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For Hannah Daysh and Hannah Levene, who allowed me to borrow their names but – as far as I know – don’t have purple metallic bikes!






Guard this stone that prisons me,

For if it should be cast away,

Then I shall come from surging sea

And turn your world to stormy grey.





‘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. For 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…’


chapter one

‘The thing about summer,’ said Joel Richards, sissing between his teeth to get rid of flying horsehair, ‘is that you get the best of both worlds. Long evenings and no school!’

Tamzin Weston grinned at him over the smooth brown back of Lark, who was standing patiently to be groomed. ‘I know. And this is just the first day of the holidays.

Dandy, the piebald pony Joel was grooming, swished his tail irritably and stamped a fore hoof, narrowly missing Joel’s toes. Joel skipped out of the way, then put down his body brush.

‘Come on,’ he said. ‘They’ll do. They’re booked out soon anyway, and there’re better things than spending all day grooming.’

Tamzin looked at her watch as they led the ponies towards the tack room to saddle them up, ready for the riding stables’ customers. ‘I’ll have to go soon anyway. Nan’ll have tea ready, then we’re going to the village this evening, to see the Carnival Queen competition.’

‘Oh, yes, I’d forgotten that.’ Joel paused, then added carelessly, ‘I might come along after all. Any chance of a lift, if your nan’s taking her car?’

She gave him a shrewd look. ‘You said the Carnival Queen was all little kids’ stuff! Just because you’re at secondary school –’

‘It is little kids’ stuff!’ Joel protested.

‘But… well, if our horses are going to pull the Queen’s carriage in the Carnival parade, I’ve got to make sure they choose someone halfway decent, haven’t I?’

Tamzin laughed, making Dandy jump.

‘All right. We’ll pick you up on the way. I’ll tell Nan you’re really excited!’

She dodged the mock swipe he aimed at her, and went to fetch Lark’s saddle and bridle.

Half an hour later Tamzin left the stables to walk back to Chapel Cottage, where her nan lived. The cottage was in the long valley that led from the stables to the local beach, and as she reached the path Tamzin paused and looked back at the Richardses’ fields. Those horses that weren’t booked for a ride this afternoon were grazing in the furthest paddock. From here they looked like toy animals against the bright green of the grass. But Tamzin’s heart ached as she gazed at them. Because one pony – one very special pony – was no longer there.

‘Moonlight…’

She murmured the name to herself, as she often did. Moonlight had been purest white, with just a hint of dapples, and he had been far more to her than merely a favourite pony. From the day she first met him, soon after her arrival in Cornwall, he had become her companion and her dearest friend. It didn’t matter that he had belonged to the Richardses; to Tamzin, it was as if he was hers and hers alone.

But she knew now that Moonlight had never belonged to anyone. For she and Joel had discovered the truth about him – that he was not an ordinary, mortal creature, but the living spirit of the Blue Horse. Three months ago, Tamzin had found an ancient spell that allowed Moonlight to become his real self once more, and now he was gone, back to the sea from where he came. But he had left a gift behind for her, and Tamzin touched a small piece of blue-green glass that hung from a silver bracelet on her wrist. Three fragments of a talisman, fused together by the Blue Horse’s magic. It was herprotection against another and darker magic – that of the evil Grey Horse.

The Blue and Grey Horses were ancient enemies. For centuries the Grey Horse’s spirit had been safely bound and shut away inside a small stone statue. But last autumn, when she had first come to stay with Nan, Tamzin had done a terrible thing. Guard this stone that prisons me… She recalled the words of the old rhyme written in Nan’s family Bible. She should have guarded the statue, as her ancestors had done. But instead she had broken it, and the Grey Horse had been set free. Unless she could defeat and imprison it again, Tamzin was in danger. Three times now she had been faced with the deadly power of the Grey Horse, and each time the Blue Horse had saved her. Though Moonlight was no longer here, the talisman reminded her that his spirit still watched over her, and that when she needed him, he would come to her again.

The scene misted over suddenly, andTamzin blinked away the tears that had welled in her eyes. Then, with a final look at the field and the grazing horses, she turned and hurried on down the valley path.

The Carnival Queen competition was being held outdoors at the village sports field. There was music and a marquee, and everyone crossed their fingers that it wouldn’t rain. So far, the summer had been dull, windy and all too often wet. But though the evening was cold and cloudy, it stayed dry.

‘The forecast says it’s going to get better soon,’ Joel said as he and Tamzin got out of Nan’s little car.

‘I hope so!’ Tamzin shivered under her fleece, wishing she had put on an extra layer of clothes.

‘I feel sorry for the holiday visitors,’ said Joel. ‘There are loads arriving every day – bet they wish they’d gone to Spain or somewhere else instead.’

Nan had stopped to talk to someone she knew, so they left her to it and hurried across the field to where the Carnival Queen competitors were getting ready for the judging. They were all girls from the village school, and one, who had wonderful long, red-gold hair, waved as she saw Tamzin and Joel.

‘There’s Hannah!’ Tamzin waved back. ‘Oh, I do hope she wins!’

‘What, you mean you’re friends with Hannah Roskear?’ Joel teased. ‘She doesn’t know one end of a horse from the other!’

‘Oh, shut up! Horses aren’t the only thing I’m interested in. Anyway –’ Tamzin’s expression changed suddenly – ‘at least she isn’t like Marga.’

Joel’s face sobered too as he remembered Christmas, and the mysterious new girl at the school who had brought them so close to disaster.∗ Hannah had been born in the villageand her father was a fisherman. She certainly was not like Marga…

He was about to say sorry, but the words were drowned as the local Silver Band started to play. The band was very good, and the music was cheerful and lively; by the time they finished the first tune and started a second, Marga was forgotten. They played three numbers, then the vicar stepped up to a microphone in front of the marquee and the judging of the Queen began.

The girls paraded twice before six finalists were chosen. They were all wearing summer clothes and they looked frozen. Hannah was one of the six, and Tamzin could have sworn her teeth were chattering. The band played another number while the judges muttered and nodded among themselves. Then finally the moment came for the winner to be announced.

‘I’m delighted to tell you all,’ said the vicar over the crackling PA, ‘that this year’sCarnival Queen is… Hannah Roskear!’

Hannah squealed with delight, and everyone else cheered and applauded. As soon as she could, Tamzin ran to the marquee and gave Hannah a huge hug.

‘I knew you’d do it!’ she cried. ‘Brilliant!’

Joel, who had followed, added his congratulations, then tugged Hannah’s hair and called her Queen of the Carrots. Hannah pulled a hideous face at him and he added, ‘I dare you to do that in the Carnival parade!’

‘I’d scare your horses!’ Hannah quipped back. ‘So, which one’s going to pull my carriage, then? It’d better be up to a Queen’s standards!’

Tamzin felt a small pang. Joel had told her that in previous years Moonlight had always been the Carnival Queen’s pony. But that could never happen again.

Joel knew what she was thinking and gave her hand a private squeeze.

‘Don’t worry,’ he said wickedly to Hannah, ‘we’ll make sure we pick one that’s excitable and difficult – just like you!’

The joking and teasing continued, and Tamzin’s sad moment passed by and was gone. Then later, when Hannah had been whisked away by her proud parents, Joel said, ‘Why didn’t you go in for the competition? I reckon you’d have won hands down.’

Tamzin was delighted by the compliment, though she tried not to show it. ‘I wouldn’t,’ she said. ‘Anyway, I don’t think it would have been right. I mean, I’m not really local, am I? I’m only here for a year. Mum and Dad will be back from Canada at the end of the summer and then I’ll be going home.’

She smiled wistfully as a familiar, torn feeling came back. She missed her parents very much and couldn’t wait to see them again. But when the time came to go back to the city, leaving Cornwall would be hard. Living with Nan had been wonderful. She had made such good friends. She had had so many adventures.

And there was something she still had to do. For the Grey Horse was not yet defeated. The Blue Horse was strong enough now to hold its evil power at bay. But Tamzin knew that the stalemate wouldn’t last forever. The Grey Horse would be back. And if she had to leave Cornwall before the danger was finally resolved, what then? What would become of them all?

She was jolted out of her private thoughts by Joel’s voice.

‘Oh, well,’ he said, ‘if you’re not going to be the Carnival Queen, at least you’ll be in the procession.’

‘Will I?’ Tamzin was surprised.

‘Course you will. Didn’t I tell you? The Queen always has two mounted attendants.’ He grinned. ‘That’s us!’

‘Oh!’ Tamzin blinked. ‘What do we have to do?’

‘Dress up in costumes and ride ahead of the carriage, shouting, “Make way for HerMajesty!” and stuff like that. It’s a laugh. I usually do it, and Mum thought that this year it would be fun for you to join in. Are you up for it?’

‘Yes!’ Tamzin was thrilled. ‘I can’t wait to tell Nan!’

‘Well, there she is.’ Joel pointed across the field. ‘Come on. Let’s go and see if she’s got any ideas for our costumes!’

Tamzin’s parents rang that evening. Tamzin was bubbling with the news of the Carnival and her part in it, and when she hung up the phone she gave an enormous yawn. Nan laughed.

‘You’ve exhausted yourself with all this excitement,’ she said. ‘And only the first day of the holidays too – I can’t imagine what you’ll be like by the end of them!’

‘I am tired,’ Tamzin admitted. ‘I think I’ll go to bed.’

‘You do that.’ Nan’s eyes twinkled. ‘I’vegot a picture to work on, so I wouldn’t mind a peaceful evening!’

‘What are you painting?’ Tamzin asked. ‘Is it another horse?’

‘No, not this time. It’s a portrait of someone’s two-year-old twins.’ Nan was a professional artist and sometimes took commissions. ‘Spoilt little monsters they are too. I’m glad it’s nearly finished.’

‘Poor Nan!’ Tamzin grinned sympathetically. ‘Night, then. See you in the morning.’

Her bedroom overlooked the garden, which was shadowy now, though there was still some daylight in the sky. Baggins, Nan’s fluffy black cat, was curled up on the duvet. He wasn’t supposed to go into bedrooms, but since Tamzin arrived the rule had been relaxed. He greeted her with a miaow, then rolled on to his back for his tummy to be stroked.

Tamzin stroked him, then got into bed. Before she lay down, she turned to look at alarge painting on her wall. It was one of Nan’s, and it showed a moonlit sea with a white horse galloping out of the waves. Everything about the painting was blue; even the horse had a blue tinge to its coat, and Tamzin smiled a wistful smile. The Blue Horse. Moonlight… Nan understood. She always had.

She switched off the bedside lamp, snuggled under the duvet and closed her eyes.


chapter two

Tamzin knew she was dreaming but she couldn’t make herself wake up. She often dreamed about Moonlight – strange, sad dreams in which she searched endlessly for him, calling his name over and over again but never finding him. This dream, though, was different. In it she was running desperately through cold, windy darkness, while behind her – she couldn’t see it, but somehow she knew – a tidal wave was rising and threatening to overwhelm her. She had had this nightmare several times before, but tonight it had changed. Though the tidal wave threatenedher, it was vague somehow, like something only dimly remembered. And there was a new element – a huge rock in the middle of the sea, with waves crashing and surging around it. Tamzin knew the rock in the real world as well as in her dream. Known locally as Lion Rock, it towered a mile out to sea beyond the beach. When the wind howled, people said, ‘The Lion’s roaring.’ Now, in the nightmare, it roared like a hundred lions, the noise dinning and echoing in Tamzin’s head as she ran and ran and ran, while a terrible weight seemed to drag at her feet and pin them to the ground. And above the noise of the wind and the sea, she seemed to hear a voice calling to her, over and over again, Find me! Find me! Find me!

She was glad to wake up to a room filled with daylight. The dream was gone, and Tamzin laughed as she realized that the weight on her feet was Baggins, who was solidly asleep on top of them.

She got out of bed (Baggins didn’t even notice) and opened the curtains.

Disappointingly, the sky was cloudy again, and she could tell from the bushes in the garden that it was windy too. She could hear the sea faintly – a deep, steady rumble as big breakers rolled in and broke on the sand. The lion would be roaring today.

Noises downstairs told her that Nan was up and getting breakfast. Tamzin was hungry and dressed quickly. As she dressed, she thought about Lion Rock. At Easter there had been a series of earth tremors in the district. They had been the Grey Horse’s doing and had set off the terrifying chain of events that had led to Moonlight’s transformation. But when it was over, there had been other changes – for Lion Rock had split apart, and where before there had been a single crag, now there were two. Local people were eager to go out to the rock and see the changes at close quarters. But for months now the sea had been too rough forany boats to be launched from the beach, and all anyone could do was look and wonder from a distance. When the weather improved, it would be different. And something was nagging at Tamzin, fuelled by her dream. That voice, crying, Find me… She couldn’t shake off the feeling that it was the voice of the Blue Horse, calling urgently to her. And the reason for its call lay out there at Lion Rock.

Tamzin had never been on a boat in her life. But she wanted to see the rock for herself. She needed to see it.

‘Tamzin?’ Nan’s voice floated up the stairs. ‘Are you awake yet? Breakfast’s almost ready!’

‘Coming, Nan!’ Tamzin called back.

She looked at the painting of the horse and the moonlit sea. She thought of her dream, and she thought of Lion Rock.

Then she pushed both thoughts from her mind and hurried downstairs.

Even if the weather wasn’t truly summery, it was still good enough for Tamzin to want to spend nearly all her time at the stables. Through the winter, when there weren’t so many customers, she and Joel had been able to ride to their hearts’ content. Now, though, with the holiday season starting, the ponies were all too often booked up. Today was typical, and Tamzin arrived at the stables in time to see Mrs Richards leading a long string of riders out of the gate for a morning hack.

Joel was cleaning saddles in the tack room. ‘Got to do stirrups and all the metal bits this morning,’ he told her, pulling a face.

‘I’ll help.’ Tamzin looked on the shelf for the metal polish and a fresh cloth, and for a while they sat silently working. Then Joel said, ‘By the way, Mum wanted me to ask – are you still OK for the beach day?’

Tamzin had never lived in a holiday area before, and she was astonished by how much was going on in and around the village duringthe summer months. The Carnival would last a whole week, with different events every day. And two weeks before the Carnival there was to be a beach fair, with games, music, displays, swimming and surfing competitions and – if the weather improved enough to allow it – boat trips from the cove. The Richardses were organizing pony rides on the sand; Tamzin had offered to help, and now she nodded eagerly.

‘Oh, yes! I’m really looking forward to it.’ She paused in her polishing and frowned. ‘There’s going to be a swimming competition, isn’t there?’

‘If the sea’s calm enough, yes.’

‘Your dad was telling me about it. He said that boats take all the competitors out to Lion Rock, then they swim back.’

