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THIS ANTHOLOGY OF STORIES all are around the fact that animals can talk.

Every bit as well as humans. 

It's humans that have the real problem – listening.

There are probably a dozen-dozen reasons why we humans won't simply open up our ears and hear them.

It doesn't matter what type of animal – dog, cat, cow, crow, coyote.

The other simple fact is: people don't listen, so they don't hear. Voices which are every bit as clear as someone standing next to your ear.

Because you don't listen with your ears – you listen with your mind.

And then you can hear them clearly. No matter what species. No matter their size or lack of it.

Until you can start to hear them, here's the next best thing...

Stories about humans who can hear all the voices around them – or perhaps just one.

If you can't hear them yourself, you can at least read about them.

Over to you.

J. R.
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A Dog Named Kat
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BY J. R. KRUZE

(With thanks to Rob Bowerman for the excellent story idea.)

-
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TRAGEDY STRUCK. AND I never had a reason to smile after that funeral.

Or talk to anyone other than I had to. I'd rather sit in my room and re-read my Nancy Drew and Box Car Children books.

Until my Dad brought home a puppy from a farmer down the road - last of the litter. Dad got this dog to cheer me up, and give me someone to be with me while he was at work. Because I hadn't smiled or hardly talked since the funeral.

Me and my pup were a lot alike. All alone. Blond hair. So I named her Kat.

Dad thought it was my odd sense of humor. You see, my name is Kathleen, they call me Cathy. And I always wanted a sister. Adults explain it as an "alter-ego". What do they know - really?

When Kat started talking to me inside my mind, we got to know each other best. And soon I smiled - but just to her. There was still some things unexplained about of how my mother died. And those still made me sad.

Until Kat told me she'd help me solve that mystery...

I

DAD BROUGHT A PUPPY home today. Of course I fell in love with it right off.

Who couldn't – when it just wants to climb right up and slobber wet kisses all over my face and hands.

But I didn't smile. I felt better, but not that much.

I just sat on the floor with her and watched her figure out the house. Dad had brought the leftover playthings from her former home. She was the last of the litter, and her own mom had died soon after giving birth. The rest of that litter were black labs, like their mom. This puppy was golden. The color of my own strawberry blond hair.

When I told my Dad I was going to name her Kat, I said it in my usual flat voice. The one I'd had since the funeral. The one that went along without smiling.

It made sense to me. We were both blond. We'd both lost our mom's. My whole name was Kathleen. And maybe this cute little dog could keep me company.

"Are you serious?" Dad was smiling at me, but when my reaction didn't change, he nodded. "OK, 'Kat' it is." He pulled out a bag with water- and food-dishes for her and put them by me. And a bag of puppy food to go along.

Then patted my head. "You can put these wherever you think is best. But I'd suggest the kitchen where we can clean up after her more easily."

Another big bag had a brand new dog bed. Just her size, plus some she could grow into. When Dad put this on the living room floor, Kat walked right over to it, walked around inside it and sniffed, then laid down. Her head went on her paws. I just watched her from where I was kneeling on the carpet.

"Well, I hope this is temporary."

I raised my eyebrow at this voice in my head. It was coming from Kat.

"What do you think? I'd prefer to be in your room. Don't worry, I know enough to do my business outside."

I just nodded at Kat. My Dad was still looking at me, curious about my reaction. So he hadn't heard Kat at all.

"Of course not. Adults lose their ability to talk with their minds when they get too old. Unless they practice all the time. But that's OK."

Kat sat up and looked directly at me. "Well?"

I thought back, "Well, what?"

"Aren't you going to show me your room?"

I looked up at Dad. "Thanks. This is great. I'm going to show Kat my room now."

Dad nodded with his smile, but then frowned. "Aren't you forgetting something?" He gestured to the food and bowls.

I nodded back, picked them all up and carried them to the kitchen. Kat rose and followed.

I put a step stool up to the sink, like I used to help wash dishes, and filled up the water bowl. Then put it in a corner on top of a small rug. The food bowl soon followed it and I filled it up, too. Then put the bag with rest of the puppy food inside a cabinet under the sink.

Kat was standing at the door to the kitchen. I went over and picked her up to set her down in front of the bowls, then stood and watched her.

Kat lapped a few times, and nibbled a bit, then came across to sit at my feet and look up at me. "We can go now."

I just nodded, and carried her back to the living room. Picking up Kat's new bed, I pulled it behind me and went up stairs. Kat followed, but could only take one step at a time, like me, so we made our way up to the first landing.

There I stopped and looked at her smiling face.

