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This story is dedicated to all the souls forgotten by our governments, world leaders, politicians, lawmakers, authorities, media, and society surviving life in orphanages, homeless, and refugee shelters. For all the humans who need our love, support, compassion, and understanding instead of rejection and ignorance. This is my voice for you.

The Story 

Ciao, my name is Leonardo. I’m very grateful that you chose to read my life story. I assure you, you won’t be bored because I don’t exaggerate when I say that my life journey so far has been an exhausting emotional rollercoaster. 

Two years ago back in fall 2018, I was picked up in my animal shelter by an orphanage social worker in Florence Italy. As you can imagine I was super happy and excited about my new home. I thought what’s better than being surrounded by a bunch of lovely and innocent children who are in deep need of love and attention and I was ready to give them all my love and support. I was going to protect every single one of them regardless of age, race, gender and size.

Honestly, any place outside of my ugly, stinky and dirty animal shelter was going to be a great place, because the shelter workers didn’t treat us well. The owner, Giovanni, was a bitter and unfriendly man in his sixties. His mood changed like a chameleon. He had a horrible character. Some workers described him diplomatically as a temperamental person. Everyone was afraid of his unpredictable mood. He always made fun of us and had named us after famous Italian artists from the famous Uffizi Gallery in Florence. I was named after Leonardo Da Vinci. My friends Michelangelo, Raphael, Botticelli, Caravaggio, Donatello and I felt that we were nothing but annoying and forgotten animals in the most disgusting and animal unfriendly shelter on planet Earth. Many of us tried to escape from this horrible place many times. But Giovanni always managed to catch us and bring us back and torture and punish us in our tiny cells. We were completely help- and hopeless. 

So when I left this horrible and dark place where I had sleepless nights or nightmares I was over the moon. Pooh to Giovanni. Pooh to animal shelters. Wufff! I was relieved and full of hope about finally living a happy and fearless life. The orphanage was called Casa dell'amore, which means The House of Love. In my imagination I saw myself surrounded by dozens of sweet and adorable kids cuddling, hugging and showering me with love and rubbing my belly. I pictured myself playing outdoors in a green garden with lots of toys and eating the tastiest and spiciest foods. Mmmmmm! I dreamed of a comfy and fluffy bed with a soft pillow next to a cosy fireplace with kind and caring social workers reading us inspiring and funny books or playing fun games with us in the evenings. 

I was the only dog in the house but I counted myself as one of the orphans. We didn’t have parents or any family members. I didn’t have a madre or padre nor a nonna or nonno like most children do. The owner of Casa dell'amore was an Italian lady in her fifties. Her name was Lucia, and she was the mother figure for all of us. Everyone called her Nonna Lucia. So when I arrived there I assumed and expected that she was going to be the most loving, giving and caring woman in Tuscany.

Oh boy, I couldn’t have been more wrong! Unfortunately, the reality was much different. Casa dell'amore was everything but surely not the house of love. It was a dreadful and unfriendly home like my stinky and dirty animal shelter and the children felt miserable like my fellow animal friends. I don’t exaggerate when I say that Nonna Lucia and her cold-hearted workers were the most heartless, brutish and bitter adult humans that I have ever met. And trust me I’ve met the worst and wickedest humans back in Giovanni’s animal shelter. Pooh to heartless humans! Wufff!

The children who were between five and ten years old ignored me from day one and treated me like air. There was no love and no belly rubs at all. None of them ever played with me. None of them ever cuddled me. I didn’t have one single toy, because they didn’t allow me to play with their toys and stuffed animals. There were also no books in the house. Pooh to wishful dreaming! And the food, oh boy! Yuckyyyyy! It was even worse than in the animal shelter. Pooh to tasteless dog food! 

Once again I felt like a forgotten and unwanted dog. I was very sad. I cried and cried but no one cared. I whined but no one listened. It took me a while to understand these sad and miserable children. But the way they were treated by Nonna Lucia and the orphanage workers was as bad as the humans treated us animals. These kids also felt unwanted, rejected, unloved and forgotten. Nobody cared about their mental health, worries and sorrows. Nobody made the time to talk to them and give them some love and comfort. No one even cared to wash them, change their clothing and shower them with love, that they desperately needed. 