‘Yeah, that’s right. Dad’s going in for it.’ Then Joel saw her face. ‘What’s up, Tam? You look like something’s bothering you.’

‘No-o,’ Tamzin said uncertainly. ‘I justwondered… if the boats get close up to the rock, what they’ll see.’

‘Ah.’ Joel understood. ‘Well, I wouldn’t worry too much.’ He squinted at the sky. ‘If it’s anything like today, there won’t be any boats going anywhere! Look, let’s get on with the work. Sally-Ann and Lark aren’t booked this afternoon, so Mum said we can take them out for an hour or two, provided we don’t tire them.’

‘Brilliant!’

Again Tamzin shook her thoughts off. Since Moonlight had gone, Lark, a pretty little brown mare with a white star and socks, had become her favourite pony at the stables. She could never replace Moonlight in any sense, of course, but she had a sweet and willing nature and was fun to ride.

The morning’s work went more slowly than it should have done, because Tamzin got a splinter from the bench in her hand. Luckily Mr Richards was around; he got the splinterout with tweezers, disinfected Tamzin’s hand and put a plaster on it, just to be on the safe side. It was quite sore, but Tamzin tried to ignore it as they finished the tack cleaning. Then, after the usual sandwich lunch, she mounted Lark while Joel climbed into Sally-Ann’s saddle, and they set off.

They rode up the valley to where the path met the road, then crossed over to a stretch of ground dotted with heather and gorse bushes, where once a tin mine had stood and worked. There was a network of paths level enough for cantering and in places the remains of old stone walls made ideal small jumps. Tamzin was learning to jump, though so far she hadn’t tried anything higher than about thirty centimetres. Now Joel put her through her paces, reining Sally-Ann in and watching closely as she cantered Lark towards one of the broken walls and they sailed over.

‘Not bad!’ he said. ‘You just need to get your weight a bit further forward before Larktakes off. It helps her, and you’ll balance better too. Try again!’

They spent an enjoyable hour at the jumping practice. By the end of it, to her own surprise, Tamzin had confidently cleared a wall nearly twice as high as any she had attempted before.

‘We’ll have to start taking you over the proper jumps in our field,’ Joel said. ‘I’ll ask Mum.’

Tamzin adjusted her hard hat, smiling happily. ‘That’d be great!’ She patted Lark’s neck. ‘She jumps really well, doesn’t she?’

‘She’s got rosettes for it. I’ll show you when we get back.’ Joel grinned. ‘Want to try the wall again?’

Tamzin agreed eagerly. She set Lark to the wall, approaching at a steady canter. Weight forward, drop your hands –

With no warning, something small shot out from a gorse bush and bolted across their path. Lark shied, then stumbled, and beforeshe could do anything to prevent it, Tamzin was pitched forward and fell from the saddle. She landed right in front of Lark’s forelegs; instinctively she rolled sideways, and the pony’s iron-shod hooves missed her head by centimetres.

‘Tam, are you all right?’ Joel came running to help her up, while Lark stopped, snorting, a few paces away.

‘Y-yes, I think so…’ Tamzin rubbed a bruised shoulder. ‘What was that animal?’

‘I don’t know. It was too small for a rabbit – a stoat or weasel, maybe. Though I’ve never seen one up here before.’ Joel picked up Lark’s trailing reins. ‘Sure you’re OK?’

‘Yeah.’ Tamzin nodded. ‘No damage done.’

She started to mount again, and Joel added, ‘You’re accident-prone today, what with the splinter as well. Be careful, huh?’

Accident-prone… A sharp, unpleasant memory was triggered in Tamzin’s mind. Small mishaps, little upsets… This sort ofthing had happened before. Like a warning from the Grey Horse…

She thrust the thought away, telling herself firmly that it was just coincidence. She was fine now, and to boost her confidence she said, ‘How about one last good gallop, before we go home?’

Joel looked relieved. ‘Right!’ he said, and shortened rein. ‘Race you to that big clump of gorse bushes by the road!’

Both ponies took off, small stones scattering from their hooves. It wasn’t really a race, as the path was too narrow for overtaking, but the speed of it, the pounding of hooves and the jingle of harness and the wind whipping through their hair were exhilarating. Tamzin urged Lark faster and pretended she was riding in a famous chase, with hundreds of people cheering her on. All too soon the gorse clump showed ahead, and they slowed down, finally coming to a halt and allowing the ponies a few minutes to get their breath back.

‘I’m as puffed out as they are,’ said Tamzin, panting. ‘The wind felt like a gale, we were going so fast!’ She blew air out through pursed lips. ‘Whew! That was fun.’

‘And look,’ said Joel, pointing upwards.

‘The weather’s clearing. There’s a patch of blue sky out over the sea. Maybe summer’s going to come at last.’

Tamzin looked. Amid the grey there was a patch of blue – as Nan would say, just enough to patch a sailor’s trousers. Grey turning to blue. She needn’t worry about the accidents – this was a good omen.

She was smiling as they crossed the road and headed back down the valley path towards home.


chapter three

To the relief of everyone in the village, the weather forecast turned out to be right, and within two more days the wind had dropped to a breeze and the grey clouds given way to clear blue skies.

Tamzin and Joel were thoroughly immersed in their preparations for the beach fair and the Carnival. But one morning, on her way to the stables, Tamzin heard an engine on the road above the path and looked up to see a small truck heading down to the beach. The truck was towing a trailer, and on the trailer was a boat with an outboard motor.

Was someone going to sail out to Lion Rock? Tamzin stared at the truck as it swayed on down the road. It vanished, and for another minute she stood still, her heart thumping. Then she ran towards the stables.

‘A grey truck?’ Joel said as he put a bridle on Jester, who was due out in a few minutes.

‘That’ll be Mr Thomas, from the village. He’s got a boat. Sea must’ve calmed down quite a bit if he’s going out.’

‘Could we go to the beach and see?’ Tamzin asked.

He shook his head. ‘You go, if you really want. But you did promise to help with the stable work this morning.’

Tamzin sighed. A promise was a promise, and she couldn’t let Joel down. Yet she so desperately wanted to find out what was happening.

‘Look, Tam,’ Joel went on more kindly, ‘if Mr Thomas is going to Lion Rock and finds anything, everyone in the village will hear about it soon enough.’

‘I know.’ There was an edge in Tamzin’s voice. ‘But…’ She was remembering her dream. The Blue Horse was calling to her, she was absolutely certain. And she needed so much to answer the summons.

She hadn’t told Joel about the dream, but he could see how troubled she was and he said, ‘OK, I tell you what. If you’re that worked up about it, we’ll go after lunch. We might be able to ride. I’ll look at the bookings and see if any of the ponies are free. Or if they’re not, we’ll walk. Come on. Don’t look so dismal. Mr Thomas’ll be out at sea for ages, so there’s no point going till this afternoon anyway.’

Tamzin hesitated, then nodded. ‘All right.’ She glanced at him. ‘It’s funny, I’d have thought you’d want to know what’s out there just as much as me.’

‘Oh, I do.’ Joel’s voice was light, but he wasn’t smiling. ‘You bet I do. But there’s a bit of me that… I suppose that wants to put off finding out.’

‘Why?’ She was mystified.

Joel stared at the ground. ‘Because I’ve got this feeling that when we do find out… well, that it might stir things up again. We both know that the Grey Horse is still around. This could be like a challenge to it.’ He looked at her once more. ‘And that scares me, Tam. It really does.’

Dandy and Sally-Ann were not needed until four o’clock that afternoon, so after lunch Mrs Richards said that Tamzin and Joel could take them to the beach, so long as they were back in an hour. Tamzin rode Sally-Ann, as the beach was likely to be busy and Dandy could be a handful among crowds of people.

Even from a distance they could see that the car park was nearly full. They made their way carefully through the lines of vehicles, with Dandy snorting and trying to go sideways, and stopped at the top of the rock slope that led down to the sand.

The tide was out beyond the two craggy headlands and the beach was a riot of colour. Rugs, windbreaks, chairs, towels, swimsuits – everywhere you looked there were holidaymakers enjoying the change in the weather. At the sea’s edge red-and-yellow flags on tall poles marked out the safe bathing area, and the lifeguards, also in red and yellow, patrolled the shallows, keeping a watch on the swimmers and surfers in the water.

‘Whew!’ Joel checked Dandy, who was now trying to go backwards. ‘The season really has started! Still, it’ll be quieter round the headland, I expect.’

Tamzin did not reply. She was staring beyond the people in the water, out towards Lion Rock. She could see no sign of a boat and her spirits sank. There were no pounding, white-crested breakers today, only small waves rolling gently in to shore. It was calm enough for the smallest boat to have put to sea. But perhaps Mr Thomas had changed his mind. Or maybe he had never meant to go out at all.

Then she saw the trailer. It was on the sand, just clear of the tide. And coming towards it, almost in the shallows now, was the boat!

Others had seen too, and several people were moving towards the trailer to help bring the boat in.

‘Walk on, Sally-Ann!’ Tamzin’s voice was eager and she touched her heels to the bay mare’s flanks.

They started down the rocky slope without waiting for Joel, and when they reached the sand it was all Tamzin could do not to urge Sally-Ann into a canter. She could hear Dandy’s bridle jingling as he fussed and fretted behind her, but she did not look back as the pony moved carefully between sunbathers and sandcastle builders. Small children stopped their play and stared enviously, but Tamzin didn’t even notice. All her attention was fixed on the distant trailer and the boat now surging in on the surf towards it.

Then they were clear of the cove and on open sand. The huge, dramatic expanse of the beach at low tide opened out to right and left, but Tamzin didn’t even notice it. Sally-Ann broke into a trot. The boat had reached the shore now and willing hands helped to haul it in. Tamzin knew Mr Thomas by sight, though not to speak to, and as he jumped over the side into the shallows she could see him talking eagerly. More people were gathering round; someone beckoned, and one of the lifeguards came running.

‘Tam!’ Joel called from behind her, but she ignored him.

Sally-Ann was cantering now, and they halted with a slither and a scattering of sand. And now Tamzin could hear what Mr Thomas was saying.

‘… Split completely in half, it has! There’s a channel in it that you can take a small boat through! I know – I just did it!’

On the edge of the small crowd Tamzin leaned forward in her saddle, listening intently. Dandy pulled up beside her and Joel started to say, ‘Tam, you shouldn’t have –’

‘Sh!’ She waved furiously at him. ‘I’m trying to hear!’

‘… looks just like one of those cheeses. You know, cracks and holes everywhere, so many that I lost count.’

‘There must have been a flaw in the rock all along,’ said someone else in an awed tone. ‘And it took that earth tremor to expose it.’

Mr Thomas nodded agreement. ‘Mind, I wouldn’t advise anyone to go through that channel unless they know exactly what they’re doing. There’s quite a tide-race even on a calm day like this. Much more of a swell and it’d be deadly.’

‘Sure,’ said the lifeguard, ‘but what about an inflatable? If there’s any way of mooring up, it’d be worth taking a closer look to see if those holes lead anywhere.’

‘Sooner you than me, boy,’ Mr Thomas replied with a grin. ‘I’m impressed enough by what I’ve seen, without wanting to risk my neck rock-hopping!’

Two small girls suddenly appeared at Tamzin’s side as if from nowhere. Looking up, the older one said, ‘Can we stroke your pony?’

‘What?’ Tamzin was startled. ‘Oh – oh, yes, if you want to.’

Sally-Ann lowered her head and closed her eyes blissfully as the girls stroked her neck and muzzle.

‘Can we have a ride?’ the smaller one asked.

Tamzin wasn’t sure what to say, but Joel came to the rescue. ‘Not today,’ he said, ‘but we’ll be doing pony rides at the beach fair next week.’

‘We’re on holiday,’ said the little one, and frowned at her sister. ‘But we’ll still be here next week.’

The older one nodded and Joel smiled. ‘All right,’ he said. ‘Come and see us then and you can have a ride.’

The girls wandered away, satisfied. To Tamzin’s annoyance, Mr Thomas had stopped talking about Lion Rock, and he and several other men were now heaving the boat on to its trailer.

‘Oh, those kids!’ Tamzin exclaimed in frustration. ‘I missed the rest of what he said!’

‘Tam.’ Joel leaned across from Dandy’s back to lay a hand on her arm. ‘You heard the important thing – you know what’s happened to the rock. That’s enough, isn’t it?’

Tamzin blinked as she realized he was right. Strange. She had got it into her head that there would be more; that what Mr Thomas had discovered would explain something. Thanks to her dreams, she felt certain that Lion Rock had some part to play in the conflict between the Blue and Grey Horses, and she had somehow expected the mysterious connection to have been revealed. But that was foolish, of course. If there was a link with Lion Rock, Mr Thomas wouldn’t find it. It was waiting for someone else. It was waiting for her.

She bit her lip and forced her tense muscles to relax. ‘Sorry,’ she said to Joel. ‘I’m being silly.’

‘OK.’ He smiled at her. ‘Well, there’s nothing else to see now. And there are too many people around for a gallop along the beach. Let’s go back, shall we?’

Tamzin nodded, and they turned their ponies towards the cove and the bright crowd of holidaymakers. She said nothing as they walked sedately over the sand. But in her mind was a single thought.

There was a secret hidden in Lion Rock, and the Blue Horse wanted her to find it. The only way was to get out there herself. Tamzin didn’t know how that would be possible. But by some means, any means, she was absolutely determined to do it.


chapter four

Tamzin didn’t tell Joel about her idea. He might agree that Lion Rock could be important, but she suspected that he wouldn’t be willing to help her find a way to get there. No, if she was going to do this, she would have to do it by herself. But how? That was the problem.

She chewed it over for several days, but didn’t get anywhere. Then, early on Saturday morning, Hannah phoned.

‘It’s my Carnival Queen dress,’ Hannah wailed. ‘Mum’s trying to make it for me, but it doesn’t fit properly! Honestly, Tam, it looks awful, and Mum doesn’t know what to do.’ She paused. ‘Your nan’s doing your costume, isn’t she? Do you think she’d help, if I brought it over?’

‘I’ll ask.’ Tamzin put the phone down and went to find Nan, who said of course she would and Tamzin hadn’t needed to ask.

‘Brilliant!’ Hannah said with relief when Tamzin told her. ‘I’ll be there in about half an hour.’

Twenty-five minutes later Hannah came hurtling down the track on her metallic purple bike. She skidded to a halt outside the front door, leaped off and ran into the kitchen, where Nan and Tamzin were finishing the breakfast washing-up.

‘Here it is!’ Hannah waved a large plastic bag, from which huge folds of frothy pink material were escaping. ‘Oh, Mrs Weston, you’ve saved my life!’

