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‘There is a legend,’ said Nan quietly, ‘about two spirits that once haunted this coast. They were known as the Blue Horse and the Grey Horse, and they came from the sea. The Blue Horse brought fair weather, and protected the sailors and fishermen. But the Grey Horse was cruel. He brought storms and treacherous tides, and took delight in wrecking ships and drowning the men on board.
‘At last, the two spirits fought a terrible battle. There were gales and huge, raging tides, and the people of the coast were terrified that the Grey Horse would win and destroy them all. But one fisherman’s family was not afraid. They joined forces with the Blue Horse and between them they overcame the Grey Horse and defeated him.
‘When the battle was over and the people
were safe, an old, wise woman of the fisherman’s family carved a little stone statue. The evil power of the Grey Horse was imprisoned in the statue, and the family pledged to keep it for always.’ Nan turned a piercing gaze on Tamzin. ‘They were our ancestors. And the legend says that if the statue should ever be broken, the dark spirit will be released again.’
Silence fell. Then, in a quavering voice, Tamzin whispered, ‘And I broke it…’




From the clifftop road, the view stretched away down the coast as far as St Ives. This wonderful scenery with its huge skies was one of the things Tamzin Weston loved best about Cornwall. And to see it from horseback on a gloriously sunny winter day was best of all.
The brisk clip-clip of Moonlight’s hooves echoed from the rising ground to Tamzin’s left as she rose to his lively trot. Moonlight was almost pure white with just a hint of dapple grey, and he was Tamzin’s favourite of all the ponies at the Richards’ riding stable. As they came to a bend Tamzin held him on a light rein, watching the road ahead between his eagerly pricked ears. Hardly any cars came along at this time of year, when there weren’t any holidaymakers, but as her friend Joel, the Richards’ son, said, you couldn’t be too careful. The road straightened out again; she glanced back over her shoulder and saw that Joel, on bay Pippin, was a long way behind. Pippin was a lazy pony. He never trotted when he could walk, and he wouldn’t walk if he thought he could get away with stopping to graze.
‘Whoa, Moonlight!’ She tugged gently on the reins, pull and slacken, to let Moonlight know what she wanted, and obediently he slowed to a walk and then stopped.
Joel dug his heels into Pippin’s sides, and the bay pony broke into a sort of reluctant waddle. It looked so comical that Tamzin was giggling helplessly by the time Joel caught up with her.
‘It’s all right for you to laugh,’ Joel growled as Pippin stopped and began to snatch greedily at the grass verge. ‘You try making him do anything he doesn’t want to!’
She grinned. ‘Sorry. He just looks funny when he goes like that. He’s so fat.’
‘That’s why he’s got to be exercised. Get some weight off him before the holiday season, or we’ll have customers complaining because he gives them such a boring ride. Come hup, Pippin, you greedyguts!’ Joel pulled the pony away from his meal, then squinted at the sun, which was dropping towards the horizon. ‘I suppose we’d better head back home. School tomorrow.’ He pulled a face. ‘So what with the dark evenings, we won’t get any more chances for riding till next weekend.’
‘I don’t mind school,’ Tamzin said.
‘You’re still at the one in the village. Just wait till next year, when you have to go all the way to Truro every day. Doesn’t leave time for anything.’
‘But I won’t be here then,’ Tamzin reminded him. ‘Mum and Dad will be home from Canada in September, so I won’t be living at my nan’s any more.’ Her face clouded. ‘I won’t even be in Cornwall.’
Joel blinked. ‘So you won’t. I’d forgotten. Funny; it seems like you’ve always lived here and always will. But it’s only for a year, isn’t it?’
She nodded. ‘And nearly two months have gone already.’
‘Well, that means there are still ten more to go, doesn’t it? Anyway, we break up for the Christmas holidays soon and after that there’ll be spring, and then the whole summer. Don’t get down about it, Tam.’
‘I’m not really. I mean, it’ll be wonderful to see Mum and Dad again. I do miss them.’ Tamzin looked out towards the shining sea. ‘But going back to the city, after this…’ Suddenly she glanced at him. ‘Joel… do you think there’s time to go to the beach before we ride home?’
Joel’s eyes narrowed. ‘Any particular reason?’
‘Well… It’s nearly low tide. I just thought it would be nice.’ But Tamzin’s cheeks had reddened and she didn’t meet his eyes. Joel sighed. He knew why she wanted to go to the beach. Why she always wanted to go.
‘Tam,’ he said, ‘you’re never going to find it. And even if you did, it wouldn’t mean anything.’
Tamzin bit her lip. They had had this argument so many times, and every time it happened Joel insisted more stubbornly that he was right. But he wasn’t right. Tamzin knew, deep down inside herself, that finding it did matter, far more than even she knew yet.
Finding it: a fragment of grey stone with a red, ruby-like chip set into it. It had come from a small stone statue of a rearing horse that had been in Chapel Cottage, Nan’s house, for hundreds of years. Tamzin had broken it and had impulsively thrown that one piece – part of the horse’s head – into the sea. And if it was not found, then the dark, ancient power that had been locked up in the statue could awaken and bring disaster, as it had done centuries ago.
The power of the Grey Horse…
Joel said, ‘Look, Tam, I know you believe that the Grey Horse is real, but –’
‘It is!’ Tamzin insisted. ‘I saw it that night, in the cave.’
‘You mean you think you did,’ Joel argued. ‘But in the dark, with the waves coming in – you were scared out of your mind. Anyone would have been. And when people are scared their imaginations can go crazy. The sea was the danger, Tam. Not the Grey Horse. There’s no such thing.’
‘But you saw it too,’ cried Tamzin. ‘At the stable, when Moonlight bolted – you told me!’
‘I know, I know. I thought I saw it, but…’ Joel looked uncomfortable. ‘Well, it was dark and I was confused… And later, on the beach, I was frightened too – I mean, I thought you were going to be killed! But afterwards, once you were safe and I had time to think sensibly…’ He shrugged, as if he was apologizing. ‘It was all our imaginations. The Grey Horse can’t possibly exist, not in the real world.’
Tamzin opened her mouth to argue but stopped as she realized that there was no point in going over this yet again. Joel had made up his mind that the events of that terrifying October night had been nothing more than a risky escapade. Moonlight had got out of his stable and run away to the beach, they had gone after him, and Tamzin had been trapped in a cave by the tide and nearly drowned. Joel insisted, now, that that was the whole story.
But Tamzin knew he was wrong.
‘Look,’ Joel went on when she didn’t speak, ‘I don’t think you’ll ever find the piece of the statue and I don’t think it matters a bit. Anyway, we’ve got stable chores when we get back – if we go to the beach first it’ll be dark by the time we’ve finished.’ He paused. ‘Come on, Tam. There isn’t time; I’m not just saying it.’
He was trying to smooth over the awkwardness between them, and Tamzin nodded. ‘OK. You’re right.’ She looked at him through her hair. ‘But I won’t give up searching for it. I can’t give up.’
Joel shrugged but said nothing, and they rode on.
The Richards’ riding stables were at the head of a long valley that ran between heather- and gorse-covered cliffs to the beach and the sea. Chapel Cottage, where Tamzin’s nan lived, was halfway down the valley, and getting home from the stables took less than ten minutes.
Dusk was falling as Tamzin said goodbye to Joel and his parents and set off. Walking always seemed strange after an hour or two on horseback. Her legs weren’t used to it and she felt as if she was much too close to the ground. Today though, she hardly noticed, for the clash with Joel had upset her and brought back all the frustrations of trying and failing to make him understand about the Grey Horse and the danger it represented.
How could she have imagined that phantom monster, with its steely eyes and seaweed mane and the cold light flickering around it? She had faced the Grey Horse and it had almost killed her. Joel might have chosen to hide from the truth by shutting it out of his mind. But she knew that the Grey Horse was still out there somewhere, waiting for a chance to strike again.
A chilly shiver went through her, and she looked back quickly, half fearing that she would see a silent shadow moving after her along the path. Nothing was there, but all the same Tamzin reached quickly to her right wrist. Her fingers closed on something smooth and cold, and relief took the inner chill away. The fragment of blue glass, gracefully curved, that she had found in the cave that night… Nan had had the fragment attached to a silver chain bracelet, and Tamzin never took the bracelet off. For the glass was her talisman; a gift, she believed, from the Blue Horse, a benevolent spirit and the Grey Horse’s ancient enemy. The Blue Horse watched over her and would protect her if it could.
But in her heart Tamzin knew that she would never be truly safe until the missing piece of the little horse statue was found, and the figure made whole again…
Suddenly the chilly feeling came back and she broke into a run. She could see the slate roof of Chapel Cottage ahead of her, half hidden in a fold of the valley, and she sprinted faster, finally arriving breathless at the garden gate. There were lights in the downstairs windows and smoke curled up from the chimney, showing that Nan had already lit the sitting-room fire. Tamzin felt a surge of comfort, and hurried through the garden and in at the back door, kicking her riding boots off on the mat. The kitchen was bright and warm. From the oven came a delicious smell, and Baggins, Nan’s fluffy black cat, meowed a greeting from where he sprawled on his favourite old chair.
‘Tamzin?’ came Nan’s voice from another room. ‘Is that you?’
‘Yes, Nan,’ Tamzin called back.
Nan appeared in the doorway. She was a professional artist and had obviously been working in her studio, for she was wearing jeans and a baggy old smock so covered with paint marks that it was impossible to tell what colour it should have been. She wiped her hands on an equally painty rag and pushed back her piled-up black hair, which was coming undone as usual.
‘I’m glad you’re home before dark,’ she said. ‘The light goes so early now it’s December.
Did you have a nice afternoon?’
‘Lovely, thanks.’ Tamzin didn’t mention the argument with Joel. ‘Have you been painting?’
‘Yes, but I’ll stop now. I can never get the colours right in electric light.’ Nan nodded at the oven. ‘My special spiced chicken for dinner. Baggins has been drooling since I put it in the oven.’
‘Mmm!’ Tamzin, and Baggins, loved Nan’s spiced chicken. ‘I’d better go and have a shower. I smell all horsey.’
Nan laughed. ‘There are plenty worse things to smell of! Go on, then. It’ll be ready in about twenty minutes.’
Tamzin ran upstairs to her bedroom where she dumped her jacket and sweater. About to head for the bathroom, she paused suddenly, looking at a painting that hung on the wall. There were a lot of pictures in her room but this one stood out. Nan had painted it years ago, and it showed a white horse with a long mane and tail, emerging at a flying gallop from the sea. It was a night scene with a full moon high in the sky, and though the horse was white the moonlight made its coat look blue.
Tamzin smiled to herself and her unease faded away. Even if Joel couldn’t face the truth, Nan knew and understood. This painting and the bracelet were her way of helping Tamzin to find the Blue Horse. She would. She would. And when she did, the Grey Horse’s dark power would be defeated again, and everything would be all right.
She blew a quick kiss to the painting and hurried to the bathroom for her shower.




Joel might have grumbled about school, but Tamzin enjoyed it. And at the end of this term there was a special event to look forward to.
Every year, just before Christmas the school held a sale of arts and crafts created by the pupils, and each class gave the money they made to a chosen charity. This year Tamzin’s class were supporting an animal sanctuary and they had all been busy making animal-themed things to sell. To everyone’s delight a visit to the sanctuary itself had been arranged for the coming Wednesday, and at half-past nine the class gathered outside the school, where a minibus was waiting.
Tamzin found a window seat near the back and started to sort through the sketchbook and pencils she had brought with her. She was painting and drawing animals, and horses in particular, for the Christmas sale, and was surprised by how well some of them had turned out. Nan was very encouraging and said she had real talent, so today Tamzin thought she might try and sketch some of the animals at the sanctuary.
She was looking at some of her newest drawings when a voice said, ‘Hi. Is it OK if I sit with you?’
Tamzin looked up. A girl with very long, blonde hair that she wore in a single plait was standing in the aisle. Her name was Marga. Her family had just moved to the area and she had only started at the school last week. Tamzin hadn’t really talked to her yet, but now she smiled and replied, ‘Sure.’
Marga flopped on to the seat beside her, then saw the drawings.
‘Are these what you’re doing for the sale?’ she asked. ‘They’re really great!’
‘Thanks!’ Tamzin glowed with pleasure, then added truthfully, ‘I get a lot of help from my nan, though. She’s a professional artist.’
‘Oh, yes. I’ve heard about her. You live in the valley near the beach, don’t you?’ Marga didn’t wait for an answer. ‘I wish I could draw, but I’m hopeless,’ she went on, then grinned. ‘Maybe I should get you to draw a picture of Lossie.’
‘Lossie?’
‘My pony.’
Tamzin’s eyes lit up. ‘You’ve got your own pony? Oh, you’re so lucky!’
‘I suppose I am. Do you ride?’
‘Yes – well, I’m learning, anyway. I help at the stables at the top of the valley, in exchange for lessons. But I’d love to have a pony of my own. Where do you keep… Lossie, is it?’
‘At home. We live a bit outside the village and I haven’t really got to know anyone yet.’ Marga paused, then confided, ‘It’s great to meet someone else who loves horses.’
The minibus set off, and the two girls settled down to talk horses. Tamzin told Marga about all the riding-stable ponies, and Moonlight in particular; and Marga told Tamzin more about Lossie who, she said, was chestnut with a white blaze down his face. She had trained him herself, she added proudly, and had ridden him in several shows and gymkhanas.
‘I’ve never even been to a gymkhana,’ Tamzin said wistfully.
‘They’re brilliant,’ said Marga. ‘Someone ought to organize one round here – we could go in for it together; me on Lossie and you on Moonlight. Wouldn’t that be great?’
Tamzin wasn’t sure that she was a good enough rider yet to enter a gymkhana. But the idea appealed all the same, and her eyes lit up. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said. ‘Yes, it would!’
The day at the sanctuary was unforgettable. There were so many animals to see and make a fuss of, and Tamzin was thrilled to find several heavy horses among them. At first she was afraid to get too close, but the sanctuary manager laughed kindly and said, ‘Don’t worry, they’re gentle giants. Rub their noses and give them a few pieces of carrot, and they’ll do anything for you.’
It was true, and Tamzin spent nearly all her time with the horses, discovering their names and making friends with them. By the time the visit was over and the class went reluctantly back to the minibus, she had made several sketches of the great creatures, and was determined to complete some paintings of them in time for the sale.
On the bus Marga sat next to Tamzin again. Tamzin had not seen much of her during the visit but she could tell that Marga was excited about something. As the bus moved off, she found out what it was.
‘You know what we were saying on the way here,’ Marga began. ‘About someone organizing a gymkhana? Well, I’ve been thinking – why don’t we do it?’
‘What, you and me?’ Tamzin was surprised.
‘Well, not just us, of course. But what about the stables you go to? They’ve got lots of horses and they must have enough land. Mightn’t they help? We could raise more funds for the animal sanctuary, and it’d be good for the stables too.’
Tamzin started to catch Marga’s enthusiasm. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said eagerly. ‘I’m sure they’d be interested!’
‘Great! We can call it… I don’t know – a Pony Fun Day or something. We’ll have all sorts of competitions, like jumping, and bending races; and perhaps we can even do a musical ride display –’
‘Hang on!’ Tamzin laughed breathlessly. ‘We haven’t even asked the Richardses yet.’
‘Well, that’s your job, isn’t it?’ Marga beamed. ‘Ring them tonight. We’re not on the phone yet and I haven’t got a mobile, but you can tell me what they say at school tomorrow.’
‘All right,’ Tamzin agreed. ‘I’ll call them as soon as I get home.’
‘Brilliant,’ said Marga, then grinned. ‘You know what? This could really be the start of something!’
Nan was waiting with the car when the minibus arrived back at the school and, as they drove to Chapel Cottage, Tamzin told her all about the day and what Marga had suggested.
Nan thought the idea was an excellent one. ‘Just after Christmas would be ideal,’ she said. ‘People always feel a bit flat when the festivities are over, and this would give them something to look forward to.’
By the time they got to the cottage Tamzin calculated that Joel would probably be back from his school in Truro, and she hung up her coat and fished in her bag for her mobile phone. But as she pulled it out, she suddenly stopped.
‘Oh, no…’ There was horror in her voice.
‘What’s the matter?’ Nan asked.
Tamzin was staring at her own wrist. ‘My bracelet – it’s gone!’
‘What?’ Nan hurried to look. ‘Are you sure? Check your coat sleeve; it might have come off in there.’
Tamzin fumbled. ‘No,’ she said. ‘It hasn’t. I must have dropped it somewhere. Oh, Nan…’
‘Now, let’s be logical,’ said Nan firmly. ‘It’s bound to be somewhere. When did you last see it, do you remember?’
Tamzin thought back. ‘It was definitely on my wrist when we had lunch at the sanctuary,’ she recalled. ‘I know, because they had some blue glasses in the café and I noticed they were almost the same colour as my fragment.’
