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Learning how to ride had been one of my dreams for almost as long as I could remember – ever since I was six years old and Mum and Dad had taken me to the seaside for the day, and there had been a woman on the beach giving pony rides. I had begged to be allowed to have a go! Mum had been a bit nervous because I was really tiny and the pony was quite big so my feet didn’t even reach the stirrups, but I wasn’t in the least scared. It just felt so right. The pony woman said I had a natural seat, and for ages afterwards I was all puffed up and had these visions of taking part in gymkhanas and winning rosettes. I knew it was only make-believe, like when you pretend you’re a celeb and you’re being interviewed for an article in some glossy magazine. I mean, for one thing we were living in London at the time and there wasn’t a riding stable anywhere near. It wasn’t till I was eleven that we came to live in the country – well, Mum and I came to live in the country – and suddenly there were riding stables all over the place! Still, I never seriously thought that I would be able to take lessons. 

Mum and Dad having split up, which was the reason Mum had decided to move, we didn’t have very much money. Mum works really hard, translating stuff from foreign languages such as Russian – she is very clever, my mum! But, alas, it is not all that well paid. As for my dad, Mum says he is a lost cause. The reason she says that is because he gave up his very important job in London to go and live in Cornwall with a woman called Wanda and do his ‘own thing’. Unfortunately, doing his own thing brings in hardly any money at all, so I knew he wouldn’t be able to pay for my lessons. 

And then, yay! A totally brilliant and unexpected thing happened. A very aged, ancient relative of Mum’s died and Mum came into some money! Only a little bit of money, not like people win on the lottery, but enough for Mum to say that at long last I could have my riding lessons. I couldn’t wait to tell Katy! Katy lives right next door to us, with her mum. They had only been there a few months. Before that, they had been townies like us, so when we discovered that we were not only at the same school but were even in the same class, we had become best friends immediately. 

Now, every Sunday, as soon as we’d had breakfast we would jump on our bikes and ride as fast as we could to the stables. We couldn’t wait to get there! In London our mums would never have let us go anywhere on our bikes for fear of all the traffic. I hadn’t even had a bike in those days, but when we moved to the country and she saw how quiet it was, Mum had gone on eBay and found me one. Second-hand, but every bit as good as Katy’s, which was bright green and brand new. A birthday present from her dad!

The bikes had been Katy’s idea, the riding lessons mine. Katy had never even thought about it before, in spite of living in the country. Not that she had been there all that long, but she could have had lessons whenever she wanted. No problem! Her dad is a banker and earns simply stacks of money. Stacks and stacks. And because he and Katy’s mum are also divorced – which is one of the things that first made me and Katy bond – he spoils Katy rotten. He is always giving her stuff. If she were to ask him for a diamond tiara, he would probably buy one for her, never mind just paying for riding lessons. But, as she said, it would have been totally disloyal to have done it without me. We were best friends; we do things together! That is what being best friends is all about.

Also, though I don’t mean to be unfair, I think that secretly she would have been a bit too scared to do it by herself. It was quite funny the first time we went to the stables, though I tried not to giggle because that would have been unkind and might have embarrassed her. But just for a moment I could almost see her legs turning to jelly. Bethany, the girl who was going to teach us, appeared in the yard leading this enormous great horse towards us. I mean, really huge! It was tossing its mane and making funny snorty noises through its nose. Katy took a step back and went, ‘That’s n-not for us, is it?’ Her voice had gone all thin and quavery. Bethany laughed and said, ‘No way! This is Rosie. She’s far too big for you.’

I must admit, even I would have found it a bit nerve-racking, climbing on top of a horse that towered way above me! But I reached up and stroked her muzzle and she did the sweetest thing: she pushed her big horsey head into my hand and made this little whickering sound.

‘Here,’ said Bethany. She dug into her pocket and pulled out a carrot stick. ‘Give her this and she’ll be yours forever!’

I held it out and that huge great horse took it so gently. All I felt was the soft velvet of her lips brush my hand. 

‘She’s a real sweetie,’ said Bethany. ‘Aren’t you, my darling?’

