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Dia duit, Boxer is ainm dom. Is bocsaeir mé. Is cineál madra mé ar a dtugtar bocsaeir. Go deas bualadh leat! Is é seo an scéal ar chonas a fuair mé mo theaghlach nua.

Hello, my name is Boxer. I’m a boxer. I’m a type of dog called a boxer. Nice to meet you! This is the story of how I got my new family.
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Thosaigh sé ar fad nuair a bhí mé dhá bhliain d’aois.

It all started when I was two years old.

Bhí mé gan dídean. Bhí cónaí orm ar an tsráid agus d’ith mé as boscaí bruscair. Chuaigh daoine as a meabhair nuair a bhuail mé a mboscaí bruscair.

I was homeless. I lived on the street and ate out of garbage cans. People got pretty mad at me when I knocked over their trash cans. 

“Imigh leat!” a scairtfeadh siad. Uaireanta bhí orm rith go han-tapa!

“Get out of here!” they would shout. Sometimes I had to run away really fast! 

Is féidir le maireachtáil sa chathair a bheith deacair.

Living in the city can be hard.
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Nuair nach raibh mé ag lorg bia, thaitin sé liom a bheith i mo shuí ag féachaint ar dhaoine ag siúl ar an gcosán.

When I wasn’t looking for food, I liked to sit and watch people walk by on the sidewalk.

Uaireanta, d’fhéachfainn ar dhaoine le mo shúile brónacha agus thabharfaidís bia dom.

Sometimes, I would look at people with my sad eyes and they would give me food.

“Ó, an madra gleoite! Seo duit, bíodh sneaic agat,” a déarfadh siad.

“Oh, what a cute doggy! Here, have a snack,” they would say.
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Lá amháin, bhí buachaill beag agus a athair ag siúl chuigim.

One day, a little boy and his dad were walking toward me. 

“Conas atá an ceapaire sin, a Bhreandáin?” a d’fhiafraigh athair an mhic.

“How’s that sandwich, Brandon?” asked the boy’s dad.

Bhí cuma an-mhaith ar an gceapaire!

The sandwich looked really good! 
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Chuir mé mo shúile brónach orm. Stop an buachaill agus choinnigh sé a cheapaire amach. Bhí mé ar tí greim a fháil, nuair...

I put on my sad eyes. The boy stopped and held out his sandwich. I was just about to take a bite, when...
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“A Bhreandáin, ná tabhair bia don madra sin! Tiocfaidh sé ag lorg níos mó,” a dúirt a athair. Tharraing Bhreandáin an ceapaire ar ais.

“Brandon, don’t feed that dog! He’ll just come looking for more,” exclaimed his dad. Brandon pulled the sandwich back. 
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Chomh gar - d’fhéadfainn an t-im a bholadh! Ní mian le tuismitheoirí a roinnt liom riamh!

So close—I could smell the butter! Parents never want to share with me! 

Bhí mé ag cnáimhseáil chomh truacánta is a d’fhéadfadh liom agus iad ag siúladh ar aghaidh.

I whined as pitifully as I could as they walked away.
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Tar éis sin, chinn mé néal codlata a dhéanamh. Bhí aisling iontach agam.

After that, I decided to take a nap. I was having a wonderful dream.

Bhí mé i bpáirc agus bhí gach rud déanta as feoil! Ba stéig iad na crainn! Ba é an aisling is fearr riamh.

I was in a park and everything was made from meat! The trees were steaks! It was the best dream ever.
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Dhúisigh rud éigin mé suas, áfach. Díreach os mo chomhair bhí píosa ceapaire. Léim mé go dtí mo chosa agus phlac mé é. 

Something woke me up, though. Right in front of me was a piece of a sandwich! I jumped to my feet and gobbled it down. 

Mmmmm! Bhí sé chomh maith! Díreach cosúil le mo bhrionglóid.

Mmmmm! It was so good! Just like my dream.
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“Shh,” arsa Breandáin. “Ná habhair thusa le Daid.” Gasúr beag deas a bhí ann, a shíl mé liom féin.

“Shh,” said Brandon. “Don’t tell Dad.” What a nice little boy, I thought to myself.

Lá i ndiaidh lae, thiocfadh Breandáin ar cuairt chugam agus thabharfadh sé sneaiceanna dom. Ansin, lá amháin...

Day after day, Brandon would come visit me and give me a snack. Then, one day...

“Déan deifir, a Bhreandáin. Beidh tú d
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