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Helo, fy enw i yw Boxer. Boxer ydw i. Rwy'n fath o gi o'r enw boxer. Neis i gwrdd â chi! Dyma'r stori o sut ges i fy nheulu newydd.

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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Dechreuodd y cyfan pan oeddwn yn ddwy oed.

It all started when I was two years old.

Roeddwn i'n ddigartref. Roeddwn i'n byw ar y stryd ac yn bwyta allan o ganiau sbwriel. Aeth pobl yn eithaf gwallgof gyda mi pan wnes i guro eu caniau sbwriel drosto.

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. 

“Dos oddi yma!” byddent yn gweiddi. Weithiau roedd yn rhaid i mi redeg i ffwrdd yn gyflym iawn!

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

Gall fod yn anodd byw yn y ddinas.

Living in the city can be hard.
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Pan nad oeddwn yn chwilio am fwyd, roeddwn i'n hoffi eistedd a gwylio pobl yn cerdded heibio ar y palmant.

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

Weithiau, byddwn yn edrych ar bobl gyda fy llygaid trist a byddent yn rhoi bwyd i mi.

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

“O, am gi ciwt! Tyrd, mwynha fyrbryd,” bydden nhw'n dweud.

“Oh, what a cute doggy! Here, have a snack,” they would say.
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Un diwrnod, roedd bachgen bach a'i dad yn cerdded tuag ataf.

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

“Sut mae’r frechdan yna, Brandon?” gofynnodd tad y bachgen.

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

Roedd y frechdan yn edrych yn dda iawn!

The sandwich looked really good! 
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Rhoddais ar fy llygaid trist. Stopiodd y bachgen a dal ei frechdan allan. Roeddwn i ar fin cael tamaid, pan...

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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“Brandon, paid â bwydo'r ci yna! Fe ddaw yn ôl i chwilio am fwy,” ebychodd ei dad. Tynnodd Brandon y frechdan yn ôl.

“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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Mor agos - roeddwn i'n gallu arogli'r menyn! Nid yw rhieni byth eisiau rhannu gyda mi!

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

Fe wnes i swnian mor druenus ag y gallwn wrth iddyn nhw gerdded i ffwrdd.

I whined as pitifully as I could as they walked away.
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Ar ôl hynny, penderfynais gysgu am ychydig. Roeddwn i'n cael breuddwyd hyfryd.

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

Roeddwn i mewn parc ac roedd popeth wedi'i wneud o gig! Stecen oedd y coed! Hon oedd y freuddwyd orau erioed.

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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Ond fe wnaeth rhywbeth fy neffro i. Yn union o'm blaen roedd darn o frechdan! Neidiais i fy nhraed a'i hyrddio i lawr.

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!  Roedd mor dda! Yn union fel fy mreuddwyd i.

Mmmmm! It was so good! Just like my dream.

“Shh,” meddai Brandon. “Paid â dweud wrth Dad.” Am fachgen bach neis, meddyliais i fy hun.

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

Ddydd ar ôl dydd, byddai Brandon yn dod i ymweld â mi ac yn rhoi byrbryd i mi. Yna, un diwrnod...

Day after day, Brandon would come visit me and give me a snack. Then, one day...
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“Brysia, Brandon. Fe fyddi di yn hwyr i'r ysgol,” meddai tad Brandon.

“Hurry up, Brandon. You’ll be late for school,” said Brandon’s dad.

"Rwy'n dod!" gwaeddodd Brandon wrth iddo redeg heibio, gan ollwng bag brown ar y palmant.

“I’m coming!” shouted Brandon as he ran past, dropping a brown bag on the sidewalk.
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Gan arogli o gwmpas, cerddais i fyny ato ac edrych i mewn. Roedd yn llawn
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