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Chapter One


Benjy looked expectantly at his people lady called Joan Mills, knowing that at any moment she would fit a shiny yellow coat that she called his HI Viz harness on him before calling out that silly instruction ‘walkies’.


Why couldn’t she just say let’s go for our daily walk? It seemed that when he wore this yellow coat, he could go where other dogs could not go. Like the bank and other places they called shops.


Every morning, it was the same either to the shops or to the bank. Benjy knew that Joan could not see. It seemed that all other people could see, so it was his job to guide her through the streets, as she did her shopping and other things. But most of the time, Joan spent at her home constantly chattering to him about her life and how she missed this and that, and moaning about the fact that not many people came to visit her nowadays.


Made even worse because of the Covid pandemic (whatever that was) that was affecting the world. Although she had had all the inoculations to prevent it happening to her. It meant that now, it was even less likely that any people would visit her.


That was how Benjy knew she was a people, there were men people and lady people. If only she would realise that he understood most of her people’s talk. But his father had warned him that other dogs like him could not understand each other or more importantly, people-talk. And even more importantly were not expected to by the people.


For if they knew that Benjy could understand them, he would be taken away by the scientists, who would really hurt him with their experiments as they called them, to find out why he could understand them. And his father had also added, “You Benjy, are different, somehow, you seem to have understanding which I do not, and which I have heard my master call reason. I do not know what that means, but I think you have it. So, you will have to be extra careful as you go through your life.”


His father Jocky had been someone who worked with a shepherd and his sheep somewhere called Wales. And had been famous among the people for his work with the flock of sheep. It seemed that his father and mother were called sheepdogs, which meant that he was also a sheepdog. His mother Sally also worked the sheep, but Jocky was the main one who the shepherd had relied upon.


Benjy knew that over a very long time, knowledge had been passed down from father to son and so on. So, certain ones amongst them had developed the ability to understand the talk of the people. His father used to tell how angry he got with his shepherd, who used to tell him what he wanted him to do by whistling. When he would have preferred the shepherd to just tell him what he wanted. But it seemed people seemed to think only they could understand people-talk.


Benjy himself, because the man they called the vet who came often to check the sheep had said that he had seemed far more intelligent than the other dogs, had been taken away from them when he was just a puppy, and taken to a place in a city, where although he was a Welsh Collie, and the most common guide dogs were Labradors, he was trained as a guide dog to look after Joan.


The farmer hadn’t minded him being taken away, as since Benjy had been born, Jocky had improved tremendously and was now getting famous for his skill in all the sheepdog trials throughout the United Kingdom that they competed in. They never would know that it had been Benjy that had explained to his father why the sheep had to be rounded up and penned in a certain way that the men seemed to want, and for the farmer to get special things they called prizes.


But he had been here with Joan for a long time now, and could understand almost all of what Joan talked about. He thought back to the old farm. It had been the shepherd’s wife who had first noticed that there was something different about her husband’s collie Jocky. Although it seemed silly, he seemed to understand what she talked about.


For instance, if Jocky was in the room and she had mentioned to her husband that she would have to go down later to check the couple of pigs they kept, she would go down and find Jocky waiting at the gate of their pen.


Also, it was her that had pointed out that amongst the new litter of puppies that Sally had just given birth to, Benjy was the one that Jocky favoured, and often, she would find the two of them lying down, staring into each other’s eyes as though they were talking to each other, as indeed they were although she never knew it.


Also as a puppy, he had never needed the shepherd to train him with the sheep, he seemed to know what to do and worked alongside Jocky.











Chapter Two


Most days when Benjy didn’t have to take Joan into town, he had the run of the two large gardens, one which faced the street that ran past the house and the other at the rear of the house. And he would often sit in the front garden and watch the people pass by on the pavement on the other side of the hedge.


It was on such a day that two men stood talking by the gate and looking over at Joan’s house. They were small-time drug dealers always on the lookout to find a way of expanding their trade. One of the men was saying, “Yesterday, I was talking to Ted Davis, he works for the council as a gardener, and he comes here once a fortnight to tidy the garden for her.


“She is called Mrs Mills. And from what he told me about this place. Is that it’s just the sort of place we have been looking for, she is blind and lives alone. And I have been watching the house over a couple of weeks now and never yet seen anyone visiting her, apart from the council welfare lady that arrives every Wednesday morning in her little council marked car.


“Even Ted isn’t allowed into the house. But every week on a Monday morning at half-past ten, she goes into town and the bank to draw out cash, yet doesn’t seem to spend that much in the local shops. I know that because I have often followed her into the bank, they always take her into a little office, then she comes out with her cash. I normally pretend to study the posters with the interest rates on as I watch her.


“I know she never sees me as she is blind. And the only other one she talks to apart from the bank staff is that guide dog of hers. She doesn’t seem to have any local friends, so her house would be ideal for us. Especially as you must have heard that the Old Bill arrested Archie Gibbons for drug-dealing and he has been sent down for seven years.


“So, the London mob he bought his drugs from would be only too keen for us to take his place and buy their drugs from them. Archie’s place was in a rough rundown part of town full of drug dealers and other troublemakers and which the police were always patrolling. So, the Old Bill would never dream there was a drug den in this posh part of town.


