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	With special thanks to my family, especially to my mum, who was the first to read my story. 




Hello 

	Hello, my name’s Tyson, that is pronounced “ties on”, for example, the school children look very smart with their ties on.  I am a small, brown medium sized dog with a small head, brown eyes that are not very big, small ears that are lovely and soft, a face which resembles a fox and a long bushy tail. I am not a particular breed but a mixture, or a Heinz dog as they say, but I have heard that I have some terrier blood in me. I’m very proud of that as terriers are very intelligent! I would also just like to mention that I’m not one of those silent dogs that never have anything to say. No, I love communicating to humans with a woof, woof, woof. If somebody says something to me, “wo, wo, woooo”, I reply, or I grunt or snort. I even make a noise when I’m sleeping as I snore or make whimpering sounds as I dream. 

	Anyway, this is my story, told by me, of my life with my human family. I am a very, very lucky dog to live with wonderful, caring people, in a beautiful home in the countryside of Massa Lubrense, near the well-known town of Sorrento in the south of Italy. 

	So, let’s begin! 

	I was born on a sunny November’s day together with my brothers and sisters to a warm, caring mummy. I don’t really remember a lot about the first few weeks of my life except that there were always warm bodies to cuddle up to, my mum or brothers or sisters, and lots of tasty milk. Then, sometimes I was picked up and cuddled by humans, who were very gentle to me and also gave me and my siblings names.  

	So, in actual fact my first name was Lotti. I don’t know why I was given this name, but in Italian “lottare” means to struggle, so maybe I had a struggle to get to suck milk from my mummy. When you are part of a big family there is always a lot of competition, and in my case my other brothers and sisters were always there before me drinking milk from our mummy, leaving me no room. Anyway, the important thing was that I survived and was growing up strong and healthy and was getting ready to move on to a new home. I couldn’t stay at my birth home because there would be far too many of us doggies. Consequently, in those later weeks I saw some of my brothers and sisters leaving us to go to their new home and I wondered when my time would come. 

	Perhaps it would be soon! I remember one day a very pretty girl with lovely suntanned skin and curly, brown hair came to see us puppies. We were all very excited and wagged our tails furiously to get her attention. She crouched down and looked at all of us, saying how beautiful we all were, stroking our heads and picking us up to give us a cuddle. When it was my time, my heart melted with joy. She had such a lovely scent on her that I licked her face all over, and when her beautiful, dark brown eyes looked deeply into my fox-like eyes, I knew that we had fallen in love. 

	“I am the one for you, take me to your home!”, I yapped at her, but what happened? She carefully put me down, stood up and went away without me. I couldn’t believe it, I was heartbroken, I really wanted to be with her. So, sadly it was back to cuddling up to mummy, which was nice, but I was growing up and getting to be a big doggie and wanted to leave my birth home and have a new life with new adventures.  

	[image: Immagine che contiene persona, parete, interni, sorridente

Descrizione generata automaticamente]The next day, the lovely girl with the curly, brown hair returned and again was with us all. I expected she had come to take one of my brothers or sisters away with her, so although I was really happy to see her and smell that lovely perfume again, I kept my distance as she was playing happily with my siblings. 

	All of a sudden, her gaze came to me as she exclaimed that I was the one she wanted! She picked me up, carried me to the door, said goodbye to everyone else, and off we went. It was the month of January so a bit nippy, conse-

	[image: Immagine che contiene persona, interni, posando

Descrizione generata automaticamente]quently I needed a little jacket on. 

	I had been chosen. I was so happy I had to be careful not to wriggle too much in her arms and fall to the ground. 

	My       luck       had come, I was going to a new home with a new family. I was so excited; my early puppyhood had finished, and I was about to embark on a new life where I had the extremely important role of being:  

	“The family pet dog!” 








	My new family gets bigger 

	[image: Image]After arriving at my new home, I discovered that my new family was not very big. In fact, there were only two people in it: Victoria, the lovely suntanned girl, with the curly, brown hair who had come to fetch me from my birth home, and her dad Francesco, who always seemed to wear a hat both outside and 

	also inside the house. He seemed quite cheerful and very happy to meet me, he smiled at me, stroked me, picked me up just with one hand because I was so little and his hands quite big, gave me a cuddle and talked to me.  

