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Simon Dudley

LAURA’S REVENGE is the first of the Laura McNaughty Books where you meet Laura and her family and friends for the first time. You will also be introduced to some of the more colourful characters she encounters in her adventures and conflicts. The stories are set in the 1950s, which probably was, the last decade where kids in the U.K. had the freedom to roam and play outdoors to their heart's content. 



Laura lives in the middle cottage of three with her brother Johnny and her mum on the edge of Stokey's Woods. Laura was quite a mischievous girl when she was growing up, and that is how she got the nickname of Laura McNaughty. She doesn't get into as much mischief now because she is that little bit older, but if she finds out that someone has been cruel to animals then that person, whoever he or she maybe, will have Laura and her friends to contend with.
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Waking up on summer mornings was never a problem for Laura because Maggie, her magpie friend, would peck on the bedroom window with her strong beak until Laura opened the window and put a handful of peanuts on the windowsill for the bird’s breakfast. And on the odd occasion that Maggie didn’t show up, the dawn chorus from the woodland birds had her out of bed long before anyone else.

But this morning the sound disturbing her sleep was different. It wasn’t from the birds or her magpie friend, and it took several minutes for Laura’s sleepy mind to realise that the sound was coming from inside the cottage and not from the woodland wildlife.

“It’s Trudy,” she said to herself, and quickly got out of bed and opened the bedroom door.

“What is it girl?” asked Laura, giving their family pet a cuddle. The dog was sat on the landing making a whimpering noise and looking very agitated. Laura knew straight away that something was wrong. “Come on girl. Let’s see what’s upsetting you.”

Trudy went down the stairs and sat patiently by the front door waiting for Laura to put on her raincoat and a pair of wellies. It was absolutely tipping it down when they went outside, and Laura followed Trudy along the track from the railway cottages towards the village road until the dog stopped and peered down into the drainage ditch slowly wagging her tail. Laura got down on her hands and knees and followed Trudy’s gaze downwards and saw a pair of bright frightened eyes staring up from the bottom of the ditch, which was rapidly filling with rainwater.

The dog yelped in pain as she lifted him out of the ditch and quickly carried the shivering animal home. She went into the kitchen and began drying the little dog with a towel but had to stop when he began showing signs of distress as she dried the fur covering his rib cage.

“Morning, Laura,” said Mrs McBean coming into the kitchen. “Isn’t that the stray dog that wanders around the village. Where did you find him?”

“Morning, Mum. He was in the ditch just past the railway lines. Trudy must have heard him barking, and she came upstairs and woke me up.”

“The connection you have with animals always amazes me,” said Mrs McBean, as she gently stroked the dog’s head.

“It is Trudy we have to thank, Mum. She knew the dog was in trouble.”

“That’s true,” said Mrs McBean. “But who did Trudy go to for help.”

“I think you deserve a treat, Trudy,” and Mrs McBean gave their family pet a couple of chocolate biscuits.

The stray dog lifted his head and looked towards Trudy who was happily munching her chocolate treat.

“I think he wants a biscuit as well,” said Laura.

“He looks half-starved to me,” said Mrs McBean. “He’s so thin.”

“We’ll feed him up,” said Laura, “and then I’ll take him to the horse doctor. He’ll know what to do.”

Laura and her family live in the middle cottage of three that once belonged to the railways, and the back gardens of the cottages are right on the edge of Stokey’s woods. Only a wooden fence and a squeaky gate separate the two. This haven for wildlife goes all the way to the shoreline where the weather-beaten trees give way to sand dunes, a tidal pool and a long sandy beach. And the beach is only a fifteen minute walk along one of the many trails that meander through the woods from the railway cottages.

Each year the same group of travellers spend their summer months camped in the woods, and when autumn signals the onset of colder weather to come, they harness the horses to their wagons and leave for their winter campground on the south coast.

This is always a sad time for Laura because the woods seemed so empty without the noise and the bustle of the travellers, but what she missed the most, was the smell of their campfires, which filled every corner of the woods with the wonderful aromas of camp-life. Old man Stokes’s family have owned the woodland for generations and have always welcomed the travellers as far back as anyone can remember.

When Laura first met the travellers’ horse doctor, she had just finished reading a book about a famous pirate called Blackjack, and this soon became his nickname because he was big, and had a large black beard, just like the pirate in the book. And the horse doctor knew the moment he saw Laura making a fuss of his old horse, Lightning, that she had that special knack with animals. All animals, wild or domestic, instinctively trusted someone like Laura, and he should know because he has been a horse whisperer all his life.

“Morning, Mum. Morning Laura,” said Johnny, plonking himself down on the big comfy chair next to the fireplace in the kitchen.

“We’re treating ourselves to chocolate biscuits,” said Mrs McBean. “Do you want one?”

“Two please,” said Johnny, with a big smile on his face. “What’s the special occasion?”

“He is,” said Mrs McBean, pointing to the injured dog.

“Blimey,” said Johnny. “That’s the stray dog I sometimes see in the village when I’m delivering papers.”

“I think his ribs are bruised,” said Laura. “He must have been in an accident.”

“I don’t think it was an accident, sis. Paul was doing his paper round yesterday morning, and he saw the General, that’s our nickname for the rag and bone-man, kicking the stray dog. He thinks the dog was trying to pinch one of the horse’s carrots which had fallen to the ground.”

“I heard he was cruel to the stray dog, but I just put that down to village gossip because he is always pleasant and friendly when he comes here looking for bits and pieces that we don’t want anymore,” said Mrs McBean.

“Why do you call him the General?” asked Laura.

“He always wears a big, brown army coat with lots of medals pinned to it, so he became the General.”

“I don’t care how many medals he’s got. He’s not going to get away with hurting a little helpless dog like this,” said Laura. “He needs a taste of his own medicine.”

The little dog began wagging his tail again when he heard Laura speaking about the General as though he understood everything that she was saying.

Mrs McBean went over to the stove to make a pot of tea and wondered what was in store for the rag-and-bone-man.
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Later that afternoon, Laura went through the garden gate into the woods and began jogging along one of the tracks towards the beach. The hot sun had dried the woodland from the early morning rainfall, so she took off her pumps and ran barefoot enjoying the soft, springy feel of the ground beneath her feet. And a few minutes later, she ran out of the woods onto the sandy beach.

She looked towards the tidal pool and could just about see her two friends, Janice and Katherine, waving to her through the bright sunshine. She waved back and effortlessly ran over the soft sand to join her friends.

“I don’t know how you do it,” said Janice. “You’ve just run through the woods and across the sand, and you aren’t out of breath.”

“I think Johnny might be right,” said Katherine. “You’re not human after all.”

“Last one in gets dunked,” said Janice, quickly getting changed into her swimming costume.

“It’s going to be me this time,” said Laura, rummaging through her rucksack for her swimming things.

Janice was changed first and dived into the tidal pool with one of her massive belly flops, which sent waves of sea water rushing to the sides and then splashing over the top onto the sand. Katherine was second with Laura just behind her.

“Laura’s for a dunking,” spluttered Janice, trying to make herself heard as she ploughed through the water towards her victim.

Half an hour later they dragged their tired bodies out of the water and lay down on the pool walls to dry off in the baking sun.

“What do you think the horse doctor will say about the stray dog?” asked Janice, after Laura had told her friends about the morning’s exploits.

“Mum says rest and plenty of food, but I’ll find out later what he thinks. I’m going to see him on the way home.”

“He’ll know what to do for the best,” said Janice, easing herself off the pool wall. “I’m going to help dad with today’s catch, so I best get going.”

“I’ll walk with you as far as the harbour,” said Katherine. “Mum asked me
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