So it was absolutely understandable that they didn’t know how to love me or show me their love as I wish they would. These clueless and loveless children were surviving life day by day with little and tasteless food and horrible and awful treatment in a miserable environment. Love was nothing but a meaningless word. Kindness was nothing but wishful thinking. I understood why they were the way they were. But I didn’t have understanding when they put their anger and frustration on me by kicking me in my little innocent hungry belly or my adorable innocent butt. Pooh to violence! Wufff! They also enjoyed torturing me by locking me in a smelly and dark closet in the basement between the scary vacuum cleaner, chemical cleaning products and mousetraps. They hurt me every single day with their naughty and condescending laughter and teasing. 

I couldn’t tolerate their bad behaviour any longer and realized after a month that this unpleasant place with its unkind and stony-hearted humans wasn’t going to be my home forever. I wouldn’t survive in this unfriendly and loveless prison like my shelter and had to get away as soon as possible if I wanted to stay alive and experience joy and happiness in life. But this time I had to make sure that my runaway plan worked out successfully without any surprises.  

In the following days, I observed the working hours of every single social worker to figure out the best time for my escape. After midnight - when all the children slept deeply and the adults including Nonna Lucia were gone - until six am was my time frame to freedom. I admit I was nervous and worried but also very positive and hopeful. I was shaking and close to tears because of all the uncertainty. I didn’t even know where I was but I knew exactly where I was heading to. I had a plan. I had a mission. I just had to be brave and get out of this misery first. There is a saying that you can’t run away from your destiny, but at least you can try and follow your hopes and dreams, right? 

And that’s exactly what I did. It was on a pitch dark night in late November when I pulled myself together and ran away. Well, I had to crawl first before I could actually run. There was a massive fence around the orphanage and I dug my way out and crawled my way through, from earth to freedom. I didn’t even look back. I felt nothing but sadness and the most heartbreaking feeling was that I knew I wouldn’t miss anyone in there. Why would I? They were all very unkind, cruel and harsh to me. I didn’t even feel sorry for leaving the mean children behind. Again why would I? They were horrible bullies. Pooh to the orphanage. Pooh to bullying! Wufff! I left the bitter and painful memories behind in hope of making new and sweet ones. 

Once I got out of this awful and evil place, I could finally breathe. Probably for the first time in my entire life. I left the negative energy behind and was more than ready to breathe fresh and positive energy. That was wonderful. The smell of freedom was in the air and I felt a funny feeling in my little belly. Guess what? It was the feeling of joy and happiness. It was the feeling of my new-found liberty. What a precious gift. I was overjoyed and proud of myself for being so brave and rescuing myself from a miserable life. Wohoo!

It was pitch dark and difficult for me to figure out where I was. I admit I was a bit scared. OK, not a bit. I was really scared and I nearly wet myself. I walked slowly on empty streets toward light and sound. But besides the street lightings, there was nothing but silence. And there was not one single human for miles around. It was the middle of the night, so I assumed that everyone was sleeping tight in their safe and comfy homes. After a while, I discovered where I was. I was close to Firenze Santa Maria Novella railway station and I couldn’t believe what I saw. I came across humans sleeping on the street! I had never seen anything like this before and I didn’t know that humans slept outdoors in the cold winter. That was a huge surprise that led to many unanswered questions. 

To avoid more unpleasant surprises, I decided to hide on a train. I ran into the main station and looked at the huge departure time board. Yes! My destination was on it and the ride would only take an hour. Thank God there were no railroad workers around, so it was easy for me to jump into one of the train departments and hide under a seat. I was freezing and a bit scared because inside the train was completely dark. But I knew that it was just a matter of hours until the light and heater would go on and humans would come on the train. I was so exhausted that I fell into a deep sleep...

Until I was awakened by the light and sound of humans walking around and talking loudly to each other and wondering to whom I belonged. They didn’t like my presence and gawped at me as if they just had discovered an alien. Pooh to bad manners! Wufff! I didn’t feel secure anymore and was also annoyed by all the new impressions and unpleasant smells. Perfumes, soaking wet clothing and umbrellas that scared me to death. Wufff!

So I ran away from one train compartment to another until I reached the luggage section and hid behind a huge leather suitcase. The smell in this department wasn’t better either. The stink of new and old leather and plastic was making me sick. All of a sudden I felt very hungry. No wonder, I had been under so much pressure and stress in the last hours. I had to find food to function again. Thankfully before I knew it, we arrived at my destination: The Roma Termini railway station. I was curious and eager to get out of the train and discover this historical city that I had heard so much about. Then I heard the announcement from the loudspeaker saying “Benvenuti a Roma”. Wow! Wohoo! I had achieved my goal. I was finally miles away from the
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