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Chapter 1

 

It was the night of the full moon. It shone in the small window on to Rebecca and woke her. Rebecca blinked and wondered about pulling the drape over the small window, but decided she was too sleepy. In the darker corner of her small attic room, Lianna her cousin, slept peacefully.

There was the faint sound of galloping hooves. It became louder.  Funny, Rebecca thought to herself. There are no horses around except Sally and Sally never galloped like that. 

"Help! Help!" came the frantic neighing. It was Sally! She sounded scared. There was a crash against the solid door of the cottage. 

"That's old Sally banging against the door," said Golly the house goblin.

"She is frightened," the white owl once known as Lord Be Thankful hooted and flew out the open window.

Rebecca dived off her bed and down the steep steps to the floor of the cottage. George, her father was already at the door of the cottage, lifting up the bar that held it closed.

"Get back Rebecca," he ordered, swinging the small axe in one hand.

"It's only Sally," Rebecca said. "Something has scared her."

"Well, the something might be outside," George warned. "So, stay back."

He opened the door slowly. Sally stood with her two front hooves up the steps. She was shivering, head drooped and panting heavily. She kept snorting and neighing. Not only sweat darkened her white coat. Blood poured from long cuts across her body.

"Nothing there," Golly reported.

George didn't hear him of course. He went outside, one arm in a sling and the other holding up the small axe as he looked around.

"Nothing there," he decided as he came back and inspected Sally's wounds. "Something attacked you, but it is gone now," he soothed. 

"Help, help!" Sally neighed, butting against George.

"What should I do George?" Rebecca asked.

"Build up the fire, put fresh boiled water into a basin and bring it into the shed with some clean rags."

Rebecca built up the fire and reached for the basin. She listened to George's soothing voice as he led Sally towards the shed. It was the storage shed for their cart and odds and ends. It was solidly built and had solid double doors that could be locked as well.  

"Chop up some fresh garlic to put with the boiled water," Golly said. "We don't want Sally's side to infect."

"What's the garlic for?" Rebecca asked.

"Be thankful that Golly knows what you need to bathe bad wounds," the owl hooted as it flew in through the open door. "If you had paid attention to your lessons..."

"I would know what the garlic does," Rebecca finished. "Did you find anything?"

"Nothing, and there should have been some sign. It was a pretty powerful beast to have attacked Sally," the owl hooted.

When Rebecca went out to the shed with the basin and rags, George had lit the lantern and filled a bucket with water. Sally was still shivering but had stopped neighing and snorting. She stood quietly as George bathed her wounds and cleaned the blood off her side.

"Is she going to be all right?" Rebecca whispered as she watched the cuts still bleeding fresh blood.

"Find Miranda's curved rug needle and some of the fine cotton," George said.

Rebecca rushed back inside. Golly handed her the curved rug needle and the fine cotton thread. She rushed back out to the shed to give it to George. George looked at her. Rebecca blushed and threaded the cotton through the eye of the needle. George only had one hand that worked at the moment. She paused. George wasn't going to be able to stitch up Sally and she couldn't. What were they going to do? 

"Give me the needle and thread," Miranda's calm voice said behind her. "Go and make Sally a nice hot mash." She had a shawl over her nightgown, was bare footed and carried a pair of scissors. George smiled.

"Clever Miranda," he said.

Miranda started cutting the horse hair away from the cuts. Rebecca scooped up the ingredients for the mash, collected a bucket and went thankfully inside. By the time she had heated the water, mixed it and carried it back out to the shed the horrid business of Sally's cuts being stitched up was finished. 

George was patting Sally who was much more relaxed and breathing normally. There was one long cut across Sally's back and two along her side. The bleeding had been stopped.

"You are so clever, Miranda," Rebecca said as she admired the neat stitching. 

"I've had a lot of experience sewing," Miranda said.

"A nice hot mash," Sally neighed. "Just what I feel like."

"What scared Sally?" Rebecca asked.

"A nasty black monster," Sally said. "It wanted to kill Sally."

"No one saw anything," her owl reported. "There are no tracks or any disturbance on the ground."

"Yet it must have been powerful and heavy to inflict such deep cuts," Golly said. "So why didn't it leave tracks?"

"I'm locking Sally in the shed for the night, so she will be safe enough," George said. He didn't appear to have heard Golly the house goblin or Sally talking. "We will hear if anything tries to get to her. You are shivering Rebecca, and Miranda you came out without your slippers."

"It was important to stitch Sally up immediately and my slippers weren't important," Miranda said. 

"Everyone back to bed." George took the lantern, locked and barred the shed and they walked back to the cottage. He dropped the bar down on the door.

Rebecca climbed back up to her bed. She was chilled right through. She snuggled under her blankets and gradually warmed up. The moon seemed to have shifted and no longer shone in on her face.  She shut her eyes and tried to go to sleep, but her mind kept worrying over the attack on Sally. 

Why would some monster want to kill Sally? What sort of monster was so powerful and yet so invisible? She yawned, decided to question Sally more closely in the morning and fell asleep.

 

 


 

 

Chapter 2

 

In the morning, Rebecca went out to milk the cow and the goats. They were edgy and nervous.

"Did you see the monster that attacked Sally?" Rebecca asked.

"I was asleep," the cow mooed.

"I saw it," the younger goat said. "I was scared it was after our kids. It was a nasty black flying monster."

"What did it look like?" Rebecca asked.

"Just large and black with big black wings. Sally kicked it hard and I heard her back legs thump into its body.  It flew away and she galloped up to the cottage," the goat reported.

"Did you see where it flew to?" the white owl asked.

"Just away," the goat said.

Rebecca sighed and headed back to the house with the brimming buckets of milk. Sally was outside beside the shed and dozed peacefully, looking her usual placid self.

"George will make sure that the monster doesn't hurt you again," she said to Sally.

Sally opened one eye. "It can only come down on the night of the full moon."

"That's interesting," the owl hooted. "Why?"

"I don't know," Sally said and closed her eye again.

Miranda was feeding Willyum in his high chair, and Rebecca sat at the table to eat her porridge with Lianna and George. Lianna was surprised to hear that she had slept through all the excitement.

"But what was it?" she asked. "Is something still trying to get to me or Will Prince?"

"Something was trying to get to the horse," George said. "You are safe here."

"Thank you," Lianna said. "I am so happy at being able to stay here."

"And much more interesting," George said. "Sally is in foal."

"Oh," said Miranda.

"Really," gasped Lianna.

"But what to and when?" Rebecca asked. "There are no sires in the district."

"A fair while ago," George said. "The foal is due to drop any day."

"How exciting!" Rebecca gasped. "A baby for Sally." 

"Remember you have to walk to school, Rebecca," Miranda warned. "Sally won't be able to be ridden for a few weeks."

"Oh," Rebecca said in dismay. 

She grabbed her toast, wrapped her jam sandwiches, put them in her bag and bolted out the door, her owl flying after her. She had forgotten that she would have to walk, no run, to reach school on time, and she skidded into the small yard just as Tam rang the school bell.

Lunchtime she watched small Janine feeding the rest of her apple to her shaggy pony.

"Benny is having a baby," she said proudly.
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