

    
        
          Spring Gallops and New Beginnings

        

        
        
          The Pony Chronicles, Volume 9

        

        
        
          Marlena Gee

        

        
          Published by Marlena Gee, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      SPRING GALLOPS AND NEW BEGINNINGS

    

    
      First edition. July 21, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Marlena Gee.

    

    
    
      Written by Marlena Gee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: ]

Spring Gallops and New Beginnings

Copyright © 2026  Marlena Gee

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations in reviews.

Imprint: Independently published

First Edition, 2026

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner.

Portions of this book were created with the assistance of generative AI tools. The author has reviewed and edited the content.

Table of Contents

September's Golden Divide

Barn Dust and Empty Pockets

October's Show Season Blueprint

A Princess's Burden

Three New Greens

Halloween's Fleeting Truce

A Family Tree's Thorny Roots

Grief's Unveiling

The Weight of Indifference

Aboard the Silver Wing

Whispers of Expectation

Study Group's Fragile Bond

A Green Division Triumph

Winter's Quiet Confidence
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​September's Golden Divide

[image: ]


The September morning light fell in long, pale rectangles across the stone floor of Foxcraft Manor School's front hall, and Melanie Goodwit stepped through it without slowing. Her sneakers made almost no sound. Around her, other students moved in currents of laughter and perfume and the particular rustle of new wool blazers that had never been worn before, and she adjusted the strap of her backpack where it dug into her shoulder. The backpack was navy canvas, faded at the corners, the zipper pull replaced three times. She had counted six identical designer backpacks in the thirty seconds since she'd walked through the main doors, each one glossy and unscuffed, and she told herself it didn't matter. She told herself that every morning, and some mornings she almost believed it.

The front hall smelled of floor wax and the faint, green scent of the cut flowers arranged on the admissions desk. Photographs of past classes lined the corridor in heavy frames, faces from decades ago staring out with the same confident expressions Melanie saw in the hallways now. She passed them quickly. Her homeroom was on the second floor, and she took the stairs instead of waiting for the elevator, because the stairs gave her something to do with her body while her mind did the thing it always did at the start of a new term. The thing where it catalogued. The thing where it noticed.

Three girls by the water fountain wore new riding boots, the leather still stiff and uncreased at the ankle. One of them had a show ribbon tied to her bag, blue and white, and Melanie's gaze caught on it for a half-second too long before she made herself look away. She knew the ribbon. She knew exactly which show it came from and what division it represented, because she had read about that show in the library's back issues of The Chronicle of the Horse until the pages went soft at the edges. She had never been to that show. She had never been to any show that handed out ribbons like that one.

At the top of the stairs she turned left, and there was Charlotte.

Charlotte Melough stood outside the homeroom door with her honey-colored hair pulled back in a neat ponytail and her blazer hanging open over a sweater that looked cashmere and probably was. When she saw Melanie, her whole face rearranged itself into a smile that was not polite or practiced but genuinely glad, and she crossed the hallway in three quick steps and wrapped her arms around Melanie's shoulders.

"You're here," Charlotte said. "I was starting to think you'd found a better homeroom."

"There isn't a better homeroom."

"There really isn't." Charlotte pulled back and looked at her, and for a moment her expression flickered into something harder to read. Then it was gone, replaced by the same bright warmth. "How was your summer?"

Melanie thought of the long weeks at the riding academy, the hours spent mucking stalls and scrubbing water buckets and hauling feed bags that left red marks across her palms. She thought of the single lesson she'd managed to afford in August, the way her legs had shaken afterward because she was out of practice and because she'd been so afraid of wasting it. She thought of her mother's voice on the phone, distracted and hurried, asking about Emily's gymnastics schedule before she'd even said goodbye.

"It was good," Melanie said. "Busy."

"Busy is good. Busy means you were riding."

"Some."

Charlotte linked her arm through Melanie's and pulled her toward the classroom door. "Some is better than none. Come on, Penelope's already inside and she's been talking about Ocala since she got back from Kentucky and I need someone to help me keep up."

The homeroom was filling with students, the desks arranged in neat rows that faced a whiteboard still blank from the summer. Penelope Anderson sat in the second row with her polished blonde hair falling in a perfect sheet past her shoulders and her phone in her hand, the case glittering with something that might have been actual crystals. She looked up when they came in and waved with the hand holding the phone, a gesture that managed to be both casual and commanding.

"Finally," Penelope said. "I've been sitting here for ten minutes with no one to talk to."

"You've been sitting here for four minutes," Charlotte said, sliding into the desk beside her. "I timed it."

"It felt like ten." Penelope turned to Melanie. "Did Charlotte tell you about Pony Finals? Because I have things to add. Important things."

Melanie took the desk on Charlotte's other side and set her backpack on the floor. The canvas looked even more faded against the polished linoleum. "She hasn't told me anything yet."

"Good. Then I get to start." Penelope set her phone down and leaned forward, her voice dropping into the particular register of someone about to deliver news she had been waiting all summer to deliver. "We qualified. Both of us. Charlotte on Starlight and me on Copperfield, and it was the most incredible thing that has ever happened in the history of pony showing, and I am not exaggerating."

