
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Tales Of Tails

        

        
        
          Aastha Thapaliya

        

        
          Published by Aastha Thapaliya, 2025.

        

    



    
        
          Tales Of Tails

        

        
        
          Aastha Thapaliya

        

        
          Published by Aastha Thapaliya, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TALES OF TAILS

    

    
      First edition. February 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Aastha Thapaliya.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230993551

    

    
    
      Written by Aastha Thapaliya.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TALES OF TAILS

    

    
      First edition. February 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Aastha Thapaliya.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230993551

    

    
    
      Written by Aastha Thapaliya.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


CHAPTER 1-  Puppy Named Bruno
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Once upon a time, in the bustling city of New York, I was hurrying to school on a chilly winter morning. The streets were alive with the usual buzz of honking cars, people rushing to work, and the occasional street vendor calling out to sell their wares. As I turned the corner near a small alley, something caught my eye—a tiny brown puppy shivering near a trash bin.

Its fur was matted, and its big, round eyes looked up at me, filled with a mix of fear and hope. My heart sank as I noticed it trembling, its little paws tucked beneath its body, trying to keep warm against the biting cold.

I hesitated for a moment. "Should I stop? I’ll be late for school," I thought. But something about the way the puppy looked at me made it impossible to walk away. I crouched down and gently called out, “Hey there, little guy. Are you lost?”

The puppy whimpered softly but didn’t move. I took off my scarf and carefully wrapped it around him. He was light as a feather when I picked him up.

“Don’t worry, buddy,” I whispered. “I’ll take care of you.”

I picked him up and cradled him in my arms, his tiny body radiating warmth despite the cold. Without a second thought, I decided to take him to the nearest vet. My school could wait—this little guy needed help.

The vet clinic wasn’t far, just a few blocks away. As I entered, the scent of antiseptic filled the air, and a kind-looking woman at the reception desk greeted me.

“I found this puppy near a bin,” I said, my voice trembling slightly. “He’s shivering and doesn’t look well.”

The vet, Dr. Morgan, came over immediately. She gently took the puppy from my arms and examined him. “He’s a little dehydrated and has an upset stomach,” she explained after a few minutes. “Probably ate something he shouldn’t have while scavenging.”

Hearing this, I felt a pang of guilt. What if I hadn’t found him in time?

“Will he be okay?” I asked anxiously.

Dr. Morgan smiled reassuringly. “He’ll be fine. We’ll give him some fluids and medicine to settle his stomach. He’s lucky you brought him here when you did.”

The puppy gave a weak wag of his tail as if to say thank you. It was the first sign of life I’d seen from him, and it filled my heart with hope.

After the vet assured me that the puppy would be cared for until the afternoon, I reluctantly left for school. My thoughts kept drifting back to him throughout the day. I imagined how he must have felt—cold, scared, and alone. I silently promised myself that I would do everything I could to give him a better life.

The moment the final bell rang, I dashed out of the school gates and ran straight to the vet. The puppy looked much better now—his tail wagged weakly, and his eyes were brighter.

“He’s doing well,” Dr. Morgan said as she handed him over. “Make sure he eats light meals for a few days. And... have you talked to your parents about keeping him?”

I swallowed hard. “Not yet,” I admitted.

Walking home with the puppy in my arms, I felt a knot of nervousness growing in my stomach. What if my parents said no? They’d always been strict about keeping the house clean, and a puppy wasn’t exactly neat and tidy.

As I reached the front door, I took a deep breath. “It’ll be fine,” I whispered to the little guy, who now seemed calmer. “They’ll fall in love with you—how could they not?”

I stepped inside, and the smell of mom’s cooking filled the air. My parents were seated at the dining table. Their eyes widened the moment they saw the puppy.

“What’s this?” my dad asked, his eyebrows raised.

“Uh... I found him near the trash bin this morning,” I began nervously. “He was cold and sick, so I took him to the vet. I couldn’t just leave him there.”

My mom frowned slightly. “You know how much work it is to take care of a puppy, don’t you?”

“I know,” I said quickly. “But I’ll take care of him, I promise! He won’t be any trouble, and he really needs a home.”

The puppy looked up at them with his big, innocent eyes, and for a moment, there was silence. Then, to my surprise, my dad let out a small chuckle.

“Well, he does look like he’s already chosen you,” he said.

Mom sighed but smiled softly. “Alright,” she said. “But only if you take full responsibility for him. Feeding, walking, cleaning up—everything.”

I nodded eagerly. “I promise! Thank you!”

The puppy wagged his tail as if he understood, and that’s when I decided to name him Bruno. From that day on, Bruno became the heart of our family—a mischievous, loving companion who brought joy into our home.

Bruno quickly became the heart and soul of our family, but he was also quite mischievous. Whether it was stealing socks, digging holes in the backyard, or sneaking food off the table, Bruno always kept us on our toes. Despite his antics, we couldn’t help but adore him.

As the months passed, Bruno grew into a strong and handsome dog. His shiny brown coat glistened in the sunlight, and his playful eyes sparkled with energy. Everywhere we went, people stopped to admire him.

One summer afternoon, we decided to have a picnic in the nearby park to celebrate my mom’s birthday. We packed sandwiches, a cake, and plenty of snacks, and Bruno wagged his tail excitedly as he hopped into the car with us.

At the park, the day was perfect—the sun was shining, the breeze was gentle, and Bruno was having the time of his life chasing butterflies and sniffing every tree he could find. We set up our picnic blanket under a big shady tree and began enjoying the food and laughter.

Suddenly, Bruno froze. His ears perked up, and he growled softly—a sound I had rarely heard before.

“What is it, Bruno?” I asked, confused by his sudden change in behaviour.

Before we could figure it out, Bruno lunged forward, barking furiously. That’s when we saw it—a snake, slithering silently towards our blanket!

My mom screamed, and my dad quickly pulled us back, but Bruno stood his ground. He barked and snarled, keeping the snake’s attention on him. The snake raised its head, hissing, but Bruno didn’t back down. With a quick and decisive move, he leaped forward, scaring the snake away into the bushes.
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