‘Well, then, there are three possibilities. You dropped it at the sanctuary or in the minibus or in the car. Come on.’ Nan reached for a torch. ‘Let’s go and look in the car, for starters.’
The bracelet was not in the car and though they shone the torch carefully over the ground they had covered, there was no sign of it.
‘Right,’ said Nan. ‘We’ll ring the sanctuary and the minibus company, and see if it’s been found.’ She looked at Tamzin’s stricken face and knew what she was thinking. ‘Don’t worry, love. We’ll get it back.’
‘But what if we don’t?’ Tamzin whispered.
For a moment Nan looked uneasy. Then she forced herself to smile. ‘Let’s make those phone calls. The bracelet will turn up, I’m sure of it.’
But it didn’t. The people at the sanctuary and at the minibus firm were very concerned and helpful but said that nothing had been handed in. They would search fully tomorrow, of course they would, and if the bracelet was discovered they would phone straight away.
Tamzin could tell that Nan too was worried, though Nan tried to hide it and be reassuring. She herself was more than worried: she was desperate. She forgot all about the pony event and spent the evening brooding over the bracelet’s loss. If it wasn’t at the sanctuary and wasn’t in the bus, where could it possibly have gone? She imagined one of the heavy horses treading on it and shattering the glass, or even accidentally eating it with a mouthful of grass. Her one small hope was that one of her classmates might have found it. If they had, and didn’t know whose it was, they would probably hand it in at school tomorrow.
But what if that didn’t happen? What if the bracelet was lost for ever? Tamzin went to bed haunted by that thought. The blue glass fragment was her talisman. If, as she believed, it protected her from the Grey Horse, could that mean that she would now be vulnerable to the evil power again…?
She spent the night tossing and turning restlessly, and was wide awake long before dawn. Nan wasn’t up and about yet, and for a few minutes Tamzin lay in bed with her lamp on, trying not to think about the missing bracelet. Then, gradually, she became aware of sounds outside that hadn’t been there last night. A hooting, whistling moan – and in the background, faint and distant, a dull roaring…
She scrambled out of bed and ran to the window. Though it was still dark outside, enough light spilled from the room to show the shrubs in the garden bending and shuddering under the attack of a violently gusting wind. It had risen in just a few hours, blowing from the sea and hurtling its way up the valley. And the background roaring was the sound of breakers whipped to a fury by the gale and pounding the beach and cliffs.
Tamzin shut the curtains again and hastened back to bed. She had heard the weather forecast last night and it had said nothing about this. It was so sudden. Her mind crept with unease, and she felt in her bones that this unpredicted change in the weather was more than mere coincidence. It was a sign. A warning.
A message from the Grey Horse…




Nan drove Tamzin to school that morning with the squally wind hurling rain against the car windscreen. Tamzin still couldn’t shake off the feeling that the weather was an omen, and she hoped fervently that someone had found her bracelet and handed it in. No one had. Mrs Beck, the class teacher, made an announcement and asked everyone to search but there was no trace of it.
At lunchtime Tamzin didn’t feel like eating anything. All the same she made herself go to the canteen with everyone else, and was dismally nibbling a sandwich when Marga came up to her table.
‘Are you all right?’ Marga asked.
‘Not really,’ said Tamzin. ‘I’m worried about my bracelet.’
Marga sat down without asking. ‘Is it very valuable?’
‘No, but it’s special. To me, anyway.’
Marga’s face was full of sympathy. ‘Don’t get too down. Maybe someone will find it; you never know. Why not put a “lost” ad on the school noticeboard? Then people won’t forget to look.’ Marga hesitated a moment, then asked, ‘I suppose you didn’t phone your friends at the stables last night, did you?’
‘Oh – no, I didn’t. Sorry.’
‘Doesn’t matter. You had other things to worry about. But do you think you’ll be able to ring them tonight?’
With a huge effort Tamzin tried to shake off the heavy feeling inside her. She couldn’t let the loss of the bracelet take over her whole life. Marga was right. It might be found. She mustn’t give up hope. And she mustn’t give in to her secret fears.
‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I will. And I’ll tell you what they say tomorrow.’
‘That’s better!’ Smiling again, Marga put a hand over Tamzin’s and squeezed her fingers. Then she glanced towards the windows. ‘Look at that rain! If the Fun Day goes ahead, we’d better keep our fingers crossed that it isn’t like this.’
The words sent a shiver through Tamzin as she remembered how suddenly and unexpectedly the squalls had begun. Marga’s remark was completely innocent, of course. She couldn’t have known what Tamzin was thinking, and didn’t notice the dismay in her eyes.
Which was just as well.
It was still raining when Nan collected Tamzin at the end of the school day. Nan had phoned the sanctuary and the minibus firm again, but with no luck. The bracelet was gone.
‘Now, Tamzin, you must try not to worry,’ said Nan when they got home. ‘Worrying doesn’t help a bit. The best cure I know is to make yourself concentrate on something else.’ She smiled. ‘Such as that Pony Fun Day idea that you and your school friend were planning. You haven’t asked Mr and Mrs Richards about it yet, have you? Well, why don’t you go and ring them now?’
‘I suppose I could…’ Tamzin sounded doubtful.
‘That’s better!’ Nan gave her a hug. ‘And you can say that I’ll be happy to help out too. I’m a bit out of practice for any riding, but I could be a steward or something.’
Tamzin’s face brightened a little. ‘That would be great, Nan. All right – I’ll ring.’
Mrs Richards answered the phone and, when Tamzin explained Marga’s idea, she was enthusiastic. ‘It’ll be marvellous publicity for the stables,’ she said. ‘And we’ve certainly got enough land to put on a good show. Well done, Tamzin, for thinking of it!’
‘It wasn’t really my idea,’ Tamzin confessed. ‘It was Marga’s.’
‘Well done both of you, then. Joel will be excited too. I expect he’ll ring you later, when he gets home from school. Oh, and by the way, what are you and your nan doing at Christmas?’
Tamzin had hardly thought about Christmas, but to her surprise realized that it was only a couple of weeks away. ‘I don’t know,’ she said.
‘Well, we’re going to have a little Boxing Day party here. We’d like you both to come, if you can.’
‘That would be lovely. I’ll tell Nan.’
‘Good. And invite your friend Marga too. Then we can all talk about the Fun Day.’
Tamzin returned to the kitchen feeling much better. Concentrating on something else did help. Nan was delighted by the Christmas invitation, and said that they had better start planning their own festivities or they would be ‘all behind like the horse’s tail’, as she put it. Tamzin laughed at that and Nan smiled with relief. Just for a little while, the Grey Horse was forgotten.
But not for long. That night, Tamzin had a terrible dream. It had happened once before: running through howling, gale-swept darkness, desperate to reach safety because the sea was raging behind her. She could see nothing but she knew that a vast wave was rising, and in a few more seconds it would roar in and crash over her, to engulf her and sweep her away. And there was a noise like wildly galloping hooves in her head, and somewhere a huge voice was booming out: ‘GREY! GREY! GREY!’
She woke up with a whimpering cry, and for several minutes lay shivering and shuddering until the worst of the fright faded. The voice in her nightmare had been full of hate, and she knew that the hate was directed at herself. The Grey Horse had reason to hate her. Centuries ago her ancestors had defeated it and imprisoned its spirit in the stone statue. And though Tamzin had set it free, she had not meant to, and now she was on the side of its ancient enemy, the Blue Horse. The Grey Horse did not like being defied. To Tamzin the dream was a warning that it would destroy her if it could. And now she no longer had her bracelet to protect her.
With a trembling hand she switched on her bedside lamp and let out her breath in relief as light filled the room. The rain had stopped but the wind was still rampaging outside, and Tamzin stared hard at Nan’s big painting on the wall; the one that showed a beautiful blue-white horse galloping out of the sea. Blue Horse, Blue Horse… She repeated the name silently, over and over again, to comfort herself. But at the back of her mind she could still hear the voice of her dream.
‘GREY! GREY! GREY!’
As if somewhere, not too far away, something dark and dangerous was laughing at her.
Soon after the night of the dream, Tamzin started to have small accidents.
The first happened on Friday evening. She was chopping vegetables for the evening meal when suddenly the knife slipped and sliced across her finger. The cut wasn’t serious but it shook her, and even when Nan had cleaned and dressed it, it still hurt.
Then on Saturday morning she almost fell down the stairs. She simply wasn’t concentrating and she missed the top step and stumbled, only just managing to save herself by clutching at the stair rail. At the stables in the afternoon, one of the ponies trod on her foot. And on Sunday evening she spilled an entire cup of tea – luckily it wasn’t too hot – into her lap.
Apart from the cut (which was healing) there was no real harm done and normally Tamzin would not have been worried. Everyone was accident-prone from time to time. But there were so many mishaps. Too many to be coincidence. It was as if the bracelet had been her shield; now that it was gone she was vulnerable to the malevolent influence of the Grey Horse. And these small incidents were just the beginning. The Grey Horse could do much, much worse. And it would. If it could, it meant to kill her.
She wanted desperately to talk to Nan about her fears but somehow she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Nan, though, seemed to understand without any need for words, as Tamzin realized when she came out of school on Monday afternoon. Nan was waiting as usual, and on the back seat of the car were several carrier bags.
‘Oh, I just bought a couple of little things for you,’ said Nan airily when Tamzin asked what was in them. ‘I had to go in to Truro anyway. Call them early Christmas presents, if you like.’
In the bags were a fleece with a hood, some patterned tights and a pair of fashionably cut jeans. They were all blue.
Tamzin said, ‘Oh, Nan…’
Nan knew what she was thinking, and smiled conspiratorially. ‘And when we get home,’ she said, ‘why don’t we start work together on a few more pictures for the sale? Some blue horses maybe?’
The Christmas sale was on Thursday, which was also the last day of term. It was a tremendous success. Tamzin, in her new clothes, helped on one of the stalls and by the end of the day almost everything had been sold, including all her pictures.
Tamzin was feeling much better. Since Monday she had been concentrating on the colour blue. She took great care always to wear something blue, even if it was only socks or a T-shirt under her school clothes. Her bedroom walls were covered in pictures now, too; quick paintings that she and Nan had made, all of blue horses. Nan had even painted the bedroom ceiling blue.
And since Monday there had been no more accidents.
They had cleared up and put away the trestle tables, and Tamzin was saying goodbye to some of her classmates when Marga came over.
‘I bought one of your pictures,’ Marga said, and held up a carrier bag. ‘Christmas present for my mum.’
‘Thanks!’ Tamzin was pleased. ‘Is your mum here? Don’t let her see it or it’ll spoil the surprise.’
‘Oh, she didn’t come,’ said Marga with a shrug, then changed the subject. ‘Look, you know I said we’re not on the phone yet? Well, it doesn’t look as if we will be till after the holidays. So I was thinking, what about fixing up a time to get together and plan the Fun Day?’ She paused. ‘When are you next going to the stables?’
‘Tomorrow morning, unless it’s pelting with rain.’
‘Great! How about if I ride Lossie over and meet you there?’
Tamzin thought that was a good idea. ‘Then you can meet Joel and Mrs Richards too. And I tell you what, why not come to my house for tea afterwards? Nan won’t mind – she says I’m always welcome to bring my friends home.’
Marga’s face clouded a little. ‘Well… I don’t know if my mum’ll let me. But I’ll ask.’ She brightened again. ‘See you in the morning, then. I expect I’ll be there about half-past ten.’
She hurried out of the door and Tamzin gazed thoughtfully after her. From what she had just said, and one or two previous remarks, it sounded as though Marga was not particularly happy at home. She had no brothers or sisters, Tamzin knew, and she never mentioned her father, but only her mother, who sounded strict and stand-offish. Tamzin felt a pang of sympathy. To be stuck out of the village, with no phone and no nearby friends, couldn’t be a lot of fun. No wonder Marga sometimes talked about Lossie as if he was her only friend.
A voice behind her said, ‘Hello, Tamzin, love. Ready to go?’
Tamzin turned round. Nan was there, holding her school coat, a smile on her face. Tamzin smiled back warmly, and thought how lucky she was.
‘Yes, Nan,’ she said and gave Nan a hug. ‘I’m ready.’




The next morning was windy but dry, so as soon as breakfast was finished Tamzin set off for the stables. The wind was blowing from the sea and she could hear the waves’ distant roar as she was buffeted along the track. Tatters of low, dark cloud raced past over her head, making the rising land to either side look grim and faintly menacing. Tamzin thrust her gloved hands deeper into her jacket pockets and kept her gaze on the path as she hurried along.
First to greet her at the stables was Barney, the Richards’ big, woolly dog, who came lolloping and barking across the yard with his tail wagging ecstatically. Climbing over the five-bar gate (which was less bother than opening and shutting it), Tamzin rubbed his head the way he liked best, then saw Joel and his mother in the middle of the largest paddock behind the stable buildings. They were schooling a young mare called Briar Rose, who was trotting in a circle round the edge of the paddock on the end of a long lungeing rein. Briar Rose was a beautiful creature with a coat of chestnut flecked with white that was known as strawberry roan, and a mane and tail the colour of champagne. She stepped out gracefully, head high and hooves flicking the grass, and Tamzin watched admiringly for a few moments until Joel saw and waved for her to join them.
‘Hi,’ he said when she arrived with Barney at her heels. ‘Rosie’s coming along well, isn’t she?’
‘She looks brilliant.’ Tamzin was still watching the mare. ‘Has anyone been on her back yet?’
‘Mum has a couple of times, but no one else. She’s still quite a handful and very strong. Even when she’s fully schooled she’ll only be used for really experienced riders, Mum says.’
Tamzin laughed. ‘Not me, then! Though I wouldn’t want to swap Moonlight for another horse anyway.’
They walked back towards the stables, and Tamzin told Joel about Marga’s plan to ride over on Lossie.
‘Great,’ Joel said. ‘Then we can all get down to some planning. What’s Marga like?’
‘She’s…’ Tamzin hesitated, frowning. ‘Well, I think she’s a bit lonely and not all that happy at home.’ She explained the thoughts she had had about Marga’s situation, adding, ‘I think she needs to make some real friends. If she’s allowed to.’
Joel grimaced. ‘That’s rough. Well, we’ll have to see what we can to do help.’
They reached the stables and Tamzin went straight to Moonlight’s stall. The dapple-grey pony greeted her affectionately, whickering and slobbering on her hand as she gave him the carrot and apple chunks she always brought for him. With Marga coming there would be no ride this morning, so Joel suggested that they clean tack while they waited for Marga to arrive.
He was rubbing at a saddle and Tamzin polishing stirrup-irons when they both heard the sound of approaching hooves. Tamzin reached the tack-room door first and looked out in time to see a chestnut horse clattering into the yard, with Marga on its back.
Lossie was not what she had expected at all. He was much taller than Moonlight, long-legged and high-shouldered, with a bright chestnut coat and a long, flowing mane and tail that streamed in the wind. Against the disturbed and gloomy sky he presented such a striking picture that Tamzin drew in her breath in an involuntary gasp.
Lossie snorted, tossing his head, and his iron shoe made a bell-like ringing as he pawed the ground. Then Marga’s voice broke the thrall that held Tamzin. ‘Hi. We’ve found the right place, then!’
She grinned, swung one leg over the saddle and jumped lightly to the ground. ‘What a day! I hope you’re not planning any clifftop rides?’
‘No.’ Tamzin grinned back, but she was still staring at the chestnut horse. ‘He’s beautiful,’ she added.
‘Who, old Lossie? Not bad, I suppose.’
‘I thought he was just a pony, but…’
‘Well, he is part-Arab.’ Marga tried to sound modest but a hint of pride had crept into her tone. ‘And I suppose, strictly speaking, he’s a horse rather than a pony. He’s nearly fifteen hands. Is there somewhere I can tie him up?’
Tamzin snapped properly back to earth. ‘Oh – yes, of course. Bring him over to the stables; there are rings in the wall.’
For all his dramatic looks Lossie seemed very placid, and followed meekly as Marga led him across the yard. Some of the Richards’ horses were looking at the stranger with great interest over their loose-box doors; one whinnied, and Lossie answered with a piercing neigh that made Tamzin jump.
Joel had emerged from the tack room and as they came up to him he said, ‘Hi – you must be Marga. That’s some horse you’ve got!’
Tamzin made proper introductions and Joel patted Lossie’s neck admiringly, asking questions about his breeding, paces, and a lot of other things that Tamzin was too inexperienced to understand. In less than a minute he and Marga were talking horse jargon and, though she knew it was silly of her, Tamzin felt a little left out. She pushed the feeling down. Marga, like Joel, had obviously been riding for years so it was only natural that they should have something in common. She stroked Lossie’s nose where the white blaze ended, and Lossie blissfully lowered his eyelashes, nudging at her to see if she had any titbits for him to eat. Hoping that Moonlight wouldn’t feel jealous, Tamzin gave him a carrot chunk that she still had left in her pocket, and while he crunched it she looked carefully, sidelong, at Marga.
