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Chapter 1

It was an ordinary morning at No. 10, The Crescent. Pug was sunning himself in the front garden while Lady Miranda exercised her faithful steed, Pony.

‘Whoa there, boy!’ Lady Miranda steadied Pony as she scanned the horizon. ‘Bandits at half past two!’ she exclaimed.

Pug didn’t know much but that didn’t sound good. He took cover.
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Pony pawed the ground and shook his mane. The bandits were still a way off, due west of the rose bed, but neither horse nor rider was in the mood for hanging around. Lady Miranda shortened her reins and scooped up her trusty sidekick. Pony was alert and ready. On her command, they charged.
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‘Yeeee haw!’ They galloped towards the bandits. She and Pony were a terrifying sight but the terrain was rocky and, in an unfortunate moment, Pony lost his footing.

‘Aaaaargh!’

Horse, rider and passenger came crashing to the earth.

Oooof!
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Wendy, Running Footman Will and Running Footman Liam came rushing out of the house. Pug padded over to Lady Miranda, concern showing on his wrinkled face.

‘Is everything all right, m’Lady?’ asked Wendy, Lady Miranda’s housekeeper.

‘Wendy, look at Pony,’ Lady Miranda replied in anguish. ‘I think he’s gone . . . lame.’

Pug agreed. It didn’t look good.
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‘Running Footman Will, Running Footman Liam, bring the first-aid kit quickly,’ Lady Miranda ordered as Pug comforted Pony. ‘We might be able to save him.’

It didn’t take them long to bandage Pony (who was a very good patient).

When Lady Miranda gave Pony the all-clear they led him back to his stable for a rest.

‘Well, that’s a relief,’ sighed Wendy. ‘All’s well that ends well, that’s what I say.’
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‘But this isn’t the end,’ Lady Miranda protested. ‘This is only the beginning. What if the bandits come back to kidnap Pug?’

This was not something that Pug had thought of.
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‘I need a new horse and I need one now!’ Lady Miranda declared, sliding her hand across the brim of her hat. ‘Running Footman Will, Running Footman Liam, fetch the sedan chair, we’re going horse-trading.’
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Chapter 2

In no time they were cantering through the busy streets. Inside the sedan chair the bumpy ride made Pug’s cowboy hat slip down over his eyes, so he decided it was a good opportunity for a much needed nap. Lady Miranda wouldn’t have noticed but for the quiet snore that escaped him.

‘Pug!’ she nudged him. ‘Wake up. We’re here.’

They had arrived at some very fine-looking riding stables.

Running Footman Will and Running Footman Liam dropped the sedan chair and Lady Miranda clambered out with Pug under her arm.

Pug sniffed the air. It certainly didn’t smell like Pony’s stable did.
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Lady Miranda gently put Pug on the ground and went to find out who was in charge. Pug waited patiently and was happily daydreaming about jam tarts when a shadow came over him.
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It’s getting cloudy, he thought. Perhaps it’ll rain and we can go home for tea.

Suddenly a freak gust of wind lifted his cowboy hat clear off his head.
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Pug turned round in surprise only to see the biggest horse he’d EVER seen standing over him. What’s more, the horse was eating his hat!
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Whoa! Pug took a step back and landed bottom first in a bucket.
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The very big horse nuzzled him.

Pug wrinkled his face. He missed Pony.

Thankfully, at that moment, Lady Miranda came back. ‘I can’t find anyone to sell me a horse –’

She stopped when she saw Pug.

‘You clever boy!’ she exclaimed. ‘You’ve found me a horse.’

Before Pug knew what was happening she’d scooped him out of the bucket, grabbed the reins and was attempting to get on the very big horse.
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Finally she gave in. ‘Give me a leg up, Running Footman Will,’ she ordered.

‘Are you sure m’Lady?’ he asked, looking at Pug’s expression.

‘Oh Pug’ll be fine, won’t you, Pug?’

Pug wasn’t at all sure he would be.


[image: ]



Lady Miranda gave him a reassuring pat. ‘You’ll soon earn your spurs,’ she told him.
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When finally in the saddle, Lady Miranda decided her new steed needed a name.
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‘I name this horse . . .’ she began. ‘Erm . . . um . . . I name this horse . . .

Horsey!’

‘Excellent choice, m’Lady,’ said Running Footman Liam as he picked Pug’s hat up off the ground and put it firmly on Pug’s head.