‘Don’t speak too soon!’ said Nan, smiling. ‘My sewing’s a bit rusty these days. But let’s go up to Tamzin’s room, and we’ll see what we can do.’

Soon Hannah was standing in front of Tamzin’s bedroom mirror with her arms outstretched, while Nan knelt on the floor pinning the bodice of the Carnival Queen’s dress. Hannah hadn’t stopped talking since she arrived, and now she and Tamzin were discussing the beach fair.

‘You know there’s going to be a swimming race?’ Hannah said.

‘Yes,’ said Tamzin. ‘Joel’s dad’s going in for it.’

‘Oh, brill! My dad’s trailing his boat down, and I’m going with him. We’ll take one of the swimmers out to Lion Rock, then come back alongside. You know, in case they get too tired or have any problems.’

Tamzin was suddenly alert. ‘I didn’t know your dad had a boat.’

‘Yeah, he’s had it for years. I can sail it too… well, not sail exactly – it’s got an outboard engine. But I can handle it.’ Suddenly her eyes lit up. ‘Hey, I’ve had a great idea! Why don’t I see if we can take Mr Richards out? Then you and Joel can come in the boat with us and cheer him on!’

It was the chance Tamzin had been looking for. She turned quickly. ‘Could I, Nan?’

‘I thought you were going to help with the pony rides?’ said Nan through a mouthful of pins.

‘I am. But –’

‘It’ll only take about an hour, Mrs Weston,’ Hannah chipped in. ‘Anyway, she can’t work all day and not have any fun, can she? Please!’

Nan took the pins out of her mouth. ‘We-ell… I suppose you could. But only if you wear a life jacket.’

‘Dad never lets anyone go in the boat without one,’ Hannah assured her. ‘He’ll see to all that.’

‘All right, then. I don’t see why not.’ Nan smiled. ‘It’ll be a completely new experience for you, Tamzin. And quite a change from riding!’

‘Oh, riding.’ Hannah pulled a face. ‘You’d never get me on a horse in a million years – they scare me!’

The idea of being on the open sea in a boat scared Tamzin, but she firmly squashed the feeling down. The opportunity to get close to Lion Rock might never happen again – she wasn’t about to miss it by being afraid!

Hannah chattered on, though Tamzin was lost in her thoughts and not really concentrating. Then suddenly something grabbed her attention.

‘… amazing if we can get him to take us right to the rock,’ Hannah was saying.

‘What?’ Tamzin’s heart skipped.

Hannah grinned. ‘You were miles away! What I said was, it’d be amazing if we could get Dad to take us up close to Lion Rock. There’s a channel right through it now. The earthquake did it. Wouldn’t you just love to see?’

Tamzin knew that Nan was watching her. Had she guessed? Did she know how desperately important it was to her to see the rock for herself?

Aloud, she said, ‘Er – yes, it’d be great.’ Then, because she didn’t want even Nan to know how excited she was feeling deep down, she added, ‘Though I’ll probably get seasick and won’t feel like looking at anything at all.’

‘Oh, you’ll be fine. Dad always says, if you feel sick just throw up and get it over with.’ Hannah laughed. ‘I was really ill once. The sea was a bit rough and I’d had an enormous breakfast, so –’

‘All right, that’s enough!’ Nan interrupted with mock severity. ‘Thank you, Hannah, but I don’t want to hear stories like that on top of my breakfast. Now, stand still and stop fidgeting, or we’ll never get this dress to fit.’

‘Sorry, Mrs Weston.’

Hannah stopped talking and stood still, though every now and then she glanced at Tamzin and her mouth twitched with suppressed giggles. Tamzin grinned back. But she was thinking of something else. She was thinking of the beach fair and Lion Rock. Would Mr Roskear, Hannah’s dad, agree to take her in the boat? He had to, she told herself. He just had to!

The time leading up to the beach fair seemed to drag by incredibly slowly. Tamzin knew she was wishing a whole week of the holidays away, but she couldn’t help it, and each day she became more strung up. She hadn’t heard any more from Hannah and hadn’t mentioned the boat idea to Joel. She felt superstitious about it. If she told Joel too early, then for some reason it wouldn’t happen – Mr Roskear would say no, or the weather would change and the swimming race would be cancelled. It was the one thing she dreaded.

The weather didn’t change, though. Every day was hot and sunny, and more and more holiday visitors were arriving. Then at last the waiting was over, and the Saturday of the beach fair dawned.

Tamzin was up before six o’clock. She was so excited that she had hardly slept, and when she looked out of her window and saw the sun shining in a cloudless sky she rushed downstairs and out into the garden, just to make sure that she wasn’t dreaming.

She had a hasty breakfast and by half-past seven she was at the stables, where Joel and his parents were already busy. There were booked customers to prepare for and all the usual stable work to be done before they could get ready for the fair. They hardly stopped for a moment, but at last Mr Richards rode out of the yard with the first group of bookings, and Mrs Richards said that Tamzin and Joel could set off for the beach.

Four ponies were to be used for the beach rides: Lark and Sally-Ann in the morning, then in the afternoon they would be replaced by Pippin, a lazy and good-natured bay gelding, and Bramble, a handsome little black pony with a white blaze which the Richardses had recently bought. The car park had been closed to traffic; instead a striped marquee stood in the middle, and there were stalls and a large barbecue set up around it. The beach was packed with people. The tide was going out and Tamzin’s heart missed a beat as she saw several boats on the sand. She wondered which one belonged to Mr Roskear, but though she looked around for Hannah she couldn’t find her in the crowd.

A steward saw the ponies arriving and came to show them the space reserved for the rides. There was already a small queue waiting, and within minutes Lark and Sally-Ann were plodding sedately along the sand with small children on their backs, while smiling parents took photographs.

For an hour Tamzin and Joel were kept busy. Then there was a lull, which gave them the chance to rest the ponies and have a cold drink each.

‘We’re closing the stables this afternoon, so Mum said if we do the morning she’ll come and help after lunch,’ Joel said as he flipped the ring-pull on his can. ‘That way, we’ll get a chance to see the events and join in a few things.’

Tamzin nodded. ‘Nan’s coming later. She said she’ll give us a hand too.’

‘Great! Dad’s in the swimming race, of course, so he’ll be too busy getting ready for that.’

‘Do you think he’s got a chance of winning?’

Joel grinned. ‘Between you and me – no! But even if he comes in last, it’ll be fun.’

As he said that, Tamzin heard a voice shouting her name. She turned her head. Someone was waving to them, and among all the colours on the beach she saw Hannah’s red-gold hair.

Tam!’ Hannah hurried over to them, though keeping well clear of the ponies. ‘I’ve been looking for you. Hi, Joel.’ And before either Tamzin or Joel could say hello, she rushed on, ‘I asked Dad, and he says you can come. Both of you, if you want. There’s plenty of room.’

‘Come where?’ asked Joel.

‘On our boat. Didn’t Tam tell you? My dad’s taking your dad out for the swimming race, so I thought it’d be brill if we all went too. We can be your dad’s fan club!’

Joel looked at Tamzin. ‘That’s great! Why didn’t you tell me about it?’

‘Well…’ Tamzin felt her cheeks reddening and owned up. ‘I thought if I said anything, it might not happen. And I really want to go.’

Joel seemed surprised. ‘Do you? You’re not worried about going out there in a small boat? It can be a bit scary if you’re not used to it.’

‘No, of course I’m not!’ Tamzin lied.

‘We’ll look after her,’ Hannah assured him. ‘Look, I’m supposed to be helping with something, so I’d better go. See you at two o’clock. It’s that boat over there,’ she said, pointing, ‘the one with the yellow hull. She’s called My Maid.’

‘I know her,’ said Joel. ‘See you later, then. And thanks!’

As Hannah ran back along the beach, Joel turned to Tamzin. ‘OK,’ he said. ‘Now tell me the real reason why you didn’t say anything before. It couldn’t have anything to do with wanting a close-up look at Lion Rock, could it?’

Tamzin didn’t know what to say. But her face must have given her away, because Joel smiled. ‘Don’t worry,’ he said. ‘I know what I said the other day, about putting off finding out what’s there. But I didn’t really mean it. I want to see it too – every bit as much as you.’

Tamzin was saved from answering as a high-pitched voice suddenly demanded, ‘Muuum! Wanna pony wide!’

A small boy had come up to them and was tugging at his mother’s hand, and several more children were heading in their direction.

‘Back to work,’ said Joel. He smiled at the little boy, who had now grabbed a coin from his mother and was holding it out. ‘All right. Let’s put you on Lark, shall we?’

The subject of Lion Rock was dropped. But Tamzin couldn’t wait for two o’clock to come.


chapter five

‘All competitors for the Lion Rock race, get ready! Swimmers, to your boats please!’

The voice crackled over the loudspeaker, and from the tide line Hannah beckoned urgently to Tamzin and Joel.

‘Come on,’ Joel said. ‘There’s Dad. Look, heading for Mr Roskear’s boat.’ He paused, grinning at Tamzin. ‘Want to change your mind? Last chance!’

Though her heart was thumping, Tamzin grinned back and shook her head. Nan and Mrs Richards were taking over the pony rides and, as Tamzin handed Bramble’s reins to her, Nan said, ‘Take care now, love. Promise me?’

‘Of course, Nan.’ Tamzin kissed her, then followed Joel, who was already hurrying towards the sea.

Mr Roskear was a tall, lean man with a wind-tanned skin and hair the same colour as Hannah’s. Mr Richards was with him, wearing a wetsuit, goggles and a bright-orange swimming cap.

‘Look,’ Joel said to Tamzin. ‘The Martians have landed!’

‘That’s enough of your cheek!’ Mr Richards made a mock swipe at him.

Mr Roskear handed out life jackets and, as Hannah helped her to put hers on, Tamzin stared at the boat, which was rocking gently in the shallows. It looked very small. Even though there were no breakers today but only wavelets running quietly in, she had a sudden bout of nerves. Last chance to change her mind, Joel had said. Part of her wanted to. But Joel and Hannah weren’t scared. She didn’t want to look silly in front of them.

And there was a far more important reason to go.

The life jackets were fastened and Hannah was already in the boat. Tamzin took a grip on herself and, before she could turn chicken, climbed in after her.

The two men and Joel gave the boat a shove, wading in after it. An incoming wave splashed against the bow and it lifted, with a sensation like a horse taking off for a jump. Tamzin clung to the side – the gunwale, she remembered someone telling her – and then the boat rocked again as Mr Roskear jumped in. He pulled the cord of the outboard motor. It started with a harsh chattering noise and Joel and Mr Richards got in too.

‘Right!’ said Mr Roskear. ‘Off we go!’

The engine noise increased as he twisted the handle of the tiller. They started forward, bouncing alarmingly as they met more waves, then they were through the surf and the movement became smoother. Three other boats were setting off too, and several surfers and two of the lifeguards were paddling their longboards out. People on shore waved and gave thumbs-up signs to the swimmers, and the little convoy headed towards the open sea.

‘Brill!’ said Hannah, the wind blowing her hair. ‘Can I steer, Dad?’

‘Not yet. Too many people this close to shore. Wait till we get further out, then we’ll see.’

Joel looked at Tamzin. ‘All right?’ he asked.

‘Yes.’ Then she grinned sheepishly. ‘Think so.’

‘If you start to feel sick, fix your eyes on the horizon,’ Mr Richards told her. ‘It stays steady, and that helps.’

Tamzin nodded. She didn’t think she would feel sick. The boat’s motion was a bit like riding a horse, so it felt almost familiar. What she hadn’t expected was the sheer vastness of the sea. It looked so different from shore; distant somehow, as if it wasn’t quite real. Out here, though, with the beach falling further behind, there was nothing but water, water and more water. The swell rose and fell, lifting the boat as it swept by. Everyone said how calm the sea was today, but it didn’t look calm to Tamzin. It looked very close, and incredibly powerful.

She tried not to think about that enormous power and instead gazed around. There were at least a dozen other boats heading for the rock, as well as surfers lying flat on their colourful longboards and using their hands as paddles, and two bright-red canoes in the distance. There was even somebody on a jetski, making a wide circle around the boats. Everyone seemed to know everyone else; people waved to each other and Tamzin joined in – but then her hand froze in mid-air as her gaze focused suddenly on Lion Rock.

It was much closer now – and it was huge.The split was clearly visible, making it look as if two gigantic claws were rising out of the sea and towering skywards. Waves broke at the foot of the rock, and she could see the channel, with water racing and foaming through it.

Hannah was looking too. ‘Wow!’ she said. ‘That’s quite something!’ She turned to Mr Roskear. ‘Dad, do you reckon we could get through there?’

‘Just about, I should think, but only if the sea’s quiet, like today,’ said her father.

‘Can we try? Oh, please, Dad – it’d be amazing!’

‘If there’s time, maybe.’ Mr Roskear smiled at Tamzin. ‘Unless Tamzin doesn’t want to.’

Tamzin was still staring at the channel. ‘Oh, no,’ she said. ‘I’d love to see it.’

She really meant what she said – because a sudden instinct had woken in her. She needed to see the far side of the rock. She didn’t know why, but the feeling was so strong that it was almost an ache inside her. She wasn’t frightened of Lion Rock. Awed, yes. But not frightened.

The boat sailed closer, until the great bulk of the rock blotted out half the sky. A larger boat with a single mast and a flag saying STEWARD was bobbing nearby, and all the convoy started to manoeuvre round into a line. Someone with an air-horn was standing up in the steward’s boat, and Mr Roskear said, ‘No time to go round the rock today. They’re about to start the race.’

‘Everyone ready?’ a voice bawled across the water. ‘OK, swimmers – time for a cold dip!’

‘Good luck, Dad!’ Joel thumped his father on the shoulder as all the competitors jumped into the sea. They trod water for a few seconds, then the air-horn blared like a demented donkey, and a cheer went up as the race began.

The engine chugged as Mr Roskear swung My Maid gently round until they were facing the way they had come. They could see Mr Richards’s orange cap in the middle of a lot of churning water and slowly they started to follow.

As they headed back towards the beach, Joel eagerly watched the swimmers and the other boats. But Tamzin looked over her shoulder at Lion Rock. What was there? What secret, waiting to be discovered… Or what danger, lying in wait? Because there was danger there. She could feel it, like a cold wind blowing in from the sea. And unless she could find it and face it, the threat of the Grey Horse would still hover over them all.

Her stomach churned and she began to feel sick. Telling herself that it was only the boat engine fumes blowing in her face, she turned round again and tried to make herself concentrate on happier things. The sea looked wonderful – blue as sapphires, with silver flecks of sunlight dancing and glittering on it. She could hear people in nearby boats laughing and calling to each other, or urging their favourite swimmers on. Mr Richards was doing well, churning steadily through the water. The breeze had a lovely salt smell and the sun was gloriously hot.

