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“I didn’t say ‘claim’, I said ‘clam’! That’s clam as in slam, bam, thank you Ma’am.” 

“Ma’am’s got a clam?” 

Bart spun on his brother and made a face that would have caused a statue to crumble; even one 

created by a Cockatrice. “How could you even ask that,” he hissed, “We had the talk!” 

“Say what?” Bobby asked. His voice was low and slow as it always had been; ever since he’d 

been born. He was actually a year older than Bart, but it was his younger brother who led and 

protected. He always had after their mother had a heart to heart conversation with him shortly 

before she was gone.  

Life was tough, but the pair, cast off into an uncaring world, tightly hung together. So far… 

well… so far. 

“We had the talk,” Bart told his brother again softly. “Ya know… about females and all of that.” 

“Oh yeah. They’re different than us.” 

“You bet they’re different. Now I expect you to remember all of that and act upon it when the 

time comes. If one comes by, you let me do the talking. Got it?” 

They were German Shepherds but never thought about this much. The world was full of different 

types of people. As destitute as they were, they steadfastly held to the right and wrong rules their 

mother had instilled upon them. Though Bobby was a bit slow of the mind, and Bart was 

smallish, the other people in their rundown neighborhood still steered clear of them just for the 

reputation their breed had. The pair had staked their claim to the area under an old railroad 

overpass bridge as their home. It at least afforded them some protection from the weather. Bart 



was also careful to keep the area picked up and tidy knowing if they didn’t, it was more likely 

the local police would see them to the edge of town and that would be that.  

Sustenance came from the odd chores they could pick up, an occasional handout, and when that 

failed, dumpster diving behind the grocery store. For their more personal needs, Bart found a gas 

station with a toilet and a sympathetic owner who struck a deal with them; clean it up once a 

week and take care of it when they used the facility. If they did that they were welcome.   

“Clams,” Bobby muttered with a smile just as an elderly Rabbit doe walked under their bridge 

pulling a small shopping cart. Right behind her was a gang of five mongrels acting as if they 

were ‘just’ out for a walk; that is, until the unwitting female was under the bridge and 

momentarily out of sight of the street in general. Their attack came quickly and with intended 

violence, one Dog made a grab for her purse while the others grabbed her small cart. This they 

upended while laughing. They didn’t laugh very long. 

Without even thinking, Bart and Bobby were on them tooth and claw. Their own attack was so 

sudden and violent, the gang broke and ran like the cowards they were. No sooner were they out 

of sight and a police car rolled up with its lights flashing. The officer, a largish Boxer, jumped 

out as soon as it stopped rolling and pulled his pistol out. “HANDS UP!”  

Both the German Shepherds and the Rabbit lady obliged, reaching for the sky as if their lives 

depended upon it… and in some ways it did. 

“Not you Mrs. Rabbit,” the officer shouted, “Just those two.” 

“Why?” she asked him. “They just saved my life.” 

“Because they… wait… what did you say?” 

“They saved my life. If you hurry, I think you could probably find the gang that attacked me. 

They were that pack of ruffians I’ve seen hanging out in the park. I know you’ve seen them too.” 

Putting his pistol back in its holster, the officer squinted his eyes and told the pair, “I’ll be by 

later to ask a few questions. If I catch the bastards I’ll need you to ID them for me.” 

“Sure,” Bart told him, “Not a problem. Glad to help.” 

Bobby just waved with his good paw, holding his busted up knuckles of the other behind his 

back. Mrs. Rabbit, seeing this, waited for the police officer to leave and then gently pulled his 

paw out and looked at it. “Oh dear. We’ll have to take care of that.” Looking to Bart, she asked, 

“When was the last time you boys ate?” 

The smallish Shepherd shrugged his shoulders. “A day or two I suppose, Ma’am, but that’s all 

right. Bobby and I were going to go down to the grocery later.” Just then his stomach growled 

and her frown deepened.  



Turning back to Bobby, she asked him, I shall fix you both a special meal. What would you 

like?” 

The large Shepherd smiled and told her, “All Ma’ams have clams.” 

Bart actually slapped his forehead and bit his tongue to keep from yelling at his brother. Couldn’t 

he for once get his mind off of… 

“Isn’t that odd,” Mrs. Rabbit muttered, “My late husband liked clams and when I was at the 

grocery, I picked up a can of them and a jar of tomato sauce without even thinking about it.” 

“Can we have it with Spaghetti?” Bobby asked her with a slow smile.  

“And what else would you serve it with?” she asked back, also smiling. “It’s been a while since 

I’ve had company for dinner. Perhaps my husband guided me in choosing his favorite meal.” 

“Bread and butter,” Bart said so softly it was almost a whisper. “Real bread with real butter?” 

“All Ma’am’s have clams,” Bobby said again. 

Mrs. Rabbit chuckled at this and responded, “I suppose they do. Now let’s get you fixed up and 

fed.” 

***** 

And so the brothers made their first step forward towards the rest of their lives simply by doing 

something they knew was right. The gang they’d thumped was rounded up and incarcerated.  

When the trio was called upon for identification, and the brothers asked for an address, Mrs. 

Rabbit gave her own and winked at Bart. Come to find out, she had a spare room for them to use. 

She then set herself to being the mother the boys needed. Once they were cleaned up and 

wearing fresh clothes that, although not fitting well were far less thread bare, took them to 

church with her. Here they were better introduced to the community, and when the story of their 

rescue was told, immediate acceptance occurred. 

Bart eventually joined the police force and took his training from the very police officer who was 

ready to shoot him. 

Bobby found a job at the gas station where they had their arrangement for use of the facilities. It 

turned out he had a natural mechanical gift and so became the station’s ace mechanic. 

The boys eventually married and settled down. 

As to clams… well let’s just say; ‘All Ma’am’s got a clam,’ don’t they? 


