
 
 

 
The old lady and her dog 

 
Mrs Gibson was 82 years old. Her son owned an airline company. One day, 

she went to the airport to take a plane from Australia to the USA. With her she 
had a flight bag and a pet basket with her little pet dog called 'Spotty' inside. The 
flight that day was very crowded. Mrs Gibson sat down on a window seat and put 
her dog basket down on the seat next to her.  

A flight attendant said to her, 'I'm very sorry, madam, but this flight is fully 
booked. I'm afraid I have to take your dog and put it at the back of the plane for 
the journey.'  

The old lady didn't argue and gave the basket to the flight attendant.  
After an hour in the air, the flight attendant checked on the little dog. She 

was horrified to see that the dog was dead at the bottom of the basket. She told 
the pilot and the pilot told the airport in New York. The company director was 
furious, because Mrs Gibson was the airline owner's mother. In the end, they 
decided to buy a different dog to replace the dead one. The flight attendant took 
a photo of the dog with her phone and sent it to New York to show them what it 
looked like. When the plane landed, Mrs Gibson got off the plane and the flight 
attendant brought her the basket with a new dog in it.  

Mrs Gibson looked very quickly into the basket and immediately said, 
'That's not my dog. Where's my dog? What did you do with little Spotty?'  

The flight attendant told Mrs Gibson, 'Yes, of course it's your dog. It has 
the same spots, the same size - it's the same dog.' 

'No,' said Mrs Gibson, ' I know it isn't.'  
'But how do you know? You didn't look at it for very long.'  
'I know,' said Mrs Gibson, ' Because my dog was dead when I put him in 

the basket.' 
 

 


