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There was no doubt about it, I would have to go back, though I felt slightly remorseful 
towards mama and papa.  They were engrossed in unpacking boxes, settling into 
our new quaint cottage. They had no inkling about my intentions as I conspired about 
how I would run away. As I became needy for hugs and attention, I am sure they 
thought my increased affection was due to the new unfamiliar surroundings.  
 
They were kind- hearted parents to me. I was well fed and well looked after yet in my 
heart I knew I did not belong here. I knew she would be waiting for me. I had no idea 
how I would get there but I was adamant, I would have to go back.  
 
The new chapter of my life began one bright sunny morning. I went for my usual 
daily stroll in the neighbourhood where I had lived for years. For no particular reason, 
I took a detour and found myself down a narrow-cobbled path I had never seen 
before. I discovered a manor house surrounded by high, yellow - brick walls.  
 
I inquisitively approached an enormous oak tree to the rear of the house and sighted 
a gargantuan garden. Alongside the carpet of lush green grass, rainbow-coloured 
plants were arranged in symmetrical rows. Ruby red rose bushes bordered the edge 
of the lawn. As I promenaded past a huge maple tree in the arched gate way, that 
was the first time I saw her. 
  
She was the most striking girl I had ever seen. Her silky bronze, fiery fur glistened in 
the sunlight. Her eyes were like sapphire sequins, and she had an effortlessly 
elegant amble as she placed one paw gently in front of the other. It was love at first 
sight. 
 
The entire summer we spent golden days playing in the sun.  I had been so 
distracted and absent that I had missed the ‘for sale’ sale sign, and the people 
coming and going. One day, I arrived home to the shock of boxes packed and the 
removal truck impatient to leave. I never had time to say goodbye to Amber; I was 
helplessly taken away.  
 
I ate my last meal with mama and papa with mixed emotions. As they drifted off to 
sleep, I headed off into the dark of the night. I traced the journey we had taken. I 
trekked all night, filled with fear and hope until eventually the blush, russet sunrise 
filled the sky. I slowly began to recognise some of the streets and houses. 
Exhausted and hours later; I finally found the old manor.  
 
My heart thumped in my chest and my ebony tail swayed apprehensively as I 
staggered into the garden. There she was. Adorable Amber. We bawled ‘meows’ of 
joy to be reunited. As Amber raised her paws, I saw my little daughter for the first 
time. Her peppery fur was just like mine and her sapphire blue eyes just like her 
mum. Finally, I had found home.  
 
 


