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My Boy









INTRODUCTION


Thirty-Five Wasted Years


WE’D RUN UP a mountain track above the sea loch and down to its shore and now, on our way back, the sun glinting on the water, I felt this overwhelming urge to cool down. Leaping into the river, I hit the water with a glorious ice-cold explosion. My mind was clearing.


As I floated up for air, I felt something yanking on my soaking-wet T-shirt, dragging me sideways. Frantic with panic, Maxwell had jumped in after me and was now pulling me to safety. I swam to the edge and climbed out, Maxwell following. Collapsing onto the bank, I lay back on the grass and he licked my face, welcoming me back to the land of the living. And as I looked into the loving innocence of his brown eyes, I felt so fortunate that he was mine. His instinct was, with every last drop of strength, to save me. And he did. Not then, from the river – although he was convinced of it – but later from the torrent that was to overwhelm me. 


I love it when people ask what we did to deserve dogs. I love it because there is no answer – only awe, wonder and a shrugging acceptance of our inadequacies. 


For thirty-five wasted years I didn’t have a dog. Only the dogs of others; of friends, acquaintances and strangers. I didn’t truly realise how much I yearned for one – until Maxwell, my molten-golden Labrador, arrived, and then it all came flooding back. I remembered the comfort and security that had come from my childhood dog, Candy, and I remembered the precious privilege of loving an animal and being loved in return. 


Candy was gone but always somewhere. Long after he was put to ‘sleep’ he dwelt in mine; in my dreams. And then twelve years ago Maxwell arrived, not a moment too soon. We’ve been inseparable since then, our bond visceral and strong. But it’s not just the bond between me and Maxwell that’s been of such comfort. He has helped me focus on the other bonds that really matter to me and over the last few years, I’ve found myself surprised at what I’ve discovered. You can so easily see the world in a certain way and claim the truth as your own but then, with the remarkable, unspoken bond, the love and tenderness of a dog and the love and tenderness of loving a dog, everything can just change. 


In 2004, I wrote about my adoption search in Blue-Eyed Son, as I traced my birth mother and birth father, and I thought I was closer to self-revelation. But in reality, I wasn’t an inch nearer to understanding anything. That account was essentially a detective story. I was solving a mystery and, like a journalist reporting on someone else’s story, I was intoxicated by the process but essentially detached from the consequences. Questions were answered – who, what, where and when – but that was all. Nothing about finding out who they were touched the core of me, the lifelong trauma of being an imposter in my own life; the true me, unknown and unreachable.


Nor did knowing who my birth mother was do anything to quell my unresolved issues with the woman or ‘mother’ who gave me away. For here’s the nonsense that makes perfect sense: in giving me up for adoption, she ensured I went on to a better life than she could ever have given me. For this I’m grateful and would never have wanted it any other way. My parents are my parents. I don’t have enough words to say how special they were and how happy my childhood was. Or how lucky I am to be their child. And yet, I could still hear the incessant undercurrent rumbling beneath me. That lifelong whisper coming from inside me: she didn’t want you, she didn’t want you, she gave you away, you were no good.


It’s taken a long long time to stop listening to that tune in my head and it’s still not entirely quietened. But since I began presenting Long Lost Family in 2009, I’ve found myself in extraordinary places, meeting and talking intimately with dozens of adopted sons and daughters with the same feelings and similar stories, and the soundtrack has shifted. The adopted children I’ve met have, without exception, been possessed of an emotional eloquence that I’ve never had. It’s as though I’m looking in the mirror, hearing variations on a theme that unites us, and after so many years now of listening carefully, I have come to learn what I didn’t think I even needed to understand, and I now realise was too afraid to try: the true perspective of the birth mother. The hurt, the grief and the fight to just live again. 


Something switched on in my heart when Maxwell arrived. He came along at exactly the right time in my life. My mum – my adoptive mum – always used to say it was clear, once she and my dad adopted me, that it was meant to be. Our family was, for her, perfect in its completeness – Mum, Dad, my sister Fiona and me. We’d all found each other in this universe. For me, it was the same – my wife Tina, my four glorious children and then, twelve years ago, like a meteor, Maxwell. He landed and has never left my side. When things were going off the rails and unresolved issues needed resolving, he helped me – he was by my side in wild, weird and wonderful places. 