She put an arm round Rosie and Rosie lowered her head so that Bethany could give her a kiss. I thought, I could do that! Not right away, of course; we’d have to get to know each other first. She wouldn’t want any old stranger planting kisses on her! Maybe in a week or two she’d feel that I could be trusted. I really, really wanted her to trust me! After all, I wasn’t just coming here to learn how to ride; I wanted to learn about the horses themselves. How they behaved, how to look after them, what they enjoyed.

I asked Bethany how long she had been working at the stables and she said that she had been riding there since she was ten years old and now worked part-time in exchange for free rides. I did so envy her! 

She told us that in spite of being so big, Rosie was one of the sweetest-natured horses she had ever known. 

‘Go on!’ she said. ‘Give her a hug!’

I stood on tiptoe and slipped my arm round Rosie’s neck. Rosie immediately lowered her head and nuzzled at me. I felt so honoured!

Bethany said, ‘She just loves being made a fuss of. Katy, go on, you try!’

Poor Katy! I could see she was terrified and trying desperately not to show it. 

‘She won’t hurt you,’ said Bethany. ‘She’d never do anything to hurt you.’

Very gingerly Katy reached up and patted Rosie’s neck. I could see her all tense and holding her breath. Next thing we know she’s like, ‘Eek!’ and falling into a mad fit of the giggles.

‘She’s chewing my hair!’

‘Just nibbling,’ said Bethany. ‘It’s a sign of affection! I told you, she’s a real poppet.’

‘And so pretty,’ I said. ‘A pink horse!’

Bethany agreed that it was quite an unusual colour. ‘She’s what’s known as a strawberry roan.’

Strawberry roan. I stored it up for future use. It was important to know what I was talking about! Obviously no real horse person would talk about a horse being pink. 

Katy, now perfectly relaxed and only too happy to have her hair nibbled, was marvelling at how tall Rosie was. ‘She’s taller than we are!’

‘Almost sixteen hands,’ said Bethany, and then kindly she added, ‘that’s how you measure a horse’s height … in hands. A hand is four inches, or just over ten centimetres … so Rosie is about five foot three, or …’ She waved a hand. ‘I don’t know how many centimetres! We still tend to measure horses the old-fashioned way.’

Katy, who is clever at maths, did a bit of silent calculation and with an air of triumph announced, ‘One point six metres!’

I said, ‘Wow.’

‘I’m impressed!’ said Bethany. 

I reached up and gently stroked Rosie’s nose. ‘Will we be able to ride her one day?’ I asked.

Bethany said, ‘One day. When you’ve grown a bit! You could probably walk her round the field, once you’ve learnt the basics.’

I would have given anything to walk her round the field right there and then! I was quite disappointed when Bethany put her back in her stall and brought out two tiny little ponies for us – a stocky black one with a shaggy coat, and a chestnut, slightly taller, with a white star on her forehead. 

Katy perked up immediately. ‘Oh,’ she said. ‘That’s better!’ 

‘More your size,’ nodded Bethany. 

I pulled a bit of a face. The ponies were cute, especially the shaggy black one, which had a really cheeky face, but I would so have liked to show Bethany how cool I was. I’d have scrambled on to Rosie right away if only she’d have let me.

Bethany had obviously noticed my face-pulling. ‘Don’t you worry,’ she said. ‘One of these is a right little goer. He’ll give you a run for your money!’

Eagerly I said, ‘Which one?’ I could almost feel Katy starting to quiver.

‘Jet.’ Bethany pointed to the little shaggy black one. He was standing there seemingly as good as gold, but I could see that he definitely had a naughty glint in his eye. ‘He’s not vicious,’ Bethany assured us. ‘He’s actually quite a comedian. But he will take advantage, if you let him. Shetlands are notoriously self-willed! Strong too, although they’re small. Freya, now –’ she led the other pony forward – ‘she’ll do what she’s told. Far better behaved, aren’t you, my darling?’ She put an arm round Freya’s neck and hugged her. ‘She’s a good girl, this one! Okay, so who wants which?’

