It all began when Winston found a tatty old copy of "Animal Farm" lying on the floor.

Well, no. Maybe it started long before that, when little Katie was about six or seven. Back then her favourite game was "school". She'd set up her classroom with her dolls sitting in rows, quietly listening while she taught them the three R's. But always her star pupil was Winston, the bulldog, sitting right in front, getting all the teacher's attention. Perhaps it was because he wouldn't sit still...

What neither Katie nor her parents could ever have guessed was that Winston was actually learning the lessons Katie taught, so that, by the time he found that copy of "Animal Farm," he was a pretty proficient reader. His one problem was that his paws were far too clumsy to turn the pages. That was the reason Petronella had first attracted his attention. Cats were so dainty, he just knew that with her help he would be able to read the book. And Petronella asked for only one thing in return - that he read it out loud so that she too could learn about the wonderful life those animals had led.

Soon the seeds of a plan were beginning to take root in Winston's brain. They didn't have a farm full of animals - just he and Petronella. But all the neighbours had pets, and some of their dogs were pretty vicious too. If they could just find a way to get enough of them over to his house, the humans wouldn't stand a chance. All that was required now was to recruit some helpers. Petronella would have to take care of that side of things, though, for she had the freedom of the neighbourhood, while he was locked up inside the house.

Slowly the pieces began to fall into place. All the while Winston continued reading, growing more and more excited with each passing day. But as Winston's enthusiasm grew, Petronella's was waning.

"Poor, sweet Petronella," Winston thought, "she just doesn't understand. She's never been imprisoned like I have." And many times he told her that, and more.

"So Winston doesn't like his prison," Petronella said to herself. "Let's see if I can help him out."

It wasn't difficult for her to cause a diversion. She timed it to perfection, and before Katie's parents knew what had hit them, Winston was out of the gate and down the road.

It wasn't much fun out there, he soon discovered. At every turn he received an aggressive reception from one or other of the neighbourhood dogs - despite Petronella's efforts, they obviously didn't know who he was. And even with the benefit of a gate between them, he wasn't about to put his charms to the test.

And then there was the traffic. He couldn't let his guard down for a minute. And... where was he?

For hours he wandered the streets, tired and forlorn. Would he ever see home again? As he watched the sun's rapid descent, his problems became more immediate. Where would he sleep tonight?

"There he is," a familiar voice invaded his misery. He looked up just in time to see Katie jump out of a car, just a few feet away. He'd never been more pleased to see anyone in his life.

"The plan's off," he told Petronella, as they settled in for the night. "I should have listened when you said it was a jungle out there. But you found a way to get through to me, and just in the nick of time. Now, come here and give me a hug."

