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I

t was a cold day, but Willie didn’t
mind the cold. He was used to it. He
liked to see his breath in the air as

he whistled a tune

and made his way

“Willie
loved to
whistle…”

down the road. Willie
loved to whistle.
Everyone, friends and strangers alike,
enjoyed

his
whistling.

Willie, a husky collie dog, was left at
the door of Woof Shelter, a haven for
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homeless and
unwanted
animals. Old
Blue, a
bloodhound,
found him at
the

door. Willie was so tiny that
Blue just picked him up and put
him in his coat pocket. Imagine
that!

What should we
name Willie?

Right from the start, a few of the
other animals thought that the pup was
different. It was the black crow, Meg Pie,
who first noticed his ability to
whistle. She told the others
living at Woof Shelter that he
should be named Willie, after
her dear departed dad. Other animals had
other ideas.
Page 3 of 14

Many an argument ensued. Bobby
Bow, the turtle,
thought “White”
would be
appropriate because of Willie’s white nose.

Andy Dandy, the
Scottie, replied, “Let’s
give him my last name:
MacGregor.”
“No,” they all
said, “MacGregor is a fine name, but it just
doesn’t fit the little tyke.” Old Blue just
shook his head and suggested, they “Ask the
matron. She will know what to name him.”
They all agreed. Whenever the shelter
residents needed advice and direction, they
depended on the most important person at
Woof Shelter: the matron and owner, Mrs.
Paws. She was a very large Persian cat. Her
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first name was Martha Mae, but they didn’t
dare call her Martha Mae. They respected
the dignified wealthy
cat too much. Only a
certain few were
allowed to call her
Martha Mae.

Mrs. Paws had a lovely lakeside
cottage behind the main building of Woof
Shelter. The pathway to Mrs. Paws’ home
was always filled with colorful flowers in the
spring and summer.

Bee, the

bumblebee, always
greeted visitors during
the spring and summer, but not on cold
winter days. Bee Bumble was hibernating now
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and would appear again in the spring. She
lived in a cone under the overhang of the
porch. Bee was living there when Mrs. Paws
moved into the
cottage. Mrs. Paws
discovered Bee one
sunny day while she
was sweeping the porch and heard a pleasant
buzzing sound. Mrs. Paws looked up and saw a
beautiful bumblebee flying above.

“Please, don’t remove my cone. That’s
my home,” the little bumblebee said. “My
name is Bee Bumble.” Mrs. Paws smiled at
her and replied, “Don’t worry little Bee. I
won’t disturb your home. My name is
Martha Mae. Rest assured, you are safe
here.”
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Bee answered, “Oh, thank you, Martha
Mae!” The cat and the bee formed an
instant friendship right then and there.

One day Andy Dandy, the Scottie,
Bobby Bow, the turtle, Old Blue, the
bloodhound and Meg Pie,
the black crow, went to
visit Mrs. Paws. When
they reached her door,
Andy Dandy stood on top of Bobby Bow. He
wrapped his tail around the chain of the bell
and carefully pulled it down. It was a special
bell. It sounded like bluebirds. The group
waited patiently until the door finally swung
open. There stood Mrs. Paws. She had long
white fur and sparkling amber-colored eyes.
Her beautiful tail had pink ribbons on it,
today, to match her pink dress.
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Everyone was always in awe of her.
Mrs. Paws was
so elegantlooking. When
she spoke, her
voice was very soft and kind. “Greetings to
you,” she purred. “Welcome to my home.
Come in and sit a
spell. I have just
baked some cookies.
Please take some.”
Mrs. Paws was known
for her baking. She
always had some type
of “yum-yum” for those who visited her.

The smell of fresh baking greeted
them as they made their way to her kitchen.
Everyone loved Mrs. Paws’ kitchen. It was a
large room, quite cheery indeed, done in
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yellow wallpaper with little blue bells. A
beautiful oak cupboard with glass doors sat
on one side of the room. Delicate pieces of
Meow china and glassware from around the
world sat on the shelves inside the
cupboard. On special occasions Mrs. Paws
allowed certain
friends to eat from
her special collection
of plates. Old Blue
was one of the lucky
ones. He had known
Mrs. Paws for many years and called her
Martha Mae.

A black potbelly stove sat at the end
of the room. A bright red rug and two
overstuffed blue chairs were in front of the
stove. In the corner near the window was a
well-used rocking chair with a bright red
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cushion resting on the seat. Next to the
rocking chair was a basket filled with
colorful yarn. Mrs. Paws loved knitting and
was always making sweaters and mittens for
the little ones.

In the center of the room, a long
square oak table seated twelve. Mrs. Paws
served many
yum-yums at
this table.
There was
always
enough for
everyone. Bellies filled and tails wagged
while Mrs. Paws told stories to entertain the
little ones.

Old Blue sat down at one end of the
table, and the others followed. Meg Pie
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perched on the edge of the table next to
Old Blue. Bobby Bow sat in the middle and
Andy Dandy sat next to him. Mrs. Paws
placed a generous plate of cookies and warm
gingerbread, along with bowls of milk laden
with maple syrup, on the table. Then she
sat down at the
other end
of the table

Let’s ask Mrs. Paws
what Willie’s name
should be.

and looked at
all of them.

“To what do I owe this special visit?”
Mrs. Paws asked.

Old Blue began by
saying, “Martha Mae, we
have quite a dilemma
here. It seems the new
pup that arrived here recently doesn’t have
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a last name. We all came up with Willie for
a first name, but we can’t decide what to
give him for a last name.”

“Mrs. Paws,” Bobby Bow said, “he’s
different from all the others who come to
Woof Shelter and have moved on over the
years.”

“…There’s nothing wrong
with being different.”

Mrs. Paws looked at all of them and purred,
“I’m aware of that, but there’s nothing
wrong with being different. He’s special and
has a unique whistling voice that will bring
joy to many over the years.”
She asked what the others had to say.

Andy Dandy
quickly stated, “I
like it that he has
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two different-colored eyes, one brown and
the other blue.”
Meg Pie commented, “I like his ears.
One flops over, and the other one stands
straight up. Also, his coloring is different, a
mixture of tan and white fur.”
Bobby Bow added, “His tail is quite
long for such a wee one.”

Andy Dandy then interjected, “Do you
think he will be a large dog, Mrs. Paws?”
“More than likely,” Mrs. Paws replied, “but
time will tell.” Old Blue didn’t say anything.
He just listened. He knew that Martha Mae
would come up with an answer for them.

They all waited patiently as Mrs. Paws
“The little fellow likes to
whistle,…perhaps his last name should be
‘Whistle.’”
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purred away. Finally, she looked at all of
them. “The little fellow likes to whistle,” she
offered. “Perhaps if you are all in agreement,
his last name should be “Whistle.”
“Oh,” they all exclaimed. “That’s
wonderful, Mrs. Paws! Willie Whistle! That’s
perfect for him!” Old Blue just smiled and
winked at Martha Mae. Mrs. Paws purred.
“Please fill your plates, eat as much as you
want, and enjoy the rest of your visit.”

So, that is how the husky collie dog,
with two different colored eyes, and one
bent ear acquired the name “Willie Whistle.”
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