‘Enjoying it?’ Joel asked over the noise of the engine.

Tamzin could see a crowd on the beach in the distance, waiting to cheer the race winners. They looked so bright and colourful and happy.

‘Yes,’ she said, smiling at Joel. ‘Yes, I really am.’

Mr Richards came in seventeenth out of twenty-three swimmers.

‘Well, at least I finished!’ he said indignantly when Joel and Mrs Richards teased him. ‘And if nothing else, it gave Tamzin her first chance to go out in a boat.’ He smiled at Tamzin. ‘Was it fun?’

‘Yes, it was,’ she said. ‘Though it could never be as much fun as riding.’

In fact her legs were still a bit wobbly from being on the sea. It was the same feeling she used to have after riding, when she was a beginner – ‘slightly achy and slightly shaky’, as Nan put it. But she wouldn’t have missed it for anything. Because it had confirmed what, deep down, she had already known. That she had to solve the mystery of Lion Rock once and for all. And she didn’t have more than a few weeks to do it.

Nan and Mrs Richards were happy to continue with the pony rides, so Tamzin and Joel were given the rest of the afternoon off. For a while they wandered around the beach without saying much. They watched a tug-o’-war, looked at all the entries in the sandcastle competition and argued cheerfully about which one should win, and had enormous ice creams at the tea tent. Then, finally, Joel broached the subject that had been on both their minds all along.

‘Well,’ he said, as they reached a quieter spot on the beach, ‘now you’ve seen Lion Rock up close. So what happens now?’

Tamzin licked chocolate ice cream from her fingers. ‘I don’t know,’ she admitted. ‘But there’s something there, Joel. Something important. Didn’t you feel it?’

He hesitated for a moment, then nodded. ‘Yeah. Yeah, I did.’

‘When Hannah asked her dad if we could go through the channel, I really wanted to. I just got the feeling that I’d… find something.’

‘It might have been something dangerous.’

‘I know, and that’s scary. But it was almost as if I had to.’

Joel nodded again. ‘I saw how disappointed you were when we couldn’t do it. Hannah noticed too.’ He gave her an intense look.

‘You won’t tell her about the Grey Horse, will you?’

‘No, of course I won’t!’ Tamzin stared at the sea. ‘Besides anything else, it wouldn’t be fair to get her involved.’

‘Right. You know Hannah, the way she’s so enthusiastic about everything. She’d jump right in at the deep end. And that could only mean trouble.’

‘Yes. But, Joel, I’ve got to find out what’s there. How am I going to do it?’

‘I don’t know,’ Joel admitted. ‘But we’ll think of something, won’t we?’

Tamzin considered this. ‘Yes,’ she said at last. ‘Maybe you’re right.’

And under her breath, so that Joel didn’t hear, she added, ‘I hope so. I really, really do…’


chapter six

For days Tamzin wrestled with the problem of how she could get to Lion Rock again, but she couldn’t find a solution. Joel did his best to help, but he didn’t have any ideas either. And he didn’t seem to realize how urgent the situation was. In two more months Tamzin’s parents would be back from Canada, and then she must leave Cornwall and return home with them. Two months sounded like a long time. But Tamzin knew how quickly time could rush by. The thought that she might have to go away and leave the threat of the Grey Horse hanging over them all was too awful to bear.

In spite of what she and Joel had agreed, she was very tempted to confide in Hannah. The one obvious answer to her dilemma was to go to the rock in Mr Roskear’s boat, but of course that would mean involving Mr Roskear himself. And that was completely out of the question. So, though it was frustrating, Tamzin said nothing.

Luckily, she had preparations for the Carnival procession to distract her. Nan had finished her costume – she and Joel were to dress as medieval pages – and they needed to rehearse their parts, and in particular the ponies. The Carnival Queen’s carriage was to be pulled by Bramble, who had been trained to harness. Tamzin would ride Lark and Joel would ride Sally-Ann, as they were both quiet and dependable. A lot of time was taken up practising at the stables, with Mrs Richards driving the four-wheeled open carriage. It helped to push Tamzin’s worries to the back of her mind. But it couldn’t banish them completely.

One evening a few days before Carnival, Tamzin and Nan were preparing their dinner in the kitchen when they heard a car pulling up outside, and a horn beeped.

‘Sounds as if we’ve got a visitor,’ said Nan. She got up from the table and peered through the window. Then her face broke into an astonished smile. ‘Tamzin, look who’s here!’

Another car had parked beside Nan’s and the driver was getting out. He was a middle-aged man with fair hair and a bushy beard, dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. Tamzin recognized him at once and she cried delightedly, ‘Alec!’

He saw them at the window and waved. Nan opened the back door.

‘Alec, what a lovely surprise! Come in.’

Alec Brewer smiled as he came into the kitchen. ‘Hello, Isobel,’ he said to Nan, then looked at Tamzin. ‘And Tamzin – it’s good to see you again!’

‘We didn’t know you were coming back to Cornwall,’ said Nan. ‘You should have phoned!’

‘Ah.’ Alec grinned sheepishly. ‘I meant to. But your number’s in my diary and I forgot to bring it away with me. So I thought I’d just turn up. Hope you don’t mind too much.’

‘Of course not,’ said Nan. ‘We’re delighted, aren’t we, Tamzin?’

‘Oh, yes,’ Tamzin agreed, and meant it.

Alec was an archaeologist. They had met him during the Easter holidays, when he had come to explore a tunnel dug centuries ago from the back of a beach cave. His discoveries had led Tamzin to a new confrontation with the Grey Horse, and to the finding of the third piece of her glass talisman. Alec had not believed in the supernatural then. But what he had seen last spring∗ had made him change his mind.

Now he gave Tamzin an extra smile and said, ‘You’re as brown as a hazelnut! I’m jealous – how do you do it?’

‘By spending all the hours she can outdoors at the stables,’ Nan told him. ‘Unless she’s off gadding in boats, that is.’ She winked at Tamzin, who laughed.

‘It was only once, Nan.’

‘Boats, eh?’ said Alec. ‘I must hear all about this.’

‘Then stay for dinner,’ said Nan. ‘No arguments – we’re having quiche and salad in the garden, so it’s no trouble.’

‘If you’re sure…’

‘I am,’ Nan said firmly. ‘We’ve got plenty.’ Alec smiled. ‘Then I’d be delighted.’

There was a great deal of news to catch up on over the meal. Alec asked tentatively whether anything more had been heard of Moonlight. Tamzin shook her head without speaking, but when she glanced at his face she knew he understood. Then she told him about her trip to Lion Rock on the day of the beach fair, and he became very interested.

‘I’ve been doing some more research about that,’ he told them. ‘Remember we said what a strange name Lion Rock is, and we wondered if it might be a corruption of something else? Well, I looked up similar-sounding words in the old Cornish language, and I came up with lym, which means “sharp”.’

‘ “Sharp Rock”…’ Nan mused. ‘Well, that would fit, wouldn’t it, Tamzin?’

Tamzin said, ‘Ye-es…’ But the word wasn’t the right one. She couldn’t tell why, but she just knew it wasn’t. ‘Are there any others?’ she asked Alec.

‘One or two. The nearest-sounding one is lyn, meaning “lake”.’ He laughed. ‘But it wouldn’t make much sense to call it “Lake Rock” when it’s in the middle of the sea!’

Nan laughed too. Tamzin, though, did not. The word lyn seemed to echo in her mind, like something she could almost, but not quite, remember. Lake Rock. It made no sense, as Alec said. But it was right. It was.

Lion. Lyn. Lake. The split, the channel, the holes Mr Thomas had described. What’s in there? she asked herself silently.

‘I’ve also managed to translate more of the words we found carved on the tunnel wall in the beach cave,’ Alec continued. ‘They’re very intriguing. They seem to imply that the tunnel and the cave were some kind of stronghold, though I’ve still got no idea why they were made. And another segment almost sounds like instructions of some kind.’ He fished in his jeans pocket and brought out a small notebook. ‘See what you make of this.’


Opening it, he read aloud:

‘Within the rock find blue.

Between my feet find blue.

Blue on blue makes blue.

So touch grey to blue,

And make it whole again.



‘Curious, isn’t it? Blue and grey – it’s obviously connected with the legend of the spirit horses in some way. But I’ve no idea what it means.’

Tamzin said nothing, but she was thinking hard. They finished their meal, and sat chatting in the garden for another hour or so before Alec looked at his watch and declared that it was high time he went.

‘I hope we’ll see you again,’ said Nan.

‘That would be great,’ said Alec. ‘I’m staying in Cornwall until the end of August. I want to continue exploring that ancient tunnel. I hope I might be able to trace it all the way to its source.’

‘Could I help?’ Tamzin asked.

‘With pleasure,’ said Alec. ‘Provided it’s OK with your nan.’

‘Of course.’ Nan smiled.

Alec stood up. ‘Tell you what, then, why don’t I ring you tomorrow, and we’ll fix it all up? Now, if you’re really sure I can’t help with the washing-up, I must be off.’

When he had driven away, Tamzin was very quiet for a while. Then, as she and Nan were drying the last of the dishes, she suddenly said, ‘You know the Grey Horse statue?’

Nan looked cautiously at her. ‘Yes, love.’

‘After you showed it to Alec, when he was here before… did you bury it in the garden again?’

Nan had buried the statue soon after it was broken. She had always known about the legend, and she had been trying to ward off the Grey Horse’s dark influence. Now, though, she said, ‘No, I didn’t. Burying it didn’t help in the first place, so there didn’t seem a lot of point putting it back. The pieces are in a drawer in my studio. Why?’

‘Well… I just wondered… do you think it would be safe to look at it again?’

‘You mean, might it call up the Grey Horse’s power in some way?’ Nan thought for a few moments. ‘No… No, I don’t think it would. If you want to see it, I’m sure it can’t hurt.’

‘Yes,’ said Tamzin. ‘I think I do.’

‘All right, then. Let’s go and look together, shall we?’

As she stood in the studio and watched Nan open the drawer, Tamzin felt queasy, but she pushed the feeling firmly down. She needed to do this. Something Alec had said had started a new question nagging at her and she wanted to know the answer.

The statue was wrapped up in cloth, inside a cardboard box. When she had shown it to Alec in the spring, Nan had put it roughly back together again. It was held in place precariously with Sellotape; very carefully Nan lifted it out and set it on a table. Tamzin stared at the little head. A piece of it was missing – the piece that, in an angry moment, she had thrown into the sea. The Grey Horse’s remaining eye, a single red stone chip, glared back at her, and she had to force herself not to shiver as she reached out. Her fingers traced the rough edge where the missing piece should have been. The shape of the break seemed familiar, as if she had felt it before, or something very much like it.

Taking her hand from the statue, she touched the piece of fused blue glass on her bracelet. Yes… she had the answer to her question!

‘Nan,’ she said, ‘my talisman – it’s almost the same shape as the missing piece!’

‘What?’ Nan stared.

‘Feel them both,’ Tamzin urged her.

Nan touched the statue, then the blue glass.

‘You’re right!’ she said under her breath.

‘It is almost the same. Only – the talisman’s smaller. As if it isn’t quite complete.’ Her eyes met Tamzin’s and they were very intense. ‘Or at least not yet.’

So touch grey to blue, and make it whole again. The mysterious words that Alec had translated made sense. Ever since she broke the statue, Tamzin had been desperately searching for the missing piece. She had believed it was the only way to repair the statue and imprison the Grey Horse once more. But it seemed she was wrong. The ancient lines had told her what she needed. The last fragment of the glass talisman. Her gift from the Blue Horse would protect not only her. If she could complete it, it would protect them all!

And she was absolutely convinced that Alec’s translation had told her something else as well. Within the rock find blue…

She knew the meaning of the Blue Horse’s dream message. The final piece of her talisman was somewhere inside Lion Rock.


chapter seven

Alec rang the following morning. He was eager to explore the cave again, but for the next few days it would be out of the question. There were neap tides at the moment, which meant that the sea did not go out or come in very far. It wasn’t even possible to get round the headland at low tide, let alone anywhere near the cave entrance.

It was frustrating but, as Nan said to Tamzin, it couldn’t be helped.

‘It’s all because of the moon,’ she said. ‘We get spring tides – they’re the big ones, when the sea goes out a long way – around new and full moon, and neap tides in between.’ She paused. ‘Though I must say that the difference between high and low tides is unusually small this time. It must be because there’s no wind to drive it.’

‘When will it be spring tides again?’ Tamzin wanted to know.

Nan calculated. ‘Full moon’s next Monday, and the tides will start getting bigger a few days before that. I’d say you should be able to reach the cave by Friday or Saturday.’

Tamzin’s spirits sank. It was Carnival on Saturday; there would be no time for going to the beach. And as for getting back to Lion Rock, as she so desperately wanted… she hadn’t even begun to work out how that could be done.

Nan put an arm round her shoulders and squeezed gently. ‘Come on, pet. Don’t fret about it. If you do, you won’t enjoy Carnival. And that would be a shame, when you’ve been looking forward to it so much.’

Nan was right, Tamzin knew. Just for a few days she ought to be strong enough to forget about the mysteries of the tunnel, the talisman and the rock. If she didn’t concentrate on the weekend she would spoil Joel’s and Hannah’s fun too, and that wasn’t fair. Several times Joel had commented that she didn’t seem interested in Carnival any more, and that clearly upset him. For his sake – and her own – she must try to shake off her mood and join in.

She looked at Nan and said, ‘I wish I was as wise as you.’

‘I’m not wise,’ said Nan. ‘I’m just old enough to realize that there’s no point worrying about things we can’t change.’ Her mouth widened in a kindly smile. ‘Come on. Why don’t we get your costume out and put some finishing touches to it?’

To her own surprise, Tamzin’s efforts to concentrate on Carnival worked. There were two more rehearsals at the stables, one with Hannah in the carriage, and almost before she knew it Carnival day had arrived.

The weather was still perfect. The procession was due to start at noon and afterwards there would be a grand fête. After a very early lunch, Tamzin and Nan set off for the village in Nan’s car. Tamzin was already dressed in her costume; there were butterflies in her stomach, but the nerves were nothing to the excitement she felt.

The village looked very festive. Bunting had been hung all along the high street and the shops had put out decorations or baskets of flowers. The local police were there, getting ready to divert traffic and make the road clear for the procession, and people in all kinds of fancy dress mingled with the crowds of summer visitors.

The procession was to assemble at the sports field where the Carnival Queen competition had been held. Some of the floats had already arrived, and the Richardses’ horsebox was parked near the edge of the field. Bramble, Lark and Sally-Ann were tethered beside the horsebox and Joel, in overalls, was carrying buckets of water for them to drink.