"She's exaggerating a little," Charlotte said.

"I am not. The courses were enormous. The oxers were practically mountains. And the other riders." Penelope pressed a hand to her chest. "There were girls there from California. From Texas. One girl brought three ponies and a groom just for herself."

Melanie nodded, her face arranged in what she hoped was an expression of attentive interest. She knew about Pony Finals. She knew about the qualifying process and the divisions and the way the whole equestrian world turned its attention to Kentucky every August, because she had read every article she could find and watched the livestream on the library computer until the screen gave her a headache. She knew that Charlotte had ridden Starlight, a gray Welsh pony with a perfect bascule, and that Penelope's Copperfield was a chestnut with a blaze that looked like a lightning bolt. She knew these things the way she knew the names of constellations she would never see up close.

"And now," Penelope continued, "my father says I can have a new pony for the winter season. A Large Green, so I can move up. We're flying to Ocala in November to try some, and he's already booked the jet."

"The jet," Charlotte said, and her voice had a teasing edge. "Not a plane. The jet."

"It's faster. And my mother says commercial travel is exhausting, and she refuses to be exhausted before a show." Penelope said this without any trace of irony, as if private jets were simply the sensible solution to a problem everyone shared. "Charlotte, you're coming too, right? Your father said something about it at the club last month."

"We're still figuring out the schedule," Charlotte said. "My grandmother's been having some appointments, so."

The sentence ended without finishing, and Charlotte's hand went to the edge of her desk and stayed there, her fingers pressing into the laminate. Melanie noticed. She noticed the way Charlotte's voice had dropped on the word appointments, the way her gaze slid toward the window and then back. But before she could ask, Penelope was talking again.

"Well, figure it out soon. The good ponies go fast. My trainer says there's a mare in Ocala that everyone wants, and if we don't move quickly someone from Wellington will snap her up." Penelope turned to Melanie. "What about you? What's your show schedule looking like this year?"

The question landed in the air between them and sat there.

Melanie felt the weight of it settle into her chest, a familiar pressure that she had learned to breathe around. She thought of the riding academy, the dusty indoor arena, the school horses with their patient eyes and their stiff joints. She thought of the lesson she'd saved for all summer, the one hour she'd spent on a tired bay gelding who had stopped at every fence until she'd learned to ask differently. She thought of the worn leather bridle in her dormitory room, the one that had belonged to her mother's cousin, the one she had cleaned with neat's-foot oil until her hands ached, because it was the only piece of equipment she owned and she wanted it to last.

"I'm not showing much this season," she said. "I'm working at the academy, mostly. Lessons, when I can."

"Oh." Penelope's face did something complicated, a brief flicker of confusion followed by a recovery that was almost smooth. "Well, that's smart. Getting the basics solid. Everyone should do that."

Melanie nodded. She did not say that she wasn't getting the basics solid by choice. She did not say that she worked six hours of stall cleaning for every one hour of saddle time, or that the academy's lesson horses were so used to beginners that they ignored half the aids she gave them. She did not say any of this, because saying it would mean admitting that the gap between her world and Penelope's was not just wide but unbridgeable, and she was not ready to admit that. Not yet.

"I'm sure Melanie will be showing before we know it," Charlotte said, and her voice was warm in a way that felt deliberate, like a hand reaching across a distance. "She works harder than anyone."

"Of course she does," Penelope said. "That's why we keep her around."

She smiled when she said it, and Melanie smiled back, because that was what you did when your friends made jokes that weren't quite jokes. But something in her chest pulled tight, a small sharp twist that she recognized and did not name. She looked down at her desk, at the grain of the wood laminate, at the initials someone had carved into the corner years ago and that no one had bothered to sand away.

"Anyway," Charlotte said, and her voice had shifted again, lighter now, "we should probably pay attention. Mrs. Harwood is about to start, and she gives detention for talking during homeroom."

"She does not," Penelope said.

"She gave Brian detention three times last year."

"Brian gets detention for breathing."

Charlotte laughed, and the sound of it loosened something in the room. Melanie let herself breathe. The teacher was indeed making her way to the front of the classroom, a stack of papers in her arms, and the chatter around them was subsiding into the rustle of students finding their seats. Melanie opened her notebook and wrote the date at the top of a fresh page, her handwriting small and careful, the way she did everything when she was trying not to take up too much space.

The morning announcements crackled over the intercom, a list of club meetings and schedule changes and reminders about the dress code. Melanie listened with half her attention while the other half stayed with the conversation that had just ended, turning it over like a stone in her palm. Private jets. New ponies. Ocala in November. She tried to imagine what it would feel like to plan a show season without first calculating how many shifts she would need to work to afford the entry fees. She tried to imagine what it would feel like to have a pony of her own, a living breathing animal that belonged to her and only her, instead of borrowing whatever school horse was available and hoping it would tolerate her mistakes. She tried, and the trying felt like pressing on a bruise.

Beside her, Charlotte was doodling in the margin of her notebook, a series of small, precise horse heads with flowing manes. Her hand moved with the easy confidence of someone who had been drawing horses since she could hold a pencil, and Melanie watched the shapes emerge and thought about the grandmother Charlotte had mentioned, the appointments, the way her voice had
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