








spectators were watching. She imagined all 
the important people in her life standing in 
the crowd cheering her on. Mia and Cally 
and Becky were there. And Angela and 
Duncan, and of course, her mum and dad 
and younger brother, Adam. And then she 
pictured Brook Ashton-Smith. He would  
be at the front, cheering the loudest.

Not only had Silver Shoe Farm brought 
Tilly and Magic Spirit together, it had led 
her to find her long-lost brother, Brook, 
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of not seeing 
her favourite 
horse, Magic 
Spirit, was too 
distressing to 
think about.	

‘Long 
Bloxton’s not 
far away,’ said 

Tilly helpfully.  ‘You could still visit him, 
couldn’t you?’

‘Maybe . . . anyway, how’s Magic doing?’ 
said Angela, abruptly changing the subject.

‘He’s great, aren’t you, boy?’ said Tilly, as 
she reached up and patted Magic’s shoulder.

‘You’ve done a really good job with his 
coat. You’re always so careful and thorough, 
Tilly. If every horse at Silver Shoe Farm was 
groomed by you, we’d have the best-kept 
stable yard in Cosford!’

As Tilly continued grooming, her mind 
drifted; jumping Magic Spirit over the 
biggest combination fence at Badminton 
Horse Trials, the lake where hundreds of 
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Two
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Tilly and Mia crouched over the boxes 
that Angela had left in the yard and leafed 
through the piles of papers and photographs.

‘Look, there’s Duncan with long hair 
– how funny!’

‘And look at this one. Everyone’s 
wearing fancy dress. Even Jack Fisher!’

The girls laughed. It was strange seeing 
old pictures of the people they knew well. 
Suddenly, in a box that was lying to the 
side, separate from the others, Tilly found 
what she wanted.
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thanks to the matching horsehair bracelets 
their real mum had given them just before 
she died. Brook was a talented rider and, 
like Tilly, his world revolved around horses. 

Tilly and Brook didn’t know much 
about their real mum, but one thing was 
certain, she’d given them both an instinct 
for horses. As Tilly stroked Magic’s nose, 
she knew Brook also understood what it  
was like to have a special bond with a horse. 
He had Solo, his black thoroughbred.

Someone else who understood was 
Angela. Tilly thought about how upset 
she’d seemed when she talked about Pride 
and Joy. He obviously meant a lot to her. 
Why didn’t she see him very often? Why 
was she so keen to change the subject?

‘Mia!’ she called, spotting her friend 
outside the tack room. ‘We’ve got some 
investigating to do . . .’


