tandy's is a fictional whelp-
ing. Those who have bred a litter
of puppies already, I'm sure don't
have to be reminded, but for our
readers who haven't we would like
to state that reality is often
very different. The AKC pamphlet,
"Should I Breed My Dog?" states
the case very well.

"Breeding dogs also has its emo-
tional [as well as financial]
costs. Ask a breeder what it's
like to see a bitch through a dif-
ficult birth or Caesarean section,
or to witness the death of a
beloved bitch or her puppies.
Death plays as large a role as
life when it comes to breeding
dogs, and rare is the litter in
which all the puppies survive."

As the author says, speaking
through the veterinarian, Pandy
really did have "beginner's
luck"!]
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