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As they stepped onto the train, Charlie fought every urge to jump on after them. He loved seeing 
the young pups and the humans rushing on and off the train all excited like, but he knew to wait 
his turn. He sat at attention beside the bench just outside the ticket office, waiting for his human 
to arrive. The young'uns were hopping on the train, their little nubs a wagging. They sure 
looked adorable. Charlie wanted to play with them, but that was against his training, so he 
waited. 

"Hi!" a tiny voice said. Charlie tilted his head slightly to see a young collie standing 
there, her tail thumping excitedly. "Wow! You're really big. Wanna play?" the young'un asked, 
bouncing up and down on her paws. She wore a pink collar with a leash, but no human in sight. 

"You get to steppin', small pup. I'm on duty," Charlie lied. His tour of duty had ended 
the day before yesterday. Almost ten years on the job, and he should've known to avoid that 
there landmine. Now, he was short one leg and one career and his human was taking him to a 
new home. No more bombs to sniff, bullets to dodge, perps to track, or parades to attend. No 
more of them snooty purebreeds making snide remarks about his parents. 

"What's duty? Is it fun?" the pup asked. Charlie dropped open his mouth in a grin, his 
tongue lolling out. The pups were such fun at this age. He glanced in the direction his human 
had gone, then swiveled his head to see they were the only two on the platform. The train would 
leave soon. 

"What's your name, young'un?" Charlie asked. He bent his head down and sniffed the 
pup gently. The pup barked excitedly and spun in place, rising on her back paws and tickling 
Charlie's nose with her claws. 

"I'm Eleven, what's your name?" 
"The name's Charles Chickens, but my human calls me Charlie," he replied with a slow 

wag of his tail. 
"You talk funny, Mr. Chickens. Why do you talk weird like that?" 
"It ain't weird where I'm from, young'un. The other dogs in my unit done tried to get me 

to talk all proper, like you, but it ain't never stuck. Guess it's on account of me not being bred 
for this work like they was," Charlie said, his wag dying down as his thoughts drifted to his unit 
mates. He was the only one left now. He took it as a point of pride that he was the only one not 
pure like them, and he was the last to end his career. 

"I don't get it," Eleven said, tilting her head to the side. Charlie could almost see her 
mental shrug as she brushed it aside and started wagging her little tail again. "Wow! You're 
really big, Mr. Chickens. Will I be as big as you when I grow up?" she asked. 

"Probably not. My size comes from my dad's side. He was a Great Dane. Or as near to 
one as he could be. Ain't neither of my parents exactly pure," Charlie said. His mind drifted 
back to when he was a pup. He hadn't grown into his paws back then. The other pups in his unit 
had left him eat'n their dust, and the big dogs' d made fun of him during training. No one had 
ever thought a mutt like him would become a service dog. "Then again, you never know," 
Charlie continued. "The last time I was here, I went to College Station, a place the humans call 
Texas A&M, for a football game. I was a young 'un then. My human took me there to learn me 