She just cocked her head, looked at the next flight and started up.

So I followed, a bit happier. Just not enough to smile.

-
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A FEW NIGHTS LATER, I found out she could dream out-loud in my mind as well. It was a big monster chasing her in her old farmyard, where she'd been born and raised. She ran for her mom, where the box inside the dog house was. But her mom wasn't there. None of her brothers and sisters were there, either. Kat ran right to the back of the dog house and saw there was no place to hide. The monster's glowing eyes were on her now and a long dark, hairy arm with long claws was reaching right for her...

I knew all this, because that was my dream, too. Until we both woke up.

"Kat? Kat?" My head was over the bed's edge, looking down at her.

My little puppy looked up at me and whimpered. I held down an arm, and she jumped up at my hand, licking it and my arm, but shivering.

So I climbed down and picked her up onto the bed. When I got back up, I put her on one of the pillows and covered myself up to my face. I was looking into her eyes looking back at me.

Then she turned her head on its side, so we both were looking right at each other - her eyes into my eyes.

"Bad dream?" I thought at her.

"It was so real!"

"Yea, I know. I saw it too."

Kat's eyes widened. "I hope it didn't scare you as much as me."

"It was pretty scary. But I've had worse."

"Wow. Don't tell me about them. Can I stay here with you tonight? I feel much better with someone else next to me."

Then I smiled. Just a little. This was like the little sister I always wanted. Someone who loved me for just being there. Someone to help, to maybe even protect against monsters in the dark.

And maybe she could help protect me against the ones that still haunted my dreams too.

II

THE NEXT MORNING, I came down for breakfast with Kat following me. I started into the kitchen, but Kat headed for the front door.

"Cathy?"

"Kat?"

"Sorry, but I can't open this door, and I have to go really bad."

One corner of my mouth went up. (But that didn't count as a half-smile.)

I opened the door and Kat scampered through to the lawn. She then sniffed around and did her jobs. And then came back up the steps to where I was waiting.

"All done. Ready for breakfast? I am." Kat's tail was wagging, and she was grinning wide.

I just shook my head and opened the door again, where she scampered in ahead of me and didn't slow down until she ran out of carpet and rug. Then she started skidding on the wood hallway floor, trying to make her way into the kitchen. All she managed was to slide into a heap by the closet door.

She just laid there and waited.

"Well?" I thought to her.

"Slick like ice. I'm scared of hurting myself. Last time I was on ice, I hurt my chin when I fell down."

"This isn't ice, but you're right." I stooped down to just pick her up and get her onto her feet again. "The kitchen is kinda slick like this, too. So you just have to walk slow. Don't try to run. I'll see if we have some more of those rubber-backed rugs around. There is one under your dishes, and I think Dad can get more if we don't have enough.”

Kat nodded at me and carefully walked in small steps. She made her way into the kitchen with her tail down and wide-eyed as she went. Only once she was on the rug by her dishes did she start wagging again and grinning.

I left her to get her own breakfast while I climbed up on my chair to get mine.

Dad was eating his cereal, and paging through his smart phone. He was either reading news or emails. Neither made him happy at all. But he smiled when he looked up and saw me.

I just looked at him and shrugged.

When I looked at my bowl and spoon, I saw what he was smiling about. Also on my side of the table was a collar and leash, plus a book, "How to Train Your Puppy".

Of course, I picked up the book first. Reading was fun. And the pictures were pretty simple. Stay. Walk. Heel. Simple stuff. Kat would pick up on this pretty fast.

I put it back down where I found it on the table, then poured my cereal into my big bowl followed by milk over that.

Dad was still smiling. "So you've got a month or so before school starts again. Maybe Kat will have some fun with all that. At least you can take her out for walks and keep her out of traffic that way.

I just nodded. "Sure."

These days, he took that as an enthusiastic yes. Dad was patient with me.

Looking down at Kat, I saw she was done with breakfast and laying down on that rug by her bowls. Head on paws, looking up at me.

"I didn't want to interrupt your breakfast, and it's too slippery to play here. Plus, my tummy is full." At that, she closed her eyes and rested. I got happy feelings from her, about being home with a new family.

-
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DAD'S INTERN ARRIVED just before he had to leave for work. They talked a bit, and then she set up in the living room with her laptop and smart phone. She was mostly a house-sitter, and a "keep Cathy out of trouble" sitter. Her name was Evelyn. Dad called her "Ev" and she kinda put up with that. I could always tell she only liked the full name. I figured that she wanted the respect of a full name.

For me, Cathy was just fine. Like "Kat" was just fine.

