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H:r nama is MMurphy, U'm a Tibetan Terrier, We're little dogs tsat
are supposed to bring our familics good luck,

I have Roppy ears and a long 1ail | ourl up and wag back and forth
when I'm happy. When | am sad or scared, my tail gets very droopy.

love bo play, even with things that might get me in trouble =
like socks and stuff from the wastebasket.
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Pl tell mae I"m e different than any other Tibetan Terrier,
but somehony | must be different because Uve had three homees,

For a long time | thought it was iy Fault, | thought
“maykee 'ma bad luck dog®” instead of a good luck dog-

You see, my mom was pretty old when Dwas borm. My two brothers
and threr sisters were too musch for er e care for, My owners decided
it would help my mom get strong again by finding us a mew ome,

That's hoaw [ wound up in ey first ome. It was o huge house filled
with poople and animals.




Thiere was a BMom, Dad, and three different
size kids, There were Bwo big dogs and
amsther animal 1 had never seen belone.

1 learmed it was a cat.

Diried to play with everyone (hat
livied there, but everybody else
sevmid very Biasy in Usat big house,
1 oouldn't figwee it all out becawse
everything was still so new.

The other dn-qu knisw whun.r

for al, whene fo ulwp,
amd whure bogo
to the: bathroom.

I'd alvwiys D tha
lasit bex thee Erncd
ovwel, andd thiere
would enly bea
little left.

[ was so hangry
that | ate the cat
foapd. Tl cat
liissed at mie. and
their hurmains said,
"Moo Murphy!
That's not your
fiod . {Anyweay,
it tasted pretty
bad. Yuck!)
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The Eamily got mad at me whenever | had an accident in the house,

I was ﬁuppnﬁr_'d B sil b].' this disor and wait for them bo ke mie outside,
Chnce, | ot Bk im Ehiat I:iﬁ bamuse and [ oouldn’t even find the door.
Everyone looked at me like 1 should have known my way around the house.

Sometimes | wiuld play w0 hard that 1 weould forget | had to go until it s foo Labe,
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Choe day 1 was sitting by the fence when the mailman
cams: by, 1 was so happy to sec him [ thought I'd wag,
my Eail right offf But he didn't pet me lke the
neighbors did. He just locked at me with a sad face
and sald, "Poor puppy.”

Thie mst cllay o truck with cages on the back stopped by my
harie. A man get out and knecked onoour front door, | heard
him say, “That puppy’s undermourished, Tm taking him.”
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