Another Pony for Taren
Chapter One
Taren

The atmosphere in the dormitory was rather odd, girls who were normally friendly
wouldnt meet her eyes. But why? Taren couldn't work it out because once that horrid
Anita had been made to leave at the end of last year everything had been peaceful.

She stood just inside the door and watched the girls who were stowing their belongings
away — not a soul was speaking. She shrugged before sauntering over to her usual bed,
stopping in shock. Someone else seemed to have bagged it! Standing beside it she felt
someone behind her and turned to see a tall fierce girl staring at her. Not someone she

knew.

“That's my bed!” the girl spat at her.
“You must be new here. My name’s Taren and you are?”
“None of your business! | already know who you are!”

"Okay,” Taren answered mildly, “but that has always been my space and in fact, my things
are already put away.”

“Not anymore, they're not! | chucked them over there!” and the rude girl pointed a finger
at a bed in the opposite corner.

Strewn across the floor were Taren'’s clothes making her sigh as she thought, “Who on
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earth is this girl surely | don't have to face problems again this year?

“Well, I'm not that bothered about where | sleep, but | do think you should have had the
good manners to ask if I'd mind before flinging my belongings everywhere. That's just
downright rude,” as she began to gather the trail of clothes.

“As if I'd care what someone like you thinks!”

“You don't know me at all and as it happens, I'm more than happy to take that other bed,
it's a much quieter space,” and she turned her back on the stranger and crossed the room
stooping every now and then to gather her bits and pieces up. Luckily, she'd kept her
phone on her person so that hadn't been broken and her new satchel had a sturdy lock on
it, which meant that was unharmed. She’'d learned her lesson last year when the bully girl,
Anita had stolen her maths’ prep and copied it and then made a mess of the papers. She
glanced back to her old bed and saw the girl nodding across at Teresa.

“Oh dear! That doesn’t bode well for me at all!” Teresa was the one girl who'd not been
happy when Anita had been made to leave the school.



The following morning, after a good night's sleep she jogged down to the dining area and
stood in line to pile her plate up before settling down next to Max. Shaila and Ellen were
already in their usual seats on the opposite side of the table.

“That food smells good,” she groaned. “I'm rather hungry.”
Max laughed, “That's usually my line!” The other girls giggled in agreement.

“Have you been working in the stables first thing,” Ellen asked, pushing her blond hair
away from her face.

“Yep, | was up early as usual. | must say, it's odd knowing | can't sleep at home, despite it
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being so close to the schoo

Last year, having unknowingly befriended the owner of the school, Bert had offered her
mum and stepdad the option of renting the house next door to his. Her mum was now his
full-time housekeeper making it good sense for her to be able to pop back and forward
between their homes whenever she needed to. Their little house was perfect for the family
being so much better than the one that they'd been renting before. The other advantage
was that it was a stone’s throw from the stables where Taren kept the piebald pony, Solly
that she looked after and the beautiful black horse, Satan who now miraculously belonged
to her.

Just thinking about her animals made her go all gooey inside. Who'd have imagined that
she’'d have two such lovely creatures to ride and look after. It was like winning the lottery.
The money to buy Satan had come from savings that her late father had made for her,
which her mum had decided that should be used in part for Taren to keep the horse,
bearing in mind that horses were her passion. As it happened, Satan had belonged to the
horrid Anita who couldn’t manage him so Bert and her mum had conspired to buy him
without Anita or her father knowing who the new owner would be.

While they ate, Taren asked her friends if they knew who the tall new girl was in their
dormitory.

“She's the daughter of the new teacher, Mrs Prince,” Shaila answered.
"Oh! Well, she said she knew who | was which | thought was strange.”

Ellen butted in, “I think Mrs Prince might be our form teacher this year, at least that's what
one of the other girls told me. | guess we'll find out when we get to our class after
breakfast.”

Taren grimaced at the thought.



Chapter Two
Taren

It was soothing mucking out Satan’s stable, tossing the wet straw into the wheelbarrow
and removing the droppings before she lay down clean bedding. She inhaled deeply,
enjoying the smell. Doing the chores at the stables she’d named as Sanctuary gave her
time to run anything that was bothering her through her head. Tonight's conundrum was
the thought of the new form tutor and her daughter.