My relationship with Maxwell liberates and renews me, because in that space we share, he lets me off the lead and I can break free, escape from the deafening cacophony all around. He clears my mind and frees my spirit. He knows only truth; he inhabits only the present. When I was a little boy and when unhappy feelings sometimes took over, Candy was always there for me. Knowing exactly who I was. And so does this boy Maxwell. He knows exactly who I am – so he’s got one over on me there. And, he licks my face. 


As I was writing this book, Mum died at the age of ninety-six. During the course of the year we’d had several conversations about my early life and in particular my most faithful childhood friend, Candy. She also helped me see the long view and overcome the enormous feelings of guilt I’d internalised when I’d traced my birth mother, despite her supportive acceptance that I needed to know who she was. This, in turn, along with Long Lost Family, my family and Maxwell helped me redefine my thinking about Stella, my birth mother, and – thirty years later – to do something I never thought I’d be able to do. 


Mum is the person I wanted to see this book most of all, and I only wish she was here to read what my stuttering, spluttering self has, until now, been unable to adequately express. 


This book is for you, Mum. 
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Mum, Candy and me at the window of our house in Mayfield Road, 1965












CHAPTER ONE


Mowgli of Midlothian


I’VE ALWAYS KNOWN I was adopted. Mum – my adopted mother – gave my birth mother rave reviews and I was alert to the story of my creation. It went something like this: my birth mother was a nurse and very good at her job; in fact, she was so good at her job that she was put in charge of all the other nurses at the hospital and everybody liked working with her. When she discovered she was pregnant she realised that she wouldn’t be able to look after her baby when he was born because she had a very busy job, caring for sick people until they were better. So she came all the way over by boat from Ireland to Edinburgh, where she knew some people who would help her find the best family to take care of her baby and give him the most loving home. 


At the same time my mum and dad were looking for a baby. They’d already had one, who was now five years old, but after she was born they hadn’t been able to have another child. When my mum had talked to her doctor, he’d told her about a mother who wanted another mother to have her baby, so he put two and one together and made four. 


When I was born my birth mother chose the name Nicholas for me and she looked after me for nine days in Edinburgh in the house of the people she knew. Then, after changing my nappy one last time, she kissed me goodbye and gave me to a lady who drove me to a home for babies who were waiting for new parents. Before my birth mother went back to Dublin to her job caring for other people, she received a bunch of flowers from her baby’s new mum and dad, with a note thanking her for ‘giving us Nicholas’ and promising to love him and look after him. 


And here, as my birth mother left the story, my mum would build up to the happy ending, the bit where I was sort of ‘born again’. She would tell me: all the nurses in the home for babies fell in love with you and they held you and they cuddled you as much as they could. And all the other babies kept you company. You were never alone. 


When she and my new dad came to see me for the very first time, out of the lots of babies that were waiting in the nursery, in all the cots, in all the towelling nappies, my new mum immediately knew I was hers. She said to the nurse, ‘Oh that little sweet baby over there, he’s gorgeous. He’s smiling at me.’ The nurse looked at me and then looked at her. ‘That is your baby, Mrs Campbell. That’s Nicholas, your son.’ Then she explained to Mum that babies that young don’t smile and I was having wind. But Mum had seen me smile and this, she told me, was proof that me being a part of the Campbell family was ‘meant to be’.


When I was taken home, my already-made big sister Fiona was waiting to meet me. Usually in the daytime she was at school but she’d been allowed to take the day off. She was jumping up and down with excitement now that she had a baby brother and that day, as I was carried over the threshold into my new life, everybody’s dream was coming true. I was chosen. I was special. 


Little boys can grasp subtext. As I got older and understood the gaps between the words – nine days in the boarding house, twelve weeks in the home for babies – and heard my mum’s Jackanory cadence, this story became ever more mysterious and confusing. Nurses are meant to look after people, especially very caring ones. Why didn’t my birth mother have me in the hospital where she worked? Why did she want to get rid of me? Why didn’t she want to care for me? What was it about me that she didn’t want or like? Why hadn’t she fallen in love with me like the nurses who looked after me, who had held me and cuddled me as I lay there without a mother? And how was it, if I was so special, that my birth mother chose not to keep me? The internal combustion that has been blazing all my life was set alight at an early age. 


As the Campbell family grew – I wasn’t the only new addition – life was happy and secure and if my birth mother could have looked in, she would have seen how much my mum and dad loved me. An animal lover herself, she would have seen how much I loved our other new addition, Candy the piebald fox terrier cross.