‘There, Pug, you look just like a cowboy,’ Lady Miranda encouraged him.

Pug didn’t feel the least bit like a cowboy.
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In fact he felt quite dizzy, but before he had a chance to get used to being so high up he realised they were surrounded. There were bandits. Everywhere.

Not now! Pug worried.
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‘Bandits at quarter past three!’ yelled Lady Miranda. ‘Giddy up, Horsey!’ She flapped her legs wildly against Horsey’s sides and he broke into a trot.

Pug bounced up and down in the saddle. For once, he was glad he hadn’t had his elevenses. They were going very fast.

Horsey also seemed to have food on his mind because a tempting bag of hay caused him to take a sharp left at the very same moment that Lady Miranda shouted, ‘Right!’
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During the confusion that followed, Pug noticed a real-life cowboy leaning against a nearby fence.

‘Woof!’

Lady Miranda looked over to what had caught Pug’s attention.

‘Howdy,’ said the cowboy. ‘The name’s – Pah, yuck!’ The cowboy spat out a piece of straw that had been hanging from his mouth.
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Lady Miranda fell about laughing. ‘Pah, yuck! What kind of name is that?’

‘No, wait,’ said the cowboy. ‘My name’s not Pah, yuck! My name’s Frank. Just Frank.’

‘Lady Miranda,’ said Lady Miranda, introducing herself. ‘And this is Cowboy Pug,’ she added.

Pug kept quiet. Was he friend or foe? It was difficult to tell.

‘Well, howdy Miss Lady Miranda and Mr Pug. D’you wanna see a card trick?’

‘It’s Lady Miranda and Cowboy Pug, and no we don’t want to see a card trick.’

Frank wasn’t prepared for this answer. Who didn’t want to see a card trick?
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‘Go on!’ he insisted. ‘Pick a card, any card.’

Lady Miranda sighed and pulled a card out of the pack. Pug took a look.

‘Don’t tell me, don’t tell me,’ said Frank. ‘It’s the King of Diamonds!’


[image: ]



‘No it’s not,’ said Lady Miranda.

‘Ace of spades!’
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‘No.’

‘Jack of Clubs?’
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‘No,’

‘Um . . .

four of diamonds?’

‘Nope.’
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Frank scratched his head in bewilderment and Horsey grabbed another mouthful of hay as it tumbled past.

‘OK, something else maybe . . .’ Frank changed tack. ‘I know, I can make myself disappear in a puff of smoke! D’you wanna see that?’

That sounded better. Pug definitely wanted to see that.

‘OK,’ replied Lady Miranda.

‘Woof!’ agreed Pug.

Pleased, Frank spun round and round chanting, ‘Alacazam, big frying pan, I’m a rocket man!’ At the same time there was a big bang and a teeny weeny puff of smoke. Pug didn’t dare look. Horsey bolted straight into the back of a nearby trailer.
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And before anyone knew what was happening, a man came along and shut the trailer doors!

‘Hey!’ shouted Lady Miranda.

‘Woof!’ said Pug.

But it was too late. The driver started the engine and sped off. They’d been rustled.
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Chapter 3

Running Footman Will and Running Footman Liam, who had been busy polishing the sedan chair, came rushing over.

Frank hadn’t disappeared (or if he had he’d reappeared very quickly) but Pug, Lady Miranda and Horsey were being driven away!

‘Where are they going?’ asked Running Footman Will.
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‘They’re going to the county fair,’ murmured Frank, feeling a little dazed from his trick. ‘Our prize bull, Bert, will be in the show ring later. That’s my dad driving,’ he added as the trailer headed out of the gates.

‘We’d better take you with us,’ said Running Footman Will as Running Footman Liam chucked a bucket of cold water over him to stop him smouldering and put him in the sedan chair.
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There was no time to lose. They had to follow that trailer.
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As they raced out of the gates there was a distant cry of ‘Stop! Thieves!’ But since neither Running Footman Will nor Running Footman Liam was aware of having stolen anything they just kept running. After all, you’d be hard pushed to find two more honest people.
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After some impressive running they approached the small market town of Little Witherington. The traffic was terrible.
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Frank, who was now feeling much better, was having the time of his life. ‘Faster! Faster!’ he shouted, leaning out of the window and accidentally clipping a cyclist as he did so.
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The cyclist wobbled into a grocery stall, sending watermelons tumbling into the road behind them.
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