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“John? John!”

Martha looked around the studio set for her co-anchheir news show was about to go on and
this was hardly the time for him to be absent.ighgiace she saw a rather larger German
Shepherd. Odd... they weren’t supposed to be doirananal piece.

Moving to her chair, she left the set crew to wabput her counter part and began glancing
through her notes.

“Do you know how hard it is for me to sit in thigpid chair?” a voice asked from her left.

“Very funny John... stupid sounding voices and adallgg are not going to make me look up. |
know the camera is probably rolling.”

“No... really... | have to curl my tail to the side asitl on it and that's not comfortable at all.”

“All right,” she replied, looking up. “We’'ve onlya five minutes left. Now is not the time for
pranks.”

Finding only the dog looking at her, his tonguediag out from the side of his mouth, she
ducked her head down and looked under the desk.



“You like what you see there sweetheart?” the vasleed. “| was asked to put on some shorts,
but | told’em; nuh ah, no way. I've been wearinggince | was born. It was good then and it's
still good now.”

The TV anchor brought her head back up from urtetdable and got a wet lick on the nose for
her efforts.

“Ahhhhhh....” She cried, wiping her face with a hand.
The dog spit to the side. “Blah... makeup tasteshier?

“You talk!” Martha said, the incredulity of her guise paraphrasing what her mind was
sceaming at her.

The dog turned back to her and smiled his doggyesagiain. “So do you!” he gasped, and then
giggled. “Oh, right, you always could, though | panally think all these words are a big waste
of time. Sniff a butt and you’ll know all you ne&mlknow about a person.”

“Three minutes,” the set director said from somewhe

Now the lights got just a bit brighter and behihdrm there was the sound of the set crew
scuyrrying around. Looking down at her notes agstie, found the lead in story and it registered
in her brain for the the first time. It wasn’t &@ and it wasn’t some animal making noises that
sounded like words; ‘ANIMALS TALKING!

“Yeah, that’s right,” the German Shepherd told KHaH. of a sudden we can speak your lingo,
though you can’'t speak a word of Dog. SurprisetlByway, you can call me Frank. | chose that
name cuz | tend to tell the truth, unlike mostia®n news types. Needless to say, being the
handsome hunk’a dog that | am, | was pressed bypraaucer to do the news with you so
people could see they weren’t dreaming. They'ligadaly still think it's computer driven or
something. Oh... and by the way, be careful of the.céou can’t believe a word they tell you.”

“Two minutes.”

“How?” she managed to ask.

“Cut my nuts if | know,” Frank responded. “You thkihwanted to speak your lingo? Dang but
this puts a real twist on things don't it? All oadden we’re equals since obviously we're not
just dumb animals any more.” He chuckled. “Dumbaais... get it? Dumb... can’'t speak... Oh
come on, it was funny for crying out loud!”

Martha stood up and looked towards the camera. yAtegetting this?”

“Sure,” replied the cameraman. “I don’t know that believeing all of it, but I'm getting it.”

“And you’ve seen other animals talking?”



“My cat told me to piss off this morning.”

“Told ya so,” Frank whispered. “Give’em half a clsarand they’ll be taking over the world one
lap at a time.”

“One minute! Are you ready Martha?”

“Ready,” she responded.

“Ready Frank?”

“Yeah, | guess so... you know | can’'t read yet bt pretty sure | can three leg it.”
Martha looked at the dog. “Three leg it?”

He smiled at her. “Obviously you are not a male aldously you have never pissed upon a
tree.”

“Thank God for both of those,” she muttered. lmader voice she asked, “Where’s John?”
“He got kicked by a Police Horse,” someone yellexhT off set.

“Don’t ever try to argue with a Mule wannabe,” Fkanuttered, “As soon as your back is to
them, BAM... you got a horseshoe planted on your sidek I'm betting John didn’t know he
could fly.”

“This is crazy,” Martha told the dog.

“I'd tell you ‘“You're crazy’ just in a joking way,’he responded, “But you might believe me.”
OK EVERYONE... BREAKING NEWS IN THREE, TWO, ONE...
FEFCrErECrererrerererrererervererervererereererrerereres

Martha reached over and smacked the alarm clockreaun top of its little head after which it
became silent. Four AM in the morning was reallgibring to take its toll on her; the dream
still fresh in her head. She could smell her magraoffee brewing. The pot, like her alarm

clock, was set for a solid wake up call. That waeast reasuring... so she knew she was awake.

“If | ever meet a dog named Frank,” she muttered, then let the words taper off into a yawn.
“What a jerk.”

Commans such as ‘heel’, ‘sit’, and ‘beg’ came tadnand she giggled, seeing herself yelling
them at her dream dog, whip in hand. Certainlywsbeld have shown him who the boss was,
and he would have meekly replied, ‘Yes mistress.’.



Sitting up in the bed, feeling she’d at least blaeisthe dream with the coming dawn, she turned
on the table lamp beside her and stretched. Asglishehe heard someone’s groan of a similar
stretch beside her. Turning quickly, she found gehpolice dog laying on bed next to her. He
was on his back and stretched out in a most cazdengy.

The dog looked at her with that upside down sotbok a dog will give you when feeling safe
and comfortable, and then asked, “Was it good ¢or tpo?”

Martha didn’t make it to work that day.