Tamzin ran to meet him. ‘Where’s your costume?’ she asked.

‘Under here.’ Joel tugged at the overalls, which were much too big for him. ‘Mum threatened murder if I got it dirty, so Dad lent me these.’ He stood back to study her. ‘You look great!’

‘Thanks.’ Tamzin smiled. ‘Is Hannah here yet?’

‘Haven’t seen her. But I think her bike’s over by the clubhouse.’

Tamzin grinned at an absurd mental image of Hannah biking to the field in her Carnival Queen dress. ‘She’s probably in there, getting changed,’ she said.

‘Well, she’d better get a move on. The procession’s due to start in twenty minutes.’

‘I’ll go and see if I can find her,’ Tamzin offered.

‘OK. But don’t be long. We’ve still got to saddle the ponies, as well as hitch up the carriage.’

Tamzin ran off across the field, dodging two stilt-walkers and a group of people dressed as rabbits. She found Hannah and her attendants in the clubhouse, putting on their dresses with the help of several mothers and Mrs Beck, Tamzin’s class teacher.

‘Wow!’ Tamzin said, staring at Hannah’s flowing dress and silvery cloak. ‘You look amazing!’

‘Thanks.’ Hannah grinned and put a hand up to steady her coronet, which was slipping sideways. ‘I’m really nervous, though.

Couldn’t eat a thing this morning. I’d have been sick.’

Tamzin laughed. ‘Don’t worry. All you’ve got to do is sit there and wave at people.

Are you nearly ready? Because Joel says the procession’s starting soon.’

‘OK. Just got to get Mum to fix this crown properly – it keeps falling off. You go on, and I’ll be with you in a minute.’

Tamzin ran back to Joel, who was helping his mother to hitch Bramble to the carriage. Bramble’s harness had been decorated with colourful ribbons and a white plume was fixed to the brow-band of his bridle. Tamzin thought he looked wonderful. Mrs Richards would be driving the carriage, and she was dressed for the part in smart white breeches, black jacket and boots and a bowler hat.

‘The only trouble is, I’m absolutely boiling,’ she told Tamzin with a rueful smile. ‘It usually rains on Carnival day – I’m not used to this!’

Hannah and her attendants arrived a few minutes later and were helped into the carriage, while Tamzin and Joel saddled and mounted their ponies. The procession was forming up. Mrs Richards, on the driving seat, flicked Bramble’s reins and the carriage moved slowly off to take its place. Tamzin touched her heels lightly to Lark’s flanks, then she and Joel wheeled round and followed. Nervous excitement made her stomach churn. This wasn’t a rehearsal, where it didn’t matter too much if things went wrong. Today, it all had to be perfect.

Stewards in fluorescent tabards were directing everyone into line. The Silver Band raised their instruments, which gleamed dazzlingly in the sunlight. Hannah grinned at Tamzin and gave a thumbs-up sign. Then the first notes of a lively march struck up, and the whole glorious cavalcade began to stream out of the sports field and away.

The band led, stepping out in time. Next came a gaggle of small children in traditional Cornish dress, and then the Carnival Queen and her entourage. Glancing over her shoulder, Tamzin saw that they were being followed by a group of street entertainers:

jugglers, clowns and the stilt-walkers she had seen earlier. And lastly came the grand parade of floats on their slow, rumbling lorries. Along the roadside people had gathered to see them go by. The closer they drew to the village the bigger the crowd became until, by the time they passed the church, the pavements on both sides were thronged. There was cheering and shouting and whistling; a lot of children had flags, which they waved madly, and the sound of the band now echoed and re-echoed between the buildings. Tamzin started to worry that the ponies would get nervous. But though Lark’s ears were pricked and her head held high, she didn’t jink or falter. Sally-Ann, on the far side, walked on as quietly as ever, and Bramble, in the shafts of the carriage, was perfectly calm.

Hannah and her attendants were having the time of their lives. They all sat upright in the carriage, giving regal waves to everyone and trying to look dignified. But whenever they saw someone they knew, dignity was hurled aside and they yelled and bounced on the seats.

‘Steady!’ said Mrs Richards to them, trying not to laugh. ‘We don’t want anyone falling out!’

‘Look!’ Joel called to Tamzin over the noise of the procession. ‘There’s your nan!’

How Nan had reached the centre of the village ahead of them Tamzin couldn’t imagine, but there she was, smiling and waving.

‘Alec too,’ Joel added. ‘I didn’t know he was coming today.’

‘Neither did I.’

Alec had a silly streamer on a stick in one hand and an ice cream in the other, and Tamzin giggled as she waved back. They had passed the church now and were surging on along the village street. Joel leaned over to speak to his mother and Tamzin heard him say, ‘Bramble’s taking it all in his stride, isn’t he? You’d think he did this sort of thing every day!’

Mrs Richards nodded. ‘He’s marvellous. Almost as good as poor Moonlight used to be.’

A sharp pang went through Tamzin and her vision blurred suddenly as tears sprang to her eyes. Quickly she blinked them away, biting her lip hard. She still missed Moonlight so much that even to hear someone speak his name brought the sadness back. Mrs Richards didn’t know that, of course. And she would never know the truth about what had become of him. But for a moment Tamzin caught Joel’s eye, and saw that he knew what she was thinking. She blinked again. The hurt would go, in time. Surely it would…

As that thought went through her mind, she saw a white shape a little way ahead.

Tamzin’s hands tightened on the reins with a jerk, causing Lark to toss her head in protest. Her eyes were still a bit blurry; quickly she rubbed them until the scene was clear again. The white shape had vanished. She must have imagined it. It wasn’t possible…

They turned a bend in the street and suddenly the sun was in her eyes. But through the dazzle she saw the shape again. It was there! It was turning to look back at her, and in its whiteness was a sheen of blue!

Tamzin’s heart seemed to turn over inside her. Then, without any warning, the vision was gone again – but only for a moment, before it reappeared right in front of Bramble’s nose.

Tamzin’s eyes popped and she cried out in disbelief, ‘Moonlight!’


chapter eight

Suddenly there was chaos. Bramble gave a shrill whinny of fear; he shied, then reared and swerved. Mrs Richards was taken completely by surprise and had no time to react. The carriage rocked and tilted, and Hannah and her attendants screamed as they were flung sideways on the seats. The other ponies were rearing too. In a blur of confusion Tamzin glimpsed Joel clinging frantically to Sally-Ann’s mane as he was almost thrown, while Lark danced and careered towards the crowd.

‘No, Lark, no!’ Tamzin struggled to get Lark under control.

Mrs Richards had jumped from the carriage’s driving seat and was at Bramble’s head. Several people ran to help, and for the next few minutes Tamzin had no time for anything but the emergency. At last, though, everything was calm again. Bramble was quiet, his sides heaving as he breathed, and Lark and Sally-Ann stood still with their heads down.

And the vision of Moonlight had gone again – this time, Tamzin knew, for good.

‘Are you All right?’ Mrs Richards breathlessly asked Hannah and the other girls.

Hannah gulped and nodded. ‘Yes, we’re fine, thanks. Wow! That was scary!’

‘I’m so sorry,’ said Mrs Richards. ‘I don’t know what happened – something in the crowd must have frightened them.’

Then she hadn’t seen Moonlight… Quickly Tamzin looked at Joel and her eyes asked a question. But Joel only looked back blankly. He didn’t understand. He hadn’t seen either.

But the ponies had…

The parade was halted while the stewards discussed whether or not they should continue. It was decided that they should, but Mrs Richards said she would walk beside Bramble and lead him, just to be on the safe side. So the procession set off again.

Within a few minutes everyone had settled down, and there were no more incidents – and no more visions. They completed their circuit of the village and at last arrived back at the sports field.

The fˇCte was already getting under way, but Tamzin and the Richardses were more concerned with the ponies. The Carnival Queen was to tour the fête in her carriage later on, so saddles and bridles and harness were taken off and Bramble, Lark and Sally-Ann were tethered in the shade of the horsebox with a helping of hay and a bucket of water each.

Tamzin was certain now that Joel hadn’t seen Moonlight, and as she helped him settle the ponies she asked herself over and over again why the vision had appeared to her. The Blue Horse was definitely trying to tell her something.

Joel’s voice broke in. ‘I’m going to get something to eat, Tam. You coming?’

‘No,’ said Tamzin. ‘I’m not hungry. I’ll hang on here.’

She watched him walk away, then sighed and sat down on the grass near Lark, who had finished drinking and was nibbling at her hay. Lark pushed her muzzle against Tamzin’s shoulder, and Tamzin stroked her nose absent-mindedly as she tried to work out the puzzle of the Blue Horse’s message.

Then, behind her, someone said, ‘Hi, Tam.’

It was Hannah, still in her Carnival Queen costume but without the cloak and crown.

Tamzin smiled. ‘Hi. Are you OK now?’

‘Oh, yeah, no problem.’ Hannah paused.

‘Look, Tam, there’s something I want to ask you.’ She took a deep breath, then went on in a rush. ‘When the ponies got upset and we nearly overturned, you shouted something that sounded like “Moonlight”.’

Tamzin’s expression froze. ‘Did I?’ she said uneasily.

‘You know you did! What did you mean?’ Hannah paused again. ‘Tam, what did you see?’ She peered hard into Tamzin’s face and added challengingly, ‘It was a white horse, wasn’t it?’

Shock hit Tamzin like a cold wave. They stared at each other, then Hannah said, ‘I’m right, aren’t I? Don’t try and pretend. I saw it too. But nobody else did – just us, and the ponies.’ She sat back on her heels. ‘What was it, Tam?’

Tamzin didn’t know what to say. Half of her wanted to confide in Hannah, but the other half said, No, don’t. You mustn’t. She wouldn’t believe it anyway.

She dithered, and Hannah shook her head. ‘It’s no good. I’m not going anywhere till you tell me everything.’

If Hannah had seen Moonlight, then maybe the Blue Horse had a reason. Tamzin had to trust that. And she badly needed someone to help her.

She took a deep breath and said, ‘All right. I’ll tell you. But I don’t know if you’ll ever be able to believe it…’

To Tamzin’s surprise, Hannah did believe it. Maybe that was simply because she wanted to – Hannah had a vivid imagination and loved the thought of any kind of mystery or adventure. But whatever the reason, she took in the story with wide eyes and an eager face.

Tamzin did not tell her everything. Some details were too strange for even Hannah to accept. But what she did say was more than enough.

‘You mean, what we saw was like the – the ghost of this pony Moonlight, who’s really the Blue Horse?’ Hannah breathed. ‘Wow! That is just wild! And the whole Blue Horse and Grey Horse thing has got something to do with Lion Rock?’

Tamzin nodded. ‘I think so,’ she said. ‘I dreamed about it, and I felt it that day when your dad took us out in his boat.’

‘Of course – you wanted to go round to the far side, didn’t you? But there wasn’t enough time.’ Hannah whistled between her teeth. ‘Sheesh! I wish we had! What d’you think we’d have found?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Tamzin helplessly. ‘That’s what’s so frustrating. I’m sure the Blue Horse wants me to go there, but I don’t see how I can.’

‘Dad’d take you again… but then of course you’d have to tell him why, and he’d think you were nuts. Yeah, I see the problem.’ Hannah thought for a few moments. ‘Unless…’

‘Unless what?’

Hannah’s expression changed and her eyes glinted eagerly. ‘Unless I take you?’

‘That’s crazy! How can –’

‘Shut up and listen, will you? Dad’s boat’s still at the beach – he left it there because he’s been doing some night fishing. I know how to handle it, so all we need is someone to help get it into the sea, and –’

‘No way!’ said Tamzin. ‘For one thing, your dad would be sure to find out, and for another, I don’t want to get you involved in something that might be dangerous!’

‘Well, tough luck, because I am involved!’ Hannah retorted, then grinned. ‘Think about it. Joel and Mrs Richards didn’t see the Blue Horse, but I did. He must have shown himself to me for a reason, right? So, what could that reason be? Answer – because I’m the person he wants to help you!’

She folded her arms, her face triumphant, and Tamzin stared at her with dawning realization. Hannah was right – she must be. Why else would Moonlight have appeared to the two of them and to no one else? Crazy though Hannah’s idea might seem, it was the one chance she had of getting to Lion Rock. And the Blue Horse knew it.

As if from a long way off, she heard herself whisper, ‘Do you really think we could?’

‘Sure I do. And you know what? I think we should go right now!’

‘Now? But what about the Carnival?’

‘Nuts to the Carnival,’ said Hannah.

‘What’s more important?’

‘Well…’

‘Look, the weather’s perfect and the tide’s just right, and we won’t be seen by anyone we know because they’re all here.’

‘But we’ll be missed.’

‘Not if we don’t hang around. If we go right now, we can be back well before the fête finishes, and no one’ll be any the wiser. What do you think?’

A small inner voice was warning Tamzin to say no. But she squashed it down, together with the thought that she might be making a terrible mistake. The temptation was just too strong.

‘All right,’ she agreed breathlessly.

‘Great! Let’s get moving. Best way to the beach from here is over the cliff paths. I can bike it. What about you?’

‘I haven’t got a bike.’ For a moment Tamzin was dismayed, then her eyes lit up. ‘But I could take Lark. Then, if anyone looks for me, they’ll think I’ve gone for a ride.’

‘Brill! Come on. I’ll change out of this gear and meet you behind the clubhouse.’

Five minutes later they set off. No one saw them go, and they took a little-used track that led towards the cliffs. Hannah knew all the paths and short cuts, and she cycled at precarious speed over the bumpy ground while Tamzin trotted after her on Lark.

The sounds of the fête had faded away behind them, and now all Tamzin could hear were the thud-thud of Lark’s hooves and the occasional cry of a gull. Her stomach was churning with nervous excitement, just as it had done this morning, but now it had a very different cause. Every so often the small inner voice came back, telling her she should not, not be doing this. It was completely mad. It was completely wrong. They should have told someone – Joel at least –

But Joel would have argued, and tried to stop them from going. And she wanted to go. She wanted it more than anything in the world.

Ferociously she pushed the voice away, and her nerves with it. Hannah was far ahead of her now, and beyond the rushing purple bike she could see the cove and the beach.

Tamzin pressed her heels to Lark’s flanks and urged her on faster.


chapter nine

My Maid was where Mr Roskear had left her, with several other boats in a corner of the car park near the top of the rock slope.

‘Go and ask if you can tie Lark up by the cafe,’ said Hannah, ‘and I’ll find someone to help us get the boat on to the beach.’

