Extract from I Coriander by Sally Gardner
Chapter 15 – The Fox Prince

I ran down the marble staircase and out on to the gravel drive, relieved to be away from the Queen and her raven.  I stood there not sure where to go, watching more wedding guests arrive.

Oh, what was happening?  I was in a world where I felt I belonged, yet I had no presence.  I had been brought here by a strange man who said he knew my mother.  I had to find him to ask him one question at least:  was it my mother’s shadow they were talking about?  I had a sinking feeling that I knew the answer.

I felt cross with myself.  I should be braver.  I should be bolder, I should be fearless.  But I could not.  I was too bewildered by what I had seen.

I made my way from the drive and slipped behind some clipped bushes.  From my hiding place, I could see a woodland path that flickered with the scattered gold of sunshine.  I followed it until I heard a sound I knew and loved.  It gurgled, it lapped, it ebbed and flowed.  There, down steep banks hidden by trees and shrubs, was the opal green of a river.

What is it about water, I wonder, that it always calms me.  Maybe it was growing up near the Thames.  Seeing the river felt like being greeted by a long-lost friend and I felt a sudden pang for my home and all that I had lost.

I rushed and tumbled down through a thick clump of purple foxgloves until very near the bottom I stopped, seeing a flash of brilliant white.  I stood still, sure my eyes were fooling me.  There standing at the water’s edge, was a white stallion.

The stallion looked at me as if seeing me, nodded his head and drank at the clear water.