The story of Candy felt like part of my own creation myth as our lives were so intertwined. Like me, he was chosen and he was special and he was also the result of a dangerous liaison, when his mother made a wild dash for love. It went like this: one day, when the heat was on, Judy, the fox terrier who belonged to the ‘academics’ next door, ran on to the main road, dodging the Mini Clubmans and Ford Cortinas growling along the sleepy streets of south Edinburgh. Her scent was seductive and adventures beckoned. The fact she made it back intact, in one sense at least, was a minor miracle and it soon became clear that a real-life version of Lady and the Tramp had played out in the streets of Newington and Grange.


Like all the neighbours Judy’s owners were relieved when she came home and then somewhat astonished when she went on to have a litter of adorable white puppies, which, unlike their pedigree mother, were most certainly not Kennel-Club approved. 


According to Mum, Dad was famed for saying that his family would have a puppy ‘over my dead body’, but while the new baby, special and chosen, was being lavished with love, he needed to make his daughter feel special too. Fiona had seen the puppies and of course wanted one, and so he popped next door. And one afternoon in the early summer of 1961, Candy joined the clan. 


Dad got the puppy so Fiona wouldn’t feel left out, but Candy and I were the same age and the same height and right from the word go, we were on the same level. As a puppy he would sometimes ride in the pram with me when Mum took us for a walk round the block, and we grew up – and down – together. As soon as I could crawl I was crawling with Candy and as soon as I could talk I was barking with him and we were barking at the world. We were the dynamic duo – a six-legged eight-limbed double-act – and he was my brother, my life coach and role model and so I became a real-life wolf boy, the Mowgli of Midlothian, following his lead and following my heart. He made me endlessly happy: an unconditional friend, a wonderfully boisterous playmate. We’d begun our adventure in life together, both of us products of animal passion and happy accident, and we were bonded for life.


When we played together in the garden, I could see Judy through slits in the fence and Candy could smell her. Sometimes we’d bump into her on walks and he was always rapturously excited to see her. But Judy had not the remotest interest in her son. As far as she was concerned he was history and best forgotten, and when I began to understand the nuances of my own story, I decided that people must be like that as well. Like Candy, I too was history and was clearly best forgotten. 


Under Candy’s tutelage I wouldn’t eat anything before first smelling it, a practice that has long outlived those days. Distressingly for my parents, I approached all visitors and strangers who came through the front door on all fours and sniffed them, as did Candy. I sniffed where he sniffed and wherever he sniffed. This pincer movement was embarrassing – depending on the target location of the sniff, occasionally excruciatingly so. We would both be wearily told off in front of the visitors and ordered to get down immediately, as if we were both dogs, which as far as I was concerned we were. Visitors were initially at best dumbfounded by this behaviour, and some must have wondered what it was my parents had actually adopted here, but close friends got used to it and bore it with equanimity. Very early on, as soon as I could toddle and grab, I developed a fondness for dog biscuits – great big deliciously bland, bone-shaped crunchy biscuits, the pauper’s digestive. This guilty pleasure has lingered, though I can’t stand the rather more pungent little treats you get nowadays. They taste like extreme Marmite. 


Our play-fights were epic. Over the years, myriad passers-by would rush up the path to save the little boy who was being mauled by a devil dog on the windowsill. One woman actually hyperventilated while standing at the door. ‘For pity’s sake,’ she rasped as my mother answered the frantic knocking. ‘Dog …’ ‘little boy …’ ‘attack …’. When she could speak no more, my mum politely thanked her, closed the door and returned to the afternoon radio play, while Candy and I promptly resumed our loving combat. 


We were with each other all day and nowhere was out of bounds. When I started going to nursery, Mum told me Candy would go from room to room looking for me, until he laid claim to a chair covered in a tatty old rug in the upstairs front bedroom from which he’d watch the world go by while he waited for me to come home. From then on, as I came down the garden path, I’d look up and see him disappear in a flash as he dashed down for the big greeting, bouncing with excitement onto his hind legs, jumping up to lick my face like he hadn’t seen me for years. And then we’d chase each other round the house, up and down our small garden, in and out of the kitchen and down on all fours for one of our play-fights in front of the telly. Over the months and years, the tatty old rug became covered with his white hairs and if ever I needed a warm hug on a cold day, I would lie on it and be calmed. 


