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In the haunted gloom of Pemberley Stables, magical things were afoot. A strange glow could be seen coming from the door of the last stall in the row. The brass name plaque on that door was beginning to shimmer in a mystical way.

It would all have been very mysterious for nine-year-old Olivia Campbell – if she hadn’t seen it happen so many times before. This was Olivia’s sixth Spellbound Pony summoning so she knew the ropes!

‘All the same, it’s very sudden, isn’t it?’ Olivia said to her best friend, Eliza. ‘I mean, we’ve only just finished saving the last one. Dear sweet Grumpy Gus – he was a real challenge too. And now look – the plaque is glowing; soon a name will appear and when we step over that threshold a new pony will be with us once more. I wonder what kind of enchantment the Pemberley Witch has cast this time?’

‘It will be something diabolically different, I expect,’ Eliza replied. ‘The witch is very tricky, always cursing each pony in their own way.’

‘Well, I’m not afraid,’ Olivia said. ‘Every time so far we’ve beaten her dark magic and rescued the ponies.’

There was a whinny from the other end of the corridor and Olivia cast her eyes down the row of stalls to see that the Pemberley ponies all had their heads out over the doors to watch what was going on.

Olivia bounded forward to stroke the muzzle of the beautiful black mare in the first stall. ‘My darling Bess, you were a highway horse living a life of crime before we convinced you to change your ways.’

Eliza stepped up to feed an apple to the next pony, a dashing dapple-grey. ‘And you, handsome Prince, were greedy and far too fond of cakes.’
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The white mare in the next stall nickered for attention and Olivia put a braid in her forelock. ‘Sparkle, you are so gorgey-porgey! It’s hard to believe you were once messy and determined to stay a mud heap.’

‘Or that Champ was a terrible fibber,’ Eliza added, ‘or that Gus was a dreadful grumpy guts. And now all five of them are unbound from the witch’s spell that kept them trapped in time and they’re real-life ponies again.’

‘Which brings us,’ Olivia said, ‘to the final stall in the stables. Can you believe we’ve reached the last one, Eliza? If we can find the true nature of the pony’s curse and break the spell, then we’ve done it!’

‘Two brave girls together,’ Eliza said, ‘just like the witch’s spell says.’

That spell was carved in stone on the ivy-clad wall outside the front door of Pemberley Stables and Olivia knew it off by heart.
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‘For two hundred years the witch’s spell kept them stuck, each one doomed in their own way,’ Eliza marvelled. ‘And for two hundred years I’ve remained at the stables to take care of the ponies. Before you came I tried so many times to free them, but I could never do it alone.’

Once Olivia had arrived, however, she and Eliza had become best friends and together the girls had succeeded again and again against the witch’s powerful magic.

‘And now we’ve reached the final stall,’ Olivia said solemnly.

‘Are you ready?’ Eliza asked. ‘You know all you have to do is say the name and walk over the threshold and the Spellbound Pony will appear.’

Olivia stood at the door and stared at the name that had appeared in glowing, magical letters.

‘Oh!’ She hesitated. ‘I can’t say it!’
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‘What do you mean? You absolutely must!’ Eliza insisted. ‘Please, Olivia – it’s the only way to save the pony.’

‘No, no,’ Olivia laughed. ‘I don’t mean I won’t do it – I mean I can’t. I don’t know how to pronounce the name, you see. It’s quite a tricky word!’

The name on the plaque read: MARGOT.

Eliza giggled. ‘Oh, I see! It is quite a unique name, I suppose, although it was very common two hundred and nine years ago when I was born. It’s the name of Mama’s prized dancing-dressage mare, and the thing to know about Margot is that her “T” is silent.’

‘Gotcha,’ said Olivia, promptly stepping over the threshold and saying out loud, ‘MAR-GO!’

Almost instantly, the stall began to fill with mystical mist. It rose up in a spooky way from the straw on the stable floor, creeping up Olivia and Eliza’s ankles, then reaching their knees, until very soon the entire space was full of an enchanted haze and Olivia couldn’t see a thing.

‘Here we go …’ she whispered. ‘Any moment now, Margot will arrive and— Hang on – what’s all that thumping about?’

‘I can hear something crashing!’ Eliza squeaked. There was another bang and thud as the floor beneath them began to shudder and lurch.

‘It feels like dinosaur-stomping,’ Eliza suggested.

‘Or perhaps a hippopotamus bouncing up and down on a Swiss ball?’ Olivia added.

There was even more banging and thumping, and suddenly the most enormous CRASH! And then the mist cleared and a pony was lying in front of Olivia and Eliza in a heap on the straw.
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‘Oofff!’ The pony sat up, looking dazed, and Olivia could see that she was a very pretty dapple-grey with sparkling dark eyes. ‘Doozy-dazy! Where am I?’

