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ABOUT THIS STORY

First published in the People’s Friend this
story was a great favourite with women’s magazines.

Megan has moved to be near her daughter and
grandchildren, but it’s hard work making friends until George takes
a hand.
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 Trust George

Oh, no, Meg clung to the six barred gate,
leaning against its reassuring solidity. This was too much, much
too much. Just wait until she saw that daughter of hers.

She stared down
the field. Of course she’d said ‘Yes’, when Helen asked for help,
any mother would. Helping out was what families were about, and her
grandchildren’s ponies were sweet little things, but coping with
that great hairy cart horse as well was not what she’d said ‘Yes’
to. The last time she’d dealt with ponies had been in her
pony-crazed teenage years and that must be over thirty years ago.
She’d forgotten most of what she knew.

“It’s only a matter of giving a little hay and checking the
water trough, Mum, plus a pet and a pat and an apple or carrot for
each of them.”

Meg hadn’t
minded that. She liked her grandchildren’s two ponies, perfect for
beginners, elderly, only hip high and placid, totally bomb proof.
They came when called, walking politely on small neat hooves. But
that monstrous shaggy rug on four legs was huge and where had he
come from? Could he be the George Helen had so airily
mentioned?

“There might be another one, Mum, but he’ll be no trouble,
he’s temporary. His name is George and his owners have gone to
Australia. He’s waiting for a new home. Just give him some hay too
and talk nicely to him. He’s a great big softie and likes plenty of
fuss. Oh, and thanks a million, we couldn’t take this week off
without you. You’re the best Mum ever and I’ll make it up to you. I
know we haven’t seen much of you recently.”

Meg made the
appropriate noises, although she’d felt like saying: “I haven’t
seen any of you, especially my precious grandchildren, for weeks.’
But she couldn’t. They had their lives to live as she should have
hers. Only right now her life was parked, stopped in a layby, while
she hunted for a map and directions in this, her new
home.

She eyed again
the enormous cart horse at the far end of the field. He was
chomping down on the top of the hedge with teeth the size of
matchboxes. Honey and Star made her laugh though. They were taking
advantage of the giant’s long swishing tail to keep the flies away.
They leaned, either side of him, their full weight pressed against
each of his barrel-round legs and let his tail swish over them.
They reminded her of Helen, she used to hide against her side just
like that when she’d been three and made shy with
strangers.

Meg gave herself
a mental shake. No good dwelling on old memories, she had to sort
this out, and anyway Helen hadn’t been shy really, not a clinging
child. She wrinkled her nose, reflecting on the struggle it had
been after her husband left her when Helen was a toddler, to seek
adventure in South America. Of course he never came back, so she’d
had to try hard not to cling to Helen or be a pushy Mum. She was
sure she hadn’t been, despite teenage Helen’s grumbles. Now, of
course, Helen admitted how helpful that ‘Bit of a push from Mum,’
had been.

Meg blinked away
a nostalgic tear and brought her wandering mind firmly back to the
present puzzle. How could she separate the ponies from the giant
George? Was it possible to avoid the monster yet feed the ponies?
She whistled softly. Fortunately Star and Honey faced her way and
noticed her. They left the swishing tail for the greater enticement
of hay and tidbits. They trotted up, greeting her with soft nickers
and the gentlest of nudges, their lips questing through the bars
for apple cores. Meg looked again at George. He’d found a dry dusty
patch next to the hedge and went down with a thunderous whump to
roll, rubbing his back in ecstasy.

Right, with him
upside down she should have just enough time to nip over the gate,
hang up the hay nets, check the water and get back to safety. Meg
drew in a deep breath and jumped to it. A quick pat for the ponies,
fix the hay bags onto the fence posts, then skim the water clear of
leaves and bits of hay. Phew. She’d finished. One last pat for
Honey and Star and she could.... Too late. An ear splitting whinny
made her jump. The ground trembled. Meg quaked as George thundered
down towards her, kicking up divots, and trailing a cloud of dust
from his hairy coat.

She couldn’t
move, literally scared stiff. She watched the monstrosity bearing
down on her, saw each hoof, the size of a dinner plate, striking
the ground like Thor’s mighty hammer. He was going to run right
over her, she knew it.

George didn’t
though. He slid to halt, a good six feet away, snorted and
stretched his neck out to blow curiously at her.

What a size he
was. Enormous didn’t sound big enough. She had to crane her neck to
see the top of his back; she could have fitted a fist in one flared
pink nostril. His lips were thick, like pieces of a fireman’s
hosepipe, and he had a wiry moustache that bristled her fingers as
he pushed his muzzle into her tightly clenched hands, seeking
tidbits. Meg jumped. So did George, away from her, fortunately, his
huge feet thumping the ground. His great head shot up and he
blocked out the sun as he looked down at her, snorting in
amazement.

Meg crept slowly
backwards until she could climb over the gate. George waited until
she had landed on the other side then approached, leaning over to
woffle his lips hopefully at her. When Meg didn’t give him a tidbit
he blew lugubriously through his nostrils and gave her a look from
his velvety brown eyes. She felt mean, fumbled for a carrot, but it
was too late, he’d clumped off, tank-like, to investigate his hay
bag.

Meg clutched the
gate bars and thought about wringing her daughter’s neck. The plain
truth was she was scared stiff of giant George. How on earth was
she going to manage? He might not be viciously dangerous, but just
being near those feet of his tempted providence. How did Helen and
the children manage him?

Meg let herself
into Helen’s kitchen by the side door and made a pot of strong tea.
She needed a plan and some advice. Now who would know all about
finding a place for George to stay for the next few days? The Pony
Club of course, both her grandchildren were members. All she had to
do was call them. Where was that phone book?

Two cups of tea
later, Meg gave up on the Pony Club. There was no reply from the
official number and a search through the local phone book hadn’t
helped at all. She was stuck again. Then she remembered the list.
What had Helen written down for her in case of emergencies? Careful
daughter that she was, Helen had left a comprehensive list noting
where the water stop tap was, details of the plumber, the fuse box
and their electrician, the doctor, the garage, and, ah yes, the vet
for the ponies, one Owen Harris.

This was the vet
with the part time job for an animal-loving receptionist. Helen had
been pushing her to apply for it, but Meg wasn’t sure she wanted a
job yet. When Helen had asked her to come and live near them, Meg
had moved only after much persuading from both Helen and Larry and
her beloved grandchildren. Truth to tell, she’d been glad to come,
but afraid to make such a big change. Oh, it was her fault, Meg
knew that, for being such a coward, but she didn’t know how to
start making a social life for herself again at her age, and she
was afraid to try.

Meg gave herself
a mental shake. Enough of this cringing. She’d a job to do. She
lifted the receiver. Now, to see if the man’s as helpful as Helen
claimed.

Naturally he
wasn’t. “George, you’re worried about old George?”

“If
George is the hairy carthorse with my grandchildren’s ponies, then
yes.”

Owen Harris had
a booming laugh, it hurt Meg’s ears. “Wouldn’t hurt a fly. Dear old
George is as soft as melted butter.”

Meg gritted her
teeth, and tried not to beg. “He’s so big and it’s years since I
had anything to do with horses. His feet are enormous and come too
close to mine.”

A minor gale
gusted down the
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