Anyway, Evelyn used the house wi-fi and could go anywhere she wanted in the house. She mostly stayed on the couch and got an occasional snack. At least she was clean and tidy as a visitor. Some times she was talking for hours on her phone, but was mostly quiet and into the work Dad had lined out for her. I think she had to get the work done while she was here in addition to house-sitting and watching out for me.

All I had to do was to make an appearance every few hours, otherwise, I'd hear her quiet steps up the stairs and halls, where she'd just peek in at me. If all was fine, she'd leave again.

Evelyn and Kat got along great. But Kat would follow me whenever I left the room, even if I was just going to the bathroom. It's kinda funny to see her watching me while I did my own "business." But hey, I watched her do hers, so I guess that's fair.

Kat was getting better at the stairs. But I know it tired her out. Of course, she had all this energy to go and check on things. And chew on her toys. She had places for all of them and would carefully go and pick them up at night to put them back. All in a circle around her bed.

During the day, she had the entire floor as her playground. I took my own books down there to read. The carpet wasn't as soft as my bed, but I liked Kat coming to interrupt me. Sometimes we would play fetch across the room and back. And sometimes I'd read to her. When she was tired, she laid down next to me. When I took a nap after lunch, I helped her up on my bed.

And if she woke before I did, I'd just see her looking at me with her big brown eyes. She'd start smiling when I opened mine.

We'd talk a lot. But the conversation was always answering back to her like she talked to me – in our minds.

Sometimes when she was playing, I'd hear her growl. And sometimes, I could follow the games she was playing as her thoughts would leak out when she was chewing on a toy or tossing one of them in the air. Dog games.

That's how I learned her language. It was far more descriptive than human talk. Because everything had a smell and weight, and meant something.

Her stories weren't the same as the ones I read in my books. She was always in my mind, too.

III

YES, KAT PICKED UP all the commands real quick. Because she read that dog training book “along” with me. I found out she'd fidget if she didn't understand - or disagreed with the author. So I'd stop and we'd talk about whatever I was reading for awhile.

And she had her own names for the commands, but put up with me calling them certain things. Because she also knew that she had to get along with the other humans in the house. So when they said "Sit" or "Fetch" she translated this into her own meanings. Because they'd point to what they wanted or hold it out for her.

"Stupid human tricks" was Kat's term for it. Those commands were only for Evelyn and Dad and any guests that came over.

For me, she only had to look at me or just sit in my mind. Then she'd know anything I wanted. A lot like she did in my room.

When she was playing, it was all colors and smells and meanings for the things she was playing with. Even chewing lightly on my hand or licking my face had meaning.

And she taught me about how to hear how my body was feeling, the story my body was telling me. So I started learning that my heart had meaning.

One day, she asked about my own mother. And I told her all I remembered.

Kat told me about her own mom who got sick some time after she was born, and then just quit moving. But all the puppies were already being fed from bottles as their mom's milk tasted bad. The farmer carried her mom outside the day she quit moving, and she never returned. One by one, her brothers and sisters left, too. Sometimes a new person would come and carry them out.

The farmer's wife would always pet the rest of them after one of them left. Kat thought she understood the loss all the puppies felt. She wanted to be their mother, too - even though she had a lot of things to do on the farm. But at nights, if Kat and her siblings were awake, she'd bring them all out onto the hoop rug in the living room. The farmer's wife would watch them play together and around her legs and arms and hands as she sat on the floor with them.

This was often the last feeding at night. And then with full tummies, they'd all go to sleep back in their box of old towels that sat in the warm kitchen corner.

When Dad came to get Kat at the very last, the farmer's wife also gave him all the puppy's toys. What neither of them knew was that Kat had named each toy after one of her brothers or sisters. So they all laid down next to her own bed, or in it when she slept at night.

A tear came down my own face when she got to that part of the story. Then several more tears after that. Kat came over and licked my face. She understood about that. I could see it in her eyes and feel it in my own mind.

That's when I started telling her about my Mom, and the funeral and when I quit smiling or even talking much.

Kat wanted to be lifted up and held, then. And with her eyes closed, she listened to my heart as I held her against my chest.

I think she was talking directly to it. Because I got a funny glowing feeling that started there and then went out my arms and legs and up to my head. I could feel it in my face and in my fingertips. Even my toes.

And I felt like when my Mom had held me. I felt like crying, so I did for a little while. Just holding Kat and being quiet while the tears fell. After awhile, Kat moved around and stood up to lick my face again.

After that, I was happy again, for that little while. And we napped together.
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