Whatever kind of home life Marga had, her family certainly wasn’t short of money. For one thing, Lossie himself must have cost a fortune to buy and keep; and Marga’s riding clothes looked expensive too. No jeans and fleeces and borrowed hard helmets for her; she was wearing proper jodhpurs and a tailored jacket, and her helmet was almost brand new. She even had leather gloves with string palms to help her grip the reins. Tamzin couldn’t help a small pang of envy.
They were interrupted by a noise of hooves as Mrs Richards returned leading Briar Rose from her lesson. Marga was introduced again, Briar Rose and Lossie were admired, and Mrs Richards suggested that they should put both horses in the stables and then go into the house for hot chocolate and biscuits.
In the sitting room they all made themselves comfortable and started to talk about the Pony Fun Day. Marga had some new ideas that she had not mentioned to Tamzin, and both Joel and his mother seemed very impressed by her suggestions. Mrs Richards was particularly keen on a musical ride.
‘I did one of those once before, when I’d just qualified as a riding instructor,’ she recalled. ‘But we’ll need at least six people to make it look impressive.’
‘Well, there are four of us right here,’ said Joel. ‘And what about those twins who come every Saturday? They’re pretty good. Then there’s –’
‘All right, I get the idea!’ Mrs Richards held up her hands. ‘In fact, if we can get the numbers up to ten, it’ll look really good.’ She turned to Tamzin. ‘What about you, Tamzin? Do you think you’re up to it?’
Tamzin felt herself flushing. ‘Well…’ she said, then decided that she had better be honest. ‘I don’t know what a musical ride is,’ she admitted sheepishly.
The other three all looked surprised, which only made her feel worse. ‘It’s a kind of display,’ said Marga. ‘Lots of riders parading in line and doing things in a kind of formation.’
‘What kind of things?’ Tamzin sounded dubious.
‘Oh… tricks, mainly; like turning right round in the saddle, or bending down and touching your toes.’ Marga smiled at her. ‘Don’t worry, it’s not too difficult.’
Tamzin flushed again, more deeply. Mrs Richards saw and said, ‘Of course it isn’t – and anyway, Tamzin, you’re a good rider now. So, a musical ride goes on the programme. Now, let’s start making a list of some of those other ideas…’
By lunchtime the programme for the Fun Day was pretty well planned out. Mrs Richards had made some sandwiches and when they had all finished eating she said, ‘I’ve got a couple of people coming for a lesson in the paddock at two o’clock so I can’t do any more planning today. Why don’t you three go for a ride? Moonlight’s free, Tamzin; and Joel, you can take Jester, he hasn’t been out for a couple of days. But don’t go anywhere near the cliff edges, will you? That wind’s tricky. It could be dangerous.’
‘We’ll keep inland,’ Joel promised. He glanced at Marga. ‘Is that OK with you or will Lossie be too tired?’
‘No, he’ll be fine,’ said Marga. ‘I’d love to ride with you.’
Tamzin felt a little bit piqued. There was something about the way Marga had said you, as if she meant Joel and no one else. Now Marga and Joel were leaving the room together, chatting and laughing. They didn’t bother to look back and see if Tamzin was following, and the pang Tamzin had felt earlier came back like a small, sharp pain under her ribs. It wasn’t just envy this time; it was jealousy. She was ashamed of herself but she couldn’t help it. She had thought Marga was her friend but it was obvious that Marga found Joel much more interesting, and Joel clearly liked her too.
Then, as he reached the door, Joel looked back. ‘Coming, Tam?’ he asked.
Tamzin swallowed, and squashed her thoughts down hard. Maybe she was imagining things, and the arrival of Marga on the scene wouldn’t spoil her own friendship with Joel. She hoped with all her heart that it wouldn’t.
But seeing the way Marga was smiling at Joel, she wasn’t very convinced.
They set off up the inland valley track, Joel in the lead on Jester, Tamzin and Moonlight following and Marga and Lossie bringing up the rear. Conscious that Marga could see all her mistakes, Tamzin concentrated hard on doing everything exactly right, and Moonlight seemed to understand, for he behaved perfectly, carrying his head high and moving with his own special grace. Tamzin was grateful to him and gradually began to feel a little less tense and ruffled.
At the top of the valley the track widened, and Marga urged Lossie up level with Tamzin. ‘Moonlight really is lovely,’ she said. ‘I’ve been watching him; the way he moves. He’s beautiful. And I thought you said you were a beginner? You don’t look like one to me!’
‘Don’t I?’ Tamzin blinked. ‘Oh… well, thanks.’ Then she added honestly, ‘Though I can’t jump yet. Joel says he’ll start teaching me when the days get a bit longer and there’s more time.’
‘Mmm.’ Marga paused. ‘Joel’s nice, isn’t he? From what you said, I thought he would be. I like Mrs Richards too; she’s very kind.’ Then her face clouded. ‘That reminds me – you know you said I could come for tea at your house later? Well, I asked Mum but she said no, because I’ve got to be home early. I’m really sorry. I would have loved to, but…’ She shrugged. ‘Mum can be a bit funny like that.’
‘Oh, what a shame.’ Tamzin’s jealous feelings turned suddenly to sympathy. It sounded as if Marga’s mother didn’t want Marga to make new friends. If she did have lots of money perhaps it had gone to her head and she thought she was too good for ‘ordinary’ people in the village? If that was true, then Tamzin could hardly blame Marga for trying to grab friendships wherever she could. ‘I’m sorry, too,’ she added aloud. ‘Maybe another day?’
‘Maybe.’ But Marga had turned her head away.
They reached the road, crossed it and cantered for a while over a stretch of heathery ground where some old tin-mine workings had once been. The tall chimneys and broken stone walls of the abandoned mine buildings – called engine houses, Tamzin had learned from Nan – rose starkly ahead of them against the sky and, as they drew closer, they could hear the wind whistling and hooting through the gaping door and window spaces. There was a spatter of fine rain in the wind, and Joel halted Jester and stared towards the south-west.
‘I think we might be in for some heavy squalls later,’ he said. ‘Better not stay out too long or we could get soaked.’
‘I ought to start home anyway,’ said Marga. She looked at her watch. ‘It’ll take me at least half an hour and it’s nearly three o’clock now.’
‘OK. How about one good gallop then call it quits?’ Joel pointed to a fairly straight path that led away from the engine houses. ‘That track comes out by Place Farm, and it’s easy to get back to the road from there.’ He shortened his reins and Jester danced eagerly as he felt it. ‘Race you!’
Jester sprang away and a second later Marga and Lossie were off in pursuit. But Tamzin held back. Jester and Lossie were both bigger and faster than Moonlight. She couldn’t keep up with them and she didn’t want to try. She watched the two horses racing along the track. Marga certainly was a good rider; every bit as good as Joel. She had nearly caught up with him already, and Tamzin could hear their laughter above the noise of the wind and their mounts’ drumming hooves.
‘Oh, Moonlight.’ She reached down and stroked the white pony’s neck. ‘I’m being stupid, aren’t I? Why shouldn’t Joel and Marga get on? I just feel…’ But she didn’t quite know what she felt so the words tailed off in a sigh.
Moonlight turned to look at her and let out a long snort. Then he raised his head and tugged gently against the reins.
‘Do you want to go after them? All right. I suppose we should. Come on, then. But I’m not even going to try to race.’
Moonlight snorted again then gave a low, gentle whicker, as if he was trying to tell her that he understood. Tamzin shortened her reins, touched her heels to the pony’s sides, and they set off at a canter after Joel and Marga.
As Tamzin and Joel rode back to the stables Joel was full of admiration for Lossie. ‘He’s a fantastic horse,’ he said enthusiastically. ‘I mean, Jester’s fast, but Lossie – he beat me easily! Of course, having a really good rider helps.’
‘So Marga’s better than you, then?’ Tamzin was feeling ruffled again, despite her efforts not to.
‘I didn’t say that. But she’s very good. And a nice person too. With her around, I think the Fun Day’s going to live up to its name!’
Tamzin blinked and stared between Moonlight’s ears at the track ahead. Dusk was gathering and as the stables came in sight she said, ‘Do you mind if I go straight home? Nan might be wondering where I’ve got to.’
‘What?’ Joel wasn’t really listening. ‘Oh – oh, sure.’ He frowned at her. ‘Are you OK?’
‘Of course I am. I just don’t want to worry Nan, that’s all.’
‘All right. We’ll ride on to Chapel Cottage and I can lead Moonlight home.’
They didn’t say much more as the ponies walked on down the track. Lights were shining from Chapel Cottage’s windows, and at the garden gate Tamzin slid from Moonlight’s back and handed Joel the reins.
‘Coming up tomorrow?’ he asked.
‘Yes. If that’s OK.’
‘Of course it is. We can make some more plans for the Fun Day. Marga said she might be able to ride over again. She’ll phone from a call box and let me know.’
‘Oh,’ said Tamzin, and thought: So you gave her your number, did you?
‘Bye, then,’ Joel added cheerfully. ‘See you tomorrow.’
‘Yes. Bye.’
She didn’t stay to watch Joel and the ponies disappear into the gathering gloom, but hurried to the house. Nan was in the kitchen, and looked up with a smile. ‘Hello, love. Had a nice day?’
Tamzin very much wanted to say no, she hadn’t, and tell Nan why. But even as she opened her mouth, something made her stop. What did she really have to be jealous about? Joel had a perfect right to be friends with Marga if he wanted to. If Tamzin sulked about it, then she might end up losing both their friendships and she would only have herself to blame. She was being silly and she must stop it right now, and cheer up.
She smiled back at Nan and said, really trying to mean it, ‘Lovely, thanks.’
‘Good.’ Nan’s eyes were very shrewd and there was a faint twinkle in them, as if she had guessed a little of what was going on in Tamzin’s mind. But she didn’t say any more and Tamzin headed for the stairs to have a shower before tea.




‘And now the shipping forecast, issued by the Met. Office at oh-seven-one-five today, the twenty-fourth of December. There are warnings of gales in Biscay, Fitzroy, Sole, Lundy, Fastnet…’
Tamzin was eating breakfast cereal at the kitchen table when she heard what the radio announcer was saying. She glanced up quickly and looked out at the windy garden. ‘Nan… That’s our area, isn’t it?’
‘Yes, love,’ said Nan. ‘But gales aren’t unusual at this time of year.’
‘I know. All the same…’ Tamzin shivered. ‘I’ve just got a funny feeling about it. Sort of churning, inside.’ A sudden violent gust of wind made the back door rattle. ‘I could hear the sea from my bedroom when I woke up. It sounds so wild.’
‘Mmm.’ Nan’s face was thoughtful. ‘Well, my best advice is try to think about something else.’ She smiled. ‘It’s Christmas Eve and there’s lots to do before tomorrow. We’re going to decorate the tree later, aren’t we? And then I’ve got certain things to wrap up that you don’t know about!’
Tamzin grinned back, relaxing a little. ‘Me too!’ She scraped the last spoonful of cereal from her bowl. ‘I can hardly believe it’s already a week since school broke up. Christmas has come so fast!’
‘You wait till you get to my age,’ said Nan sagely. ‘Time really flies then. Finished your breakfast? Right, come on. Let’s go and find the box of tree decorations.’
As the morning went on Tamzin gradually began to forget her disquiet in the fun of preparing for Christmas Day. Earlier in the week she and Nan had spent a day shopping in Truro and, as well as all the festive food, they had bought a two-metre tall tree, which they had brought home strapped to the little car’s roof rack. The tree was now set up in a corner of the sitting room. It looked splendid even without any decorations, and the room was filled with its heady scent.
Nan arranged the fairy lights and Tamzin sorted through the baubles while Baggins ‘killed’ strands of tinsel. Outside the wind was getting stronger. Tamzin remembered the shipping forecast and tried not to listen to the increasing noise. But by the time the tree was half finished, the wind was booming up the valley in a full gale, battering the garden and pushing against the cottage with terrific force. She glanced nervously towards the window and saw that rain had turned the whole outside world to a threatening grey blur.
Grey… Tamzin shivered as if someone had pressed a piece of ice against the back of her neck. She met Nan’s gaze. Nan didn’t say anything but went to switch the radio on. Carols were playing. The sound masked the wind’s booming but still Tamzin could feel her nerves becoming tighter with every minute. Even Baggins seemed disturbed. He had stopped chasing tinsel and gone to his basket near the fireplace, curling up in a circle with his tail over his eyes.
Then the lamps dimmed suddenly and the radio blanked out for a moment.
‘Oh-oh,’ said Nan. ‘Looks as if we might be in for a power cut. Tamzin, love, get some candles out of the sideboard, would you? Just –’
She had been about to say ‘just in case’, but before she could finish there was a colossal flash of light. Tamzin screamed with shock, and Baggins shot out of his basket and hid behind the sofa. Seconds later came the crash and roll of thunder, so loud that Tamzin’s second scream was completely blotted out.
‘Oh, Nan!’ she wailed as the thunder rumbled away into the distance.
‘It’s all right, love, it’s all right.’ Nan came to her and put an arm round her shoulders. ‘Are you scared of thunder?’
‘N-not really. At least, I never used to be.’ Tamzin was nearly crying.
‘I know. It’s not as frightening in a city, is it? But I think the storm’s out over the sea somewhere. It probably won’t come inland.’
Tamzin wanted to believe her. But there was something weird about this. Something unnatural.
She said, ‘We don’t usually get thunderstorms in December, do we?’
‘Well… no, we don’t, I must admit. And certainly not with a gale, either.’ Then Nan forced a smile. ‘Don’t worry, pet. This house has stood up for three hundred years, so it’s not going to fall down just because of a bit of wind and rain.’
‘That wasn’t what I was thinking,’ Tamzin whispered.
Nan’s expression changed. ‘No,’ she said more soberly. ‘I understand. But you mustn’t let yourself think like that, Tamzin. I tell you what; I’ll shut the curtains, and we’ll turn the radio up good and loud, shall we? Then it won’t seem so bad.’
There was no more lightning or thunder, but nonetheless – and despite Nan’s advice – Tamzin couldn’t concentrate on the tree any more. They finished decorating it but she wasn’t in the mood to appreciate how lovely it looked. When Nan went to put the decorations box away she sat down on the sofa, staring at the floor and feeling jumpy and miserable. On the radio, the carols had finished and the twelve o’clock news was beginning. It was a local station and, as the announcer started to speak, Tamzin felt another icy sensation clutch at her.
‘… The weather is threatening to cause havoc in several towns and villages in west Cornwall. Gale-force winds are buffeting the county, and this morning there were several isolated but severe thunderstorms accompanied by torrential rain. The Met. Office describes this combination as “highly unusual”, and flood warnings have been issued for all of Cornwall’s main rivers. Falmouth Coastguard have also warned that this afternoon’s high tide could make coastal conditions dangerous, and people are being urged to keep away from beaches, sea fronts and harbours. Our reporter Mark Teague has more details…’
Nan came back at that moment and for a minute or so they both listened to the newscast. Then Nan looked at Tamzin’s pale, stricken face and said quietly, ‘It’s just a coincidence, love. Nothing more.’
‘No,’ Tamzin whispered. ‘It’s the Grey Horse. I can feel it. It’s coming back, just like the warning in the rhyme. You know what it says: “Then I shall come from surging sea, and turn your world to stormy grey”.’
‘Now, Tamzin, listen to me.’ Nan came over to the sofa, crouched down and took a firm hold of Tamzin’s hands. ‘You’ve got to stop believing that the Grey Horse is making this happen. Because if you do believe it then you’re giving in to the Grey Horse, and that only makes it stronger. Do you understand?’
Tamzin nodded unhappily. ‘Oh, Nan, if only I could find that piece of the statue!’ Suddenly she pulled her hands free and scrambled to her feet. ‘Maybe if I went to the beach now –’
‘Don’t be ridiculous!’ Nan grabbed hold of her again. ‘Do you think I’d let you go anywhere near the beach in this weather?’
‘But –’
‘No, Tamzin!’ Then with a great effort Nan calmed herself. ‘If you went on the beach with the wind and tide as they are, you’d be putting yourself in danger. That’s what the Grey Horse wants you to do. But there are other ways to fight it. Better ways. Trust me, Tamzin. I know.’
In the lamplight Nan’s eyes looked very blue, and suddenly Tamzin remembered her first day at Chapel Cottage, and the impulse that had goaded her to meddle with the Grey Horse statue and break it. This was the same sort of feeling: reckless, making her want to do something stupid. As if some power outside of herself was working on her and pushing her…
The crazy urge to go to the beach abruptly faded away, and Tamzin swallowed. ‘You’re. right, Nan.’
‘Yes, I am.’ Nan’s eyes searched her face for another moment, then she relaxed. ‘The feeling’s gone, hasn’t it? Good.’ She stood up. ‘Come on, love. Let’s get back to the tree, and think about Christmas.’