“Strange that they've already taken a dislike to me,” she mused, “I'm not aware of having
done anything that might upset them, after all I've never met them before. It's a real
mystery, that's for sure!”

She patted down the banks of straw making the edge of the bed, just as she liked it.

“Perhaps I'll ask Miss Smythe if she can shed any light on the matter.” Miss Smythe was the
school’s Stables’ Manager and she and Taren got on like a house on fire. In fact, it was Miss
Smythe who'd first come up with the plan that Taren used the Sanctuary stables to look
after Anita’s pony when Taren had unfairly been blamed for hurting it, injuries which were
in fact caused by Anita having a temper tantrum.

The old stables were still a secret from everyone apart from Taren's family, her close
friends, the Head Mistress and Miss Smythe and she wanted to keep it that way.

A whinny at the field gate had her glancing at her watch.

"Ok!” she called, "l can see it's your dinner time!” promptly grabbing the headcollar which
was hanging tidily on the hook by the stable door she marched over to Satan, who was
waiting rather impatiently at the gate.

Having led him back to the stable and tied him up outside, she moved the muck bucket as
she liked to call it, closer running her hand down one of his forelegs. He obediently lifted
the foot up so that she could scrape the clods of earth directly into the bucket. As a matter
of habit, she moved on to the next leg in a clockwise manner until she'd finished. Using
the stiff dandy brush, she gave his coat a quick flick over to remove any dirt before walking
him calmly into his stable.

Feeding time meant that Solly was now waiting at the gate for his food - he was quite
happy to stay out in the field on his own and she wasn't planning on bringing him into his
stable until late autumn when the nights began to draw in.

It was nearly time to cycle back to the school for supper, so in the small tack room she
stripped off her stable gear, gave herself a quick wash before changing back into her
school clothes, that way no-one other than her friends would know she’'d been near
horses.



Destiny, the bicycle given to her by Max and his brother, Terry made short work of the ride
back and in no time at all she was sitting in her normal place in the dining room with her
friends.

Ellen got straight to the point while they were eating, “So why on earth did Mrs Prince tell
you in front of everyone that she would be speaking to our maths tutor and telling her not
to give you prep that differed from the rest of us?!”

A mouthful of food meant that she only received a shrug from Taren in answer.

“It's weird,” Max said, “surely, she must know that you can do the maths that is given to us
without even taking a breath. After all, that's why you got the scholarship to the school in
the first place.”

“She doesn't like me for some reason, so | agree that it's rather odd to say the least. | guess
I'll just have to see what Mrs Mackenzie has in mind about my prep. It's lucky she’s still our
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maths’ tutor and knows me so wel

Feeling as if someone was watching her, Taren glanced up and met the fierce gaze of the
new girl, who they'd been told was called Eliza.

The dark-haired girl gave her adversary a brief smile and then looked back down at her
plate. She was still hungry.

“I'm going for seconds,” she announced bounding to her feet to head for the serving
counter. Max was close behind her. He always wanted more.

At the end of their maths lesson the next day, Mrs Mackenzie asked Taren to stay behind.

The girl stood quietly in front of the desk while they waited for the rest of the class to file
out, chattering as they did. Eliza smirked at her as she passed her by.

“Taren...?"
“Yes, Mrs Mackenzie."

“I'have no idea why, but your new form tutor has asked me to ensure that your prep is the
same as the rest of the class, which seems rather a strange request, bearing in mind how

far advanced you are. In fact, this term | had planned on giving you the same work as | do
for the sixth form.”

Taren hung her head in disappointment announcing. “l would have loved that!”

“Yes, | rather thought you would. There is a way around it, if you're willing to shoulder
more work?”

"How?"



“It would mean you have to do double maths’ prep and it would have to be a secret
between us to ensure | do not upset my new colleague,” the tutor stopped for a moment
before continuing, “You could do the easy prep quite quickly, despite there being much
more of it than last year, but once you've finished you could try and tackle the harder work
largely on your own with very little guidance from me. What do you think?”

There was no hesitation from Taren because she enjoyed taxing her brain.
“Yes please! | can do it at the stables so that no-one else can see me. Is that alright?”

A short discussion followed as they came up with a plan for Taren to return the prep
without anyone else being aware of it and a little later, with a small smile on her face, Taren
headed to her next lesson. Unfortunately, it was English, which wasn’t her favourite and
what was worse was that Mrs Prince was the person teaching it.






