














will surprise everyone. I’ll be riding like the
wind, then!

But she didn’t tell Charlotte her plan just
yet. She didn’t tell her how she was going to
save up all her pocket money to buy a pony
of her very own. The pony of her dreams. A
golden palomino with a creamy white mane.
When he moved, his feet would barely touch
the ground. He would almost seem to fly.

‘l expect you’re looking forward to going on
holiday tomorrow,’ said Charlotte suddenly,
pulling off her riding hat and running a hand
through her dark bobbed hair.

Hannah came down to earth with a bump.

‘Arghh!” she groaned. She had forgotten
all about that for a moment. ‘A holiday with
Frankenstein.” Hannah pulled a face.

Her mum’s fiancé was called Frank. Hannah
could hardly believe that he was going to
become her new dad. Not that she’d ever known
her real father — he’d died when she was only a
baby - but she’d got by this long without a dad
and she wasn’t sure she was ready for a new
one now - especially not Frankenstein.

‘Why do you call him Frankenstein?’ smiled
Charlotte.

‘Because he’s tall and his head is flat on
top. He looks like Frankenstein’s monster.’

‘No, he doesn’t,” said Charlotte as she
hung up her pony’s bridle. ‘You know he
doesn’t. He’s really handsome. You only call

5



him that because he’s going to marry your
mum and you’re jealous!’

‘No, I’m not!” snapped Hannah. ‘Anyway,
he’s mean. He’s got loads of money but he
won’t buy me a pony. He says I've got to
save up for it myself. Well, at least half,
anyway.’

Hannah hadn’t meant to tell Charlotte
about the pony yet but it just slipped out.

‘A pony! You can’t be having a pony,’ said
Charlotte.

‘l am,’ said Hannah. ‘When | save up half,
I’m going to have a palomino.’

‘Wow,’ said Charlotte. ‘A palomino. Will
you keep him here at the stables? Will you
let me ride him?’




‘You can ride him whenever you want,’
said Hannah. ‘Well,” she added, ‘all the time
I’m not riding him.’

As they stood by the riding-school gates,
waiting for Charlotte’s father to pick them
up, Hannah talked about the holiday.

Frankenstein was a sporty type. A hairy
legged jogger from the Hartfield Harriers.
He’d met Hannah’s mum when she’d joined
the running club to keep fit.

That was over a year ago now and since
then the pair of them had joined step
aerobics and the County Kayak Club too. This
holiday was going to be an outward-bound
adventure in a canoe. Fun for all the family,
Frankenstein had said.

‘Is Miles going?’ asked Charlotte.

‘Yes, we’re all going.’

‘He’ll be your brother, you know,’ said
Charlotte. ‘When your mum gets married
to Frank. Your big bruv! Big bruvver
Milo.’

Hannah pulled a face. ‘l know,” she
groaned.

‘Till death do you part,’ said Charlotte.

‘It’s not me that’s getting married.’
Hannah pretended to be cross. ‘Marry
Miles! Over my dead body.’

‘Who’d want to marry you anyway,’ laughed
Charlotte. Hannah gave her a friendly push.
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‘Do you want to hear about this holiday or
not?’

They were going to drive up to the Welsh
mountains and canoe down a river through
the open valleys and countryside. Mum and
Frankenstein were taking the canoe, and
Hannah and Frank’s son, Miles, were to
follow the course of the river along a bridle-
path, riding pack ponies. They would be
carrying all the supplies and equipment.

This trip of a lifetime would take five days
with stops along the way. That was why
Hannah was dreading it. Five whole days
stuck up a mountain on a strange pony.

‘It sounds fantastic,” said Charlotte. ‘What
an adventure! | wish | was going.’

‘You can go instead of me if you like,’ said
Hannah quickly. ‘You can marry Miles and I’lL
stay here and ride Pudding.’

Charlotte was still laughing as her father’s
car crunched to a halt on the gravel out-
side Hannah’s house. ‘You are funny, Han.
And | want to hear all about it when you get
back!

‘Don’t worry. You will,” moaned Hannah.