	[image: Immagine che contiene persona, mammifero

Descrizione generata automaticamente]So, it was easy for me to understand straight away that he was a doggie person, that is a person who loves dogs. You know, we dogs have a special ability to sense if a human is an animal lover and feels comfortable with us, or if, on the other hand, a person feels uneasy in our presence. Anyway, I replied to the pleasure of meeting him by wagging my tail excitedly and licking his face all over. When he put me down on the floor, I also noticed he was quite robust, so he obviously ate well. That was a good sign of him tucking into delicious, tasty meals and maybe lots of yummy titbits for me!! Life was going to be just amazing! 

	[image: Image]

	Their house was a ground floor apartment with an enormous garden, just one problem though, I couldn’t get in. To get to the big, wooden front door there was a very high step, well high for me, my legs were just too short to get up it. Therefore, Victoria had to lift me up and then she showed me around what was now MY house, which was very pleasant and quite spacious.  

	Then she showed me my bed which she had already prepared for me, with a Everything was perfect, and I soon got into my new routine with my new family of two. 

	soft, warm blanket to make 

	it nice and cosy, and inside 

	there was a soft

	 

	toy for me 

	to cuddle up to if I missed 

	m

	y mummy.

	 

	That is until one day a bit later on when all of this was suddenly disrupted. It was afternoon time, and I was having a peaceful nap in my warm, comfy bed, a little too warm actually, so I stuck my legs up into the air to cool off a bit. 

	[image: Image]All of a sudden, the front door burst open, making me jump, and a tall lady with short blonde hair marched in. She hadn’t even rung the doorbell or knocked!  

	“How impolite! “, I thought. “Who on earth are you? How dare you come into my house!”.  

	I did my puppy bark and tried to growl as angrily as I could, but it didn’t seem to have any effect as she continued to tow into MY house this enormous, rectangular kind of box on wheels, which I had never seen before. She didn’t pay any attention to me at all and in fact went out of the house only to return with another object on wheels, more gigantic than the first! I was beside myself. It was my job to protect my home and my humans, Victoria and Francesco against this unwelcome imposter, but I wasn’t winning.  

	Francesco and Victoria were not helping me at all, and this strange lady did not seem to be at all perturbed. I was doing my utmost, barking and snarling, prepared to risk my life to save my family from harm. It was all exhausting, but then also frightening when this woman suddenly looked at me straight in the eye and said: 

	-Heyyy, how dare you bark at me! This is MY house!!!-  

	“WHAT???”, I thought, “What is she talking about???  Her house?” 

	Now things were getting very confusing, but after she had deposited her things, she knelt down and put her hand out towards me. She had a warm smile on her face and love in her eyes. I was still a bit suspicious of her and frightened, but as she didn’t move and was very calm, I eventually quietened down and decided to extend my nose to see what she smelt like. She didn’t move her hand until I had had a good sniff, then very slowly and gently she began to touch my head and my ears and my body smiling at me lovingly and said:  

	-Hello, I’m Amy, I live here too with Francesco and Victoria, I’m Francesco’s wife and Victoria’s mummy. I’ve been to England to visit my English family and friends, and those big objects on wheels that frightened you are my suitcases that people use when they travel. Aren’t you lovely? Let me have a look at you!-  

	[image: Image]I started to wag my tail and wriggle about. She was not a scary enemy like I had originally thought, but a third member of my family to love and protect like my precious Victoria and Francesco. Suddenly, I could feel my big, warm, dark brown puppy eyes gazing deep into hers, as in my little puppy head I said to myself that I promised to protect her together with Victoria and Francesco loyally until death do us part.   

	Where I sleep 

	It is very important when you adopt a puppy to provide a cosy, comfortable bed. The little puppy has just been 

	[image: Immagine che contiene cane, interni, cappello, marrone

Descrizione generata automaticamente]separated from its mummy and maybe brothers and sisters, so obviously it will feel alone, cold and perhaps even sad. I remember when I arrived at my new house with Victoria, there was a cosy little basket with a warm blanket and a soft toy for me to cuddle up to, which she had obviously already organized for me. This made me feel secure and warm and I didn’t miss my previous family, also because Victoria took time to cuddle me and play with me. 