Because of Carnival the beach was less crowded than usual, but there were still enough people around for Hannah to recruit the help she wanted. The tide was going out and there was hardly any surf. By the time Tamzin came back from settling Lark, Hannah and three strong young holidaymakers had got the boat to the foot of the slope and were hauling her on her trailer towards the sea’s edge.

A few curious onlookers gathered to watch the launch, but they were all strangers. As Hannah climbed over the boat’s side, Tamzin had another surge of doubt. But it faded, as the others had done, and she too scrambled in. The outboard engine started with a roar, then they were bouncing through the shallow surf and heading out to sea.

‘Hope there’s enough fuel to get us there and back,’ Hannah said cheerfully.

‘What?’ Tamzin’s face paled.

‘Only joking!’ Hannah grinned. ‘Don’t worry. I checked. I do know what I’m doing.’

She was handling the boat with a confidence that Tamzin envied. They nosed cautiously between swimmers and past a lifeguard, floating on his big rescue surfboard, who recognized Hannah and waved.

‘Do you know him?’ Tamzin asked anxiously.

‘Yeah. But don’t worry. He’ll think Dad said it was OK for us to go out.’

Hannah swung the tiller as a wave humped across their path, and spray flurried in Tamzin’s face as they were lifted and dropped down on the other side.

‘The swell’s bigger than it was at the swimming race,’ Hannah commented.

Tamzin’s heart was pounding nervously. ‘It’s not too big, is it?’ she asked. ‘I mean, could it be dangerous?’

‘No, it’s fine. Might be a bit of a bumpier ride than last time, that’s all.’

Tamzin thought that ‘a bit bumpier’ was putting it mildly. Though she didn’t want to admit it, she was afraid. All right, Hannah knew what she was doing. But the sea was unpredictable.

And so was the Grey Horse…

She looked back at the beach and was dismayed to see how far away it already looked. They had left the splashing and swimming holidaymakers far behind, and the lifeguard on his board wasn’t watching them. With an effort she made herself turn again and gaze at Lion Rock… and suddenly her fear was eclipsed by another, far stronger feeling. It was as if the rock – or something in it – was calling to her. Her pulse wasn’t racing with fright any more, but with a kind of eager longing. She was close to the heart of the mystery, she knew it as surely as she had ever known anything. She wouldn’t and couldn’t turn back now. Whatever might be waiting, she had to see this through.

Her fingers closed over the glass talisman on her bracelet. It felt warm, familiar and comforting. The Blue Horse wasn’t far away. And it would help her, as it had done so often before.

‘Everything OK?’ Hannah asked above the noise of the engine.

Tamzin smiled back. ‘Yes,’ she said, and meant it. ‘Everything’s fine!’

Joel was watching a local rock band that was playing at one side of the sports field when a Carnival steward whom he knew came up to him.

‘Joel, you haven’t seen Hannah Roskear, have you?’

‘No,’ said Joel.

‘Oh. Well, she’s disappeared, and so has her bike, and the organizers are very annoyed. She’s supposed to be Carnival Queen for the whole day, not just until it suits her to sneak off somewhere.’ The steward sighed. ‘I wondered if you or your friend Tamzin might know where she is.’

Joel shook his head. ‘Not me. Tamzin might, though. She’s with the ponies, I expect, by the horsebox. Shall I go and find her?’

‘Yes, please. Tell her that we need Hannah in the marquee, and soon!’

The steward hurried away and Joel crossed the field to the horsebox. The ponies were on the far side of the box. He went round the back of the ramp. Tamzin wasn’t there. Neither was Lark.

Joel frowned. All right, Tamzin might be off enjoying the fête. But she wouldn’t have taken Lark with her. He checked the tack and saw that Lark’s saddle and bridle were also missing. Odd… He’d surely have seen Tamzin if she was riding around the field; anyway, she knew that the ponies were supposed to rest until later. The steward said Hannah’s bike had gone too. What were they up to?

Though he couldn’t say why, Joel suddenly had an instinct that something was going on, and he didn’t like the feeling. He started towards the sports clubhouse, his eyes sharply alert for any sign of Tamzin or Hannah. Then, as he was passing a gap in the field’s surrounding hedge, he paused.

An earth path led from the gap, away towards the cliffs. There had been no rain lately, so the surface was loose and dusty. In the dust, Joel saw two sets of marks. Hoof prints and the tyre tracks of a bicycle.

He stared at them while a dozen different thoughts ran through his mind. Then, quickly, he scanned the field again. In the distance was a familiar figure.

Joel started to run towards her.

‘Mrs Weston!’

Nan turned at the sound of Joel’s shout, and smiled as he came hurrying up to her.

‘Hello, Joel.’

‘Mrs Weston, do you know where Tamzin is?’ Joel asked breathlessly.

‘I haven’t seen her.’ Then Nan saw the worry on his face. ‘Is something wrong?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Joel. ‘But I think it might be.’ He told her about Hannah and Lark, and the tracks he had seen in the dust. As she listened, Nan’s expression became serious.

‘Joel,’ she said, ‘where does that path lead?’

‘To the cliffs,’ Joel told her. ‘And then on to the beach.’

The same thought came to them both and Nan said, ‘We’ll take my car.’ She looked quickly around. ‘I wish we had Alec with us! He was here a while ago, but I don’t know where he’s gone now.’

‘I’ve got my mobile,’ said Joel. ‘I could ring him.’

‘Yes – yes, that’s a good idea.’ Nan fumbled in her handbag and took out a piece of paper. ‘Here’s his number – ask him to meet us at the beach.’

Within minutes they were driving out of the field and away on the coast road. Joel got through to Alec, who said he was in the village but would follow them as soon as he could. The road ran beside the cliffs, and Joel leaned out of the window, looking for some sign of a pony or bicycle. There was nothing. But when they drove down the hill and into the beach car park, his heart jumped under his ribs.

‘There’s Lark!’ He pointed to the cafe.

‘Then they are here.’ Nan sounded relieved. She swung into a parking space and switched off the engine. Joel was already out of the car and running to the top of the slope. Nan followed, and they peered at the beach.

‘I can’t see them anywhere,’ said Nan. ‘Let’s ask someone.’

Joel didn’t answer, and she saw that he was staring at the boats in the corner of the car park.

‘Joel? What’s the matter?’

‘Mr Roskear’s boat.’ Joel’s voice sounded hollow. ‘It was down here with the others. But now it’s gone.’

For a moment Nan was silent. Then she said, ‘Someone must have seen them. Quickly – let’s start asking!’

It took them only a few minutes to discover what Tamzin and Hannah had done. On the sand they found one of the holidaymakers who had helped to launch the boat and, as he was explaining, the lifeguard who had been out on his rescue board came to join them.

‘They were heading out towards Lion Rock,’ he said. ‘But don’t worry. The sea’s quiet enough and Hannah knows how to handle the boat. She wouldn’t have taken it unless her dad said it was OK, would she?’ He saw Joel’s and Nan’s faces. ‘Would she?’

Nan’s fear grew. ‘You’ve got to go after them,’ she urged the lifeguard.

‘The rescue board’s too slow,’ said Joel. ‘I’ll go. I can take Jerry Martin’s boat – he won’t mind. I’ll explain to him later.’

‘No, Joel!’ Nan protested. ‘Not on your own!’

‘I can handle a boat as well as Hannah,’ said Joel. ‘I want to find them, Mrs Weston. I’ve got my mobile – if there’s any problem, I’ll call.’ He turned back towards the car park. ‘Get some others to help launch the boat.’

Halfway up the slope, Joel and the lifeguard met Alec coming down. Joel explained in a few short sentences, and Alec joined them. A second boat, smaller than Mr Roskear’s but with a more powerful engine, was carried down the slope and pushed to the water’s edge, and a minute later Joel was surging away out to sea.

‘I shouldn’t have let him go,’ Nan said worriedly to Alec. ‘I’ve got a bad feeling about this, Alec. As if…’

‘As if what?’ Alec shaded his eyes to watch Joel’s rapidly moving boat.

‘I don’t know. Tamzin thinks the Blue Horse will protect her. But I’m not sure that it can.’

‘Is there anything we can do?’ Alec asked.

Something nagged at the back of Nan’s mind. ‘It sounds crazy,’ she said, ‘but I’ve got an instinct about the Grey Horse statue. As if I ought to have it here.’

‘Then let me go and get it,’ Alec said instantly. His eyes were serious. ‘I learned back in the spring that instincts are worth trusting.’

‘Yes – yes, you’re right.’

From feeling helpless, Nan was suddenly decisive. This was the right thing to do. This was what the Blue Horse wanted her to do.

‘Here’s my key.’ She took it from her purse and handed it to him. ‘The statue’s in my studio, top drawer in the big desk. Alec, hurry. Please.’

Alec nodded once, briefly, and ran back up the slope towards the car park.


chapter ten

Tamzin had to force herself not to shut her eyes as My Maid headed for the channel between the two halves of Lion Rock. The swell was certainly bigger out here; surf was creaming against the foot of the rock, and the backwash set the boat lurching like a switchback.

‘We’re not going to get through this way,’ Hannah said. ‘The current’s running from seaward and it’s too strong. We’ll have to go round and try from the other side.’

Tamzin nodded and tightened her grip on the gunwales as Hannah swung the tiller. They turned aside from the rock and headed around it, Hannah keeping a good distance between them and the surf. For a brief moment Tamzin wondered what they would find on the far side. But as it came into view, she relaxed a little. It was just rock. Nothing more.

‘There’s the entrance to the channel.’ Hannah pointed to where a dark cleft showed. ‘It’s quite wide. Shouldn’t be any problem. Hold tight, then – here we go!’

Slowly and carefully she guided the boat into the gap. The sunlight turned to deep shadow as rock walls towered on either side of them, and the noise of the boat’s engine echoed loudly in the enclosed space. The current was trying to rush them along, despite Hannah’s efforts to keep their speed down. But Tamzin noticed none of these things. All she knew was that a powerful force was tugging at her mind, telling her what she must do. Inside the rock, it told her. Inside the rock…

She peered into the gloom ahead. The walls were pitted with holes, as the fishermen had said. But one was much larger than the rest.

‘There!’ she shouted over the sounds of the engine and the surging sea. ‘See that ledge, with the big hole above it? That’s where we’ve got to go!’

‘Wow!’ Hannah sounded breathless. ‘You don’t want much, do you?’

‘I’ve got to reach it!’ said Tamzin. ‘Try, Hannah, please!’

‘All right, if you say so. Hang on…’

The engine snarled, and Hannah steered past the ledge then quickly swung right round. The boat tilted so alarmingly that for a moment Tamzin feared they would be thrown out. But the jutting ledge protected them from the current, and the water on the far side was calmer.

‘There’s a spike of rock,’ Hannah called. ‘Talk about luck – we can tie up to that!’

Tamzin suspected that luck had nothing to do with it, but she didn’t say so. She took hold of the mooring rope and, as Hannah expertly eased the boat up to the ledge, she looped it round the rock spike. Hannah tied the rope and turned off the engine. Then the girls climbed from the boat up on to the ledge.

The hole was like a small cave mouth. They peered in and saw a tunnel beyond, and Hannah shivered.

‘It looks really spooky. I haven’t got a torch – have you?’

‘No.’ Tamzin could have kicked herself for not thinking of that. But as she stared into the tunnel she saw a pale glimmer inside.

‘It isn’t completely dark,’ she said reassuringly. ‘See, there’s some light. It must be open to the sky a bit further in.’ She moved forward. ‘Come on. I want to see where it leads.’

The tunnel ceiling was high enough to get through in a kind of crouching walk. Ducking, Tamzin went in. Hannah hesitated, then followed.

They had only gone a couple of metres when the tunnel abruptly ended – and Tamzin’s eyes widened as she stared in astonishment at the scene before them. They had emerged on to a wide rock shelf inside a cavern, lit by an eerie, phosphorescent glow. The shelf extended away to left and right. And below it, stretching across the cave, was a huge pool of absolutely still water.

‘Sheesh!’ Hannah whispered.

Lion Rock… Lyn Rock… a lake! Her instinct had been right!

There was something on the far side of the pool. For a minute or so Tamzin couldn’t make out what it was, but as her eyes adjusted to the weird light she saw it more clearly. It was a crude carving of a rearing horse. But, unlike the broken statue, it was life-sized.

‘Hannah, look,’ she breathed.

‘That’s incredible!’ Hannah was awed. ‘Whoever could have put it here?’

Tamzin shook her head. She didn’t know the answer, but a question was hammering in her mind. Was this a carving of the Blue Horse or the Grey Horse? She was certain that the Blue Horse had led her here, so surely this cavern couldn’t be the Grey Horse’s lair? Yet the statue did not reassure her. There was something ominous about it. As if –

‘Tam, I don’t like this.’ Hannah’s quavering voice interrupted her thoughts. ‘It’s really spooky. I don’t think we should hang around.’ She turned to go back into the tunnel.

‘No, Hannah!’ Tamzin protested. ‘We can’t go now, not when we’ve only just found this!’

‘I don’t care,’ Hannah said stubbornly. ‘It isn’t just spooky, it feels dangerous too. I’m going back to the boat, and if you’ve got any sense, you’ll come with me.’

‘Hannah!’ Tamzin shouted.

But Hannah had plunged into the tunnel and was gone.

Tamzin hesitated. She desperately wanted to stay, to learn more. But the thought of being left on her own frightened her. She should go after Hannah. Maybe she could talk to her, persuade her that it was all right and they were in no danger. It wasn’t like Hannah to react this way…

She called, ‘Wait for me!’ and started to follow. Then from the far and of the tunnel she heard a cry.

‘Oh, no! Tam – Tam, come quick!’

Alarmed, Tamzin scrambled as fast as she could to the end of the tunnel. What she saw horrified her. The sea had suddenly become much rougher. White-crested water was racing through the channel, and the boat swung and danced madly at the end of its mooring rope. Hannah had somehow managed to get into the boat and was trying to start the outboard engine.

‘Quick!’ she yelled again. ‘Get in! Oh, hurry!’

Suddenly the mooring rope came loose from the rock. In a moment the powerful tide-race had hold of the boat and started to pull it away. Hannah grabbed the rope and threw it towards Tamzin, but it fell short, splashing back into the water. Again Hannah yanked on the engine cord. The engine spluttered and coughed, but refused to start.

Then a big surge caught the boat. It swung wildly and was swept into the channel.

Hannah screamed Tamzin’s name, but Tamzin was helpless. She could only watch as the boat was carried away on the tide-race. Hannah looked back. Tamzin had just one more glimpse of her white face before My Maid lurched round a bend in the channel and was lost from sight.

‘Hannah!’ Tamzin cried. ‘Hannah!’

