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  To Uncle Pete. Thanks for giving Mum those guinea pigs all those years ago!
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  CHAPTER 1




  Pleased to meet you, Harry Stevenson




  It seemed just like every other morning. The sun peeped into the cage that belonged to Harry Stevenson, a plump and very ordinary-looking guinea pig. As usual, Harry was snoring loudly and dreaming about food. Snoozing and dreaming about food was how Harry Stevenson spent most of his time. That was when he wasn’t eating food, of course, or reading the newspaper that lined his cage.




  A sparkly ray of sunshine tickled Harry Stevenson’s whiskers, but Harry didn’t stir. He was snuggled up inside a cosy pile of hay. Harry always enjoyed a lie-in in the morning. He liked one in the afternoon too. He was also very fond of lie-ins during the evening, between his after-dinner nap and bedtime.
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  The hay shook gently as Harry Stevenson snored in his nest. Every now and again, he would smack his lips as he dreamed about carrots and broccoli, nuggets and hay.




  Yes, everything seemed normal that morning – but it wouldn’t stay like that. Harry didn’t know it yet, but he was about to have a VERY unusual day.
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  GROOOOOWWWWWLLLLLL!!!




  Harry Stevenson woke up with a jump. Yikes! What was that horrible loud noise? An angry dog? An escaped tiger? A dragon? Harry looked around in panic but there weren’t any dogs, lions or dragons. It was just his empty tummy rumbling. It did that a lot.




  Harry hurried over to his food bowl. A few tasty nuggets would start the day off nicely. A lot of tasty nuggets would start it off even better. Then he could settle down to read the newspaper: perhaps there’d be some gossip pages lining the cage today, or the football reports. Harry loved to read about his favourite team, Sparky FC.




  But when Harry reached the bowl he got a nasty surprise. He blinked a few times – were his eyes working properly? For there in front of him was a horrible sight . . . AN EMPTY BOWL!




  Harry gulped. This was bad! Where had all his food gone? He’d only eaten a little bit of dinner. His midnight feast had been very small – not really a feast at all. As for his night-snack, well, that had just been a couple of carrots. Ah! It must have been that emergency picnic at 5am.
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  No matter. Harry knew exactly what to do. Like a small, furry and incredibly loud fire alarm, he lifted his head and sounded the emergency klaxon . . .




  

    ‘WHEEEEEEEKKKKKKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!




    WHEEEEEEEKKKKKKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!




    WHEEEEEEEKKKKKKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!’


  




  It never failed! Harry heard footsteps and in came Billy.
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  Billy Smith was Harry Stevenson’s owner. Billy was seven years old and he thought that Harry was the Best Thing Ever. Harry thought the same about Billy. Well, nearly. If Harry had to choose between Billy and a pile of carrots and spinach, he would have to think very hard before choosing Billy. He was a guinea pig after all.




  Harry’s cage rested on a table in the corner of Billy’s room. Once Billy had reached inside the cage to refill the bowl, Harry Stevenson guzzled nuggets like he hadn’t eaten for days.




  ‘Eat up, Harry,’ said Billy. ‘It’s a big day today – we’re moving house!’




  Harry Stevenson almost choked on his nuggets. Moving house? How would the Smiths manage to move a whole house? Billy was only small. Mr and Mrs Smith were grown-ups, but surely even they weren’t strong enough to pick up a house and move it?




  What if they dropped the house, with Harry inside? Even worse – what if the nuggets, and the carrots, and the spinach somehow fell out when the house was moving?




  This needed thinking about. But thinking was hungry work – so Harry decided to eat first and worry later. After he’d had a sleep, of course.
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  CHAPTER 2




  What’s going on, Harry Stevenson?




  But Harry Stevenson never got that sleep because Billy wanted to talk. Billy reached into the cage and gently scooped up Harry – or at least as much of Harry as a seven-year-old could hold. Harry’s tummy draped over the sides of Billy’s hands like a warm, fluffy cushion, or a lovely soft cake that has risen over the side of the tin. Harry stifled an indignant squeak. He was a polite animal and didn’t want to hurt Billy’s feelings. Billy lay down on the bed and sighed, placing Harry Stevenson on his chest. Boy and guinea pig faced each other: nose to nose, freckle to whisker.
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  ‘We’re going to live in a new flat, Harry,’ said Billy as he stroked Harry’s fur. ‘This is our last morning here.’




