The smal|l brown terrier shook the earth fromhis coat, then fl opped down,
panti ng and exhaust ed.

“ That"was unexpected, " the dog said, giving the girl a sideward gl ance.

A tal king dog, the girl thought. | nust be dream ng. Perhaps that’s why I
can’t renenber who | am

“You're notdreaning, " the dog said.

“How di d you know what | was thinking?” the girl asked.

“That’s what people always think when they hear a talking dog," the dog
sai d, then added: “peoplé are 'so predictable.”

The dog stood up and again shook hinself until the clunps of earth flew

fromhis fur.

Wien he was finished, he bowed his head and sai d: “Affow ne tolintroduce
nyself. | amQto. My name is spelled the same both backwards and forwards —so
it doesn’t matter if I'mcoming or going.”

“That is convenient,” said the girl.

" AndTwhat"areTyou calll’'ed?” the dog asked.

Thi s question brought back all the sadness the girl felt about not
remenberi ng who she was. She held her lips tight so she wouldn’t start to cry.
Oto sat down and waited for the girl to answer his question. The dog
t hought she m ght not have heard himor had forgotten what he’'d said, so he

repeated the question in different words.

“ WhatTi'syourTname?” he asked.

The girl shook her head back and forth and said: “lI don’t know.~

“Véll," the dog said, "everyone, man or beast, should have a nane.’

“Exactly ny thought,” the girl said.

“ Sorthengi've yourselfa'nane, " the dog told her.

“Better still,” she said, “why don’t you give ne a nane?”

“I have heard of people naming dogs, but | have never heard of a dog
naning a person.”

“So you will be the first,” the girl said.