Hannah did not answer her. But something else did. From inside the cavern, echoing unnervingly, came a sound that was midway between a horse’s whinny and a horrible laugh.

Tamzin had heard that sound before… With a wordless cry, she scrambled back through the tunnel – and froze on the cave threshold.

The life-sized carved horse was gone. In its place stood a real horse, huge and menacing, with eyes that burned like cold fire. Its head was lowered, its ears lay flat on its skull. And its coat was the colour of a stormy sea.

The Grey Horse! Tamzin’s mind reeled as she realized that she had made a terrible mistake. She had thought that the Blue Horse was calling her to Lion Rock, but she had been wrong! The Grey Horse had tricked her – it had lured her to its lair, and now she was in deadly danger.

Just like Hannah…

Suddenly Tamzin’s fear was swamped by a great rush of fury and she screamed at the dark spirit horse, ‘You swept Hannah away!’ Her voice rose hysterically. ‘I’m your enemy, not her! If you want to attack someone, attack me. But leave her alone!’

The Grey Horse snorted and pawed the rock, its hoof making a sound like a hammer ringing on metal. It seemed to be mocking Tamzin, but it made no threatening move. Why? Tamzin asked herself. What was it planning? Something was going to happen, she knew it in her bones. And this would be their last confrontation – the final battle of wills.

Tamzin’s fury suddenly collapsed and the fear came back again. In her mind she remembered all the past attempts the Grey Horse had made to harm her. Each time, Moonlight had saved her life. Now, though, Moonlight was gone, and no one else was here to help her.

In her mind Tamzin tried to picture the Blue Horse, but it was impossible. So many different images swirled confusingly together in her head: Nan’s paintings, her dreams, Moonlight… Without knowing it, she clasped at her own wrist, where the glass talisman hung on the silver bracelet.

The Grey Horse snorted again, angrily, and its head came up, so that its blazing eyes glared into her own. Tamzin felt the air around her turn cold. Then for the second time the eerie whinnying-laughing sound echoed through the cave… and from somewhere overhead came a creaking groan.

Tamzin looked up. The cave roof seemed to be quivering. The ledge shifted under her, throwing her off balance, and for a moment she thought that an earth tremor was beginning, like the ones that had struck the district in the spring.

But it was not an earth tremor. With dawning horror, Tamzin realized that the walls and roof of the cave were moving together. Slowly but surely, the whole mass of Lion Rock was starting to close inwards. If it continued, the split would seal itself, the rock would be whole again – and she would be crushed and killed!

Across the now rippling expanse of the pool, the Grey Horse tossed its head as if in triumph – and vanished.

And Tamzin screamed out in terror, ‘Moonlight! Oh, Moonlight, Blue Horse, save me! Help me now!’


chapter eleven

The sea was getting rough as Joel approached Lion Rock. He wasn’t too worried, but he knew that if conditions got much worse he would have to turn back. As his borrowed boat motored on, he strained his eyes, searching for Tamzin and Hannah. There was still no sign of them.

Then he saw a disturbance just inside the entrance to the split in the rock. Something that wasn’t water, moving fast – and a moment later a small boat shot out of the channel like a cork bouncing on the churning water.

Joel recognized the boat’s yellow hull immediately. But then he saw that the boat was completely out of control. And there was only one person on board.

Hannah was frantically trying to bale water out of My Maid when she heard someone shouting her name. She looked up wildly.

‘Joel! Oh, Joel, help me!’

Joel sped to intercept her. She threw him the end of her mooring rope and he towed her away from the surf creaming around the channel and into clearer water.

‘I c-couldn’t get the engine started,’ Hannah sobbed as the two boats bumped together.

‘Where’s Tamzin?’ Joel’s voice was harsh with fear.

‘Back there!’ She pointed towards the rock and gasped out the story. ‘We’ve got to get help!’

Horrified, Joel realized that it would take too long to tow My Maid to the beach. By the time he came back, anything could have happened to Tamzin.

‘Hannah, try your engine again!’ he urged. ‘Come on. See if it’ll start!’

With a shaking hand Hannah pulled the cord. Nothing happened; she tried again – and this time the engine spluttered into life.

‘Get back to the beach as fast as you can,’ Joel told her. ‘Find Tamzin’s nan, and tell her what’s happened!’

‘What about you?’

‘I’m going to the rock.’

‘But, Joel –’

‘Don’t argue, just do it!’

Joel flung the mooring rope back to her, and before she could say another word he turned his boat and the engine opened up with a roar as he sped away. For a few seconds Hannah watched him go. Then she too turned and headed back for the beach at full speed.

Joel saw at once that it would be impossible to get into the channel from this side. The tide-race was far too powerful. Though it meant losing precious minutes, he would have to go round the rock.

He pushed the boat as fast as it would go. The sea was much rougher on the far side of the rock and clouds were gathering fast from the south-west. The weather was changing quickly – too quickly, he thought. It wasn’t natural. As if some other power was behind it…

Then he saw the split and his hopes collapsed. The tide was surging fast and furiously into the channel; much too fast for a boat of this size. He dared not go in!

Despairingly, Joel realized that there was only one thing left to do. He had to call for the lifeboat. He pulled his mobile phone from his jeans pocket. But before he could punch out the emergency services number, the swell suddenly lifted his boat and swung it violently round. Caught by surprise, Joel grabbed the tiller, trying to straighten the boat up. He was too late. Behind him, a freak wave was rising. He saw it coming but had no time to do anything before it hit him broadside on. His mobile went overboard, then the wave broke over Joel, soaking him in a second and swamping the engine. The engine cut out – and, as the wave rose higher, the boat was swept into the channel entrance. Joel clung on. Through streaming eyes, he saw the wave breaking behind him, and for a terrifying moment it seemed to take on the shape of a grey horse’s head.

But he had no more time to think about the wave. The boat was careering along the channel, spinning and pitching dizzyingly, and lurching from side to side so that it dashed against the towering walls. More water was coming over the gunwales, swamping the boat – it couldn’t stay afloat much longer, it would sink…

Suddenly the boat jarred with a grinding impact against a projecting ledge. For a moment it was stuck, and Joel didn’t hesitate. He sprang to his feet, grabbed at the rock and, with a frantic effort, hauled himself up. He was only just in time. As he sprawled on the ledge, another wave rushed through the channel, lifted the boat and dragged it away. It disappeared, and Joel lay gasping. He had been saved from one danger. But what would happen to him now?

Shivering with fright, he started to sit up. Then, above the roar of the water, he heard a faint, muffled sound.

‘Help me!’

It seemed to come from behind him. Joel turned and saw the tunnel mouth.

‘Tam?’ His voice was sharp with a mixture of hope and dread. ‘Tam!’

He dived into the tunnel. As he emerged into the cave, he saw Tamzin. She was standing, swaying, on the rocks at the edge of the dark pool, both hands over her face, and he heard her cry, ‘Blue Horse, help me! Blue Horse, please help me!’

‘Tam!’ He ran to her.

‘Oh, Joel!’ she sobbed. ‘The Grey Horse was here! It made the sea rise. Hannah was swept away –’

‘She’s all right,’ he told her. ‘She isn’t hurt. She’s gone back to the beach to get help.’

‘There isn’t time. Look!’ She pointed at the walls, her eyes filled with terror. ‘It’s closing in, Joel. The rock’s coming back together again! We’ve got to get away now!’

He started to say, ‘We can’t! My boat –’ but he didn’t get any further. From deep in the rock came a cracking, rumbling noise. He shouted, ‘Look out!’ and pulled Tamzin to one side.

As he did, the tunnel caved in. Stones and rubble tumbled around their feet – and when it was over, the tunnel mouth was completely blocked.

Tamzin and Joel stood frozen, staring at the place where the tunnel had been. At last Tamzin said in a tiny, quavering voice, ‘We’re trapped…’

‘No!’ said Joel desperately. ‘I don’t believe it!’ He ran to the piled stones and started to pull at them with his bare hands. ‘Help me, Tam! There is a way out! There’s got to be!’

A small crowd was on the beach to meet My Maid as the boat came rushing in on the surf.

Hannah was soaking wet and badly shaken, but she ignored the people who were trying to help her and called frantically, ‘Mrs Weston! Mrs Weston!’

Nan pushed her way to the front. ‘Hannah – what’s happened to Tamzin?’

‘She’s in a cave, inside the rock! Joel’s gone after her… Oh, Mrs Weston, there’s something horrible in there! A huge statue, like a horse – but it’s so weird! I got scared. I tried to make Tamzin come with me, but the mooring rope broke and she couldn’t jump in in time, and the boat was swept away, and then –’

‘All right, love, all right,’ Nan soothed. She had heard enough. ‘Come on. Here are the lifeguards to look after you and get you dry and warm.’

The lifeguards helped Hannah away, the crowd following them. Nan stared bleakly at the gathering clouds. The sea was getting rougher by the minute. She had never seen conditions change as fast as this, but she knew what lay behind the change. They needed help – powerful help. They needed the Blue Horse.

But who except Tamzin had the power to summon it?

Suddenly Nan saw someone hurrying towards her, holding a bag in one hand. Alec – he had the statue!

‘What’s happened?’ Alec asked as she ran to meet him. ‘I saw Hannah, but where’s Tamzin?’

Nan explained quickly. ‘She’s in danger, I’m sure of it! We’ve got to try to call the Blue Horse!’

‘Can we?’

‘That’s the awful thing – I don’t know. I had a feeling about the statue, but now I’ve got it, I don’t know what to do.’

Alec frowned, thinking. ‘Do you remember what I told you about the new translations I made of those carved words?’

Nan’s eyes glittered alertly. ‘You said they suggest that the tunnel might be a kind of stronghold…’

‘That’s right. And if Lion Rock is the Grey Horse’s lair, then could the tunnel, or whatever it leads to, be the stronghold of the Blue Horse?’

‘Yes!’ Nan snatched at the slim thread of hope. ‘It might be the answer! Oh, hurry, Alec – hurry!’

Round the headland, the beach was deserted. Nan and Alec ran to the cave, scrambling over the boulders that had partly blocked the entrance since the night of the earth tremor. To Nan’s huge relief, Alec had a torch, and they splashed through a shallow pool to the tunnel entrance at the back of the cave. The tunnel sloped steeply upwards in places and they were both soon out of breath. Alec had never followed the tunnel right through before. As they hurried on, they both wondered what they might find.

Until the tunnel abruptly ended in a blank wall.

‘No!’ Nan moaned in dismay. ‘It can’t be a dead end!’

‘Wait a minute.’ Alec shone the torch.

‘There are more words carved here.’ He peered closely. ‘They’re in Cornish, but… Hang on, I know this! It’s the first line of that translation I showed you. “Within the rock find blue”…’

‘And look,’ said Nan. ‘There’s a mark like an arrow, pointing.’

Alec swung the torch. The beam of light showed a fissure, about two metres high, in the rock to their left.

‘We’ve got to get through there!’ Nan exclaimed.

‘It’s too narrow for me,’ said Alec, ‘but I think you can do it. Here, I’ve got a spare torch.’

Nan took the torch and squeezed into the gap. It was a tight fit and for a few moments she feared she would get stuck. But she pushed once more and stumbled out on the other side.

‘Isobel?’ Alec called through. ‘Is anything there?’

Nan didn’t even hear him. All she could do was stare, amazed, at the sight before her.

She was in a cave small enough for the torch beam to light it up. And directly in front of her was a life-sized statue of a horse, carved from rock that reflected the torchlight in a pale, shimmering blue.

Nan moved softly forward. The statue was clearly centuries old. The horse was standing facing the direction of the sea, with its head held alertly and proudly high. Something about it reminded Nan of the horse in her own moonlit painting. And suddenly she understood what the carved words were trying to tell her.

‘Alec!’ she called back urgently. ‘That translation – what was the second line?’

‘What? Er… hang on. It was something about… Oh, yes: “Between my feet find blue.” But I don’t know what it means.’

‘I think I do.’ Nan crossed the cave floor to the statue and looked down.

Lying between the horse’s carved fore hooves was a tiny shard of glass. Blue glass. Just like the pieces that formed Tamzin’s talisman.

‘Oh!’

Her gasp echoed through the cave and Alec shouted worriedly, ‘What’s going on? Are you all right?’

‘Yes!’

There was something else on the rock too. Another carving. Words… just a few this time. Quickly Nan memorized them, then, clutching the glass fragment, she ran back to the cleft in the rock and squeezed through to where Alec waited.

‘Alec, what does “Creia pha ve” mean?’

Alec looked baffled. ‘I think it’s “Call me”, or something like that.’

A message from the Blue Horse…

‘I’m going back to the beach!’ said Nan. ‘There’s no time to explain. Just follow me, as fast as you can!’

She ran through the tunnel, into the cave and outside to the beach. She was shocked by what she saw. In the short time since they had entered the cave, heavy clouds had gathered and the sea had turned a threatening slate grey. There were white wave-crests almost to the horizon and breakers pounded the low-tide line with a steady, dull roar.

It’s up to me now, Nan thought with a clutch of panic. Please, please, let this be the right thing to do!

The rising wind buffeted her as she faced Lion Rock and held up the piece of blue glass. Alec had emerged from the cave behind her, but she wasn’t aware of him. All she could think about was Tamzin.

Striving to be heard above the roar of the sea, Nan called out, ‘Blue Horse! Blue Horse! Come to me now! Blue Horse, I summon you!’


chapter twelve

In the cave inside Lion Rock Joel’s hands scrabbled frantically at the stones covering the tunnel entrance. He didn’t want to admit it, but he knew he was getting nowhere. The roof of the cavern kept creaking and groaning as the rock walls slowly squeezed inwards. As the space became smaller, the water in the huge pool was beginning to rise too. They were racing against time. And it was a race that they couldn’t win.

He looked over his shoulder to where Tamzin stood at the brink of the ledge. She was staring across the dark water as though she was in a trance, and Joel felt a flash of anger.

‘Tam, don’t just stand there!’ he called to her. ‘Help me!’

‘There’s no point.’ Tamzin’s voice was hardly more than a whisper. ‘We’ll never unblock the tunnel. We’re not going to get out.’

‘Then try something else! Call to the Blue Horse!’

‘I have tried. But the Blue Horse can’t reach us in here. It’s hopeless, Joel.’

‘You mustn’t believe that!’ Joel said desperately. ‘Please, Tam, try one more time!’

Tamzin started to shake her head…

On the beach, with the wind now shrieking around her, Nan cried out again to the power of the Blue Horse. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, far away on the horizon, lightning flickered a vivid electric blue. And seconds later the rumble of thunder came rolling in over the sea…

The distant sound of the thunder jolted Tamzin and Joel as if they had had a powerful shock. Joel jumped to his feet, looking up in alarm and half expecting to see the cavern roof collapsing in on them. But the sound was fading away and the roof was still intact.

