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CHAPTER ONE


(Thursday, 14th July)


Who's the leader? 
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 My name is Teo Teodorico Thedog Stupidbeast Sillydog. 


Tommy is my best friend. His other names are Tommaso Lazybones Timewaster.


Tommy's Mum and Dad  are called Mum Marianna Painintheneck and Dad Corrado Misterno.


As I have the longest name, I feel I should be considered the leader of this pack, but no-one seems to recognize my authority.  Actually, I'm ordered about all the time and I'm not even allowed to sleep in the house.  I live in the garden and I sleep on the grass. There's a small shelter I get in when it rains or it's too cold, but I generally stay out in the open, day and night.


In the evening I go to the window and Marianna gives me a biscuit. It's evening now and I'm waiting. I've been waiting with my nose stuck to the glass for a while already, but Marianna is not in sight. I can only see the sofa with the back of Corrado's head sticking out and the animated pictures in the television in front of him.


There's no trace of Tommy. He must be in the other room, playing with the COMPUTER.


Why isn't Marianna coming? She must have forgotten I'm waiting for the biscuit. 


Oh, I was wrong, after all! Here she is at last! See? I tend to be too pessimistic, sometimes...


“Go... go... goooo! Good goooo!” 


Oh, my gosh! Marianna has stopped midway because of that horrible howl coming from the other room. “Go to bed, Tommaso!" she yells "Do it NOW!!! Enough of that COMPUTER!” 


“Five more minutes, please...” Tommy says.


Misterno jumps up from the sofa and bellows: “Obey without arguing!”


 “Just one more minute... I'm about to break my record!” Tommy implores 


“OBEY WITHOUT ARGUING, I said!”


Silence.


Now Tommy comes into sight. He's shuffling his feet and staring at the ground. When he shuffles his feet and stares at the ground I know he feels miserable. 


“It's so early!” he complains. “And I don't have to go to school tomorrow morning.”


“Not to school, of course, but you have SOCCER PRACTICE, don't you?” 


Tommy hates the words SOCCER PRACTICE. Every time someone says these words his spirits flunk. Besides Corrado has a very stern face now. When he has such a stern face, Tommy knows he's not someone to cross. So he just gives a little kick to the leg of the table and drags himself upstairs. 


I sigh with affliction because I won't see him again until tomorrow morning.  Anyway, at this point, Marianna should give me the biscuit. Is it my impression or she's definitely getting nearer? Yes! She's coming! Hurray! I lick my lips, whimper and wag my tail frantically.


Now she's stopped behind the window and she's scowling at me. Good gosh! Why is she scowling? What did I do wrong? And where's THE BISCUIT? I can't see ANY BISCUIT!!! Isn't there A BISCUIT?


 Instead of giving me THE BISCUIT, Marianna screams: “Go away, stupid beast, you're smearing the glass with your clammy nose!”
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No biscuit tonight.


I'll go, then. What else can I do?


I put my sagging tail between my legs and I slowly set off for the lawn. I go to the jasmine bush, which is my favourite spot for sleeping. Here I take a deep sigh, turn round a couple of times to make my bed and then I lie down. The moon is so big it almost sits on my head. It looks like an inflated balloon and it floodlights the sky hiding most of the stars. I close my eyes and I might very well go to sleep, but then I remember I haven't sung to the moon yet. I can't fall asleep if I don't sing to the moon first. So I sit up, yawn, scratch behind the ear, raise my face to the sky and start singing. 


Oh, mooooooooooooooon....
 you're a beaming balloooooon ….
 don't go away toooo sooooooon ...
 I love you dear moooooon.....


 


 


Landing On The Mattress
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          Is


 


that the coach over there


 waving at me 


from the middle of the football ground?


I wave back, 


but then I suddenly see 


there's someone else behind him. 


Two people it seems.


They' re far away, though...


 just two speckles in the background


but moving fast ahead


and getting bigger by the second...


Oh, no! I know who they are!


		                                   Run! 


I say to myself,


but I can't move an inch.


My legs are stuck to the ground


And all of a sudden,


One of the blokes covers the distance


with a big jump 


and springs up in front of me.


There's a horrible sneer 


on his revolting face,


which is full of piercings and pimples.


The other nerd is right at my back now 


and he's tailing me so closely 


I can feel his putrid breath 


on my neck.


I'm lost!!!


A huge claw clutches my shoulder


and a horrible pain gripes my stomach.


I cry out loud 


and I dart forward at last, 


but I lose hold of the ground 


and I start falling.


And I fall  and fall...


my head gets faint


and my stomach jumps up to my throat. 


I shout again and I keep shouting


as I keep falling...


until I land on the mattress, my heart hammering so hard that I feel as if it's going to jump out of my chest... 