Tamzin and Nan both did their best to forget about the Grey Horse. But it wasn’t easy. If anything the gale was getting worse, screaming in the electricity wires and shaking the cottage as if it would tear it apart. Then in the afternoon, the radio reported that a cargo ship was in distress off Land’s End, and later came a second report that the Coastguard had lost radio contact with a Newlyn fishing boat, and there was ‘growing concern’ for the crew.
Tamzin and Nan were in the kitchen making mince pies when they heard this. Nan’s face turned very serious, and after a few moments’ thought she said, ‘Do you know, Tamzin, I’ve never been much of a churchgoer. But I think it might be good to go to the midnight service in the village tonight.’
Tamzin nodded, and swallowed. ‘I know I ought to be in bed by then,’ she said. ‘But… could I come too?’
Nan smiled, and relief showed in her eyes. ‘I wouldn’t dream of going without you,’ she said.
So at half-past eleven they put on their waterproofs and struggled through the battering wind to Nan’s car. In the cottage everything was ready for the morning, and Nan had left all the downstairs lights on for their return, like a welcoming beacon.
The night was pitch-black and despite the windscreen wipers the road ahead was little better than a blur. Nan drove very slowly and carefully. It was only a mile or so to the village but to Tamzin the journey seemed to take forever. All the same, she was glad they had decided to go to the service. It would be comforting. It would help.
She was staring through the windscreen, trying to see the road ahead, when for no apparent reason the memory of her nightmare came into her mind. Howling gale, pounding sea; the vast wave rising to engulf her… For an instant she seemed to hear again the sound of galloping hooves. Then, cutting sharply through the memory, a surge of vivid blue stabbed into her brain, and with it a wordless, warning voice –
‘Nan, look out!’ It was as if some outside force made Tamzin shout without knowing why. Nan trod on the brake pedal; ahead there was a crack, a groan, then a glimpse of a huge shape, darker than the night, toppling across their path.
The car slithered to a halt as a tall tree crashed down across the road and landed five metres in front of them.
‘Oh, my God!’ Nan stared wide-eyed through the windscreen. ‘Oh, Tamzin, if you hadn’t shouted…’
Tamzin’s heart was pounding and she felt sick. She knew what Nan was thinking: if the warning had come a moment later, the car would have been right underneath the tree when it fell. She hadn’t seen it coming. She hadn’t known. But something had told her.
Slowly she turned her head and looked at Nan. ‘The Blue Horse warned me,’ she whispered. ‘It saved our lives.’
Nan didn’t answer. The road was completely blocked by the fallen tree, and in the light of the headlamps its bare branches reached up like clawing hands. Nan put the car in reverse and started to go carefully backwards. There was a turning a short way back; she reversed into it, turned the car around and stopped again on the grass verge. ‘Tamzin, have you got your mobile?’ she asked.
‘Y-yes.’ Tamzin’s voice shook.
‘Then ring the police, will you, and tell them what’s happened. I don’t suppose anyone else will come along now, but you never know.’
Tamzin nodded, glad of something practical to do, and dialled 999. The police said they would send someone out as quickly as possible and, as Tamzin hung up, Nan said, ‘Well, there’s no hope of getting to the village tonight. We’d better go home.’
Neither of them spoke on the drive back. But when they reached their turning, from where the lit-up windows of Chapel Cottage should have been visible, Tamzin said, ‘Nan, there aren’t any lights.’
‘There must be a power cut.’ Nan changed down into first gear and they bumped slowly down the rough track. ‘I should think there are power lines down all over the place.’
She stopped the car as close to the front door as she could get and, with a torch to light the way, they made a dash for the house. Baggins came mewing to greet them and rubbed himself round their legs as if he was relieved to see them safely home. Nan lit lots of candles, then put a saucepan of milk to heat on the stove.
‘Hot chocolate, then bed,’ she said kindly. ‘It’ll all seem different in daylight.’
From the sitting room came a faint whirring sound, then the clock on the mantelpiece began to chime.
‘Midnight,’ said Tamzin. ‘It’s Christmas.’
‘So it is.’ They listened until the twelfth chime sounded and faded away, leaving only the noise of the wind.
‘Happy Christmas, love,’ said Nan.
‘Yes,’ said Tamzin. ‘Happy Christmas, Nan.’




That Christmas Day was the strangest Tamzin had ever known. By morning the rain had stopped, but the gale was still blowing and the electricity had not come back on. The phone was out of order too. Nan said that the lines must be down and would probably take some time to put right.
Nan did her best to make everything cheerful. The cottage was lit by candles and paraffin lamps, and a fire burned warmly in the sitting-room hearth. For all her efforts, though, the house felt strange and isolated. Even the Christmas tree looked menacing rather than festive with no lights to brighten its dark branches. It reminded Tamzin of the tree that had crashed down in front of the car last night, and the memory of that gave her a tight, nervy sensation in the pit of her stomach.
However, there were some happier things to concentrate on, and after breakfast they turned their attention to the pile of parcels under the tree. Tamzin’s parents had secretly sent a large package to Nan: inside were several presents, including a pair of Inuit moccasins, a book about pony-trekking in the Rocky Mountains and a watch that told the time in different parts of the world. There was a long letter too, and Tamzin laughed tearfully as she read Dad’s droll account of what he called their ‘adventures’ in Canada. Nan gave her a beautiful wooden box containing a complete, professional set of paints and brushes. Tamzin was thrilled – but when she opened her second present from Nan, her face sobered. It was a necklace of turquoise beads.
‘Blue,’ she said softly. ‘It’s beautiful. Thank you, Nan. Thank you.’
Nan looked embarrassed. ‘I know it can’t replace your bracelet but… well, it might help a little bit.’ She smiled. ‘Now, I’d better open my presents, hadn’t I?’
Tamzin had bought her a big box of chocolates, a jazz CD (Nan loved jazz) and an exotic Indian wrap with a silky fringe. Nan was delighted. ‘I shall wear it to every party I go to!’ she declared. ‘But I’d better not keep it on while I’m cooking the lunch. Which reminds me, I’d better get lunch started. How about helping to peel the potatoes?’
As there were only two of them to eat the Christmas lunch, Nan had bought the smallest turkey she could find. It was starting to cook, and Baggins was sitting in front of the oven sniffing ecstatically, when Nan tuned her battery-operated radio to the local station for the news.
It wasn’t good news. The missing fishing boat had not yet been found, and two lifeboats that had tried to reach the stricken cargo ship had been forced to give up because of the huge seas.
‘Navy rescue helicopters are standing by at RNAS Culdrose,’ said the announcer sombrely, ‘but they will be unable to join the search until the weather conditions improve. We will, of course, bring you any further news as soon as we have it.’
Nan switched the radio off, and her face was sad and serious as she said, ‘Those poor people…’
Tamzin knew that she didn’t mean just the boat crews but also the families and friends waiting anxiously on shore. The feeling in her stomach came back with a sick lurch, and again she thought of the ancient, warning rhyme.
Could the Grey Horse be doing this? Was the warning coming true, bringing the old legend to life? It was almost too horrific to think about but, as the day went on, it preyed on Tamzin’s mind. She didn’t really want her Christmas lunch, though she ate as much as she could to please Nan. Then afterwards, feeling restless and uneasy, she rang Joel on her mobile. Their house phone was out of order too, Joel said, and so was the electricity. The fields and paths were a sea of mud after the torrential rain and Mrs Richards had reluctantly decided to cancel tomorrow’s party, as no one could possibly get to the stables until the ground began to dry up.
Tamzin was almost relieved, for she didn’t feel in the least like partying. The only thing she would have liked to do was go and help with the stable work; it would have taken her mind off other things and she very much wanted to see Moonlight. But that was out of the question until the weather improved.
In the afternoon she and Nan played games in an effort to make themselves feel more festive. But nothing could really cheer Tamzin up until, at teatime, her parents called from Canada on her mobile. It wasn’t a long call because of the cost, but it made all the difference, and she was even able to joke about the weather. When she said goodbye, with a last Happy Christmas, she felt as if a weight had begun to lift from her shoulders. And when she looked out of the sitting-room window into the gathering dusk, she saw that the gale was finally starting to ease.
‘It’ll be calm by tomorrow, you’ll see,’ Nan reassured her. ‘We’ll be back to normal before we know it.’
Before Tamzin could reply, her mobile rang again.
She picked it up. ‘Hello?’
‘Tamzin? It’s Marga.’
Tamzin was astonished. ‘Hello! I thought you weren’t on the phone?’
‘We’re not. But I got a mobile for Christmas – isn’t that brilliant? I called Joel just now and he gave me your number. Are you having a fantastic day?’
Tamzin laughed ruefully. ‘Well, we’ve got a power cut, and the ordinary phone’s not working –’
‘Yes, Joel said. What a wind! And that rain last night… Did you think you were going to get flooded out, down there in your valley? It must have been scary!’
‘A bit, I suppose.’ Tamzin didn’t want to admit the whole truth.
‘Did you go and look at the sea?’ Marga went on.
‘No. Nan said it was too dangerous to go on the beach.’
‘Pity. I bet it’s amazing; really rough and wild! We’re inland a bit, of course, so I can’t see it from here. But I can hear it roaring in the distance. Listen, the reason why I rang is, I thought maybe we could all meet up at the stables the day after tomorrow. Or are you busy?’
Tamzin rather got the impression that Marga hoped she would be busy, and felt a tiny flicker of annoyance. She replied, ‘No, that’s fine,’ then added deliberately, ‘I was going up there anyway. But only if Joel says it’s dried out enough.’
‘It will have done,’ said Marga confidently. ‘The weather’s not going to stay like this; not this time anyway.’
‘What do you mean, not this time?’
Marga laughed. ‘Well, you never know in Cornwall, do you? Gales can blow for a week. Or longer. OK, then, see you at the stables. Oh, and happy Christmas!’
She had gone before Tamzin remembered that she hadn’t asked for her mobile number. She tried to call it back on her phone’s menu but pressed the wrong option by mistake and erased it. Not that it mattered. Marga would have given the number to Joel. She’d definitely have done that.
She sighed, and Nan looked round at her. ‘Something wrong, love?’
Tamzin hesitated, then shook her head. ‘No, Nan. I’m fine. Really I am.’
Nan and Marga were both right, and by the following morning the gale was over. The world was eerily quiet, though the wind’s noise still echoed in Tamzin’s imagination so that she kept shaking her head as if to clear it. At lunchtime the electricity came back on and by mid-afternoon the valley path had dried out enough for Tamzin and Nan to walk to the beach, where they stood in the car park at a safe distance from the sea, and watched the waves tumbling and pounding in on a huge tide.
Tamzin slept soundly that night, and in the morning Joel rang to say that, though the path to the stables was still very muddy, it should be easy enough to get through.
Tamzin was very glad to be at the stables again. Barney greeted her like a long-lost friend and Moonlight, too, seemed delighted, pushing his muzzle against her face and tickling her with flapping lips.
Marga arrived on Lossie, and the three of them walked round the driest parts of the paddocks making more plans for the Fun Day. It had been decided that two fields were to be used. Jumps would be set up in the smaller one, while the larger would be used for other events like bending races, best turnout and, as the highlight of the programme, the musical ride.
Though she didn’t want to admit it to Joel or Marga, Tamzin was a bit nervous about the musical ride. She wasn’t sure that she was experienced enough to do it with confidence. And it would be terrible if she made a mistake on the day and spoiled the whole thing. With only two weeks to go before the event, she would have liked to start practising straightaway. When she suggested it, though, Joel shook his head. ‘We can’t, today,’ he told her. ‘Dad’s done a load of posters and we ought to spend this afternoon putting them up around the district.’
So after their usual sandwich lunch they saddled Moonlight, Lossie and Jester, and set off for the village. The fallen tree had been cleared from the road (there were still a few broken branches in the hedge but that was the only sign), and the three of them spent two hours fixing the posters to noticeboards, telegraph poles and anywhere else they could find.
‘That should be enough to bring people flocking in,’ said Marga, holding Jester’s reins as Joel put up the last poster.
Joel grinned at her as he remounted. ‘Word’s getting around anyway. Loads of our regular riding customers are going to join in, and Mum’s already heard from four people who want to bring their own ponies. I think we’re going to have quite a success on our hands!’
Marga shortened rein, and Lossie tossed his head as she turned him around. ‘I’d better get home before it’s dark,’ she said. ‘Shall we get together again tomorrow morning?’ She looked at Tamzin and smiled. ‘Then we can start practising for the musical ride and see if Tamzin’s up to it.’
Tamzin was surprised and hurt by that remark. It seemed to her that Marga was deliberately putting her down, and she expected Joel to jump to her defence. But Joel didn’t seem to notice. He only said, ‘OK, then. The earlier the better. Nine o’clock all right with you two?’
‘Sure,’ said Marga, and Tamzin added, ‘Yes,’ in a tight, frozen voice. Privately, she decided that she would be there by half-past eight – as, she suspected, would Marga.
‘Great,’ said Joel. He still seemed completely unaware that anything was wrong. ‘Bye then, Marga; see you tomorrow. Come on, Tam – let’s get back before Mum starts worrying!’




‘Lie flat on your ponies’ necks… that’s the way. And stretch down, hands pointed, until you touch your toes… keep Sally-Ann walking, Lisa! Now: all straighten up together on the count of three. One… two… three! Very good! And – trot on!’
Tamzin gathered up her reins as Moonlight broke into his light, lively trot, and they followed the leading riders on around the field. Outside the circle they formed, Mrs Richards watched with an expert eye. As Tamzin passed her she beamed and said, ‘Well done, Tamzin! You’re as good as anyone now.’
Joel, ahead of Tamzin on Jester, looked over his shoulder and winked, and Tamzin felt a glow of happy pride. Only a week ago she had been quite convinced that she would make a mess of the musical ride. However, Mrs Richards’ encouragement had worked wonders – and so had the fact that Marga wasn’t in the team. They needed to rehearse every day if they were to be ready in time. But Marga’s mother would not always allow her to come. So, reluctantly, Marga had dropped out. She would still take part in the Fun Day but she would concentrate on the events for which she could practise with Lossie at home.
Joel had been disappointed. But though she pretended to be sorry too, Tamzin was secretly glad. Marga was so good at everything that she made Tamzin feel awkward and amateurish; without her around, Tamzin had more confidence in herself. She was even beginning to think that she had a chance of winning at least one of the competitions; either the bending race, or the walk, trot, mount and gallop, which was a kind of obedience test for ponies. Moonlight was so gentle and willing; he seemed to understand everything that she wanted of him, almost as if there were a telepathic link between them.
They were coming to the end of the routine now, and Mrs Richards declared that that was enough for one morning. They would rest the ponies, then this afternoon anyone who wanted to stay could practise for the jumping competition. Tamzin was not taking part in that (though Joel and Marga were both entering the junior section) but it was fun to watch.
The day was blustery but quite bright, with occasional breaks in the cloud that let the sun show through. In fact, Tamzin thought as she led Moonlight to the stable to rub him down, the weather had improved extraordinarily since the awful time over Christmas. There had been no more gales, and the world seemed to have cheered up. The news stories of Christmas Day had both had happy endings too. The fishermen on the missing boat had been able to restart their faulty engine and struggle back to port, and the lifeboat had reached the stricken cargo ship on the second attempt and had brought all the crew safely ashore. It was a huge relief to Tamzin. For a while she had truly believed that the terrible events were linked to the Grey Horse; that it was gaining strength and power, and that the ancient prophecy was coming true. Now though, it seemed that her fears had been groundless.
She went home for lunch, partly because she was too hungry for sandwiches and partly to tell Nan all about her morning, and was back at the stables by two o’clock. Lossie was in the yard, and Tamzin found Marga with Joel in the tack room.
Marga was wearing a very smart new riding jacket. Tamzin admired it and Marga said airily, ‘Oh well, I want to look my best on the big day. What are you going to wear? Blue? You always seem to wear blue.’
‘I like blue,’ said Tamzin a little defensively.
‘No reason why you shouldn’t.’ Marga smiled. ‘It suits you, anyway.’
She also had on a new brooch, Tamzin noticed, pinned to her jacket lapel. It was in the shape of a horse’s head surrounded by a horseshoe, and it looked very expensive. However strict Marga’s mother might be, she obviously didn’t mind spending money.
‘The jumps are up in the field now,’ Joel was saying. ‘How about you and me riding round the course and trying them out?’
‘I’d love to,’ Marga enthused. ‘You won’t be too bored just watching us, will you, Tamzin?’
‘Of course not,’ Tamzin said. ‘Anyway, I’ve got plenty of other things to do.’
She waited until Joel and Marga had gone to get their ponies, then went into Moonlight’s box and put her arms around his neck. ‘I can’t help it, Moonlight,’ she said. ‘I just don’t like Marga any more.’
