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			“As I get older, I feel myself becoming more and more a dog,and I feel my dog becoming more and more an aristocrat.”

			Paul Claudel
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			Author’s words

			I write this book to share with you my experience of 18 years and 21 days living with Bimbo, my dog.

			In the course of this book, you will realize something: when we decide to adopt animals (or when we get them as a gift), we become responsible for their well-being, and we need to supply them with what they would seek to survive if they were free. Not only with food, but also with companionship and play times, things that they would find among their equals. We get a lot for the care we give them. Actually, we are selfish when we adopt them. We demand they are always at our disposal; they need to give us attention when we want; they need to understand us when we are nervous, and even when, sometimes, we are not nice to them. We forget that the little animals also have feelings, pains and desires, things that they are not able to verbalize, although they demonstrate those feelings with gestures, barks and with the way they look at us. The minimum we have to do is to be attentive to satisfy them in the best possible way. Dogs have a lot of sensibility, they like to be free, to run loose in the streets and to live with others of their species. Selfishly, when we adopt them, we imprison them with us in our homes. We give them food and affection, but we don’t let them live with their fellows. We continue our lives: we work, we often go out to lunch or dinner with friends, we take walks, and we travel. In other words, we live our lives normally. Our dogs, however, stay at home waiting for us, or sometimes, when we go on vacation and travel, they stay with some relatives or in hotels for dogs, where people often don’t treat them well and, especially, do not give them the necessary attention they ask for. Sometimes, when it is possible, and as long as it does not disturb our lives, we take them along, keeping them in our world, close to us and with our fellow men. And we do not worry if they feel happy about it.

			When dogs are young, they run, play, bark and see their world being determined by us. But they are capable of deciding what they want to do. They try to run away, for example... But what about when they get old? What’s left for them if we don’t pay attention to their needs and desires? And how can they do that if they don’t talk and often don’t even bark anymore?

			This is the message my readers will find in this book: the way a dog can awaken your sensitivity.

			Norma Trespach

		

	
		
			The adoption

			I was not really into having a pet indoors and treating it as a family member. I often wondered why people did not direct the love and comfort they gave to their dogs, adopted as children, to some street children with no one to protect them. Of course, the problem of a child being on the street is not your responsibility, but someone’s who did not think before getting pregnant if they would be able to raise a child. Many other questions exist about this serious social problem, but this is not the subject of my book.

			In our life, situations arise that change our concepts, often already quite rooted... That’s what happened to my opinion about the friendship between human beings and dogs.

			I had been living in Porto Alegre for twenty years, where I had my job with a reasonable salary and also my own home. Then came the possibility to enroll in a federal public position, which would provide me with a better remuneration. I did some courses to improve myself and have more chances to pass in the exams. I was successful and got the job. After some months, I was called to present the necessary documentation for the entrance. They said that, if I accepted the position, I should move to the city of Osório, which is, by the way, my hometown. I kept thinking that, if I accepted, that choice would radically change my life. That meant changing from a big city to a smaller one, and leaving my apartment, friends and everything that a capital city can offer in terms of comfort and leisure places, to go to the countryside, a calm place, without great options besides work. And start all over again.

			Since the salary was rewarding, and I wanted to work in a federal public agency, I accepted the challenge and moved to Osório.

			There were also two other advantages to this change: I would be close to my family; and, in Osorio, there was a college. The possibility of taking a college course, one of my dreams not yet realized, became real, since I would be receiving a higher salary and would have a cheaper lifestyle, since Osório was a smaller city.

			I took the exams for the course of Social Studies, and passed. I got into the Faculty of Sciences and Linguistics of Osorio. After the presentation of the documentation, I started to take the chosen course for which I was approved.

			Right at the beginning, I made some friendships, especially with Maria de Fatima. We started to do our college work together, and we also became friends and confidantes.

			It was through her that I met someone who became one of the great loves of my life. But this is not the subject of this book.

			She lived downtown and sometimes invited me to her house for lunch. We enjoyed these occasions to catch up on gossip or to carry out the research required by some college work.

			One day she invited me to her house for lunch, and I accepted. But I had no idea that this time Fatima would have a very different reason for me to come to her residence...

			When we arrived at her house, before lunch, she said she wanted to show me something. She took me to her garage, where a dog was nursing four newborn puppies. She pointed to one of them and asked me:

			–  What do you think of him?

			And before I could answer, she added:

			– I thought of giving him to you... It will be good to your spirit having a puppy in this new life of yours! Besides, you live in a house that has a big yard... It’ll be easy to raise him.

			I couldn’t help but think that Fatima was right. Even though I was managing to create new friendships in Osorio, I missed very much the friends I had left behind because of the moving. In fact, it would be nice to have a puppy... He would keep me company, help me adapt to my new life and make me forget, at least a little bit, how much I had been missing everything.

			But there were still many restrictions for me to adopt a pet. I thought I’d have a lot of work to raise him.

			But Fatima, without bothering with my hesitation, took him in her arms and asked me to hold him for a while.

			– Take him in your arms, come on! – she said to me – Let’s see how you’ll feel holding him!

			For a brief moment, I was indecisive, first because I found him kind of ugly, then because I had no affinity for dogs and never had one on my lap. However, I didn’t want to be rude with my hostess, so I accepted the challenge and took him, not without a little fear.

			He was so tiny he could fit in my hands. He was beige and his face was a little wrinkled. On his snout, on the edges of his ears and under his neck, his fur was darker, appearing to form a collar. He also had two curious characteristics: on the chest, a lighter-colored patch in the shape of a tie, and the tail, hairier than the body, curled upwards.

			As soon as I picked him up, I was taken by a feeling so strong that it seemed like the return of something already lived. I looked at those little eyes staring at me and leaned him against my chest...

			I was sure I wouldn’t have the courage to reject him, and would look forward to the day when I would take him to my home. I would have taken the little animal with me at that very moment, but, according to Maria de Fatima, he had to stay with the mother for a few more days, until he was effectively weaned.

			I
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