‘What was it?’ Tamzin whispered.

‘I don’t know. It must have come from somewhere outside. It –’

‘Ah!’

He was interrupted as Tamzin jolted again and clutched at the bracelet on her wrist. ‘My talisman –’ She stared at it with wide eyes. ‘It’s glowing!’

He ran to see. A strange light had appeared, shining from the depths of the glass fragment. It flickered, then grew steadier and brighter, until the cave was filled with blue brilliance.

‘The Blue Horse!’ Tamzin cried. ‘It’s trying to reach us!’

From the far side of the pool came an echoing snort. Joel looked up – and his heart seemed to stop beating.

‘Tam…’ he said.

She raised her head. On the other side of the cavern a grey shape was materializing. At first it was faint as mist. Then it solidified, and the Grey Horse stood glaring at them over the slowly rising water.

Tamzin and Joel backed away. The Grey Horse snorted again, and the hot red light in its eyes clashed with the shining blue glow of the talisman. Tamzin could feel its towering fury. They had dared to defy it in its own lair and it would not rest until it had revenge.

Then the monstrous horse raised its head, staring up at the cave roof. Its mouth opened and it uttered a hideous, husky noise almost like a human laugh. High above, the rock gave an answering groan. The walls quaked;the water in the pool churned suddenly and rose until it was lapping almost at the top of the ledge. Fearfully Tamzin clutched Joel’s arm, shutting her eyes as the strength of the Grey Horse’s hatred beat against her mind like waves. The light from her talisman was flickering, weakening. The walls were closing in –

Suddenly, from beyond the blocked tunnel, a shrill whinny echoed through the cave. It was followed by a rumbling sound and a whole section of the wall behind them broke away. Rock and debris came crashing down; the wall seemed to split apart – and a new tunnel appeared in the wall, opening the way to the sea channel.

Joel didn’t pause to think. Yelling, ‘Quick – run!’ he grabbed Tamzin’s hand and dived for the split.

They heard the Grey Horse shriek in rage, but they were already in the tunnel and running.

They burst out on to the jutting ledge – and saw at once that, although they had escaped from the cave, they were still trapped. The sea was roaring and pounding through the channel; even the best swimmer in the world wouldn’t have a hope of surviving. Joel looked frantically in both directions – and at the seaward end of the channel, he saw a huge white wave rising.

His warning shout was almost blotted out by the roar of the surging tide. Tamzin saw and cowered back. But the wave was changing. As it rushed down the channel towards them, its crest reared up and took the form of a blue-white horse.

‘Look! Oh, look!’ Tamzin shrieked.

The wave-horse tossed its head and another piercing whinny rang above the sea’s roar. In that instant Tamzin knew what the Blue Horse wanted them to do.

‘Jump, Joel!’ she yelled. ‘It’s our only chance!’

He understood. It would take all the courage they could muster, but –

The wave raced towards them and, as it reached the ledge, they grasped each other’s hands and leaped to meet it.

Wild water engulfed them, and Tamzin felt as if she had been flung into a gigantic washing machine. Over and over she tumbled, water in her eyes and ears and nose. Joel’s hand still gripped hers, but he too was being whirled and flung about like a mad acrobat. Then suddenly a white shape rose from beneath them and they were pulled with it up to the surface. Tamzin’s other flailing hand tangled in what felt like the flying strands of a mane, then her head broke clear of the water and, to her amazement, she found herself riding as though on horseback, carried on the wave’s white crest as it surged through the channel. Joel was there beside her, shouting in shock and exhilaration. She could see light ahead; they were almost through the tide-race –

The wave crashed out of the channel and into the open sea amid an explosion of white foam, bearing them on towards the beach. The sea stormed around them and the sky was thunderous with dark clouds. Through eyes blurred by water, Tamzin saw the cliffs coming closer. Then the world turned white as they reached the breakers rolling in to shore. In a final, breathtaking rush, they were flung from the sea and on to sand. The wave collapsed and they sprawled breathless on the beach as two people came running towards them.

‘Tamzin! Oh, Tamzin!’

Nan grasped hold of Tamzin and pulled her clear of the sea, while Alec helped Joel. Tamzin knelt on the sand, coughing and gasping. Her head spun with the crazy shock of what had just happened, and all she wanted was to cling to Nan and be comforted. But as she reached out, Alec yelled in horror, ‘My God! Look at that!’ He was pointing out to sea.

They all spun round.

Out by Lion Rock, something was rising from the water. A huge, dark shape, mane flying in the wind – the Grey Horse formed itself out of a great wave and began to move shoreward.

‘It’s coming straight for us!’ Alec gasped.

The grey phantom was approaching fast.

‘The Blue Horse!’ Tamzin screamed.

‘Where’s the Blue Horse?’

Nan had been staring, hypnotized, but as Tamzin spoke she snapped out of her trance. ‘Tamzin, give me your wrist. Quickly!’

Bewildered, Tamzin nearly lost her balance as Nan grabbed her arm. She saw to her astonishment that Nan was holding a piece of blue glass.

‘Nan! Where did you –’

‘Never mind! There isn’t time to tell you now!’

Blue on blue makes blue… Nan touched the glass fragment to the talisman on Tamzin’s bracelet. There was a flash of dazzling light, and the fragment fused with the others. Nan whirled round, grabbed the bag with the broken statue in it from Alec and thrust it at Tamzin.

‘Remember the words!’ she cried. ‘ “So touch grey to blue”…’

‘ “And make it whole again”!’

Tamzin’s mind lit up with understanding. Her hands shook and fumbled, but she knew that only she could do what had to be done. She pulled out the roughly mended little stone statue. As she clasped it, the oncoming vision of the Grey Horse uttered a terrible cry. The sky darkened and the wind rose to a shriek, buffeting them all and making them stagger. The statue writhed with a life of its own, fighting to pull free from Tamzin’s grip, but she hung on tightly, defying the power that tried to stop her. She pressed the talisman against the missing piece of the statue’s head.

A tingling sensation shot through her fingers and along her arms. The broken fragments of stone knitted together. The talisman flowed like water, blending with them, and the statue was complete. But it was no longer a figure of grey stone. Now it was covered by a fine layer of shining blue glass.

The wind rose again suddenly, but this time the gust came from the direction of the cliffs. The sound of it eclipsed the Grey Horse’s second scream of rage, and a brilliant blue light sprang from the cave in the cliffside. Out of the light an incredible vision came galloping – a magnificent horse, blue as sapphires and translucent as water, with a mane and tail of shining silver. It swept past them and raced to the sea’s edge to meet the Grey Horse as it neared the shore. Both visions reared high, their forelegs raking the air. Driven by a powerful impulse, Tamzin held up the remade statue in both hands, as though it would give the Blue Horse extra strength. She felt a surge of energy inside and around her – then the gathering thunderclouds began to break apart, and suddenly a shaft of sunlight streamed through them and fell directly on the Grey Horse. The Grey Horse howled. It fell back and its shape began to change. It shrank, losing its form until it became a coil of dark smoke that writhed helplessly towards the spot where Tamzin stood. The smoke curled over the little statue… and flowed into it, fading and vanishing until there was nothing of it to be seen.

As the last traces of the Grey Horse vanished, Tamzin’s legs threatened to give way. She swayed; Joel hurried to steady her, and she stared, stunned, at the Blue Horse, which stood in the shallows gazing back.

‘It’s gone.’ Tamzin spoke to the Blue Horse, her voice small and shaking. ‘It’s locked up in the statue again. There’s no more danger…’

The Blue Horse whickered softly and lowered its head. Tamzin longed to go to it and touch it. But she didn’t dare. Then it turned away into the surf. The sea was changing to blue again as the sky cleared and the sun came out; sea and horse blurred together, becoming one…

And the Blue Horse was gone.

For a long time Tamzin stood still, watching the sea and saying nothing. Then, gently, Joel touched her shoulder.

She blinked and looked at him, trying to fight back tears. He said nothing, but gave her a hug, and they walked together to where Nan and Alec were waiting.

‘Oh, Nan…’ Tamzin hugged Nan too, and Nan smiled at her.

‘It really is over this time,’ she said quietly. ‘And it’s all because of you, love.’

‘No,’ said Tamzin. ‘No, it isn’t because of me. It’s because of Moonlight.’

She looked out to sea once more. There was nothing there. But all the same she raised one hand a little, like a salute. Just in case…

Then she turned back to the others, and they walked slowly away towards the car park.


chapter thirteen

Back at Chapel Cottage, Tamzin went straight to bed. She was asleep as soon as she laid her head on the pillow, and she slept soundly right through the night and nearly until lunchtime.

She woke to a hot and sunny day, a day so beautiful that she felt sure it was a sign all was well. Downstairs, Nan had something to show her. She took Tamzin to her studio and there in the glass-fronted cabinet was the little statue of the Grey Horse. It showed no sign of ever having been broken – but it wasn’t grey any more. Instead, it shone with the soft colours of the glass that had flowed to cover its surface with a sheen of blue.

Tamzin gazed at it. ‘So it really did happen the way I remember,’ she said. ‘I wondered if that part of it might have been a dream.’

Nan smiled. ‘No, love. All the things that happened were very, very real. The Grey Horse is safely imprisoned again, and the magic that keeps it there is stronger than ever before.’

Tamzin rubbed at her eyes as they went back to the kitchen. Then she remembered something.

‘Hannah…’ She looked at Nan in dismay. ‘How’s Hannah?’

‘She’s fine, love. I rang her parents yesterday evening. They’re angry with her for taking the boat without permission, but she’s come to no harm.’

Tamzin nodded. ‘I don’t know how I’m going to explain everything to her.’

‘I don’t think you’ll have to,’ said Nan. ‘It’s my guess that she’s forgotten most of what happened. The Blue Horse will make sure of that.’

‘Yes… maybe it will. What about Alec, though?’

‘Oh, Alec’s a different matter. But he believed already, didn’t he?’

‘Yes. Yes, he did.’ Tamzin yawned and swallowed it back. ‘I feel so guilty, sleeping this late!’

‘It’s good for you,’ said Nan firmly. ‘Though you missed a couple of phone calls.’

‘Did I? I didn’t even hear it ring! Who were they from?’

‘The first was your mum and dad, last night. Don’t worry. It was quite late, so they didn’t think it was strange that you were asleep. They’re going to call again.’ Nan checked her watch, working out the difference between British and Canadian time. ‘Any minute now, I’d say.’

‘That’s lovely! I so much want to talk to them.’

‘The other call was from Joel. He’d like you to go to the stables as soon as you can. He sounded… mysterious.’

Tamzin was just beginning to wonder what Joel had to tell her when the phone started to shrill. Nan went to answer it, and came back with the phone in her hand and an oddly secretive smile on her face.

‘Here she is, Peter,’ she said into the handset, and passed it to Tamzin.

‘Dad!’ Tamzin cried joyfully down the phone.

‘Hello, poppet!’ The line was a bit echoey but her father’s voice came through clearly. ‘We’ve got some good news. My job’s finished early, so Mum and I are coming home next week!’

‘Dad! Oh, that’s brilliant!’

‘You haven’t heard all of it yet,’ said Dad with laughter in his voice. ‘I’m getting time off because of the early finish. So as soon as we fly in, we’re coming straight down to Cornwall and we’ll all stay at Nan’s till the end of the school holidays!’

‘Oh, Dad… Oh, Dad…’ Tamzin couldn’t find more words, she was so overjoyed. She talked to her mother, who was just as excited, then when her parents rang off she turned to Nan with shining eyes. Nan was grinning broadly, and Tamzin said, ‘You knew, didn’t you?’

‘They told me last night. But they wanted you to hear the news from them. Isn’t it wonderful?’

‘Yes – oh, yes!’

‘And now,’ said Nan, ‘don’t you think it might be a good idea to find out what Joel wants?’

Tamzin’s heart was bursting with joy as she hurried up the valley path towards the Richardses’ stables. She had missed Mum and Dad so much, and the thought that they would soon be together again was wonderful. Whatever Joel’s news was, she told herself, it couldn’t possibly be as exciting as hers!

Barney, the Richardses’ shaggy dog, came bounding to meet her as usual as she opened the stable-yard gate. Tamzin made a big fuss of him, rubbing his ears hard in the way he loved, then looked up to see if anyone was around.

And froze in mid-movement.

‘No…’ she whispered. It wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be possible…

Directly ahead of her was a row of stalls and looseboxes. Their top doors were open, but the horses were all in the paddock and no heads were looking out. Except for one.

Tamzin started to shake. She walked towards the loosebox, not daring to believe. Then she did believe, and broke into a run. The dapple-grey pony in the box had seen her, and he let out a whinny of delighted welcome as she rushed up to him and flung her arms around his neck.

‘Moonlight!’ Tamzin cried. ‘Oh, Moonlight!’

‘It’s absolutely incredible,’ said Mrs Richards, smiling happily. ‘We woke up this morning and there he was in the paddock with all the others!’

‘He must have escaped from whoever stole him and found his way home,’ Mr Richards added. ‘Clever old Moonlight!’

Over Moonlight’s dappled back, Tamzin and Joel exchanged a shiny-eyed look. They knew the real truth. But they could never explain it to Joel’s parents. It was their secret – theirs and Nan’s and Alec’s – and it always would be.

‘The vet came to look at him earlier,’ said Mrs Richards, patting Moonlight, ‘and says he’s A1 fit. So how about you and Joel going off for an hour or so, Tamzin? And you can ride Moonlight.’

Tamzin’s spirits soared at the thought. But then she paused. In the light of all that had happened, and all she knew about him, how could she saddle Moonlight and ride him as if he was just an ordinary pony? Surely it would be wrong. An insult to the Blue Horse…

She looked at Moonlight with uncertainty in her eyes. Moonlight looked back at her. Then, without any warning, he gave her a playful nudge with his muzzle that nearly knocked her off her feet. Joel and his parents laughed out loud, and as Tamzin regained her balance Moonlight pushed his nose into her pocket and snuffled for titbits.

She had her answer. The Blue Horse’s task was done; there was no more need for him to stay. But he – or the part of him that was Moonlight – wanted to stay. To be an ordinary pony, as he had been before. He would and could never be ordinary to Tamzin. But this had become his home, and home was where he wanted to be.

She hugged him again, then let him go and smiled at the Richardses.

‘I’d love to ride him,’ she said. ‘Thank you!’ She thought of her parents’ phone call and her face broke into a smile. ‘And now I’ve got some wonderful news to tell you…’



∗ Told in The Talisman.





∗ Told in Gathering Storm.
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