
Chloe's Pony 

Tongue peeking from the corner of her mouth, Chloe sat at the table; head bowed and 
long fair hair hanging at either side of her pale face. Carefully, she finished shading in 
and sat back to admire her handiwork. She’d drawn what she always drew, a pony. 

For as long as she could remember she’d wanted a pony and from the day she was old 
enough to hold a pencil, all she’d ever drawn were ponies. At first they resembled 
nothing more than a potato with four matchsticks for legs, with another matchstick at 
one end, supporting a smaller potato head. But the drawing she’d done today was 
nothing like that; through constant practice she had developed an artistic talent far 
beyond her eleven years. 

‘Put that away and get off to school, or you’ll be late again,’ said her mum as she 
came in from the garden. 

‘I’ll just--,’ 

‘No you won’t, you’ll put that sketch away and get off to school, now.’ 

‘OK, Ok, I’m going,’ she said as she finished attaching the blobs of Blue Tack, stuck 
the drawing on the fridge and headed for the back door. 

‘Hold it!’ You’d forget your head if it wasn’t screwed on,’ said mum holding out her 
school bag.  

Chloe grinned and held out her hand for the bag; she knew what was coming, mum 
gave the same speech every morning, only the content of the sandwiches and the fruit 
varied. She recited them in her head as her mum spoke. ‘Have you got a clean hanky, 
are you sure two sandwiches are enough? They’re Ham and cheese, you favourite. 
Make sure you eat your apple and banana and take care on the main road it’s busy this 
time of the morning.’  

Chloe nodded in all the right places and still grinning, pecked her mum on the cheek 
and was out the door in a flash. She didn’t have far to go, the school was only around 
the corner and while the road was busy, she didn’t have to cross it because the school 
was on this side. 

‘Hi, Chloe,’ her friend Matilda called as she approached the corner. 

Hi, Tilly what time is it?’ 

‘Five to,’ 

‘Good, we’re on time then.’ 

Chloe had a thing about wearing a watch, she had a perfectly good watch in her 
bedroom, but she never wore it. She said that time didn’t matter, yet like now, she 
would ask her friend the time. 



‘Liked your drawing, it’s brilliant,’ said Tilly. 

Chloe looked at her friend, wondering if she had gone loopy, ‘but you haven’t seen it 
yet.’ 

‘Yes I have, I saw it yesterday.’ 

‘But you can’t have, I only finished it this morning.’ 

Now it was Tilly’s turn to look puzzled, then it dawned on her, they were talking 
about two different drawings and she began to laugh, ‘The drawing you did in art 
class, Mrs Wilson’s put it up in the gallery, come on I’ll show you.’ 

The gallery was large pin board that ran the whole length of the main school corridor 
and it was where the teachers displayed the best of their pupils work. There were 
boards in all the corridors, but only the very best work made it to the main one. 

Chloe was stunned and pleased at the same time, she knew she was good at drawing, 
but didn’t think she was good enough to go on display to the whole school. 

‘Hurry, we’ve just got time before the bell rings,’ said Tilly, pulling her towards the 
main entrance. But the bell rang before they even reached the bottom of the steps 
leading to the doors. 

‘I’ll have a look at break,’ said Chloe, turning away from the entrance. 

‘Just a quick look, come on.’ 

‘No, I’m heading straight for the annex, I’ve got Mr Topper for maths and I’ll catch it 
if I’m late again.’ 

‘Ok, see you at break,’ called Tilly. 

Chloe, who was already halfway to the annex, just raised her hand and hurried on. She 
was only a little late and managed to slide into her seat without Mr Topper noticing, 
or she would have if the boy at the next desk hadn’t let out a loud neigh. Mr Topper 
who was busy jotting figures on the blackboard turned and peering over his glasses 
said, ‘Pleased you could join us miss Sampson and nearly on time too.’ 

As all eyes in the class turned to her she gave a weak smile and wished that the floor 
would open and swallow her up. That spotty Dwain was such a stupid dork, if only 
he’d kept his mouth shut. However the feeling of complete embarrassment eased as 
Mr Topper’s gaze shifted to the right. ‘Ah, Forester as much as I enjoyed your 
impression of a, Hyena was it? I would request that you desist.’ 

Serves him right thought Chloe, as the class burst out laughing and Dwain turned a 
rather pretty shade of pink. The rest of the lesson continued without incident and she 
even began to feel sorry for Dwain. 



She needn’t have bothered; he was waiting for her outside at break. ‘I’m going to get 
you Sampson for making a fool of me in there.’ 