Moonlight whickered and blew warm, hay-smelling breath in her face.
‘I suppose I’m a bit jealous,’ Tamzin went on. ‘I mean, Joel was my friend until she came along, but now she seems to have… well, sort of taken him over.’ She pressed her face into Moonlight’s rough mane, liking the tickly feel of it. ‘At least she can’t take you away from me, as well. No one could ever do that.’
Moonlight whickered again and rubbed his face against her shoulder. Maybe he was only trying to get rid of an itch, but Tamzin didn’t think so. He did understand. She was absolutely sure of it.
‘Come on,’ she said to him. ‘Let’s go and practise for the bending race again. We’re getting good at that, aren’t we? You never know; we might even beat Marga!’

Though she told herself she didn’t really want to, Tamzin did stop for a while to watch Joel and Marga in the jumping field. Jester jumped well – but Lossie was altogether in another class. Tamzin had to admit to herself that she had never seen such a superb display: the chestnut horse seemed to fly over every jump as though he had wings. Marga, on his back, was poised and graceful, never making a mistake. They went round the course twice without knocking down a single pole, and when they finished Marga came trotting across to where Tamzin sat on Moonlight near the gate.
‘Whew!’ she said, breathless and with her hair escaping from its plait. ‘That was terrific! I think we’ll have a chance of winning!’
‘Much more than a chance,’ said Tamzin, as honesty got the better of envy. ‘You were brilliant! And Lossie’s an amazing jumper.’
‘He’s pretty amazing all round,’ Marga said, smiling. ‘Aren’t you, boy?’ She patted Lossie’s neck and the chestnut snorted, flicking his tail.
‘He looks like a wonderful ride,’ Tamzin went on.
‘Oh, he is. And really obedient too.’ Suddenly Marga looked intently at Tamzin. ‘Tell you what, why don’t we swap ponies for a bit? Not over the jumps, of course; I know you haven’t learned yet – but just round the field. You’ll love riding Lossie and I’d really like to try Moonlight.’
Tamzin was taken aback. She didn’t really want to swap. She loved riding Moonlight and was not happy about the idea of giving him up to someone else. ‘I don’t know,’ she said dubiously.
‘Oh, come on, let’s!’ Marga urged. ‘Here’s Joel. We’ll see what he thinks.’
As Joel arrived on Jester, Marga told him her idea. Joel knew how much Tamzin loved Moonlight, and she hoped that he would back her up as she tried to explain that she really would rather not change horses. But Joel did not back her up. Instead, to her dismay he said, ‘I think it’s a great idea. Come on, Tam. It’s good to try riding a different horse once in a while. And it isn’t fair to hog Moonlight the whole time and never let anyone else have a go on him.’
Tamzin stared at him, feeling betrayed. Not only was he taking Marga’s side, he was even implying that Tamzin was being selfish. She opened her mouth to protest – then shut it again as she realized that there was no point. It was two to one. And Moonlight didn’t belong to her. If Joel said Marga could ride him, she couldn’t argue.
She gave in, nodding and not letting the others see the expression on her face. Reluctantly she slipped from Moonlight’s back, and Marga took the reins from her, saying, ‘You have a go on Lossie first, and I’ll watch and see how you get on.’
Joel held Lossie while Tamzin mounted. It wasn’t easy. Lossie was so much taller than Moonlight and in the end Tamzin had to be given a leg-up, which made her feel small. She was also very nervous at the prospect of riding such a big horse. But Lossie stood quietly until she was settled in the saddle.
‘Don’t use your heels too much. He doesn’t like it,’ Marga advised. ‘And you’ll only need to keep him on a light rein. He’s very responsive.’
Tamzin nodded, and Joel said with a grin, ‘All right up there?’
‘Yes.’ The ground looked a very long way away but Tamzin told herself firmly that it was just a matter of getting used to it. She gathered the reins, touched her heels – lightly – to Lossie’s flanks and said, ‘Walk on.’
They started off round the field, first at a walk and then, as Tamzin’s confidence grew, at a trot and finally a canter. To her surprise, she found she was thoroughly enjoying the ride. Marga was right. Lossie was very obedient and because he was bigger he had a smooth, flowing movement that was very comfortable. After three circuits she came back to the gate where Marga was now mounted on Moonlight.
‘No racing,’ Marga said with a grin. ‘You’d win!’
Tamzin laughed, feeling more relaxed. ‘OK,’ she said.
Marga urged Moonlight forwards, and within seconds she had him at a spirited canter around the field. Lossie wanted to follow and Tamzin let him, keeping him at a distance and watching Marga. Moonlight was going well but she thought that Marga was handling him too roughly. Despite what she had said to Tamzin she used her heels a lot, and Tamzin could see Moonlight’s ears going back whenever she pressed him on faster. She wanted to call out, ‘Be gentle with him!’ but didn’t like to. Marga was an experienced rider; she knew what she was doing.
By the time Marga started on her second circuit of the field she had Moonlight galloping, his hooves throwing up mud. Then suddenly she pulled him up, so sharply that Moonlight almost slipped.
‘Can I take him over the jumps?’ she shouted to Joel.
‘Sure,’ Joel called back. ‘He’ll enjoy it!’
It was obvious to Tamzin that Moonlight wasn’t enjoying this one bit, but in the face of Joel’s attitude she didn’t feel she could say anything. Suddenly she didn’t want to ride Lossie any more, so she walked him to the gate and dismounted.
‘He’s great, isn’t he?’ Joel said. ‘I had a go on him the other day.’
Tamzin wasn’t listening. She was watching as Marga rode Moonlight to the far end of the field, turned, and set him at the first jump. She was still handling him much too harshly and now Moonlight was starting to show his resentment. As he cantered towards the jump he kept shaking his head, as if the reins were too tight and the metal bit was dragging at his mouth. Approaching the jump he faltered, but Marga kicked him hard and he took off, clearing the jump with just centimetres to spare.
‘Hmm,’ said Joel. ‘Moonlight’s feeling lazy.’ And he called to Marga, ‘He can do much better than that. Don’t let him fool you!’
‘It isn’t his fault!’ Tamzin said angrily. ‘She’s too rough with him. Did you see the way she kicked him just now?’
‘Don’t be silly; she’s a good rider.’ Joel watched as Marga and Moonlight approached the second jump. This time Marga was even harder on the pony. Tamzin heard her voice cry harshly, ‘Get on!’ and Moonlight was so startled by it that he jumped too early and knocked down the pole.
‘Stupid animal!’ Marga shouted. ‘Come on! Come on!’
She was starting to lose her temper and Moonlight was upset by it. He began to circle in confusion. He didn’t know what his rider wanted and he was not used to being treated in this way. Marga forced him towards the third jump – then as they approached it, Tamzin saw her left hand reach out and, apparently, slap Moonlight’s neck.
Moonlight whinnied shrilly, swerved aside from the jump, and reared. Marga slipped backwards in the saddle but kept her seat. Then as Moonlight’s forehooves came down, she slapped his neck again – and he bucked, his hind legs lashing out and his back humping. Marga lost her grip, and fell with a thud to the ground as the pony cantered away.
‘Marga!’ Joel ran to where Marga was picking herself up. She wasn’t hurt; just muddy and winded – and furious.
‘Did you see what he did?’ she exploded. ‘He threw me, for no reason! That animal’s a menace. He’s got a filthy temper!’
‘He hasn’t!’ Tamzin shouted at her. ‘It was all your fault – I saw the way you handled him. You were hurting him and he was frightened!’
‘Me, hurting him?’ Marga echoed. ‘Excuse me, Miss Riding Expert, but I don’t think you know what you’re talking about!’
‘I know what I saw!’ cried Tamzin. ‘You don’t ride Lossie like that. Why were you cruel to Moonlight?’
‘Tamzin, shut up!’ said Joel. ‘Marga could have been badly hurt. And it was Moonlight’s fault.’
‘It was not! Joel, you were watching, you saw what happened! Why are you taking her side?’
‘I’m not taking anyone’s side,’ said Joel snappishly. ‘And this isn’t the time or the place to argue about it. Go and catch Moonlight while I take Marga back to the house.’
He led Marga away with an arm around her shoulders, as if she really was hurt. Tamzin could hear Marga muttering angrily to him, though not what she was saying, and her own eyes filled with tears. What was wrong with Joel? He must know the truth so why wouldn’t he admit it?
Her vision was blurry as she went to fetch Moonlight. The pony had stopped at the far side of the field and was standing with his head down, looking very dejected. But when he saw Tamzin he gave a little neigh – it sounded like relief – and came towards her. She hugged him, murmuring comforting words… then abruptly stopped, staring at her hand where she had been stroking Moonlight’s coat.
There were spots of blood on her fingers. And when she examined Moonlight’s neck, she found two small red smears. A picture flicked into her mind of Marga in the moments before Moonlight reared and then bucked. She had slapped his neck with her hand, twice.
And Tamzin remembered the brooch that was fastened to Marga’s jacket with a pin…




‘I’m sorry I blew my top.’ Marga stood in the yard holding Lossie’s reins and stroking his nose, and smiled apologetically at Tamzin and Joel. ‘It was just the shock.’ She paused. ‘But Moonlight has got a nasty streak. I’ve seen it with other ponies. They can be absolutely fine for years but then it comes out and, once it does, you’re stuck with it. Honestly, Joel, I don’t think you can trust him. In fact, I think he ought not to be in the Fun Day at all.’
‘I’ll talk to Mum and Dad about it,’ said Joel. ‘They’ll have to make the final decision. But if you ask me…’ He looked into Marga’s eyes for a moment then blinked. ‘I don’t like saying it, but you might be right.’
Tamzin felt as if all her breath had been taken away, and her chest constricted with bottled-up anger. She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t even look at Joel. She felt that she didn’t know him any more.
‘Well, I’d better go,’ said Marga. ‘Tam…’
‘Don’t call me that!’ Tamzin snapped. ‘Only my friends call me Tam.’
Joel frowned, and Marga sighed. ‘Tamzin, then. Look, I’m sorry, I really and truly am. But there’s no point pretending, is there? There’s something wrong with Moonlight, and if –’
‘The only thing wrong with him,’ Tamzin said ferociously, ‘is what you did to him.’ She swung round. ‘Joel, she hurt him! I saw –’
Joel interrupted, sounding angrier than she had ever known him. ‘Tamzin, I’ve had enough of this! Marga did not hurt Moonlight – what happened was completely his fault, and you’ve got to grow up and accept it!’
‘Don’t be too cross with her, Joel,’ Marga said sweetly. ‘I mean it is upsetting when you think a pony’s perfect and he turns out not to be.’ Setting her back to Tamzin she mounted Lossie with her usual easy grace, and slipped her feet into the stirrups. ‘I’ll come tomorrow if Mum’ll let me.’
She rode out of the yard and as soon as she was out of earshot Tamzin grabbed Joel’s arm.
‘Joel, you’ve got to come to the stables! Moonlight’s hurt. There’s blood on his neck and she did it!’
It was her one last chance to prove the truth to him. But Joel only stared at her and said, ‘Didn’t you hear what I said just now? I’ve had enough. I don’t know why you’ve got it in for Marga, and I don’t really care. Facts are facts and you can’t change them.’
‘But if you just come and look –’
‘I don’t want to, because there’s nothing to see.’
‘Then I’ll ask your mum and dad!’
‘They’re both out with riding parties.’
His tone was cold and final, and Tamzin gave up. Besides, he was probably right: there was nothing to see now. Stupidly, she had wiped the blood spots off Moonlight’s coat, and that was really the only evidence she had. Not that it would have made much difference anyway, she thought miserably. Joel would probably have accused her of deliberately pricking her finger and smearing her own blood on the pony. He just wouldn’t hear a word against Marga. It was almost as if she had hypnotized him.
She turned away, feeling her eyes filling with tears again and not wanting Joel to see. ‘All right,’ she said in a small, stony voice. ‘I’ll go home now. There’s no point staying, is there?’ Then she glared quickly at him over her shoulder. ‘But if you do what she wants and stop Moonlight from being in the Fun Day, I won’t be in it either.’
Joel sighed. ‘I don’t suppose it’ll come to that,’ he said. ‘I’ll have to tell Mum and Dad what happened but… well, we’ll see.’
‘Yes,’ said Tamzin fiercely. ‘We will.’ She squared her shoulders. ‘Bye, then.’
‘Yeah. See you tomorrow.’
‘Maybe.’ She knew that she would come, of course, but she didn’t want him to take it for granted.
She crossed the yard and went out of the gate, then as soon as she was out of sight of Joel she started to run down the path towards Chapel Cottage. By the time she reached the gate, tears were streaming down her face. Nan was in the kitchen, but Tamzin rushed past and up the stairs to her bedroom, where she flung herself face-down on the bed and cried her heart out.
Nan came up to find her a couple of minutes later. ‘Tamzin, pet – whatever’s wrong? Has something happened?’
Her voice was full of concern, which only made Tamzin feel worse. ‘Oh, Nan,’ she sobbed. ‘It’s so unfair!’
‘What is, love? Come on. Sit up and dry your eyes, then tell me all about it.’
Tamzin did. Nan listened to the whole story then said, ‘Do you know what, pet? I think it’s just plain, old-fashioned jealousy.’
‘I know I’m jealous,’ Tamzin said, ‘but –’
‘No, no. I don’t mean you. I mean this girl, Marga. She’s jealous of you.’
Tamzin blinked, astonished. ‘Of me? Why ever should she be? She’s got her own pony and she’s a brilliant rider.’
‘Maybe,’ said Nan, ‘but from what you’ve said, it doesn’t sound as if she’s very happy at home. And she hasn’t got many friends – which isn’t surprising if she behaves the way she did today. You’re a happy sort of person and she envies that, so she’s trying to spite you by stealing your friend Joel and spoiling the Fun Day for you.’ Nan sighed. ‘Some people are just like that, and you can’t make them change.’
‘But what shall I do?’ Tamzin asked helplessly. ‘Joel thinks she’s wonderful. It’s almost as if he doesn’t even like me any more.’
‘Oh, he does,’ said Nan. ‘He’s a bit dazzled by Marga because she rides so well and owns a really good horse. But he’ll see through her eventually. You’ve just got to be patient for a while.’
Tamzin wiped her eyes and sniffed. ‘The Fun Day isn’t going to be any fun with her around. I don’t think I want to be in it now.’
‘Of course you do,’ Nan reassured. ‘It’s your day just as much as hers, and you’re going to enjoy every moment. Be polite to Marga but don’t let her get you involved in any more quarrels. After all, if you stay away, she’ll think she’s won, won’t she? And that’s exactly what she wants.’
It was wise advice and Tamzin resolved to take it. She understood Marga now, and she wouldn’t let her win. In fact, she thought, she could almost feel sorry for her.
She managed a watery smile and said, ‘At least she’s not in the musical ride.’
‘There you are, then. All you have to do is avoid her as much as you can, and everything will be all right.’ Nan smiled. ‘Feeling better? Good. Then let’s go downstairs and have some tea. I don’t know about you, but I’m hungry.’
With only two days to go before the Fun Day, Tamzin was keyed up with nervous excitement.
She had done her best to take Nan’s advice and so far it seemed to be working. Mr and Mrs Richards had not banned Moonlight from the event. Mrs Richards was keeping a close eye on him but Tamzin knew there would be no more trouble, and she was right. Joel had said no more about the incident and, as for Marga – well, Tamzin was baffled. Marga acted as though nothing at all had happened. Whenever they met at the stables she was perfectly friendly, and she seemed not even to notice Tamzin’s coolness towards her.
Moonlight, though, had developed a real aversion to Marga. It was hardly surprising after what she had done, and Tamzin took good care to keep him as far away from her as possible. That was not too difficult, for whenever Marga came to the stables she concentrated on practising for the jumping competition, while Tamzin’s team rehearsed the musical ride in a different paddock.
Marga was already taking Lossie over the jumps when Tamzin arrived at the stables that morning. Moonlight was in his stall; Tamzin groomed him, then as she led him outside for saddling, Marga and Lossie came into the yard.
‘Hi.’ Marga smiled as she always did, and slid from Lossie’s back. Tamzin nodded but didn’t say anything, and Moonlight became restless, sidestepping and shaking his head.
‘Whoa, Moonlight, steady.’ Tamzin stroked the pony to calm him as Marga led Lossie past. Then suddenly the sun came out through a break in the clouds. Light spread across the yard – and Tamzin saw a bright glint of blue at Marga’s wrist.
Blue…
She froze, staring. Then she saw the familiar silver chain that had slipped down from under Marga’s jacket sleeve.
In a voice shaking with shock, Tamzin said, ‘You’ve got my bracelet.’
Marga stopped, blinked, smiled. ‘What?’ she said pleasantly.
‘My bracelet!’ Shock started to give way to rage, and Tamzin took a step towards the other girl. ‘The one I lost at the animal sanctuary – you found it and you didn’t give it back!’
