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The eyes deep in the dark underneath Kelly’s bed showed yellow-green 
when the flashlight’s beam hit them.  “What if she never comes out?” Kelly asked 
her mom. 

Mrs. Donner laid a hand on her back.  “She’ll come out.  Remember, the 
lady at the kennel said Honey was abused as a puppy, so it’ll take her awhile to 
warm up to us.  She just doesn’t know us yet.” 

“But it’s been three days!” 
Kelly’s father had complained, too, before he left for work yesterday 

morning.  He was worried, and that made Kelly worry. 
“Kelly will be crushed if we have to return Honey,” he’s said.  “It’s been two 

whole days, and the dog’s only come out from under the bed once.” 
A day later Honey was still under the bed.  She had used the papers 

during the night, and her food was gone, but no one had seen her come out.  
Kelly signed and walked out to the back porch, worrying that her new dog would 
never leave her hiding place.  What could she do to win Honey’s trust? 

She tapped an old harmonica on her leg and batted at a fly that buzzed 
around her face.  The harmonica had been Grandpa’s.  He’d gotten a new one 
for Christmas last year, so he’d given his old one to Kelly.  She promised herself 
she’d learn to play as well as he did, but so far all she could manage was a 
shaky “I’ve Been Working  on the Railroad.” 

Summer would be here soon, and school would let out in a couple more 
weeks.  Then she could work with Honey and earn her love.  Kelly signed and 
put the harmonica to her lips.  She blew the first few notes of “I’ve Been Working 
on the Railroad.” 

What was that? Kelly thought.  She sat perfectly still, listening.  Nothing.  It 
must have been the wind.  She started to play. 

There it was again!  This time Kelly was certain she’d heard something.  
But as soon as she stopped playing, the sound stopped, too. 

“Mom!” Kelly jumped to her feet and banged through the screen door.  
“Did you hear…?” 

“I certainly did!”  Mom’s arms were full of baby tomato plants, and Kelly 
almost ran into her as she came around the corner into the kitchen.  “Play some 
more.” 

“What?  Why?” 
Mom smiled.  “Just a hunch.”  She brushed past Kelly and out the back 

door toward the vegetable garden. 
Kelly frowned.  She blew into the harmonica again, and on the second 

note she heard the strange sound.  This time, though, she knew what it was.  It 
was Honey! 

Soft, hollow-sounding dog song drifted down the stairs as Kelly climbed 
them.  The howls were muffled and trembly, but as Kelly came closer, they grew 
stronger. 



2 

Kelly moved slowly, afraid that she might make Honey stop singing.  She 
stood in the open doorway, expecting to see the dog sitting in the middle of the 
floor with her nose pointed upward.  But the howls were coming from under the 
bed. 

Kelly stopped playing, and Honey stopped, too.  Kelly blew.  A howl 
answered. 

A few steps forward, another note, another howl.  This one ended in a silly 
sounding wooo, wooo, wooo, and Kelly giggled.  She lay on her belly by the side 
of the bed and looked under.  The little dog was tucked back in the corner. 

“Do you like to sing?” Kelly asked. 
The tip of Honey’s bushy tail thumped, just once, on the floor. 
Kelly raised the harmonica to her mouth again and blew a few notes. 
Wooooooo, woowoooo, roooooooooo, Honey howled, and her tail wagged 

again, and this time it didn’t stop after one thump. 
“Wow, Honey, you can really sing!” 
Woooooooo, Honey sang, without Kelly even blowing the harmonica.  

Was she asking for more?  Kelly played again, holding the instrument with one 
hand and sliding the other under the edge of the bed. 

Honey sang along, her tail wagging the whole time.  As she sang, she 
moved forward, one wiggly inch at a time. 

Kelly tried hard to play without moving, afraid that she’d frighten Honey 
back under the bed or make her stop singing. 

And then Honey did stop – for just a second.  Just long enough to lick 
Kelly’s hand. 

The two musicians played for a long time.  Then Kelly got that funny 
feeling you get when you think you’re being watched, and she turned slowly. 

Her mother and father were standing in the doorway, smiling. 
Kelly sat up, and Honey, though not totally out from under the bed, had 

her nose in Kelly’s lap. 
Woooooo! the little dog sang loudly, and she nudged Kelly’s hand with her 

cold, wet nose. 
The Donners all laughed.  It was going to be a great, song-filled summer. 


