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A little puppy with curly brown and white fur trudged along the pavement, her paws weary after a long day wandering the streets of London. All around her, people hurried towards the underground station, rushing to get home after a long day at work. But the puppy had no home to go to.
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Outside the station, a man was handing out free newspapers.

“Oh my goodness,” said a lady in a suit, taking a copy. “Queen Eleanor is retiring!”

A man holding a briefcase grabbed a copy from the stack and opened it. Looking up curiously, the puppy saw a picture of a family on the front page – a man and a lady with two children. The little boy was pulling a cheeky face and waving to the camera, but the older girl was hiding her face behind her hands.

“That means the duke and duchess will be king and queen,” said the woman, reading the article eagerly.

“That’s right,” said the man, nodding. “It says the coronation will be next week.”

“A new royal family! How exciting!” said the lady, tucking the newspaper under her arm and hurrying into the underground station.

The puppy stared at the newspapers, wondering if she could make herself a bed from one of them. Jumping up, she grabbed a paper from the stack with her teeth and dragged it over to a shop doorway. Scrunching the paper up with her paws, the puppy made a bed for herself in the corner. She curled up in a ball, imagining that the damp, smelly doorway was a palace and the hard ground underneath her was a soft bed. Soon the puppy fell fast asleep, dreaming of having a home of her own one day…
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A few days later…

 

The puppy trotted down a busy street on a bright, sunny morning, her tummy rumbling. As she passed a café she jumped up, pressing her front paws and damp black nose against the window. Behind the glass stood a tower of pastel-coloured macaroons, éclairs oozing cream and cupcakes with swirls of icing. Her belly rumbled again. She hadn’t found anything to eat for breakfast yet and the cakes looked so tasty…
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“Shoo!” cried a waiter wearing a white apron. He waved a napkin at the puppy, chasing her away.

The puppy sighed and carried on down the busy street, keeping her eyes peeled for dropped food. Spotting a bin, she lingered around it hopefully. A lady approached it, clutching a half-eaten muffin.

This looks promising… thought the puppy, her mouth watering. But then—

“Ouch!” she yelped as the lady stepped on her paw.

“Oops!” said the lady, throwing the muffin in the bin. “Sorry! I didn’t see you down there.”

The puppy limped off, her paw smarting, without so much as a bite of breakfast for her troubles. As she made her way down the street, she was nearly trodden on several times. London was always busy, but she’d never seen it quite so crowded before. There were people everywhere, and they all seemed to be holding flags.



Maybe they’ve come to see the pretty decorations, she guessed. Bunting stretched across the street and flags flapped proudly against all the big buildings.
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She saw a smart-looking poodle walking with a lady who was holding several shopping bags. He’ll know what’s going on, thought the puppy.

“Excuse me?” the puppy asked the poodle politely. “Do you know why it’s so busy today?”

The poodle just ignored the puppy, brushing past her with his long nose stuck in the air.

But a little sausage dog had overheard her question and stopped for a chat while his human bought a flag from a souvenir seller.

“It’s coronation fever,” explained the friendly sausage dog. “The new royal family are moving into the palace today.”

Of course! thought the puppy, remembering the picture in the paper.

“Everyone’s hoping to catch a glimpse of the new king and queen,” said the sausage dog. “That’s why they’re all heading towards the palace.”

“Come along, Pickle,” said the sausage dog’s person, tugging on the leash. “I don’t want you catching fleas from that dirty dog.”

Hey! thought the puppy, scratching her ear. Who says I have fleas?

“Sorry,” said Pickle, looking apologetic. “Gotta go.”

Suddenly, the puppy’s paws tingled and her nose twitched. Uh-oh, she thought. Her paws always tingled when there was danger nearby. She looked around. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, but her paws had never been wrong before.

Pickle called out a warning. “Watch out!”

Too late.

A man in a green uniform with a shiny badge had spotted her. “Does this dog belong to anyone?” he asked.

The people around him either shook their heads or ignored him, continuing on their way towards the palace.

The man unclipped the walkie-talkie from his belt and spoke into it. “Officer 919 reporting a dog with no collar. Over and out.”

The puppy trembled, looking all around her for an escape route through the sea of legs. Because she knew exactly who it was – the Dog Warden! She’d heard all about him from other stray dogs. He rounded up dogs without homes and put them in cages!

The Dog Warden stepped towards her, reaching out his gloved hands. “Right! You’re coming with me!”

Oh, no I’m not! thought the puppy.

The Dog Warden lunged to grab her, but she was too fast. The puppy shot off, into the crowd.

“Stop that dog!” cried the Dog Warden.

The puppy ran as fast as she could, dodging past people on the pavement. The Dog Warden’s heavy boots pounded behind her as he gave chase.

She squeezed past a lady pushing a buggy, nearly getting her paws run over. “Hey!” cried the lady. “Mind where you’re going!”

The puppy darted out into the bicycle lane. A man on a bike swerved to avoid her and collided into a souvenir stand. CRASH!

“Whoa!” cried the souvenir seller as T-shirts, mugs and masks printed with the duke and duchess’s faces flew into the air. Glancing behind her, the puppy saw a tea towel land on the Dog Warden’s face – but he pulled it off and kept running.

 


[image: images]



 


Spotting a park ahead, she sprinted through the entrance. She ran over the grass, past a playground and some flowerbeds full of pansies. Behind her, the Dog Warden’s boots thudded louder and louder. He was catching up!

In the distance, the puppy saw a pond with a few rowing boats floating on it. She ran towards it and—

SPLASH! She jumped into the murky water and began doggy-paddling across. When she reached the other side, she scrambled up on to the bank.

Have I lost him? she thought, panting as her wet fur dripped on to the ground.

No. Her paws were still tingling. She looked back and there he was.

“Stop that dog!” shouted the Dog Warden at the top of his lungs, running around the pond.
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