








                    Hector woke up to the chirps       
                 of birds singing from the trees    
          above, the sun shining down to warm 
      his back, and a light breeze blowing his 
long hair and tickling his face.
   
Giggling, Hector gave himself a sturdy shake 
as he started to eat the luscious green grass 
for breakfast. 
 
Hector the hairy cow was a long way from 
home, the tiny Scottish Island of Canna.



 Hector was happy in his new home, 
      but there was something missing.          
              He missed his best friends,   
                      Hamish and Morag.  
 

 



As Hector drank the water, his reflection stared back 
at him. The tears welled in his eyes as he remembered 
the last adventure he had with his friends.



‘Come on Hamish. Come on Morag,’ Hector had  
shouted.‘Hurry up or we’ll be late.’ ‘Late for what?’ 
Morag had cried. Her legs never could keep up as 
Hector galloped across the grass. 
 
‘Let’s go help old Mrs McTavish cut her grass.’
Hamish had been so excited he could feel his 
tummy rumble. ‘Hope you haven’t had too much to 
eat,’ Hector laughed.



When they had arrived at the cottage, each cow had 
been buzzing with excitement. ‘Pick a corner and eat 
as much as you can.’ Mrs McTavish had yelled. 
The friends all started chewing.

Now, you must know that highland cows can eat a lot 
of grass. Hector, Hamish and Morag had finished the 
entire lawn in just half an hour.  
 



Mrs McTavish had looked out the window in delight! 
She waved as the friends squeezed through the garden 
gate. ‘See you later.’ They all smiled at one another.



Hector opened his eyes and he was back in the barn. 
The other animals were all asleep and farmer Donald 
MacLean was smiling at Hector. He had moved from 
Scotland to the farm like Hector and missed his 
prized highland cattle deeply. 
 
As Hector knelt down into his hay, he began to     
reminisce again. His mind wandered back to Hamish 
and Morag.