“And I have enough gear in my flat to keep us going for a couple of weeks until we get it established. But we will have to make sure that none of our customers find out where we work from, as the last thing we would need are those riff raff addicts coming around this posh neighbourhood. I will give the London boys a ring later as I managed to get the address from Archie before he was sent down.


“So, you just keep drumming up new customers and I think we will make a small fortune out of this new venture if we can take over this house to use as our base.”


His mate then said, “What about that dog there, could he be a problem?”


“No, I don’t think so. I learnt from one of the other cons in prison that a little drugged meat through the letterbox can soon put any guard dog to sleep. So, he won’t bother us.”


Then, the man who was called Bill said, “I’ll tell you what, I will follow her the next time she goes out and see if there is a better way to get into her house without her calling the Old Bill in panic.”


The two of them wandered off down the road with Benjy staring after them and thinking, I must find a way of warning Joan about those two men. They had not realised that Benjy had understood most of what they were talking about.











Chapter Three


Monday came and he saw Joan getting ready to go out to the town and the bank. (Joan preferred to pay trades people in cash as she knew how to tell the value of coins or a note by the feel, whereas with credit cards, she could never be sure what was taken out.)


He always knew where she planned to go, as not only would she tell him they were going to the bank or the grocery store, she would go to certain cupboards and get a certain type of basket or in this case, special books to take to the bank and a special bag she carried to put the money the bank gave her in. He was determined to keep an eye out for those two bad men today though.


As they walked through the town, it wasn’t long before Benjy spotted the man called Bill walking a little way behind them; he started to growl softly. Joan stopped walking. “What is the matter, Benjy?” She had never heard him growl before.


Benjy looked back, but Bill, seeing them stop, had ducked into a shop doorway. Reassured, Benjy started to walk forwards again, but he still kept looking back just in case Bill reappeared. Although he never saw him again, he sensed he was still following them and knew he would have to find a way to warn Joan.


That night, he left his bed and went to sit at Joan’s feet as he watched her fingers flying over what he now knew were pages in a book. It seemed these pages talked to Joan through her fingers. He had realised a long time ago that Joan was more sensitive than most other people he had met.


One of the other more experienced guide dogs he had met in his training school that he found he could talk to, had said it was because she could not see, and so developed other senses such as hearing better and touching things with fingers that were more sensitive than most other peoples.


That is why her fingers ran over the pages. But he still could not understand why the pages talked to her. But he reasoned if she had better senses than most people, perhaps he could make her understand him as his father had.


He had to try. The trouble was it seemed that dogs could only whine as people called it or growl. So, he started to whine and straight away, Joan’s hand came down to pet him, saying, “What is the matter, Benjy, are you feeling neglected?” He jumped up and placed his feet on her lap and put his nose on her forehead. “Benjy,” she giggled, “that tickles.”


He stared at her forehead. “Talk to me, talk to me, talk to me,” he repeated over and over.


“Come on, you big lump, that is enough; now, get down, you weigh a ton.” Benjy jumped down off her lap but still carried on staring up at her.


Joan went back to the story she was reading in her braille book. But she now couldn’t concentrate as she had this thought, that when Benjy was touching her forehead with his nose, she had heard him saying, “Talk to me,” over and over again. But that was ridiculous, she must be getting overtired, so she decided to call it a night and go to bed.


Once in bed, she lay there, touching her forehead and thinking of what she thought Benjy had said. For quite a while, she tossed and turned, thinking about it before she finally dropped off to sleep.


The next morning, as she filled Benjy’s dishes with food (this was now a simple task as everything in her food cupboards was laid out in a special way, so she could find any item she wanted straight away). Her welfare lady, Mrs James, who was a godsend to a blind person, came to see her every Wednesday and brought her not only Benjy’s food for the week, but ready cooked meals for the week for her.


Most of the food could be cooked in the special microwave that was especially designed for the blind. It could actually talk with instructions for her. This always baffled Benjy as he could never find out who was talking although he had looked in every part of the kitchen to find the person.


Also, Mrs James had found a simple way to tell her how many minutes she should cook the meals for. She had brought some of her grandchild’s small plastic numbers she used to play with. So now, on each of the meals, Joan felt for the little number under the wrapping and this told her how long to set the microwave for.


Plus should Joan ever need a tradesperson to carry out any repairs to the various household gadgets or plumbing, she would always arrange this with the council and made sure that she was there should any repairs needed to be carried out. In fact, she had become a dear friend since their first meeting.


At their first meeting, she had been given strict instructions that everything in the house was to be kept and laid out in a certain way that a blind person could find it. Mrs James understood the reason for this, so it worked out fine.


In a way, she had been lucky that she did not go blind straight away. She had been able to plan for when she finally went blind. Even the shops she visited regularly had been told that her eyesight was failing, and in the future should the worst happen, what food she would want and would have it ready for her.


This was especially true of the lady at the launderette who was so kind in sorting out her clothes and getting them ready for her to collect them, all folded neatly. She had been especially aware that as a woman who was always conscious of the clothes she wore and making sure that she had matching outfits, that when she finally went blind that could be a problem, so she had stocked up on simple but smart trousers, suits and white blouses and shirts of various pretty styles but all in white, so she knew that when the time came, she would always look presentable when she went out of the house.
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