What a heck! That sickly nightmare again! And Teo howling like mad! Now I know who woke me up.


It's lucky he woke me up, though. There's no way to say how long the nightmare would have lasted if he hadn't.


The only problem is I won't be able to go back to sleep now. How can I possibly sleep with Teo making that      racket?


And the sickly question sticking at the back of my mind: WHERE CAN I FIND THE MONEY?


There's clear evidence that mum has started to be suspicious. The other day she opened and closed her wallet three times and then she asked Dad if, by any chance, HE had taken HER money. Dad hit the roof and yelled that HE had nothing to do with HER precious money and that SHE ought to take CARE of HER own things!


Actually, this is true. Mum has become very absentminded lately. She keeps losing everything: her cell-phone, her glasses, her keys, the shopping list, her jacket, her handbag. Last week she even lost a shoe!


She also forgets to do things. That's why she bought a small notepad to write what she's supposed to remember in it. Unfortunately, she lost her notepad, too. Anyway, I can't go on taking her money forever... I've already done it three times... twenty Euros each time. She's sure to catch me sooner or later. But there's no way out I'm afraid.


If only I could never go to that damn soccer practice again! Also because I'm such a poor player and the coach never lets me play at matches. I just sit on the bench all the time like a perfect idiot and watch the others play. 


Unfortunately, I've already tried all possible excuses for not going: headaches, sore-throats, a sprained ankle, tooth-aches, coughing fits, stomach-aches, cramps, hiccups. None worked and I don't know what else I might think of.


The problem is Dad has set his mind on making me play soccer. He says he doesn't want me to loaf about all day... “Especially now that there are no schoolmates you can play with. Haven't they all gone to the seaside?” he says.


True. All my best friends seem to have vanished into thin air. They may not all have gone to the seaside, but when I call them on the phone they never seem to be there...


I wouldn't mind staying on my own though, if I could only play the latest games... Creepers or  Mummification would be perfect.  Even The Secret Mountain would be OK, even though it isn't so gory as the others... 


But Dad doesn't want me to buy new video-games.  “You already have far too many of them!" he says. "Can't you see video-games eat your brain, the little of it that is left?” he also says


Unfortunately, he also thinks I have a really good time playing soccer and he's convinced that I am a sort of budding champion. 


It was me who put this idea in his head. 


That's because  he kept asking: "How many goals did you score did you score today?"  And I once lost my patience and told him I had scored three goals and that the coach had said I showed promise... Unfortunately, Dad believed me...


What time is it now? Still eleven o'clock? Luckily Teo is no longer howling. Everything is so quiet... but I can't go back to sleep all the same. The fact is I know what my real problem is. It's not soccer, really. I wish I could tell someone about it, but I can't. No way!


What's the time now? I can't believe it! Is it still eleven, one minute and fifteen seconds?  Time's stuck tonight.


 


 


A delicious Smell of Rotten Fish
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I've


 


smelled it! 


It can't be too far...


There it is!


Wow! It's a squirrel! 


How big! 


Oh, heck! It's gone! 


Where is it? 


Where has it gone?


Humph, I've lost it!


What's this other smell?



this delicious smell of


rotten fish?


ROTTEN FISH? 


If it's rotten fish it must be Bigongio!


I'm happy he's coming! He hasn't shown up for some time.


I'd be tempted to fly at him at once, but I don't want to spoil the game. Better stay still and pretend I haven't seen him. I shut one eye and squint at him with the other.


The silly cat is padding on in front of me in his soft velvet sneakers now, his bulky backside swaying next to my nose. 


I think it's time for me to do my part. 


Ready?


FORWARD!!!


I jump up and start barking at the top of my voice.


Bigongio turns into a huge ball of fur. Quite frightening, I admit, but I don't budge an inch and keep barking furiously. 


At last Bigongio runs away. High time he did!


He runs like a shot and I chase him. He climbs up the fig tree, gets to the top and sits on a branch. I sit under the tree and Bigongio starts cleaning himself. I think he's trying to gain time... but he should know it's no use. I won't stir from here. 


I have to wait a bit, but at last Bigongio starts meowing and I start singing my song.


Mine and Bigongio's voices blend in the air breaking the silence of the night like blaring sirens. 


In no time the house lights turn on and Corrado's grim face appears at the window, his hair standing on end.


“STOP IT!” he bellows, joining the choir.


“STOP IT, both of you, stupidbeasts!


GET AWAY, you Sillydog! GET LOST!


Did you HEAR what I SAID?


GET AWAY or the Stupidcat won't GET DOWN the tree! 


“GET AWAY IMMEDIATELY,  I said!”