‘You’re in your stall at Pemberley Stables.’ Olivia said. ‘You must be Margot. I’m Olivia and this is Eliza. We just summoned you.’

‘Did you really?’ The grey mare looked up with wide eyes and batted her long lashes at Olivia. ‘Oh, I’m so embarrassed about all of this. I mean, I’m not very good at making entrances at the best of times. Now here I go like a complete clot, as usual, stumbling in! I must have tripped over my own hooves and the next thing I knew, I was falling, down, down, down … and now here I am!’

‘Stumbling in?’ Olivia asked as she watched the grey pony struggling to her feet.

‘Oh, this straw is more slippery than it looks!’ Margot muttered as she wobbled about. ‘Uh-oh. Oh no – got my fetlocks in a tangle again. Down I go!’

‘Crikey!’ Olivia hurried over to the pony, who was now in a heap on the straw once more. ‘Are you all right?’

‘Oh, quite,’ Margot said. ‘I can’t imagine what went wrong there. I must admit I was a bit overwhelmed, what with meeting new people, and the next minute I was on the floor!’

‘Perhaps just lie there for a bit?’ Eliza suggested. ‘Until you find your feet?’

‘Aha! Eliza, I think her feet are the problem,’ Olivia said. ‘Poor Margot – the curse has given her two left feet!’

‘Well, for a pony that would be quite normal,’ Eliza pointed out. ‘All ponies have two left feet.’

Olivia rolled her eyes. ‘All right, then. I mean, four … Margot has four left feet.’

‘Oh, I see,’ Eliza said. ‘Margot has been cursed to be clumsy!’



   
[image: Image Missing]

Margot looked up at the girls through her long lashes. ‘Really?’ she said softly. ‘Me? Clumsy? I mean, I’m not one to argue. In fact, I never argue with anyone and rarely say boo to a goose. I never like to give an opinion – I hardly dare speak up. All the same – me, clumsy? It can’t possibly be true!’ 

‘And why is that, Margot?’ Olivia asked.

Margot bit her lip and looked down at her hooves for a long time as if she didn’t want to speak, but then at last she blurted out, ‘Because I love to dance! I want to be a famous dancer, in fact. And I can’t be a dance-sensation if I’m cursed to be a clumsy clot!’

‘Oh, poor, poor pony!’ Eliza looked like she might cry. ‘That witch really is a wretch! Imagine cursing Margot to be clumsy.’

‘We will help you, Margot, I promise,’ Olivia said. ‘Let’s begin by getting you on your feet again.’ She took hold of Margot’s halter and tried to pull her up but the grey pony managed to slip loose of her halter entirely so that Olivia fell back and banged into the water trough.

‘Owww!’

‘Gosh, you’re quite clumsy too, aren’t you?’ Eliza pointed out.

‘The halter slipped,’ Olivia groaned.

‘Are you all right?’ Eliza asked.

‘I’m fine.’ Olivia rubbed her sore elbow. ‘I whacked myself on the water trough. It’s quite cramped in here …’

‘That’s it!’ Eliza exclaimed. ‘This stall is hardly helping matters. It’s very small. We need somewhere bigger so that Margot can dance properly and get in some practice.’

‘I suppose that might help,’ Olivia agreed, ‘but where could we go?’

‘Ohhh!’ Eliza’s brilliant green eyes blazed brightly. ‘I know just the place. It’s a very grand ballroom – I danced there myself back in the day!’

‘A grand ballroom?’ Margot looked very worried. ‘Will there be lots of people there? I’m not very good with lots of people. All those introductions and having to say hello. Besides, ummm, I have nothing to wear!’

‘Yes, you do!’ Eliza pointed to the rack of ballet tutus at the back of the stall.

‘Where did that clothing rack appear from?’ Margot wondered out loud as Olivia bounded over to look through the clothes.

‘Ohhhh, the cherry-red tutu!’ Eliza squeaked with delight. ‘Pull that one out, Livvy! It would look gorgeous on a grey pony!’

‘It’s a bit bright, isn’t it?’ Margot said. ‘I don’t really like to draw attention to myself. I usually like to wear colours that make me blend into the walls.’

‘Oh, surely not!’ Eliza giggled. ‘Silly pony! You’ll look lovely in this. Let’s put it on now.’

Olivia helped the pony into her tutu.

‘It looks very good on you, Margot,’ Olivia said.

Margot blushed. ‘I’m not used to so much attention,’ she said softly. ‘I’m very shy and—’
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