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CHAPTER ONE

“There’s a leak here! I need a bucket!” Amara shouted.

Kalini came splashing through the puddles, the hood of her coat pulled up to protect her from the rain that was cascading down from the grey sky. She thrust a bucket over Ember’s stable door. “Here you go!”

“Thanks!” Amara said gratefully, grabbing the bucket and shoving it under the leak in Ember’s roof.

It had been raining heavily for the last few days and when she and her friends, Kalini, Alex and Imogen, had arrived at the yard that morning, they had found Jill Reed, the owner of Moonlight Stables, trying to deal with leaks and overflowing water troughs.

Ember nuzzled Amara’s plaits, water dripping from his coal-black forelock.

It’s very wet in here! His mouth didn’t move but Amara could hear his voice in her head. Ember, like the other nine beautiful ponies in the Meadow Stable block, was an elemental horse. Elemental horses were magic. They looked like regular ponies most of the time but they could transform into their true shape whenever they wanted to and they each had their own special powers. Ember was a Fire Horse who could make things burst into flame. Every elemental horse tried to find a True Rider – someone who would help them use their magic. Six weeks ago, Ember had chosen Amara. She still had to pinch herself sometimes to believe that it was real!

Can’t you or one of the other horses do something to stop the rain, Ember? Amara asked.

He shook his head. This rain is just normal rain. We’re not supposed to use our elemental powers to interfere with natural weather events unless someone is in real danger.

Amara hugged him. There was nothing she loved more than doing magic with Ember – it was amazing to feel the elemental energy rushing through him and into her. It made her feel as if every cell in her body was sparkling. As soon as it stops raining, we’ll have to go to the meadow with the others and practise magic some more, she told him.

Ember snorted happily. Definitely!

Overhead the old roof timbers creaked.

Amara heard Imogen shout, “Hey, guys! Tide’s stable has a massive leak!”

Amara left Ember and went to see if she could help. Water was pouring in through a large hole in Tide’s stable roof. It had already filled the bucket that Imogen had put underneath it. Tide, a slim snow-white pony, was using her magical power over water to make the flood flow out of the stable door.

“I’ll get a broom to help sweep the water out,” said Kalini.

“I’ll fetch a bucket!” said Amara.

“Or we could use this!” Alex said, grabbing a wheelbarrow from where it was leaning against the outside stable wall.

He pushed the wheelbarrow under the leak and the water splashed into it from the hole in the roof. “See. Much better than a bucket! I’m a genius!”

He turned and tripped over the bucket of water, spilling it everywhere.

Imogen rolled her eyes at him. “Some genius!” she grinned. She and Alex were great friends but they did like to wind each other up. “I’d better go and ask Jill if Tide can stay in one of the spare stables in the riding school block until this leak is fixed.”

The horses and ponies that Jill used in the riding school were non-magical and they were kept in a separate, more modern stable block close to the driveway.

The roof creaked again – louder this time. Imogen stopped in her tracks.

“That doesn’t sound good,” said Kalini uneasily.

Amara frowned. “You don’t think the roof is going to—” She was interrupted by a creaking, splintering noise overhead.

“The roof is caving in!” Imogen shrieked as tiles and bits of wood started to rain down around them.

“The ponies!” shouted Alex. “Get them out!”

Amara felt a rush of horror as she thought of roof beams falling on top of Ember and the other ponies, but just then there was a loud whinny from Rose in the stable next door. Suddenly a green blur rushed over their heads with a loud rustle of leaves.

Looking up, Amara saw there was now a thick blanket of vines and creepers knitting the broken beams together.

“What just happened?” said Kalini in astonishment.

“It was Rose!” Alex exclaimed. “She must have used her magic to stop the roof from collapsing!”
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He ran to the stable next door. Rose, his elemental horse, was a chestnut pony with a flaxen mane and tail. She was breathing fast. Using her earth magic to conjure the plants had clearly taken a lot of energy.

“You’re the best, Rose,” Alex said, hugging his pony. She raised her head and nuzzled his shoulder, her dark eyes pleased.

Amara heard Jill shouting their names and went to the stable door. Jill hobbled towards them through the rain on crutches. A week ago, she had broken her ankle falling down a step and she now had a large protective boot on and was having to use crutches to get around. “What’s going on?” she demanded. “I heard an awful noise.”
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They quickly explained.

“Rose saved everyone by stopping the roof from caving in!” said Alex proudly.

“Clever pony. I’m so glad she thought to use her magic,” said Jill.

When Jill was younger, she had been a True Rider but her horse, Shula, a Fire Horse like Ember, had died in an accident. Amara didn’t know all the details – Jill didn’t talk about it much, which Amara could completely understand. She didn’t think she could bear it if anything happened to Ember. Imogen had told her that after Shula’s accident, Jill had decided to make it her life’s work to give other elemental horses a safe place to live and to help them find their True Riders.

“How long will it be before you can get the roof fixed?” Kalini asked.

Jill rubbed her hands over her face, her blue eyes worried. “I don’t know. I’ve had to cancel so many lessons recently because the rains flooded the school, so money’s a bit tight. I can’t even take riders out on extra hacks because of my ankle.” She nodded at the big protective boot on her foot.

“If you can’t get the roof repaired, what will the ponies in the Meadow Stables do?” asked Amara.

“I’ll ask Rose to regrow the vines each day but doing that amount of magic will sap her strength so it’s not a long-term solution.”

“Could the ponies live outside?” Imogen suggested.

“Not while the weather is this bad,” Jill replied. “The meadow is so muddy. They’ll get mud fever on their legs if they are out for too long in it. It wouldn’t be good at all. No, I’ll have to find somewhere else for them to go.”

“You mean take them to a different yard?” said Amara, her heart sinking. Her cottage was just down the road from Moonlight Stables and she loved being able to walk to see Ember whenever she wanted.

Jill sighed. “I doubt any yard will be able to take all nine ponies. If it gets to that point, they’ll all have to go to separate yards.”

There was an immediate outcry.

“Split up!”

“They can’t! No way!”

“They’ve got to be together!”

“What about the mounted games squad?”

All the elemental horses were part of Jill’s mounted games squad – she believed games training was a great way for the ponies and their True Riders to develop their bond.

Jill held up her hands. “Look, it’s not what I want either. Let’s just hope the weather improves so I can give enough lessons to get the stable roof fixed – and keep Moonlight Stables going.”

“What do you mean – keep Moonlight Stables going?” Amara asked.

“I’m sorry, everyone,” Jill said heavily. “But if things don’t improve, Moonlight Stables might have to close down.”
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CHAPTER TWO

“We need to come up with a plan!” hissed Imogen as Jill hobbled away. “We can’t let the ponies be separated and we definitely – definitely – can’t let Moonlight Stables close. Agreed?”

“Agreed!” they all echoed.

As soon as they had dried and fed the ponies, they hurried to the tack room – an old wooden building where the saddles and bridles were kept along with the riding helmets and grooming kits. It had a few leaks in its roof but Jill had plugged them with pieces of tarpaulin, and it was heated by a portable radiator so it was warm and cosy. There was a radio playing in the background, a kettle and a sink, and they made mugs of hot chocolate before sitting down on the two threadbare sofas.

“OK, how can we raise money to help Jill?” said Imogen, straightening her glasses and then going over to the radio to turn it off.

“Wait!” said Amara, her ears catching something. “Did the radio just say Storm Stables?”

Storm Stables was a very smart competition yard on the outskirts of town. It was the only other stable in Eastwall and was owned by Ivy Thornton, who was a Night Rider – a True Rider who had turned bad. Night Riders used the elemental horses’ powers for their own selfish gain.
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