I was a shy and clingy child and when Candy wasn’t around I viewed the world from behind my mum’s legs, my thumb firmly planted in my mouth. I was distrustful and even fearful of strangers – unless of course I was sniffing them. And I was sensitive to my beginning, attuned to the precariousness of belonging or not belonging. At the cinema, watching Dumbo through plumes of tobacco smoke, slurping my Kia-Ora, I froze in horror when baby Dumbo was tormented by a gang. But then, when his mother rushed to his protection attacking the bullies and she was locked in a cage, my panic ratcheted up a level. Dumbo was left with no one to look after him and the force of this made me leap from my seat and run screaming up the aisle, out into the foyer. I was a furious, frightened ball of despair, unable to bear it and unable to watch any more. Like Dumbo’s mother, my mum rushed to my rescue and I was safe, but down the long years since, that moment of painful understanding of what it means to be abandoned has haunted, perhaps even tortured me. 


Like most adopted children, my identity was fragile and I wished upon wish that I could have been normal and not the child of a stranger. My sister loved me, that much was obvious, tickling me till I was helpless, dangling me over the banisters by my feet, which scared me in a thrilling sort of way. But, as an annoying baby brother, I loved getting my own back. At Christmas, Fiona would count the presents under the tree to make sure she and I had exactly the same number, constantly monitoring the inventory as new presents arrived from aunts and uncles, godparents and friends. I got wise to it, tipping her off that I had more, a provocateur, inflaming her sense of injustice that I, the special one, was somehow automatically worth more. Christmas aside, the zeitgeist was in the air and pretty soon she longed to be an adopted child, often telling her friends that she was, and while I could continue to goad her, I could never tell her what I truly felt: that I’d have swapped with her in return for all the Christmas presents for the rest of my life; in fact, for anything in the world. The roles we take in families can become entrenched and what she never knew and what I could never show her was that, when anyone bandied about the word ‘adopted’, I’d feel as lost as a child in the supermarket running around looking up and down the aisles for their mother.


I loved my big sister but as our age difference separated us from playing together, I didn’t feel rejected or hurt. I had Candy. I’d always had Candy and I didn’t really need anyone else. His love came with no baggage – no understanding of where I was from or how I came to be, no concept of birth children or adopted children. For I soon realised that, no matter how much my family loved me and I loved them, they knew – and they could never unknow – that I was different, that I was ‘special’. But Candy didn’t care. 


As far as I was concerned, Candy understood everything, because he made everything better. He followed me wherever I went and I thought of him wherever I was. He was so beautiful; a joyful, playful, affectionate little dog, white, with that distinctive brown piebald face, gorgeous velvety ears and those deep brown eyes full of unconditional and infinite love. And that gaze straight into my eyes. It was like he was trying to work me out and help me; like he wanted me to understand him; like he loved me and got me. 


His ears had the loveliest smell I’ve ever known. Just one whiff of that rich musky aroma and wind against tide became looking-glass sea. I saw myself in a better way. Candy forged me, framing me as a person in ways as profound as my own parents; because as much as anyone he was one of the family that helped create this ‘me’. It was a special relationship everybody picked up on, and I loved that they did. He was a huge part of my identity and that sense of safety and confidence he gave me means that when I am with any dog now, the world is a much better place. 


When I was eight, my mum, a psychiatric social worker, returned to work. As I got older and eavesdropped on her end-of-day briefings with Dad, Candy and me lying on the carpet watching telly, I heard story after story of children being taken away from their families. On better days, I was sometimes able to hear others too, like the woman who made her husband bathe in Dettol every night, something my dad seemed to have difficulty in quite understanding – ‘Dettol, Sheila? Bloody hell. Are you sure now?’ I didn’t quite get it either – wasn’t Dettol for cleaning germs from unclean things? – and on my way to bed I saw a bottle in the bathroom cabinet and took a long deep sniff. I was confused but also clear – if I’d been adopted by someone else, all kinds of things could have happened. I was safe here, with this mum and dad. 


At the end of my school day I could just about hold out – getting the two buses home from the other side of town, passing the old women in their tweed coats and velvet hats on Princes Street, sniffing the yeasty smell of the city’s breweries and peaty coal fires – until I could be reunited with Candy, a happy ending to every day. I’d rush up the path, barking my return, grab the key from under a stone on the window ledge and let myself in as Candy flew off his chair to greet me. Ours was an ecstatic reunion. 