  Harry Stevenson looked deep into Billy’s eyes. Although Harry could never be described as a clever animal, there was one subject in which he was a world-class expert: Billy. And right now Harry could sense something strange. Billy was feeling lots of different things, all at the same time. He was happy and sad, scared and excited. It was very odd!




  Harry wondered why Billy felt like that. But Harry couldn’t ask, so he did the next best thing, which was to nuzzle Billy’s chin with his furry nose. Then he tickled Billy’s cheeks with his waggly whiskers. Billy giggled. Ah, that was better!




  ‘You’re the best, Harry!’ Billy said. ‘I like it here. I don’t want to move. But the new flat is bigger, I guess, and it’s got a garden too. You can run around outside, Harry.’




  Harry Stevenson didn’t like the sound of outside. As far as Harry was concerned, the world ended at the door of the flat. All he knew was Billy’s bedroom (where Harry ate, slept and read the paper) and a place called ‘the living room’, where the Smiths, well, lived. But mostly they watched TV and ate biscuits there. ‘Outside’ was like Outer Space to Harry – it was something that went on at a safe distance, thank you very much. Harry thought that ‘Outside’ should just carry on going about its business while he minded his own in the cage.




  And outside was dangerous. It was where the predators lived! Harry had watched plenty of nature programmes with Billy. He’d seen enough to know that outside was no picnic if you were small, furry and plump. Instead, you were the picnic. Outside was bristling with hungry hawks, starving snakes and famished foxes just waiting to pounce. Harry crouched down and shook his whiskers in fear. No, he didn’t want to go outside.




  ‘Don’t worry, Harry,’ said Billy, who could sense that his friend was unhappy. ‘I’ll look after you.’




  Safe in Billy’s arms, Harry felt a bit better. He’d stay there all day if he could.
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  Over the next few hours Harry watched as the world he knew was packed up and put into boxes. Harry didn’t like this at all. If guinea pigs could scowl, Harry Stevenson would have looked very grumpy indeed. He burrowed deep into his pile of hay and peeped out, with only his nose and whiskers showing. Even his whiskers looked cross.




  First Mr and Mrs Smith helped Billy take down his posters of Sparky FC from the walls. Harry chuntered his disapproval from the hay. He saw the books that Billy had read him being packed away, and his favourite soft blanket from Billy’s bed folded up into a suitcase.




  Every now and again, Mr and Mrs Smith would hold up a toy or a book and ask the same question: ‘Do you still want this, Billy?’ They always got the same answer. Each time, Billy folded his arms and nodded his head.




  Harry knew why – it was bad enough having to move without being asked to get rid of special things! Mr and Mrs Smith would sigh and place the books and toys in an ever-growing pile of boxes.




  Once Billy’s room was packed up, the Smiths moved on to the other rooms. Harry watched through Billy’s bedroom door as they stacked all the furniture up on its end. It was hard work and everyone got very cross. Mr Smith dropped a china fox that Mrs Smith was very fond of and it broke.




  [image: ]




  Mrs Smith NEVER normally shouted, but she did just then! Harry trembled in his hay.




  Soon there was nothing left but a big pile of boxes and a jumble of furniture stacked up in the middle of every room. Even the curtains were taken down. The windows looked bigger without them and there were faded marks on the wall where Billy’s posters had been. Now the flat didn’t feel like a home – it was a strange, unfamiliar space.




  Harry thought of all the good times he’d had there: watching Sparky FC win the Cup Final on TV; that time he’d discovered a forgotten bit of carrot behind a cushion on the sofa; and every single day keeping an eye on Billy from his cosy nest.




  That was all over now. It was all very odd.
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  CHAPTER 3




  Don’t panic, Harry Stevenson




  Harry Stevenson had nodded off. The noise of footsteps woke him up and he sleepily looked around. Billy’s room was nearly empty. The boxes of toys and books and the upturned furniture had gone. Only Harry’s cage remained.
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