
?!

She’s like the real Tilly being chased by a big swarm of Mr and Mrs P’s bees. 

She slows down, and all the other horses fly past.  

Then something happens.  It’s as though the horse was distracted,..

or got bored,

or thought, why am I running so fast?

Poor Tilly.  If I could, i’d give her a hug.  

Everyone is shouting and Dad starts jumping up and down.  

Cousin takes me to the cafeéfor ice cream.  


