Михальцова Э.С.
Once upon a time coming home I was looking through the stickers on the board near the door. I was already up to come in, but one message caught my eye.
There is a short story behind. 2 months ago my Mum noticed a dog sitting near the shop round the corner. It was quite young, maybe one-year-old dachshund. Watching the dog every day during a week my Mum became anxious and asked the shop assistant, why the dog is sitting here along and where the master is. The answer made my Mum upset: the 20-year-old boy died in a crash and the dog, called Albert, was waiting for him at the place where the master used to come round regularly.
All the dwellers knew the story and were sympathetic to the dog. They fed it, tried to play with or at least to caress. Someone said Albert was very smart, it had so clever and deep eyes, it just could not speak.
One day a lorry brought bread. The dachshund hid under it, but no one noticed. When the lorry moved on it ran over the pet. It was a great disaster for everyone. People were looking for help for Albert. Vets in our town did not have the appropriate technology to do the number of operations to enable the dog walk on its own four legs.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Flashback to the sticker on the board: the dwellers were raising fund for Albert.
Finally, we did it. At present, Albert can walk, jump, run, play, and moreover, HE has a new loving and caring family.
Let us be kindhearted and generous! It may save someone’s life.