My parents had a lot of friends; they were sociable, warm and welcoming, interested in people and their stories, and on the weekends, the living room would be buzzing as they talked, laughed, tippled and laughed some more. Before we were shooed up to bed, Candy and I would lie quietly together on the carpet observing and listening through the exquisite fug of pipe and cigar smoke and aroma of McEwans Export and Gordon’s Gin.


I stayed on the sidelines. The time had already come when I knew it would not go down well to sniff and bark too much, but I also knew that in order to preserve who I was, I needed to keep my distance from those who knew I wasn’t my parents ‘real’ child. I knew they knew but I wasn’t sure they knew I knew and so I was always wary, not wanting to be exposed for not being a true part of this family. I could just about trust myself to trust those nearest to me – Grandpa, my mother’s father, who stayed with us for about six months of the year, was my ally. There was nothing chosen about me in his eyes; I wasn’t special and I wasn’t lucky. I was one of his family, no questions asked, no thought given to how I arrived. I was merely a child to be entertained, which he loved to do. He’d suck his false teeth out of position and make horrifying gurning faces – a dying art – and every time we sat down to eat he’d tell Mum the food was delicious while theatrically turning his face from her view and making an expression of disgust. He did it every time and I laughed every time. 


If he knew I was adopted, which he must have, he’d probably forgotten on his way to the bookies. I think he liked me because I gave him something back apart from the priceless reward of laughter. When we walked down the road to the shops – or one time to the slate mine, where he bought me chalk to scratch on a piece of black slate – one hand in his, the other holding Candy’s lead, these were moments of complete happiness and safety. I’d ask him about his life and he’d tell me about fighting in the Somme and the football matches he’d seen when he was young. He had the stage, which he relished, and I listened. He never asked me anything about me. Why make an exception? There was nothing special about me. 


But outsiders were a different matter and other people were harder to work out, especially when I knew that they knew my secret. Dr Ronnie Cameron was as difficult to work out and as confusing as Grandpa was uncomplicated and while I liked him, I was wary of him too. In my story of how I came to be, my mum’s doctor, our family GP, played a heroic role, uniting my birth mother and my parents in their desires. He was part of the social scene and as I got older, I was more aware of his part in my destiny. He was a gentle, caring GP, bald with bushy sideburns and a ruddy pockmarked face. He had an actual fob watch, which he occasionally retrieved for a quick-as-a-flash glance. He smelt of gin and cigarettes even in the morning and he and Dad made each other laugh – a lot. ‘Well done, Nicholas,’ he would boom after a chest examination, reaching for a jar on the shelf to reward me for my bravery. But jelly babies were never enough for what I knew he knew. I was Nicky. My birth mother had called me Nicholas and so this was secret code for the cognoscenti. 


From time to time, Dr Cameron would flush me out. The Camerons were neighbours, their house on the same road as ours, and I often played with their son Jamie, the two of us tummy-down on the upstairs hall landing, absorbed in the endless manoeuvring of his toy soldiers. During one particularly tricky skirmish, I was reluctant to leave my post and despite two more rallying cries to ‘come down’, I stayed where I was. Nothing too terrible in this; but Dr Cameron decided otherwise. He stormed up the stairs, his face red, hurled himself at me and dragged me down the stairs, depositing me at the front door. ‘There,’ he said to my startled parents, ‘you are too soft on Nicholas.’ He knew I was not who I said I was and I felt my shame deeply.


The growing awareness of what it meant to be adopted, to both be a part of and apart from the family, became a tangled path that became trickier to navigate. A misheard word or sentence could set me off and flood me with cold feelings of worry and insecurity. One summer afternoon, as my mum dropped me off to play with some other children, I overheard one of them talking to her friend. ‘You know,’ she said in that conspiratorial way of confidences, ‘that she’s not his real mum, don’t you?’ The rest of that day went on for a hundred years. At nine years old, talking about what had happened with my parents or sister would have made it worse because I just wanted to pretend it hadn’t happened. On the way home I cried and Mum said I was tired and that was what I wanted to believe. When I got home Candy, as ever, took me out of myself and into a better place. 


From then I was on alert. If my friends looked at me in what I deemed to be a certain way, I imagined they were in on the awful secret of who I was, or wasn’t. Did they pity me? Did they think that because my ‘real’ mother gave me away I was in some way not a real Campbell? That I didn’t deserve this life or that I was an imposter in it? And as these thoughts grew louder, there were times when the noise was too much. 