Katy looked at me pleadingly. I am taller than she is, so by right I should have been the one to have Freya. But Jet had that wicked glint in his eye! Freya was a lady. And she was pretty! Katy is pretty. Pretty with red-gold hair, whereas I have dark hair and my mum calls me sallow. My hair is dark and I don’t think I could be called pretty. I certainly don’t have a nice little round face like Katy. Funny little Jet was more my sort of horse! He might be short and stumpy and have great big hooves like dinner plates, but so what? He was a comedian, and sometimes so am I! 

‘I’ll have Jet,’ I said.

Katy was really grateful. And she looked so good mounted on Freya, both of them so elegant, almost like they had been made for each other, that I really didn’t mind. Bethany told me she thought we’d made the right choices, as I seemed to have more confidence than Katy. 

‘You’ve obviously got a feel for it. You should do well.’

She didn’t say it in front of Katy, and I didn’t pass it on, even though I was bursting to do so! I couldn’t resist telling Mum, though, when I got home. 

‘I knew I’d be good at riding! It’s just something I felt.’

‘Pity you didn’t feel it about maths,’ said Mum.

Now, why did she have to go and bring that up? Just when I was feeling so pleased with myself!

Trying not to sound cross, I said, ‘I didn’t feel it about maths because I’m not any good at maths!’

‘Tell me about it,’ said Mum.

I rolled my eyes. Me and maths was a bit of a sore subject. I’d got a D on our most recent test. Mrs Simmons had said it would have been a D– if the marks had gone that low. On last term’s report she’d written, ‘I don’t believe Hannah is anywhere near as useless as she makes out. A bit more application would work wonders.’ Huh! That was all she knew. Just as there are some people that can’t understand letters, so there are some that can’t understand numbers. And I am one of them! Nothing to do with application.

For our first few lessons me and Katy had to stay in the indoor ring, just learning how to hold the reins and how to sit properly – straight-backed, elbows tucked into our sides, heels down.

‘Down, down! Heels down!’ Bethany kept shouting it, as we slowly plodded round the ring.

‘I can’t!’ wailed Katy. ‘My toes keep going down!’

‘Well, don’t let them! Just keep saying to yourself … heels, heels … heels down!’

‘They still won’t go!’ Katy was beginning to sound desperate. ‘I think there’s something wrong with my feet!’

‘Rubbish!’ said Bethany. ‘Your feet are perfectly normal. Watch Hannah … see how she does it!’

‘Heels down!’ I chanted to Katy, as we collected our bikes at the end of the lesson.

‘It’s no good,’ moaned Katy. ‘I’m never going to get the hang of it!’

‘You will!’ I said. I said it quite fiercely. I didn’t want to go riding on my own! Best friends do things together. ‘You can’t give up,’ I said. ‘Not if you’re going to be a vet!’ Katy was going to be a vet; I was going to run an animal sanctuary. We had it all planned. ‘You can’t be a vet if you don’t know about horses!’

‘I could still know about them,’ muttered Katy. And then, before I had a chance to start arguing with her, she said, ‘Let’s go and look round the shopping centre!’ 

I pulled a face. I wasn’t really in the mood for looking round the shopping centre. I had this pony book I’d got from the library and was dying to get back to it, but Katy was obviously keen so I said okay, if she really wanted to. I suppose, to be honest, I felt a bit guilty, what with Bethany holding me up as an example and poor Katy struggling. 

When we reached the centre, carefully padlocking our bikes to the railings











































































































































Have you read …

Book 1
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When new girl Caitlyn arrives at Coombe House School Maddy is sure she must be a fellow ballet dancer; she certainly has all the grace and poise of a ballerina. So when Caitlyn denies it, Maddy isn’t convinced. But it isn’t until she comes across Caitlyn practising ballet in the gym that she realises there must be more to her story … Just what can it be? Maddy is determined to find out!

Click on the cover to read more.




Book 2
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Maddy is delighted when she and her friends are accepted to the prestigious City Ballet School – it feels like one step closer to their dream of becoming professional dancers. But the school brings a whole new set of challenges – and soon Maddy finds herself tested like never before.

Click on the cover to read more.




Book 3
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A big performance looms and Maddy knows that the school has a way of weeding out the weakest dancers. Now is her time to shine. But will Maddy and her friends be celebrating at the end of the year?

Click on the cover to read more.
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