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Where shall I begin? At the
beginning I suppose, my dear reader. That’s where all good stories
usually start. If you’re sitting comfortably, I will tell you my
own story. It’s a nice one and when you get to the end, I hope that
you will have enjoyed reading it as much as I have telling you of
my adventures.

My name is Cameron, and I was
born around Calton Hill, a funny little bumpy hill that overlooks
Edinburgh’s famous Princes Street. You may or may not know this,
but Edinburgh is the capital city of Scotland, and it has a fine
castle that I could see when I was little. Well, I could when I
climbed the wall and balanced on the top of it. Not always a good
idea I must tell you, for once or twice I fell off and was told by
my big brother not to do it again. I always used to like to watch
the people walking up and down this great big street. Around the
middle of every day there was a big bang and a lot of white smoke
from the top of the castle, and many people used to jump in the air
when they heard the explosion.

‘What’s the
big bang I heard just now?’ I asked one of my big brothers one
day.

‘Ahh, well’
he said; ‘it’s what the soldiers in the castle use to tell everyone
what time it is.’ He didn’t really know, but as far as I was
concerned, he knew everything; after all, he was the biggest in the
family and always seemed to know the answer.

I still didn’t understand what
he was talking about, and it was not until I grew up that I was
told the facts. Every day at one in the afternoon, a big gun is
fired from the castle to tell everybody what time it is. All the
locals know it will happen, but strangers jump up in the air in
shock when the gun goes off with such a big bang.

I’m young, but I’ve known a few
ups and downs already in my short but eventful life. If you like,
I’ll tell you all about me.

When I was a little one I
remember that things were really good. I lived in a cosy, warm
home, I had a lovely and caring mother, two brothers and one
sister; oh yes, and a father who always seemed to be busy. Both my
brothers were older than me and they used to look after me. My
sister was the youngest and she was always complaining. If anything
went wrong, I was always blamed even if I had done nothing. Never
mind; we had all we needed. Good food, a pleasant home, an
interesting garden full of nooks and crannies; a few toys to share
between us. What more could a youngster want?

Then without any warning, my
life suddenly changed. I was whisked from my warm bed one morning
without as much as a by-your-leave by a big stranger, was bundled
under his arm and was driven somewhere in a pony cart. I’ve no idea
where, but it took an awful long time. I was very afraid. I tried
to escape several times but he was much bigger and much stronger
than me. Then after what seemed to be a very long time, I was
deposited in an unfamiliar, empty and unpleasant room.

Right from the beginning I was
treated like a dog. I was alone. My family I’m sure didn’t know
where I was, or my father would have come to rescue me. I know he
would. My favourite toys which had been taken along with me were
never seen again, and the food, such as it was, was shocking and
nothing like the lovely food my mother made. Sometimes days would
go by without a good meal being given to me. I was locked in a
small room and was too small to see anything through the window but
the sky and the tops of some nearby houses. Every night I cried
myself to sleep and so wanted to be back with my family. I even
promised myself that when I came home I would be extra nice to my
baby sister.

Anyway, I put up with the
situation for a few days, and then I managed to run away.

Escape wasn’t easy. The door
was always locked except when the same big and very frightening man
came into the room to bring me my meals. But I bided my time. And
the time came.

Looking out of the window I
could see the dark clouds and it was raining cats and dogs; and I
was really hungry. All the same, hungry or not, I wasn’t going to
let this one chance pass by. The door had been left open, they were
on the front step saying their goodbyes to someone, so I quietly
slipped behind them and I was off!

Oh they gave chase, but not for
long. They were too fat and out of condition. I ran and ran without
thought of where I was heading, and it wasn’t long before I was
soaked to the skin. I didn’t know where I was going; I just kept
running until I was sure they could not catch me. I ran down small
streets and up through little passageways, down some big steps and
through a great big square that was full of people.

Eventually, I just ran out of
steam and stopped, panting for breath in a dark street. Thankfully
the rain had stopped, but it was cold enough and I was sweating
because I had been running for such a long time. Taking a cautious
look around, I walked on, keeping close to the buildings. The cold
was beginning to penetrate my bones and I longed to be at home next
to my mum and by a nice warm fire.

For the next hour or two I just
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