Helen answered the door, to find her school friend T.D. at the door, wearing his trademark red baseball cap. “Hi, T.D.!” she said excitedly.

“Hey, Helen. Is Martha home?” The boy peeked past her, glancing left and right for any sign of the yellow dog.

“Uh...well, yes,” Helen replied, not sure what to make of this. She really liked hanging out with T.D., and [i]he[/i] really liked hanging out with Helen. Or so she’d thought. Now the curly-haired blonde boy was ignoring her.

“Cool, cool, ” he said. “Listen, I was just wondering if Martha could come over to my house to play this afternoon.”

“[i]Martha?[/i]” Helen asked, wondering why [i]she[/i] wasn’t the one being invited. Sure, Martha was a [i]talking[/i] dog, but T.D. hadn’t really shown much interest in the chubby little canine before.

“Yeah. Could you ask her?”

“I guess so…” Helen said, leaving the door open as she walked into the living room. “MARTHA!” she called, and the yellow dog came running.

“What is it, Helen?” Martha asked, panting slightly as she entered the room. But when she saw T.D. she brightened up noticeably and said, “Oh, T.D.!”

Before Helen could say a word, T.D. waved at Martha and said, “Wanna come over to my house and play?”

“[i]Do[/i] I!?” Martha yipped, brushing past Helen so fast the young girl spun in place. “Yes, I [i]do[/i].”

By the time Helen had stabilized herself, Martha was already out the door, and the two were halfway through the front yard. 
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