‘What are you talking about?’ Marga’s face was innocent. ‘Do you mean this?’
She held up her wrist, clearly displaying the fragment of blue glass attached to the chain.
‘Yes. It’s mine, and you know it is!’
‘I’m sorry,’ said Marga sweetly, ‘but it isn’t. My aunt sent it to me for Christmas. It’s nice, isn’t it?’ She waggled her hand so that the glass swung and glittered in the sunlight. She was still smiling but now the smile was sly and taunting.
Tamzin said savagely, ‘Your aunt didn’t send it to you. That bracelet is mine!’
Marga’s expression changed. ‘Are you calling me a liar?’ she demanded indignantly.
‘Yes!’ At that moment Tamzin saw Joel coming towards them, and in relief she swung round. ‘Joel – Joel, quickly!’
‘What’s up?’ Joel asked.
‘You remember my bracelet, don’t you? The one I lost?’
‘Yes, of course I do,’ said Joel.
‘Well, look at Marga’s wrist. She’s got it! And she’s trying to pretend it’s hers!’
‘What?’ Joel looked at Marga in surprise.
Marga sighed and held her arm out. ‘Like I keep trying to tell Tamzin, it was a Christmas present,’ she said. ‘Maybe it looks a bit like the one she lost, but it’s definitely mine.’
Joel looked at the bracelet. Then he looked at Marga’s face. He was about to reply… but as his eyes met hers, he stopped, as if something had frozen him in mid-movement. Marga was staring at him. Smiling that sly smile.
Joel came back to life like someone waking from a dream. In a strange, remote voice that didn’t sound at all like his own, he said, ‘It is a bit like Tamzin’s. But I can see it isn’t the same one. Sorry, Tam.’ But he didn’t look at her as he said it; he was still gazing at Marga as if transfixed. ‘It’s definitely not your bracelet.’
Marga kept on smiling. Only now the smile had triumph in it too.




Tamzin couldn’t bear to stay at the stables. She had to get away; from Marga, from Joel, from everything. She needed to talk to Nan. And she needed to think.
She made a feeble excuse which Joel accepted as if he had hardly heard it, and left as soon as she could. In the last few minutes the clouds had thickened again, blotting out the sun completely. The sky was starting to look heavy and threatening, and rain spattered in her face as she hurried along the path. In the distance she could hear the sea roaring. It sounded menacing and dangerous, and the echoes that bounced between the steep valley sides made her feel as if she was surrounded by crashing breakers. Tamzin threw a frightened glance over her shoulder, half expecting to see her nightmare coming true and a wall of water rushing up behind her. There was nothing there. But the frowning sky seemed to press down on her, and everything was grey.
She started to walk faster, then to jog, and by the time Chapel Cottage came in sight she was running. In at the gate she went, desperate to find Nan and tell her everything. She turned the back door knob – but the door was locked.
‘Oh, no…’ Nan wasn’t expecting her back, of course, and Tamzin suddenly remembered her saying that she was going to Truro this morning. Heart thudding, she fumbled in her jeans pocket for her own key and let herself into the house.
It was cold inside, as if the greyness of the day had seeped in through the walls. Tamzin called Baggins but he didn’t come trotting to greet her. He must be out mousing. She was completely alone.
Her heart wasn’t just thudding now, it was pounding, and she rushed upstairs to her room. Her own and Nan’s paintings surrounded her on every wall: blue horses, blue sea, blue sky. But they weren’t enough. Feverishly Tamzin rummaged in her wardrobe and chest of drawers, pulling out every blue thing she could find. She changed her navy jeans for a paler blue pair – they weren’t as warm, but she didn’t care – and added a blue blouse to the blue T-shirt and fleece she was already wearing. Then she put the rest of the things on hangers and festooned them around the bedroom wherever there was spare space. Everything, everything must be blue. Only then would she feel safe.
At last it was done and Tamzin sank on to her bed, facing the biggest picture of all: Nan’s painting of a horse galloping out of a moonlit sea. She loved this one the best, and looking at it usually made her feel calmer. Today, though, the painting’s magic wasn’t working.
Tamzin gazed at it and spoke aloud, as if the horse could hear her. ‘It is my bracelet. I couldn’t possibly have made a mistake. Joel knew it too, but when he looked at her, she… she somehow made him say it wasn’t. She’s got some kind of power and she’s using it on Joel. But why?’ A shudder went through her. ‘You know the truth, Blue Horse. If only you could tell me. What does Marga want? Who is she?’
She was desperately willing something miraculous to happen: for the horse in the picture to come alive, perhaps, or to hear a voice whispering the answer in her mind. But there was no miracle. The painting was just a painting, and the only sounds she heard were a window rattling somewhere and, far off, the growl of the sea.
She was sure of one thing, though. There was a connection between Marga and the Grey Horse. She couldn’t imagine what the connection could be but she was absolutely certain that Marga wanted to harm her, and that the Grey Horse was somehow involved. And she was very, very frightened.
Suddenly her ears picked up a new sound. It was familiar, and coming nearer – Tamzin leaped up and ran to the window just in time to see Nan’s car appearing. Giddy with relief she started for the stairs, then paused at the door and looked back at the painting.
‘Thank you!’ she said fervently, and ran from the room.
Nan was taking her coat off in the hall when Tamzin came rushing down the stairs. One look at her face told Nan that something was very wrong, and she made Tamzin sit down at the kitchen table, get her breath back and start the story from the beginning. By the time it was finished Tamzin was nearly in tears. Nan put a cup of hot chocolate in front of her, then sat down opposite her and took hold of her hands.
‘All right.’ Her tone was level but her eyes were very intent. ‘Let’s look at this more closely. What do you know about Marga?’
‘Not much,’ Tamzin told her. ‘She only started at my school a few weeks before the end of term. Her family just moved here.’
‘To the village?’
‘No – somewhere outside. I’m not sure where. And I don’t know where they came from before that.’
‘I see,’ said Nan. ‘Does she talk about her family much?’
Tamzin shook her head. ‘She lives with her mother but she’s never mentioned anyone else.’ She frowned.
‘Mmm…’ Nan mused. ‘Marga’s an unusual name. Is it short for anything?’
‘Margaret, I suppose,’ said Tamzin. ‘I’ve never asked.’
Nan was silent for a moment or two. Then she said, very seriously, ‘Tamzin, I think you’re right. Marga does want to hurt you in some way – and I think she could be dangerous.’
Tamzin swallowed. ‘And… the Grey Horse?’ she asked.
‘Yes. I’m sure there’s a link, though I don’t know what it is.’ Nan’s mouth set in a grim line. ‘If Marga is planning something, then the Pony Fun Day is the obvious time and place for her to do it.’
‘Maybe I shouldn’t take part?’ Tamzin said.
‘No, you should. If you back out she’ll only wait for another opportunity, and we might not be ready next time. You must be there – but be very careful. Wear blue. And stay close to Moonlight.’
‘Moonlight?’ Tamzin’s eyes widened alertly. ‘You mean…’
‘I mean, I know you believe that Moonlight isn’t just an ordinary pony and I agree with you. After all, why would Marga have tried to get him banned from the Fun Day unless he was special in some way?’
Tamzin nodded. She hadn’t realized that Nan knew – or had guessed – her feelings about Moonlight. Looking up, she said, ‘Will you be there too, Nan?’
‘Oh, yes.’ Nan’s voice was firm. ‘I’ll be there every moment of the day. And I’ll be keeping watch.’
The next day it rained and rained and rained. Staring out of the sitting room-window at the downpour, Tamzin didn’t know whether she was glad or sorry. In one sense, the thought that the Fun Day might have to be cancelled because of the weather lifted a huge weight of worry from her mind. On the other hand, though, she remembered Nan’s words: ‘… she’ll only wait for another opportunity, and we might not be ready next
time’. The thought of what Marga might be planning to do tomorrow was nerve-racking. But at least she would face it and know the worst. That, surely, was better than putting it off.
In the afternoon the rain eased a little, and in Wellingtons and waterproofs Tamzin went to the stables. To her relief Marga was not there, and despite the wet conditions she and Joel managed a last run-through of the musical ride routine. Without Marga to influence him Joel seemed much more like his old self and, by the time she returned to Chapel Cottage, Tamzin was feeling steady and resolved, and prepared for whatever might happen tomorrow.
Soon after darkness fell the rain stopped altogether. Even the sea seemed to have calmed down, and everything was silent and still. As she got ready for bed it occurred to Tamzin that the world around her seemed to be holding its breath, as if it was waiting for something to happen. She didn’t like that thought but though she tried to forget about it, it wouldn’t go away.
She tossed and turned restlessly all night until at last she woke up in the dark and knew that she wouldn’t get back to sleep again. Switching on her bedside lamp, she saw that her watch said a quarter to six. It wouldn’t be daylight for another two hours. She couldn’t just lie here until then. Hopeless to try to read; she wouldn’t be able to concentrate. She needed to do something.
Across the room, on her chest of drawers, she saw the box of art materials that Nan had given her for Christmas. Maybe she could start a new picture? Even if it turned out badly it would help to keep her dark, fearful thoughts at bay.
Tamzin dressed quietly then picked up her box and tiptoed downstairs. Baggins was very surprised to see her, and followed her into Nan’s studio where she laid a sheet of paper from her sketchpad on the big table and sat down to start work.
She planned to draw a horse grazing. It would be good practice, for getting the proper neck angle was always difficult. But the outline wouldn’t come right. This horse did not want to graze; her pencil kept making the wrong move, as if something else was forcing her hand. Tamzin frowned, determined not to be defeated, and worked on. But she was tired. Everything seemed a little unreal, and her mind drifted into a dreamy state, half asleep and half awake.
Nan found her there at seven-thirty, sound asleep at the table with her head pillowed on her arms and the picture beside her. The picture wasn’t finished, but the drawing was complete and Tamzin had started to paint in the colours. It showed not one horse, but two, facing each other with their heads high as though in challenge. One horse was blue, the other was grey. They were standing at the edge of a cliff with a dark, stormy sky behind them, and in the background was a ruined building with a tall chimney.
Nan picked up the painting and stared at it. Then, very quietly, she slipped it out of sight behind a stack of her own drawings. Returning to the table she took another sheet from Tamzin’s sketchbook and drew a few quick, rough lines on it before shaking Tamzin gently by the shoulder.
‘Mmmn…?’ Tamzin raised her head and blinked owlishly. ‘Nan…’
‘Time to wake up, pet.’ Nan smiled at her.
‘Oh…’ Rubbing her eyes, Tamzin saw where she was and remembered. ‘I couldn’t sleep,’ she said. ‘I thought maybe if I tried to draw something, it might…’ She yawned. ‘Did I draw anything? I’m sure I started.’
‘You did, love, but you didn’t get very far,’ said Nan, crossing her fingers behind her back and pointing to the table with her other hand. ‘Look. Just a few lines on your sketchpad.
I expect you nodded off within minutes.’
Tamzin laughed shakily. ‘How silly!’
‘Well, it’s understandable. Now listen, it’s nearly breakfast time, so why don’t you go and put the kettle on and I’ll put your paints away for you.’
‘All right.’ Tamzin yawned again. ‘Oh… ’scuse me!’
‘Tea and toast, and a poached egg,’ Nan said firmly. ‘Off you go!’
Tamzin went, with Baggins trotting after her in hope of food. Nan waited until she disappeared then took the picture from its hiding place. She gazed at it. She frowned. And a tense, chilly sensation settled somewhere under her heart.




As soon as they had finished breakfast, Tamzin and Nan set off for the stables. Tamzin, wearing blue jeans and a blue sweater, felt as if her stomach was full of little wheels all turning and grinding together. Nan seemed much calmer but her eyes were quick and alert as they walked up the valley. She was carrying packed lunches and several sheets of drawing paper rolled up and shoved into her bag. When Tamzin asked what they were for, she replied lightly, ‘Oh, I thought I might make a few sketches while I’m watching the events.’ She said nothing about Tamzin’s picture, which was hidden inside the roll.
The morning was bright, but though the wind had dried up much of the water left by the rain, there were a lot of puddles in the stable yard. When Tamzin and Nan arrived they found Mrs Richards and Joel sweeping out the worst of them.
‘Morning,’ Mrs Richards called cheerfully as they came through the gate. ‘Looks like we’ve got a nice day for it!’
There was bunting hung around the yard, and more out in the fields where the events were to be held. Mr Richards was setting up the loudspeaker system that would be used for music and announcements, and Nan went to give him a hand while Tamzin joined in the puddle-sweeping. The riding-school horses were all still in the stable, but their doortops were open and heads were looking out at all the activity with great interest. They knew something exciting was going on, and Tamzin snatched a few minutes to give Moonlight an apple and two carrots, and to talk to him about the day ahead.
Competitors and spectators started to arrive soon after nine, and by ten o’clock the yard and the fields were bustling with people and ponies. Tamzin was grooming Moonlight when Marga and Lossie came in at the gate. She looked round quickly for Nan, who was some way off, but Nan had already seen the arrivals and nodded reassuringly. The little wheels inside Tamzin seemed to turn faster than ever, and firmly she made herself turn back to her grooming.
Tamzin kept out of Marga’s way, but once the first events got started it was impossible to avoid her completely. There was a big crowd in the fields now, and cheerful music played over the loudspeakers. In the yard, horses and ponies milled about. Tamzin had saddled Moonlight and was just about to mount and get ready for her first event – the walk, trot, mount and gallop – when Lossie clattered past with Marga on his back.
‘Hi, Tamzin,’ said Marga with a smile that Tamzin instantly mistrusted. ‘I haven’t seen much of you this morning.’
‘No,’ Tamzin replied. ‘I’ve been busy.’
‘I expect you have. But I’m glad I’ve found you now because I want to ask you something.’
‘Oh?’ said Tamzin warily. ‘What is it?’
‘Just a thought, but I wondered if you wanted to ride Lossie in one of the events I’m not going in for? The bending race, maybe – he’s very good at it and faster than Moonlight, so you’d have a better chance of winning.’
Tamzin’s eyes narrowed. ‘Thanks,’ she said coldly and firmly, ‘but no thanks.’
‘OK.’ Marga shrugged, still smiling. ‘Like I said, it was just a thought. I’d better go and get ready for the first round of the jumping. See you later.’
‘Only if I’m unlucky…’ Tamzin whispered under her breath as Marga rode away.
‘Hi, Tam,’ another voice hailed her then, and she turned to see Joel approaching, leading Jester, who was excited and very lively. ‘All set for the first event?’
‘I think so.’ She adjusted Moonlight’s girth while Jester jingled his bridle impatiently.
‘Was that Marga you were talking to?’ Joel asked.
‘Yes.’
‘Thought so. She and Lossie look great, don’t they? I bet – steady, Jester, calm down! – I bet they’ll get a prize in the best turnout.’
‘Probably,’ said Tamzin.
‘Well, I’d better get to the field or I’ll be late. Wish me luck in the jumping!’
‘Yes – good luck!’
Joel swung himself on to Jester’s back and Tamzin watched as he followed Marga and Lossie towards the jumping field. There were still twenty minutes to go before her own event, so she mounted Moonlight and rode him to the field’s edge where she could watch the first few competitors.
The jumps were quite low for the first round, and the first six horses, including Jester and Lossie, completed the course without a fault. Checking her watch, Tamzin saw that her own event was about to start so she turned Moonlight and urged him towards the other field.
She was halfway there when there was a sudden commotion. A big bay mare, with a middle-aged man on her back, gave a shrill whinny, reared, then swung round out of control and collided with Moonlight. Startled, Moonlight pranced sideways, catching Tamzin unawares. She lost a stirrup, felt herself slipping. She made a frantic grab for Moonlight’s mane but it was too late – she fell off and landed on her back in the middle of a large puddle.
People hurried to help her, and the bay mare’s rider jumped down and came running.
‘I’m terribly sorry,’ he said breathlessly. ‘Are you all right?’
Tamzin wasn’t hurt but she was absolutely soaked. Muddy water streamed from her as she got to her feet, and she replied shakily, ‘Yes, I – I’m fine. Just a bit wet…’
‘More than a bit!’ It was Mrs Richards, who had been nearby. ‘Oh, Tamzin, just look at your clothes! You’ll have to change.’ She glanced accusingly at the bay’s rider, who spread his hands helplessly.
‘I’m terribly sorry,’ he said again, ‘but truly, it wasn’t my fault. Some idiotic girl on a chestnut came charging straight at my mare and frightened her.’
‘A chestnut…?’ There was a quaver in Tamzin’s voice.
‘Yes. A big animal with a white blaze. She probably couldn’t control it properly. It was very irresponsible of her.’
‘Well, there’s no real harm done,’ said Mrs Richards. ‘Come along, Tamzin. You’d better come to the house and we’ll find some dry clothes that fit you.’
