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The  first  time I  got my  dog  I was  4. I was up in the middle of the night. My Dad came home and said he had a present for me. He pointed at the dog.  I felt really happy. I hugged my dog. I asked my Dad what his name was and he said Saber.  The dog was black and white with blue eyes. He was fluffy and big He started licking me.  Saber went outside and was chained up.

About two weeks later, my dog tore my couch up. It was funny.  We had tape all over it to cover up the holes.  When my family saw the couch with holes in it, they laughed. Saber had chewed up the wood on the couch too.

Saber lives with my aunt now.  I only see Saber about one time a year. It makes me sad. But Saber is still ornery and likes eating up his toys.