My tenth birthday coincided with an Easter break in the Highlands. For a peppercorn rent, from a purple-faced farmer, my parents rented a ramshackle two-roomed cottage that we stayed in two or three times a year. There was no water, no electricity, and the loo was outside, which meant even more exposure to the midges, but it was wonderful and I loved it there, playing in our ‘fern village’ and splashing in and out of streams with Fiona, who would abandon all of her grown-upness as we ran ourselves to blissful exhaustion.


On this ‘special occasion for a special boy’, we sat with best behaviour and due decorum in a fancy restaurant on the top floor of one of the big stores in Inverness. The level of luxury was several notches up from our dilapidated Highlands dwelling – pristine white tablecloths, an alcove on fawn leather seating all to ourselves. Everyone was happy in our happy family and it was my actual birthday – the very day I was born.


What a good day it had been so far, with ten-bob notes tumbling from my birthday cards like the fruit in the pub’s slot machines. Dad was beaming. ‘Well, Nick, how does it feel to be in double figures?’ I didn’t immediately know what he meant, but as he explained I could sense this wasn’t just any old birthday but a special day for the whole family. We were treating ourselves to the traditional four o’clock Scottish High Tea: plates of ham sandwiches, with the option of Colman’s English Mustard to bring them alive; scones with jam; chocolate biscuits; pots of tea and bottles of Coca-Cola. I drank mine quickly, bubbling up the last little bit and then sucking it dry, relishing the noise as much as the taste. I held up the bottle to my eyes, lost in the glass contours, and I saw a man tucked away at an organ in the far corner. He was in a black jacket and white shirt, with sideburns like Elvis Presley. 


As I blew onto the bottle rim to make my own music, I felt a hand on my arm and I came out of my trance, sensing a flurry of activity. The tempo ramped up and a waiter was standing in front of me, holding a cake with the pomp and pride of the master of the crown jewels. Mum, Dad, Fiona, the cake carrier, the waitress, the rock and roll organ man in the corner, were smiling at me. It was as if I was submerged in a great depth of water. I could feel the vibrations of ‘Happy Birthday’ and I could see a room full of open mouths but all I could hear was a great whoosh of hailstones crashing around inside me. 


I was desperate. I burst into tears. All this kindness and all this love and all this happiness about me. I didn’t deserve it. An unbearable sadness erupted. All the wonderful love of the people who loved me was suffocating me and I couldn’t navigate the dizzy bewilderment of having arrived at these ‘double figures’. Nothing felt real and I knew, in a moment of great clarity that has never left me for a moment since, what it was like to be the imposter. How could anyone be celebrating my birthday? My birth day. The day on which my mum and dad had not even known who I was, the day on which the mother who had given birth to me had already decided she didn’t want me. I was the biggest fake of all. 


And I was angry and confused that I was angry. How could I be angry with my parents or my sister, their love etched all over their concern for my tears? How could I be angry with my birth mother, the heroic nurse who had given me up for the greater good of others? So I turned my anger on myself – for spoiling this day for everyone – and as I dug my fingers into my fists, I pushed this new feeling down into myself. 


I needed Candy. But Candy was two hundred miles south in a kennel in Edinburgh as my father did not allow him to come with us, claiming he was too troublesome, chasing sheep and making a nuisance of himself. I vowed that I would spend the next year persuading my father that Candy should come with us for my next birthday, so I would be ready to celebrate the next year of my ‘double figures’. 
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Mum, Dad, Fiona and me on a summer holiday in the Highlands, 1967














CHAPTER TWO


The Empty Chair


A YEAR LATER and my twelve months of pleading had got me nowhere. Candy remained condemned to incarceration for the four weeks we were away, a prisoner while we ran free.


As it turned out, that was the last summer we left Candy in the kennels. After less dramatic Highland teas, we returned to Edinburgh on a Sunday evening, too late to collect him. Dad said he would fetch him at lunchtime the next day, which coincided with my first day back at school. The moment the bell went, I was out of that playground, racing home, leaping off the open-decked bus and bombing back down the road to our front door. My heart was pounding for Candy, aching to get back into our own little world. Four weeks may not have been double figures, but every moment without Candy stretched to infinity.
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