I don't budge an inch and I go on singing at the top of my voice, while Bigongio goes on meowing as if he was being flayed alive.


After a while, Corrado opens the front door and strides towards me, his slippers shuffling on the wet grass,  his pyjamas half unbuttoned,  and a threatening look in his eyes.


Then he grabs my collar and drags me towards home and into the house, then down the hall and up to the cupboard under the staircase. After that, he shuts me in the cupboard. 


 HERE I AM AT LAST! This is just WHERE I WANT TO BE! There are such DELICIOUS SMELLS here, with all those salami, hams and sausages dangling from the ceiling! They're out of reach like Bigongio up on the fig tree but, at least, I can SNIFF them!


After a while, I get tired of just sniffing and having nothing to eat, though, so I decide to hit the sack. So I find myself a good place between the broom and the bucket, I turn round a couple of times and I lie down with a big sigh.


Up there, on the fig tree, Bigongio is still launching his appalling shrieks to the sky. I'm so happy I can't resist the temptation to join him again, even though the moon can't be seen from here. 


Oh, mooooooooooooooon....
 you're a beaming ball...


“Shut up Stupidbeast!”


Oh, heck! they heard me! Better keep silent now. 


 


 


Also Dogs Snore
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Did I 


hear Teo howl again? He must be in the cupboard now.  


Poor chap! That awful cat keeps coming into the garden and Teo gets mad. They make such an appalling racket together that Dad has to get out of bed and put Teo in. 


The problem is he shuts him in that smelly cupboard. Poor Teo!  He must be chocking in that stuffy hole! I can't leave him there! I know what I'll do.  I'll go fetch him!  I only have to be sure Mum and Dad have fallen asleep again.


What time is it? It's one, eight minutes and two seconds. Time to go.


I toss my blanket aside and get up. The bed squeaks and I catch by breath. Luckily nobody seems to have heard. I walk to the door barefoot. It's ajar and I push it open. I grope my way across the landing, then I quietly step down the stairs. I haven't switched on any of the lights, but my eyes are quickly getting used to the darkness and I can make out the outline of the furniture in the hall now. Teo must have heard me as he's whimpering and thumping his tail.


I open the cupboard door.  Before I can see him, Teo jumps up, puts his legs on my shoulders and starts licking my face, his tail thumping against the bucket. “Be quiet, good boy.” I whisper patting his head. “Calm down or they'll hear us.”


Teo sits down.


“You're the brightest dog in the world.” I whisper again, kissing him on the nose. Teo breathes heavily and gives me his paw.


“Shush! Don't make all that noise! Let's go. ”


I head for the stairs and Teo follows me.


We sneak past Mum and Dad's bedroom and there we are! Just the time to shut the door and we both rush for the bed.


I slip under the blankets and Teo settles on my feet. In a matter of minutes he starts snoring. Also dogs snore... I didn't know.




CHAPTER TWO


(Friday, 15th July)


All Clear!
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What's


this shuffling and rattling? What's this clanking? Where's this delicious smell coming from?


“Breakfast's ready!”


I open my eyes wide. Oh... good gosh! I'm in the house and in the MOST FORBIDDEN PLACE in the world! This is Tommy's bed! 


WHAT SHALL I DO NOW?


What's Tommy doing?


He's lying face down, his head under the pillow.


IS HE SLEEPING?


I can't believe it!


What happens if they FIND ME HERE? 


I must wake him up!


 IMMEDIATELY!


I crawl on the bed until I get near Tommy's head. I thrust my head under the pillow and start licking his cheek. Tommy makes a face. The pillow falls onto the ground. I lick Tommy's cheek again.


Finally Tommy stirs, but he doesn't open his eyes. “Five more minutes...” he mutters.


I give him some more big licks and he finally squints up at me. He stays still for a moment and then, all of a sudden, he jumps up and I jump backward.


“What time is it?” he asks, staring at me with wide open eyes.


I wag my tail. I don't know what the time is but Mum and Dad are awake and I shouldn't be here!


“Tommy wake up! Breakfast's ready!” Marianna shouts again.


“Coming!” Tommy shouts back.


Then he whispers: “I'll put you out before someone sees you.”


I keep wagging my tail. I'd like him to remember that I'm not supposed to be OUT but INSIDE! Inside the cupboard, actually!


“Don't make any noise.” Tommy orders.


He puts on his slippers, then he thinks better of it and takes them off. After that, he walks across the room in his bare feet, holding the slippers in his hand. He signals to me to keep silent and stay behind as he opens the door trying not to make any noise and then he puts his head out to see if there's anyone in sight. “All clear.” he says under his voice. Then he starts padding down the stairs. I go after him ready to take to my heels in case either Marianna or Corrado turns up.
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