God, he is such a Dork, she thought, he did it to himself, but she could give as good as 
she got, ‘Listen, Dwain, why don’t you go and boil your head?’ 

‘Donkey girl,’ was the only insult he could come out with, as she pushed past and 
walked across the yard to Tilly. 

‘I see Dwain’s being a pain as usual,’ said her friend . ‘Can you believe it, he tries to 
get me into trouble with Mr Topper and when it comes back on him, he blames me, 
the dork.’ 

‘Never mind that loser, come and see, you’ll never believe where they’ve put your 
sketch.’ 

‘Oh,’ was all Chloe could manage when she saw the location, not only was it on show 
in the gallery, but it shared pride of place with Dwain’s landscape. Right in the centre, 
straight opposite the entrance to assembly, where everyone, coming or going, could 
see. ‘This is so embarrassing, why couldn’t Mrs Wilson have found somewhere out of 
the way to hang it?’ 

‘Why would she do that? It’s fantastic, so get over your embarrassment, and enjoy 
your fame,’ said Tilly. 

‘Cool drawing, Chloe,’ called an older girl from a group that were passing by. 

‘Yeah, really outstanding,’ called another. 

Despite what Tilly had just said to her, Chloe couldn’t help blushing, but she did 
manage to stammer, a quick, ‘Th, thank you,’ before dragging Tilly off in the other 
direction.  

After break they made their way to Mrs Wilson’s class, art was one of the few classes 
that the girls took together; unfortunately it was also one of the classes that Dwain 
took. 

Dwain the pain was the nickname they’d given him, sat luckily for them, at the far 
side of the class and apart from making faces at them as they entered, he was too far 
away to cause any trouble. 

Not that he ever caused trouble during Mrs Wilson’s class he was her blue- eyed boy, 
and not for nothing, he had talent for sketching that none of his classmates could 
match. None that is until Chloe joined the class and that was the problem, Dwain 
seemed to feel that she was the competition and went out of his way to be nasty. 
‘Today we are going to concentrate on working with charcoal and erasers,’ announced 
Mrs Wilson, ‘so pick an animal from your sketch pads and we’ll begin.’ 

Chloe and Tilly took out the small pads they had used on last weeks field trip to the 
zoo and flicked through them. Chloe chose an elephant for her subject, and Tilly a 



Tiger. Heads bowed as the class set to work and the only sound to be heard was the 
scratch of charcoal and the soft murmuring voice of Mrs Wilson as she gave 
encouragement, help and advice to those in need. 

Chloe had work with charcoal before but not the soft eraser and was pleasantly 
surprised at how it could be used in creating highlights. In fact she was so immersed 
in the drawing that she was surprised when Mrs Wilson called the class to attention 
before the bell rang.  

‘OK, everyone every one put away your sketches and materials, I want to have a word 
with you about entries into this years Gaired arts festival. 

At this announcement an excited buzz ran through the class and cupboard doors 
clattered as work and materials were hurriedly put away. 

The Gaired Arts Festival took place each year in June and Mrs Wilson always picked 
two pieces of work from her class and entered them in the under twelve’s 
competition. In the ten years the competition had been running her class had managed 
two runners-ups and three forth places, but none of her pupils had managed to take 
first place and win the £10,000 prize money. ‘Alright, settled down and return to your 
seats,’ called Mrs Wilson as the last cupboard clicked shut. Finally, silence reigned 
and she began, ‘Firstly I would like to commend every one of you, the standard of 
work this term has been exceptional and has made the job of selecting the two entries 
for the festival extremely hard. However after a lot of deliberation I can now 
announce the pieces selected, they are, ‘Summer Dawn’ by Dwain Forester and ‘Star 
Girl’ by Chloe Sampson.’ 

‘Brilliant,’ cried Tilly flinging her arms around her friend, ‘you deserve it.’ 

Just then the bell rang and Chloe felt as if she was floating as she left the class arm in 
arm with Tilly. It was a dream come true that only got better as they were surrounded 
by classmates, all of them offering congratulations. All of them, that is, with one 
exception, Dwain the pain, who pushed his way past the crowd with a frown on his 
face. Chloe and several of the others called out to congratulate him, but he ignored 
them and stomped off down the corridor.  

‘Ignore him, Chloe you know what he’s like, he’s jealous,’ said Tilly. 