Tamzin looked down at her sodden clothes. Would Mrs Richards have any spare blue things? She hoped so. She couldn’t fetch anything from home because her blue fleece and navy jeans were in the wash.
Unhappily she stared around, looking for Moonlight and Lossie. She couldn’t see them but she knew instinctively that Marga was there somewhere. She would be watching. She would be laughing.
Because this was the first clash, and she had won.
For the rest of the morning Tamzin was far too distracted to think about anything but what Marga’s next move might be. Wearing a borrowed green sweater and fawn jodhpurs, Tamzin took part in three events, but she couldn’t concentrate on riding and that confused Moonlight, so that they came last or next to last every time.
By lunchtime her nerves were stretched to breaking point. Nothing had happened – in fact, Marga hadn’t been anywhere near her since the incident with the bay horse, though Tamzin had seen Lossie in the distance a few times. The question nagged and nagged in Tamzin’s head: what was Marga planning? She couldn’t even guess; and waiting like this was worse than facing it. She just wished that Marga would come out into the open and get it over with.
She could not eat her sandwiches, but gave the meat ones to Barney and the cheese ones to Moonlight, who adored cheese. Then, leaving Moonlight in the stable for a rest, she went in search of Nan and found her by the jumping ring. The jump-off for the children’s competition was about to start, and Joel and Marga were both still in the running.
‘I’ve been keeping a close eye on that girl,’ Nan said in a low voice as Tamzin joined her at the ringside. ‘You’re right. She’s a very good rider. In fact, I’d say she’s unnaturally good.’
Tamzin shivered. ‘I know.’
‘I couldn’t hear her horse’s name over the speakers,’ Nan went on. ‘You did tell me once but I’ve forgotten.’
‘Lossie,’ said Tamzin.
‘Lossie…’ Nan looked thoughtful. ‘That rings a bell somehow, but I can’t place it. Ah well, perhaps I’m getting it mixed up with something else.’ Then, as a horse finished a clear round, she looked at Tamzin properly for the first time. ‘You’re very pale, love. Are you feeling all right?’
‘Not really,’ Tamzin admitted, and explained about the awfulness of waiting. ‘And I did really badly in all the events,’ she finished unhappily. ‘I was too worried to think about them.’
‘That’s not surprising,’ said Nan sympathetically. ‘Are you entering any more events this afternoon?’
‘I was going in for the best turnout. But my hair’s in an awful state after falling in the puddle, and these clothes don’t fit me properly. I’d only come last again so there doesn’t seem a lot of point in trying.’
‘Fair enough,’ Nan agreed. ‘And what about the musical ride? That’s right at the end of the day, isn’t it?’
Tamzin nodded. ‘I don’t want to do it, Nan. I’m so scared of getting it all wrong and ruining the whole thing.’
‘But you told me, didn’t you, that you do some of the tricks in pairs?’ said Nan. ‘If you drop out, it’ll leave an odd number. Won’t that ruin it anyway?’
Tamzin nodded again, feeling so jumpy that she could have screamed or cried, or both. ‘I don’t know what to do.’
‘I’ll tell you what to do.’ Suddenly Nan was brisk and encouraging. ‘Take part in the ride. You’ve rehearsed it so well and you’ve been looking forward to it. Moonlight will help you. And Marga won’t be anywhere near you; I’ll see to that. Come on, Tamzin, you can do it.’ She paused, then added, ‘Marga’s probably expecting you to drop out – in fact, it might be part of her plan. Stand up to her and show her that you’re not afraid!’
Tamzin swallowed something that was trying to stick in her throat. ‘Oh, Nan, you’re brilliant! You make me feel brave.’
‘You are brave,’ said Nan firmly. ‘And that’s exactly what Marga hasn’t bargained for. Will you do it? For me?’
Tamzin hesitated, but only for a second. ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I will.’
As everyone had expected, Marga and Lossie won the children’s jumping, and Marga was presented with a red rosette, which she proudly – smugly, Tamzin thought – pinned to Lossie’s bridle. Joel came third, and as he rode out of the ring behind the other prizewinners he saw Tamzin by the gate and stopped to say hello.
‘Well done!’ Tamzin patted Jester.
‘It could have been worse, I suppose,’ Joel grinned. ‘If he hadn’t rapped that top pole on the last jump but one… we couldn’t have beaten Marga but we might have come second. Oh, well. I’d better take him to the stable and let him have a rest before the musical ride. Are you all ready?’
‘Yes. Moonlight’s in the stable too.’ Tamzin looked at her watch. ‘Half an hour to go.’
‘OK. I’m going to get a cold drink and some chocolate. See you in the yard in about twenty minutes.’
Tamzin spent the next twenty minutes trying to calm her nerves. Nan’s pep-talk had helped and she was feeling much steadier as she returned to the yard to fetch Moonlight.
As she approached Moonlight’s box, though, she met Joel coming out.
‘Tam, we’ve got a problem.’ Joel looked worried. ‘Moonlight’s lame.’
‘What? He can’t be!’
‘Come and see for yourself. He’s limping badly. He can hardly put one of his hind feet down, and when I tried to take a look at it he kicked out at me. I don’t know what’s wrong but there’s no way he can be ridden.’
Aghast, Tamzin said, ‘We’ll have to cancel the musical ride!’
‘We can’t! It’s the highlight of the whole day. People are going to be really disappointed if it doesn’t go ahead. Look, Tamzin, you’ll have to ride another pony. After all, it’s the riders who matter; any pony can do it, provided we choose one that’s quiet and obedient.’
He was right – but Tamzin didn’t like the idea of riding another pony. She wanted to be with Moonlight. She felt safe with him. Yet if she refused, she couldn’t explain her reasons. And she would be letting everyone down.
‘All right,’ she said, her heart bumping nervously. ‘Which pony can I have?’
‘Well…Sally-Ann and Jester are already in the team, so they’re no good. Dandy’s quiet enough but he’s been ridden nearly all day, so I don’t think he should do any more. There’s Pippin, of course, but…’ He shrugged helplessly. ‘You know what he’s like. You’d never even get him to trot, let alone canter. Look, if you can start getting Jester ready, I’ll find Mum or Dad and see if they’ve got any ideas. Won’t be a minute.’
He swung round – and came face to face with Marga.
‘Hi, Joel,’ she said. ‘Bad luck about the jumping. I thought you deserved to do better…’ Then her voice tailed off as she saw Joel’s worried expression. ‘Something up?’
‘Moonlight’s lame. We’ve got to find another pony for Tamzin in the musical ride, but I don’t know if there’s one we can use.’
Marga’s face lit up. ‘Of course there is,’ she said. ‘Problem solved.’ She looked at Tamzin, and smiled the smile of a predator. ‘She can ride Lossie!’




‘Of course I’d stand in for Tamzin, if I could,’ Marga said sweetly. ‘But I haven’t learned the routine. Besides, she’s ridden Lossie before. And he’s very obedient.’ She looked from one to another of the people gathered around. ‘So it’s the obvious solution, isn’t it?’
Everyone looked at Tamzin, and Tamzin knew she was cornered. There they all were: Mr and Mrs Richards, Joel, the rest of the musical ride team. They were all smiling, all waiting for her to smile back at Marga and gratefully accept her offer. Every instinct in Tamzin was screaming silently at her to say, No, no, I won’t do it! But she couldn’t tell them that. They wouldn’t understand. And she couldn’t tell them the truth about Marga because they simply wouldn’t believe her.
Desperately she looked around for Nan but could not see her anywhere. Joel said, ‘Come on, Tam, what are you waiting for?’ and some of the others were getting impatient. She was running out of time.
She heard her own voice say feebly, ‘Lossie might be… too tired.’
Marga laughed. ‘He isn’t. He’s got loads of stamina. I’ll go and fetch him, shall I?’
She stared very hard at Tamzin as she spoke and, in the depths of her eyes, behind the smiling mask of her face, Tamzin saw a cold, deadly light. A light of victory.
And Nan’s words echoed in her head: ‘Stand up to her and show her that you’re not afraid!’
In her mind’s eye Tamzin pictured a sparkling blue sea, a shining blue sky, a white horse with a blue-tinged coat, galloping…
She drew a deep breath and said, ‘All right. I’ll ride him.’
‘We’re starting ten minutes late but I don’t suppose anyone’ll mind.’ Joel on Jester jogged beside Tamzin and Lossie as the musical ride team made their way in pairs towards the field. Tamzin nodded but didn’t speak. So far, Lossie was behaving as perfectly as anyone could have wished, but she could feel his huge strength and knew that if he chose to play up – or worse – there would be nothing she could do to stop him.
They reached the field, and the waiting crowd gathered round the roped-off arena started to clap and cheer as they entered.
‘Now I know how it feels to be famous!’ Joel checked Jester, who didn’t like the noise and was tossing his head and dancing. Lossie took no notice but walked on as placidly as ever.
Suddenly Tamzin said, ‘Joel, couldn’t we swap? I mean, Lossie’s so big…’
Joel laughed ruefully. ‘No way! Jester’s being difficult. I think getting a prize in the jumping’s gone to his head. Sorry, Tam, but you wouldn’t be able to handle him. Stick with Lossie; you’re much better off.’
It had been her one chance and now it was gone. Well, she would just have to hope that she was ready for whatever was going to happen. She just wished she knew where Nan was.
The music for the display began to blare from the speakers, and the eight horses formed up in the centre of the arena. Joel, who was team leader, checked that everyone was ready. Then his hand came down in a signal and the musical ride began.
‘I’m sorry about that, Mrs Weston.’ Joel’s mother smiled at Nan as they stood together in the yard. ‘There’s always one that gets lost, isn’t there? Still, the little boy’s all right now, and his parents weren’t far away. Thank you very much for helping me find them.’
‘No trouble at all,’ said Nan, then: ‘Oh, listen – the music’s starting for the riding display. I must hurry – I don’t want to miss Tamzin’s big moment.’
‘Of course! I’ll come with you.’
They walked towards the field, and Mrs Richards said, ‘It’s such a pity about Moonlight, isn’t it?’
‘Moonlight?’ Nan was puzzled.
‘Going lame so suddenly. Oh, didn’t you know? Joel discovered it, just a few minutes before the ride was due to start.’ Mrs Richards smiled. ‘We thought we wouldn’t be able to find a spare horse for Tamzin to ride, but Marga came to the rescue and offered Lossie.’
Nan’s face had turned a sickly colour. ‘Mrs Richards – are you telling me that Tamzin is riding Marga’s horse?’
‘Yes. He’s rather big for her, of course, but he’s very gentle. Wasn’t it kind of Marga to lend him?’
‘Yes,’ said Nan pallidly. ‘Wasn’t it…’ And she started to walk faster.
The musical ride was going without a hitch. Lossie obeyed all Tamzin’s commands and did everything she could have asked of him. He was the perfect mount. And Tamzin didn’t trust him an inch.
She couldn’t see Marga anywhere at the ringside, but she was relieved to see Nan arrive with Mrs Richards. Nan raised one hand in a sort-of wave, but Tamzin couldn’t wave back – and she wasn’t close enough to see the look on Nan’s face.
‘Tam!’ Joel hissed suddenly. ‘Concentrate!’
‘Sorry.’ Hastily Tamzin remembered what she was supposed to be doing. Only another minute to go… ‘Trot on, Lossie,’ she said, and Lossie broke into a neat, collected trot. One last canter around the field, then back to the centre for a final salute…
At the ringside, Nan was saying to Mrs Richards, ‘Lossie – it’s a strange name for a horse, but I keep thinking I’ve heard it somewhere before.’
‘Yes, I thought that too. I must ask Marga sometime.’ Mrs Richards smiled. ‘Maybe it’s from the old Cornish language?’
Nan’s spine prickled suddenly. Lossie… and what if Marga wasn’t short for Margaret, but meant something else? Not in English, but in Cornish, like the words that had been carved on the Grey Horse figurine. Gweetho An Men Mar… Guard This Stone…
Nan had started to learn Cornish some years ago, but had not had the time to continue it. How much could she remember? Lossie… Los…
The music came to an end with a cheerful crescendo, and she looked up quickly to see that the musical ride had ended and the team were lined up in the middle of the field. Applause broke out as the riders bowed, then they started to file at a walk towards the gate.
And the answer that Nan had been looking for suddenly came to her. Marga was very like the Cornish word Margh, which meant Horse. And the first three letters of Lossie – L, O, S – were the Cornish word for…
Grey.
Nan’s face lost all its colour and she gasped aloud, ‘Oh, dear God!’
Mrs Richards looked at her in surprise but Nan took no notice. She was already pushing through the crowd, fighting her way towards the gate as the musical ride team left the field.
Joel led them out, and Tamzin was fifth in the line. But as the fourth rider came through the gate Lossie started to play up. He pranced and sidestepped, shaking his head. Then his tail swished in the face of the pony behind him. The pony snorted and aimed a nip at Lossie’s hindquarters –
And Lossie reared, swung round and bolted, with Tamzin clinging to his back.
‘Tamzin!’ Nan screamed. But there was nothing she could do. The ponies behind Lossie scattered as he charged straight at and past them, accelerating to a full gallop and pounding across the field.
Tamzin’s mind was a whirl of terror. Instinctively she tried to stop the horse as she had been taught: pull and slacken on the reins, pull and slacken again – but it was useless. Lossie thundered on. And thirty metres ahead of them was the high stone hedge that marked the field boundary.
Behind her Tamzin could hear shouts of alarm but they meant nothing to her. Instinct was yelling at her to throw herself from the saddle before it was too late, and pray that she wouldn’t be too badly injured. But what if that’s what Marga wants? cried another inner voice. Maybe that’s what she planned all along – to hurt or even kill you in a bad
fall, and make it look like an accident?
Suddenly convinced that that was Marga’s plan, Tamzin knew that, somehow, she had to stay on Lossie’s back. But the stone hedge was a high, solid barrier, and Lossie showed no sign of slowing down or swerving aside. He was going to jump it! And Tamzin was a beginner at jumping – half a metre was the most she had ever done, and the wall must be three times that height.
Lossie’s speed increased as he galloped towards the wall and, terrified, Tamzin struggled to remember what Mrs Richards had taught her about jumping. Weight down, grip with your knees, hands forwards…
She screamed aloud as Lossie took off with an incredible leap. The ground dropped away in a dizzying blur as he went over the hedge with room to spare. Then there was a sickening drop that seemed to leave her stomach behind, and the chestnut landed on the far side with bone-shaking force. The impact threw Tamzin forwards on to his neck. Desperately she clutched for handholds – the saddle pommel, Lossie’s mane, anything to stop herself from pitching over his head and into the path of his pounding hooves as he galloped on. Her legs flailed, she screamed again – but somehow she was clinging on, finding a lost stirrup, righting herself…
She had done it! Marga and Lossie had failed!
But the danger was far from over, for Lossie clearly had no intention of slowing down. It was as if he had expected Tamzin to fall, was angry that she had thwarted him, and wanted to try again. They had left the Richards’ land behind them and were heading up the valley, going at breakneck speed. By now other riders had set off in pursuit from the stables, but they had no hope of catching Lossie and were already being left far behind.
The wind streamed breathtakingly in Tamzin’s face as she clung to her precarious hold. She didn’t know where Lossie was taking her or when he would stop. The daylight was fading; it was nearly sunset, and heavy clouds were boiling in from the south-west to hasten the dusk. On they went, the land becoming scrubbier now and littered with stones that could bring down an ordinary horse with no warning.
But Lossie was not an ordinary horse. He seemed to fly over the treacherous surface, his hooves barely touching the ground. All around them was wild and empty space. There were no roads, no houses, no people, and the pursuing riders had given up the hopeless chase. There was nothing Tamzin could do, nothing at all –
She was caught completely by surprise as Lossie suddenly stumbled, or pretended to. He lurched forwards, breaking the galloping rhythm, and Tamzin didn’t stand a chance. She lost her balance, slewed sideways, then fell from his back and rolled on the ground, to end up on her face in a patch of heather.
She tried to raise her head and a wave of giddy sickness hit her, so that for a minute or so she could only lie where she was until the wave went away. Then, close by, she heard the stamp of hooves. Lossie.
Terrified that she was about to be trampled on, Tamzin struggled to get up. But her legs felt like jelly and she thumped down again. A huge shape loomed against the darkening sky. Lossie was there. She saw his white blaze, his mane and tail streaming in the wind – and his coat had turned shockingly from chestnut to grey…
The landscape around her started to spin. She tried to make it stop, but it spun faster, swelling and fading.
And Tamzin fell back into the heather as she passed out.




The stable yard was a scene of confusion. There seemed to be horses and people everywhere. Tamzin’s pursuers had come back on their winded mounts, while other riders were getting ready to join the search party hastily organized by Mr and Mrs Richards. Torches flickered in the increasing gloom, and within a few more minutes the police would arrive to add to the hubbub.
Nan saw Joel and ran to intercept him. ‘Joel! Joel, I’ve got to talk to you!’