	We doggies want to be your family pet, we want to accompany you in the activities that you do, and most importantly we also want company from you.  We don’t really want to be left alone for long periods of time, even if we have a lovely kennel or basket, or bed. We want to share our lives with you. Of course, to do this, it is essential that we are trained to be obedient, and I will talk about this in more detail in chapter 5. 

	Getting back to where I sleep, or first of all let’s talk about where I used to sleep when I was a puppy. A puppy is like a baby or a young child, full of bounce and energy and then all of sudden in need of a little nap.  

	[image: Image]Here is an example of when I’d been playing with Victoria, and all of a sudden as she was cuddling me, I was so warm and comfy that I just couldn’t keep my eyes open anymore. 

	Another time I was helping Ami clean and sort out the shoe cupboard, sniffing all the various shoes to discover who they belonged to.  Yes, those very big muddy trainers were Francesco’s, the very posh shoes with extraordinary high heels smelt like they’d been on Victoria’s feet and the plain, lace up boots were Ami’s, the ones she wore when she took me for a little walk. I recognized the smell of those very easily, and after playing tug of war with an old sock that Ami and I had found, I suddenly felt exhausted. Fortunately, there was a shoe box on the floor which was just the job for a short kip. Here in this picture, I had just woken up and wondered where I was!!! 

	Then, when the weather got a little warmer, I was taken to this place where there were small, round stones everywhere, not very comfortable to walk on for my little pads, but these stones got nice and warm, so it was ok to lie on them for a short time. There was also a lot of blue water that came up to me and then went away from me, which was very cold, so I wasn’t keen on getting my feet wet at all. This was my first trip to the beach!  

	 

	

	Very nice, but also tiring 

	walking on those 

	pebbles 

	and running away from the 

	sea so as not to get my feet 

	wet. Yet again, I was lucky 

	and found a soft comfy bed, 

	which happened to be Fran-

	cesco’s fishing bag.

	 

	When it was bedtime, 

	first of all I had my pyjamas 

	put on for me. They were 

	nothing posh, nothing bought from the pet shop, in fact Ami had made them for me out of Victoria’s old neck snood. But they were just the right size, not too big or too tight and were very warm and comfy.  
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	At bedtime I was put into my basket which I understood was only mine and settled down for the night. I was very happy and never cried.   

	In the morning the first person to get up usually opened the door to let me out and as it’s still quite chilly early on left my pyjamas on me. Well, I found it very difficult not to get them dirty while having a stroll around the garden, especially if it was wet, so when I got home Amy had to wash them for me, or even make me a new pair. I don’t think she minded too much. 

	As I got bigger, I kept falling out of my little basket, so of course, it had to be replaced. But what I got next was really ace! Victoria’s nana was here to stay, and she bought me a bed especially for dogs, with high sides and a lower part where you could rest your chin, which was very comfy and, in this way, I could see everything that was going on, when I was awake that is!   
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	Plus, the fact it was blue for boys with red racing cars printed on it. It was super dooper. No, I say blue because 

	[image: Immagine che contiene roccia, esterni, natura, pietra

Descrizione generata automaticamente]I’m a boy and blue is the colour for a boy, but some time before this Francesco had bought me a new harness which was PINK! Why had he done this? Apparently, it hadn’t even occurred to him! So, I was taken out in this PINK harness. Consequently, when we met other male dogs with their owners, they saw me wearing pink and automatically thought I was a girl, good job Amy used to tell them that I was a boy, otherwise there probably would have been lots of fights.  

	Can you see the pink harness in this photo?  

	[image: Image]After many hairy episodes I was given a very smart black harness which went very well with my tancoloured coat. I am a very handsome boy, you know!!! Only in this photo you can’t see my beautiful brown eyes as I’ve got them shut. As I’ve already said, I loved my new bed. Again, it was mine and only mine. If ever I got into trouble like for picking Francesco’s sock up off the floor and taking it into the garden and got told off, that’s the 

	place I would go. I knew I was safe there. I would walk there, or sometimes if Amy was really cross, (or pretending to be anyway), run there with my tail down between my legs, throw myself down and look to be the saddest dog in the world. It is so important for us dogs to have our own little place to escape to and feel protected. 
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