But that was just it, thought Chloe; he had no reason to be jealous, his work is 
excellent; turning to Tilly she said, ‘He can’t be jealous, he stands a much better 
chance of winning the competition than me.’ 

‘ No chance, you can beat him any day,’ said Tilly. 

While Chloe was pleased by Tilly’s support she wished that she wouldn’t go on about 
being in competition with Dwain. She drew because she enjoyed drawing and she 
drew ponies because she loved them and longed for one of her very own. Still it was a 
fantastic honour to be picked and she spent the rest of week in a daze. 



It was Friday that disaster struck. At morning break Chloe and Tilly went down to 
take one last look the sketch and found an empty space on the wall. At first Chloe 
thought that Mrs Wilson had removed it to send off to the competition. Then she 
realised that Dwain the pain’s sketch was still on show. 

It’s been stolen,’ cried Tilly. 

‘Who would steal a sketch?’ said Chloe. 

‘Dwain the pain that’s who,’ said Tilly. 

‘Why?’ 

‘To have a better chance at winning the competition.’ 

‘He wouldn’t do that.’ 

‘Oh, Chloe you always think the best of people, of course he would, he would do 
anything to beat you.’ 

‘You don’t know that for certain.’ 

‘Duh, Hello, Chloe, I’m telling you it’ll be him, come on let’s go find him.’ 

Neither of them had classes with Dwain on a Friday, so they searched the playground. 
But if Dwain was about he was keeping well out of the way. Unable to find him they 
made their way to the art class to let Mrs Wilson know that the sketch was missing. 
Tilly was all for telling Mrs Wilson that Dwain had stolen the sketch, but Chloe talked 
her out of it since they couldn’t prove it. 

Mrs Wilson was in the classroom; busy setting up for the next class and when they 
knocked she called out, ‘Come in.’ 

Chloe popped her head around the door, Mrs Wilson looked up, smiled and asked, 
‘Can I help, Chloe?’  

Up until then Chloe had been quite calm, but as soon as Mrs Wilson spoke she burst 
into tears, ‘My sketch it’s gone,’ she wailed. 

‘What do you mean, gone?’ 

‘ She means it has been stolen, Mrs Wilson,’ said Tilly butting in. 

‘What are we going to do? I need to send the entries off by Tuesday.’ 

‘If we don’t find it before then can I enter another sketch?’ a tearful Chloe asked. 

‘You can, but I’m afraid your other class work isn’t as good and I don’t think you’d 
stand much chance of getting anywhere in the competition with them.’ 



Crestfallen Chloe turned to leave. 

‘Wait,’ called Mrs Wilson, ‘Do you have some more of your work at home?’ 

‘Yes, Mrs Wilson.’ 

‘Good, why don’t you bring them in on Monday so that I can check them out.’ 

Chloe cheered up a bit at that, besides they were still going to search for Dwain and if 
he did steal the sketch, maybe they’d get it back. At lunch break they hardly ate at all, 
they were to busy searching, not that it did them any good Dwain seemed to have 
turned into the invisible man, or boy, or whatever. When they were still unsuccessful 
at afternoon break they decided to catch him on his way home. 

As soon as the final bell rang they shot out of the class, grabbed the their packs and 
were first out of the gate. Halfway along the street they slipped behind the overgrown 
hedge of an empty house and peered through the bushes. They didn’t have to wait 
long, Dwain was the first one to come along the street; obviously he had dashed out 
hoping to avoid them. As he reached the open gate Tilly grabbed him by the arm, 
dragged him inside and trapped him in the corner, ‘OK, Dwain where’s Chloe’s 
sketch.’ 

‘I don’t know what you’re on about,’ he said, but he couldn’t look her in the eye. 

‘ Don’t give me that, Pain, you know exactly what I’m on about, now where is it?’ 

‘I haven’t got it.’ he said, eyes darting in every direction, but there was no escape, 
Tilly had him trapped in the corner. 

‘But you had it didn’t you?’ 

‘No, I never touched her stupid sketch.’ 

‘You’re lying, Pain, I know you took it.’ 

‘If you know it, prove it then,’ he said a smirk on his face. 

‘Why you lying toad, I’ve a good mind to…’ 

‘Let him go, Tilly, he’s not worth getting into trouble for, he’s right we can’t prove a 
thing,’ said Chloe. 

As Tilly dropped the fist she had been threatening him with, Dwain was out of the 
corner and through the gate in an instant. Once he was far enough away he shouted, 
‘You’ll never find your stupid donkey sketch.’ 

‘You should have let me belt him one,’ said Tilly. 