Joel stopped. ‘Mrs Weston – I’m looking for Marga. She knows Lossie best. She might have some idea where he’ll go. But I can’t find her anywhere!’
‘You won’t find her,’ said Nan grimly. She waved a rolled-up sheet of paper. ‘Joel, I know where Tamzin is.’
‘What?’ Joel’s eyes widened. ‘How?’
‘Look at this.’ Towing him towards the tack room, where there was more light, Nan unrolled the paper. It was Tamzin’s painting, showing the blue and grey horses facing each other on the dark clifftop.
‘I don’t understand…’ Joel’s face was blank.
‘That building, there.’ Nan stabbed a finger at the picture. ‘It looks like an old mine engine house.’
‘Yes, but –’
‘There’s one on the cliffs, isn’t there? About a mile down the coast.’
Joel shook his head. ‘What’s that got to do with Tamzin?’
‘Everything!’ Nan snapped. ‘Trust me, Joel. I know. You’ve got to take Moonlight and go after her. The search party won’t find Tamzin – but he will!’
‘I can’t ride him,’ said Joel. ‘He’s lame.’
‘Is he?’ Nan fixed him with a hard stare. ‘I don’t think so!’
Joel frowned, and his eyes lost their focus as if he was confused. ‘But I thought…’ he began.
Nan didn’t waste time but grabbed his arm again and hurried him to the stable.
Moonlight was agitated. When he saw them he whinnied loudly and shuffled round his loose-box, moving stiffly and holding one hind leg as though it hurt him.
Nan had a torch. She went straight to the white pony, lifted his hoof and shone a light on it. ‘Quickly!’ she snapped. ‘I need a hoof pick!’
Joel grabbed one from a nearby shelf and gave it to her. Nan’s hand moved – Moonlight seemed to understand that she was helping him, and kept perfectly still – and a few seconds later she straightened and held something out to Joel.
‘There’s the cause of the trouble,’ she said. ‘A stone in his hoof.’
‘I didn’t think to look…’ said Joel bewilderedly.
‘No, you didn’t, because Marga didn’t want you to. You’ve been fooled, Joel. But it isn’t your fault – power like Marga’s is very hard to resist.’
He blinked again. ‘Marga? Mrs Weston, what do you mean?’
‘Marga – Lossie,’ said Nan. ‘Or rather, Margh Los. It’s Cornish, Joel. It means Grey Horse.’
Before Joel could react, Moonlight let out another whinny, long and shrill, as if he was urging them not to waste time. He started to dance restlessly. And he was no longer limping.
Joel stared at Nan, and the spell that Marga had cast on him slid away, replaced by horrified understanding.
‘Hurry, Joel,’ Nan pleaded. ‘Before it’s too late!’
For a moment Joel stood rigid. Then he wrenched the loose-box door open. He was vaulting on to Moonlight’s back even as the white pony clattered outside. There was no time for bridle or saddle, and he didn’t need them.
‘Joel,’ Nan reached out and gripped his wrist. ‘Tamzin’s bracelet – Marga’s got it!’
‘Yes,’ said Joel harshly. ‘I know that now!’
‘You must get it back. It’s a talisman, it will protect you both!’
Joel nodded, once. Then people and ponies alike scurried out of the way as Moonlight galloped from the yard and towards the valley.
Nan stared after them until they were swallowed in the gathering darkness. When she could no longer even imagine that she saw them, she opened her hand and looked at the stone she had taken from Moonlight’s hoof. It was a strange stone: perfectly round; too perfect, in fact, to be natural.
And it was grey.
When Tamzin regained consciousness it was almost dark. Groggily she sat up, and the movement sent a thump of pain through her head, as if someone was hitting it with a hammer from the inside. She winced and cautiously touched the back of her skull. There was sticky wetness there. Blood… Her riding helmet had come off; she must have lost it as she fell and grazed herself. Her mind was still vague and muddled, and she tried to recall how she had fallen, and where, and why.
The memory came back with such a jolt that she almost cried out aloud. Lossie – he had bolted with her, carried her far from the stables on a reckless, headlong gallop, then thrown her off. Now she was alone in the gathering night, with no torch, no mobile, and no idea of where she was. And the only sound she could hear was the moan of the wind.
Tamzin stared around, hoping to see a distant glimmer of light; a house maybe, or car headlights on a road. But all her eyes made out was the stark silhouette of a ruined mine engine house some way off. Otherwise, the dark reached emptily away in every direction.
Slowly and awkwardly she climbed to her feet. The hammers thumped in her head again but she did her best to ignore them. She couldn’t stay here. She was stiff with cold already and if she didn’t find shelter she would probably get hypothermia. Which way to go, though? If she just blundered off into the night, she could make matters even worse and end up miles from anywhere.
She was still dithering about her direction when she heard a new sound mingling with the wind. It was a heavy noise, like a muffled thud. Then another, and another. Spiders seemed to crawl over Tamzin’s skin as she recognized what it was. Hoofbeats.
A tall, dim shape was forming in the gloom. Something pale flickered, as if someone was waving a white rag. Then the rag resolved into the outline of a horse’s white blaze, and Tamzin’s heart tried to rise up into her throat and suffocate her as Lossie, with Marga on his back, emerged from the darkness and stood facing her.
Marga did not look like Marga any more. Her hair, loosed from its plait, blew like pale smoke in the wind, and a wild light glared in her eyes. Her face – somehow Tamzin could see it, in spite of the dark – was warped into a look of pure, triumphant evil. And everything about her, and the creature she rode, was grey.
‘No…’ Tamzin raised both hands, uselessly trying to protect herself, and took a step backwards. Marga laughed a soft, horrible laugh. And Lossie started to approach Tamzin.
‘Don’t come near me! Leave me alone!’ Panic clawed at Tamzin and she took three more backward steps, stumbling and almost falling over. Lossie followed as Marga laughed again, and Tamzin knew she was trapped. She couldn’t outrun the horse and his rider.
She expected them to charge and attack her, but it seemed that they had other ideas. Lossie moved once more, forcing Tamzin to change direction, and she realized that they were driving her, making her go the way that they wanted her to. But where were they driving her? Where?
Abruptly, horribly, the answer came, as over the noise of the wind she heard a steadier, deeper roar. The sea – they were on the cliffs!
Tamzin hurled a frantic glance over her shoulder. The ruined engine house was much closer, and the ground behind it was a sharp, black outline, with empty sky above. She was no more than twenty metres from the edge.
She tried despairingly to change direction, to dodge, run, anything. But whatever she did, Marga and Lossie were always there before her, blocking her escape at every turn. Relentlessly they pushed her closer and closer to the cliff edge until, with no more than two metres of solid ground between Tamzin and a fatal fall, Lossie stopped.
The noise of the sea mingled with the noise of blood rushing in Tamzin’s head, but she clearly heard Marga’s cruel laugh.
‘There’s only one thing that can save you now,’ Marga called. She raised one arm and pointed to her other wrist, and Tamzin saw a glint of bright blue there. ‘Come and get your precious talisman,’ Marga taunted. ‘Or try!’
Tamzin’s mouth was so dry that it hurt. She could hardly breathe and she was far too terrified to move a muscle. The bracelet swung on Marga’s wrist, and the blue glass turned and writhed as if it was trying to break free from the chain.
‘Come on, Tamzin.’ Marga’s glittering eyes mocked her. ‘What’s the matter? You’re not afraid, are you?’
With the wind-torn clouds behind them, the horse and rider seemed to be changing, merging into a single, monstrous apparition, neither human nor animal. Lossie took a pace towards Tamzin, almost in slow motion, and Tamzin felt her own foot slide backwards. She couldn’t resist; couldn’t stop herself from backing away, closer to the cliff edge –
Shock hit her like an ice-cold slap as a shrill whinny rang from the darkness, and a pale shape came hurtling out of the night. Recognition slammed into her spinning mind in the split second before Moonlight, with Joel on his back, charged headlong at Lossie.
The white pony’s eyes were rolling and his nostrils flaring. Lossie swung on his haunches to meet the attack and the two horses clashed in a confusion of flailing hooves and savagely snapping teeth.
Marga was shrieking with rage. Joel was yelling too, gripping for dear life to Moonlight’s bare back, one hand tangled in his mane while the other snatched and clawed towards Marga. Tamzin’s glass talisman flashed on Marga’s arm; Joel was grabbing at it, trying to snatch it from her wrist –
Suddenly Lossie screamed, then reared and swung around in a single coiling movement. Sheer reflex made Tamzin fling herself aside as the great grey beast leaped into a standing gallop, heading straight for her. She hit the ground, and Lossie’s hooves thundered past ten centimetres from her head, with Moonlight right on his heels. Joel was still clinging on, and in horror Tamzin shrieked, ‘Joel, jump! JUMP!’
Whether he heard and understood or whether, like her, reflex took over, neither of them would ever know. But he flung himself from Moonlight’s back, twisting in the air and landing among heather and gorse an arm’s length from Tamzin. As he scrabbled to his feet, Tamzin cried out, ‘Moonlight! Moonlight!’ for the two horses were careering on. Dead ahead of them was a short, sharp slope – and then a vertical drop as the cliff fell away to the sea.
They were almost at the brink when Moonlight flung up his head and swerved aside. But Lossie did not swerve. He made no attempt at all to stop. Clutching at each other like a long-lost brother and sister, Tamzin and Joel watched in horror as the horse, with Marga urging him on, launched into a tremendous leap that carried them both off the cliff edge and out above the sea. For a heart-stopping instant they seemed to hang motionless in mid-air, silhouetted against the sky. Then…
They were gone. They didn’t fall. They just vanished.
A wordless cry bubbled in Tamzin’s throat. She broke free from Joel and, ignoring his warning to be careful, ran to the cliff edge. Dropping to all fours, she stared down. Despite the darkness she could see the sea, a restless, heaving, moving mass far, far below. Surf showed white as waves broke against the rock face and surged around boulders and cave mouths. But there was no trace of Lossie and Marga.
Then she saw the grey wave. It was moving in the opposite direction to all the others, not pounding the coast but flowing steadily, powerfully out to sea. Its crest danced and writhed as though it had a life of its own. Then it faded into the darkness of the night, and was lost from view.
‘Tam…’ Joel was there, his hand on her shoulder, and Moonlight was with him, whickering and nuzzling at them both. The pony’s neck was flecked with sweat, and Tamzin didn’t know which one of them to hug first. They all moved back from the cliff edge, then abruptly Tamzin’s legs gave way under her and she sat down hard and unexpectedly on the turf.
Joel said shakily, ‘I’ve got something for you.’
‘Wh-what?’ She gazed up at him in confusion. He dropped to a crouch beside her. ‘Here,’ he said, and put something into her hand.
Moonlight gave another little whicker, as though encouraging Tamzin to look. Tamzin stared at her hand. Something shimmered in the darkness. Something blue.
‘My bracelet…’ She said it in a tone of wonder and disbelief and happiness all at once.
In the distance torches were bobbing, and agitated voices could faintly be heard against the sea’s sound. ‘It’s your Nan with the search party,’ Joel said softly. ‘She knew where to find you. She and Moonlight.’
Like another wave breaking, all the fear and tension in Tamzin snapped. She threw her arms around Moonlight’s warm, comforting neck, and burst into tears.




Hot chocolate had never tasted so wonderful. Tamzin sat on the sitting-room sofa, her dressing gown wrapped around her, and stared into the flames of the newly lit fire. She felt dreamy and a bit unreal, and only looked up when Nan came in.
‘Feeling better, love?’ Nan asked.
Tamzin nodded. ‘Yes. Thanks, Nan. For everything…’
Baggins had followed Nan into the room, and jumped up on to Tamzin’s lap, purring loudly and kneading with his front paws. Tamzin stroked him, and Nan added, ‘Supper’s nearly ready. Cheese and potato hotpot.’ She sat down in an armchair and sipped her own mug of chocolate. ‘That’s better. It’s nice to relax at last, isn’t it?’
It was, Tamzin thought. Nan was so calm that she made everything feel almost normal again – and normal feelings were exactly what Tamzin needed now.
The search party, with Nan in the lead, had taken Tamzin and Joel back to the stables, where a police car was waiting, together with a local doctor whose daughter had been taking part in the Fun Day. The doctor examined Tamzin and to her relief said there was no need for her go to hospital. The best thing for her, he said, was to go home and have a hot meal and a good night’s sleep.
Before she could go home, though, the police wanted to talk to her. They were searching for the runaway horse and also for Marga. They hoped Tamzin could tell them where Marga lived and who her family were. Joel had given them her mobile phone number but he must have written it down wrongly, they said, because that number did not exist.
Tamzin could have told them that Marga and Lossie did not exist, either; at least, not in the way that they meant. But of course they would not have believed her, so she simply repeated the story that Marga had told her.
While Tamzin talked to the police Nan had fetched the car round by the road way to take her home. Before they left Tamzin had had a few private minutes with Joel and Moonlight in the stable. Joel looked strained and weary, with dark shadows under his eyes. He was tongue-tied at first but finally he had blurted out a stumbling apology ‘for being so blind and stupid’, as he put it.
‘I should have seen through Marga,’ he said miserably. ‘I should have realized what she was.’
‘How could you have done?’ Tamzin asked. ‘Anyway, we don’t really know what she was, do we? I expect we never will. But because of you and Moonlight, she didn’t win. That’s the only thing that matters.’
Joel looked happier at that, though still uncertain. Tamzin hugged him. ‘Look after Moonlight for me,’ she said.
‘I will. He deserves the best of everything.’ Joel hesitated. ‘Will you come to the stables tomorrow?’
‘Of course, if Nan says I can.’
He managed to smile. ‘Your Nan’s an amazing person.’
‘She is,’ Tamzin agreed. ‘Bye then, Joel. Till tomorrow.’
And now she was home, warm and comfortable – and safe. So much had happened that it was hard to know where to begin talking about it. At last, though, she looked up at Nan.
‘It’s going to be strange at school when term starts next week,’ she said. ‘I wonder what they’ll all think happened to Marga?’ She suppressed a little shiver. ‘Nan, was she ever real?’
Nan thought for a moment or two, then replied, ‘No, love, I don’t believe she was. I think she and Lossie were a kind of… illusion, created by the Grey Horse. It was trying to take revenge on you – and but for Joel and Moonlight, it would have succeeded.’
Tamzin looked at her wrist, where her bracelet sparkled. ‘Joel broke the spell when he snatched it away from her, didn’t he?’ she said. ‘That was why Marga and Lossie jumped over the cliff.’
‘Yes. The Grey Horse knew that it had failed, so it had no need of them any more and it took them back to… well, to wherever it conjured them from. You won’t ever see them again.’
‘I know.’ Then Tamzin’s face clouded. ‘But there’ll be something else, won’t there? The Grey Horse wants me, and it won’t give up.’
‘That’s true, love. I can’t pretend it isn’t. But you have your talisman back now. It’s a powerful protector because it brings you closer to the Blue Horse. Which reminds me…’ She reached into a pocket and drew something out. ‘I think you ought to have this.’
She put a small, round, grey pebble into Tamzin’s hand.
‘What is it, Nan?’ Tamzin was puzzled.
‘It’s the stone that was in Moonlight’s hoof; that made him lame. I don’t know why, but I felt I should give it to you.’
Tamzin’s fingers closed over the pebble. For a second or two it felt cold… then suddenly, strangely, it became very warm and she felt a tiny tremor of movement under her palm.
She opened her hand again. The pebble had split in two. Inside it was another fragment of blue glass.
Tamzin gasped, and Nan leaned forwards eagerly to see. ‘Put it with the one on your bracelet,’ she urged. ‘See what happens!’
Tamzin held the new fragment against the first. The new one was a paler blue, sky rather than sea coloured, but it had the same odd, curling shape. The pieces touched – and Tamzin’s vision seemed to blur for a moment.
When it cleared, the two fragments had fused into one.
‘Oh, Nan!’ Tamzin could only stare in wonder.
‘It’s a sign,’ Nan said softly. ‘A sign from the Blue Horse. It’s with you, Tamzin. It’s helping you.’
With trembling fingertips Tamzin dared to touch the changed talisman, tracing its new shape. ‘It’s like part of a tiny horse’s head,’ she breathed. ‘Look, Nan; the cheeks, and the nostrils flaring…’
‘Yes, it is.’ Nan, too, touched the glass. ‘And those beautiful colours, blending together… There’ll be more battles, Tamzin. But the Blue Horse is getting stronger. You can win.’ She smiled. ‘We can win, and defeat the Grey Horse once and for all.’
Tamzin stroked the talisman. It felt neither cold nor warm now, but she could almost feel the Blue Horse’s strength flowing from it. Flowing into her.
‘Are you brave enough?’ Nan asked very gently.
Tamzin met her gaze with steady resolve. ‘Yes, Nan,’ she said. ‘I really think I am.’
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