‘And that would have got my sketch back?’ 



‘No, but I would have enjoyed giving the little toad a clout.’ 

‘Come on Let’s go home and forget all about him,’ said Chloe. 

Chloe met Tilly early on Monday morning and they handed in a folder of sketches to 
Mrs Wilson, who promised to look through them and let them know the outcome. 
When she hadn’t been in touch by lunch break, Chloe was so upset with worrying that 
Tilly dragged around to the art class saying there was no harm in seeing if Mrs Wilson 
had come to a decision yet. But when they reached the door it was locked, which was 
strange since Mrs Wilson had class straight after lunch and would normally spend part 
of her break setting things up. 

‘Can I hep you, girls,’ asked Miss Twedle the school secretary as she came down the 
corridor. 

‘No, miss we’re waiting for Mrs Wilson,’ chorused the girls. 

‘I’m afraid you’ll have a long wait, Mrs Wilson’s mother has been taken ill and she 
has had to take the afternoon off to look after her.’ 

Chloe was crestfallen, there was no chance now, she might as well forget all about the 
competition. There was no way now that Mrs Wilson would be able to check her work 
in time for tomorrows deadline. Despite the disappointment, somehow with Tilly’s 
help she managed to get through the afternoon. But on reaching home she went 
straight to her room, put on her CD’s lay on the bed and cried into her pillow, it was 
so unfair. 

She must have cried herself to sleep because the next thing she knew her sister 
Bethany was shaking her awake, ‘Chloe, mum wants you to come down.’ 

‘Go away, Beth leave me alone.’ 

‘But you have to come down now, there is someone here to see you.’ 

Reluctantly Chloe followed her sister down to the lounge, where she was surprised to 
see Mrs Wilson sitting talking to mum. ‘Ah, Chloe I’m sorry I had to dash off this 
afternoon without letting you know about the sketches, but it was an emergency.’ 

‘Yes, Miss Twedle told us your mother was ill, how is she?’ 

‘She’s fine now thank you, and once I got her settled, I had time to look through your 
work and I though it is very good, I feel it’s not good enough for the competition, 
sorry. I suppose you given me everything, you haven’t any more in the house.’ 

‘No I’ve given you them all,’ said Chloe. 

‘Mum, mum,’ cried Bethany. 

‘Shh, don’t interrupt while people are talking.’ 



‘But, Mum, what about Chloe’s Drawing on the fridge?’ 

Mum smiled, ‘Why are you still standing there, Chloe? Go and get it.’ 

Needless to say the drawing was good enough, maybe not to win the competition. But 
certainly to take the second prize of £6,000 pounds, enough for Chloe to buy her very 
own pony called Star Girl.  

As to Dwain the Pain, his sketch came nowhere, serves him right. 

Fred Watson 

 



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /Unknown

  /Description <<
    /FRA <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create PDF documents with higher image resolution for improved printing quality. The PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Reader 5.0 and later.)
    /JPN <FEFF3053306e8a2d5b9a306f30019ad889e350cf5ea6753b50cf3092542b308000200050004400460020658766f830924f5c62103059308b3068304d306b4f7f75283057307e30593002537052376642306e753b8cea3092670059279650306b4fdd306430533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103057305f00200050004400460020658766f8306f0020004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d30678868793a3067304d307e30593002>
    /DEU <>
    /PTB <>
    /DAN <>
    /NLD <>
    /ESP <>
    /SUO <>
    /ITA <>
    /NOR <>
    /SVE <>
    /KOR <FEFFd5a5c0c1b41c0020c778c1c40020d488c9c8c7440020c5bbae300020c704d5740020ace0d574c0c1b3c4c7580020c774bbf8c9c0b97c0020c0acc6a9d558c5ec00200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020b9ccb4e4b824ba740020c7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c2edc2dcc624002e0020c7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020b9ccb4e000200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe7f6e521b5efa76840020005000440046002065876863ff0c5c065305542b66f49ad8768456fe50cf52068fa87387ff0c4ee563d09ad8625353708d2891cf30028be5002000500044004600206587686353ef4ee54f7f752800200020004100630072006f00620061007400204e0e002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020548c66f49ad87248672c62535f003002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d5b9a5efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef65305542b8f039ad876845f7150cf89e367905ea6ff0c4fbf65bc63d066075217537054c18cea3002005000440046002065874ef653ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000520065006100640065007200200035002e0030002053ca66f465b07248672c4f86958b555f3002>
  >>
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


