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				Where were my parents driving me and why were they keeping it a secret? 

I smiled as we drove past the lush green hills, the trees, and the flowers, and they seemed to smile back. I suddenly got an idea. My parents were terrible at keeping secrets.  
	“Can you pleeease tell me?” I begged. My parents shook their heads. “Then can I have a hint?” “It’s about something that you’ve been wanting for a really long time.” My mom told me.” “A new bike?” My dad smiled. “I wish, but that isn’t It.” I thought for a little. “New roller skates?” “Nope” “A new set of paint brushes?” “Nope” “A...........a horseback riding lesson?” “Well,” my dad started “That’s close. But we have to get the supplies first.”  “Yes!” I shouted.  My mom tried her best to sound upset, “You spilled it!” My dad looked at me sheepishly. “Oops.” I was ecstatic. I had been wanting a horseback riding lesson for a long time. I hoped I could at least sit still for the rest of the ride.
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			 	I really like horseback riding because my favorite book series is about a boarding school that has an equestrian program. The book series is Canterwood Crest by Jessica Burkhart. The book series has 2 parts. Another reason why I like horseback riding is because I just love horses. I think they are cute but majestic. Also they are soft and furry. I’m amazed at how many breeds of horses there are too. Even more reasons why I like horseback riding is because of the so many different kinds of horseback riding. For example polo, western, and english. I have tried western before, this time I was going to do english.
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				Anyway, when we were driving along the road, I saw so many stables and lots of horses. Chestnuts, Bays, Arabians, and some horse breeds that I didn’t know. “We’re looking for a store called Carousel Saddlery.” My dad told me. When I heard the GPS report, ”You have arrived at your destination,” I looked around for a sign that said Carousel Saddlery. I soon found it. ”There it is!” I chirped. I pointed at the sign. 
	My dad looked at where I was pointing, turned the car, and parked. I opened the back door.  I got out of the car and slammed the door shut. My parents got out of the car also. I skipped to the entrance, brimming, with excitement, and I opened the door.

	As my parents and I walked inside, I looked around in awe. “Wow...” I murmured. “This place has a lot of stuff.” My parents walked up to the front desk, so I followed them. The lady at the front desk smiled. “Welcome to Carousel Saddlery. How may I help you?” 
	“We need to get boots, a helmet, gloves, and breeches.” My dad told her. The lady nodded, “Follow me....by the way, my name is Lizzie!” “Thank you for helping us Lizzie!” My mom beamed. “No problem. Let’s start with boots.” “My shoe size is size 3.” I stated. Lizzie got out size three boots and I tried them on. Lizzie told me to wiggle my toes. She felt the boots and smiled, they fit perfectly! Are they comfortable for you?” I nodded and grinned. “Great!” My mom exclaimed. “Let’s do breeches next.” 
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				Lizzie got out two pairs of breeches. Breeches are special horseback riding pants. “These two pairs are size 10 and 12.” She explained, “I’ll show you where you can try them on.” She led me to a small dressing room and held open the curtain. I walked inside and thanked her for her help. 
	I slid the curtain shut and decided that I would try on the size 12 first. But, when I changed into the pair of pants, they scrunched up at my knees and ankles.
Nope. Too big.
	I tried on the size 10 next, and the pair fit like a glove. Grabbing my clothes, I walked out of the dressing room. I ran over to where my parents were sitting, “The size 10 fits great!” I chimed. Lizzie clasped her hands together, “Awesome! Let’s try on the helmets now.”

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				Lizzie got out two pairs of breeches. Breeches are special horseback riding pants. “These two pairs are size 10 and 12.” She explained, “I’ll show you where you can try them on.” She led me to a small dressing room and held open the curtain. I walked inside and thanked her for her help. 
	I slid the curtain shut and decided that I would try on the size 12 first. But, when I changed into the pair of pants, they scrunched up at my knees and ankles.
Nope. Too big.
	I tried on the size 10 next, and the pair fit like a glove. Grabbing my clothes, I walked out of the dressing room. I ran over to where my parents were sitting, “The size 10 fits great!” I chimed. Lizzie clasped her hands together, “Awesome! Let’s try on the helmets now.”

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				Lizzie got out two helmets that both had the word Ovation on them. “Try this one first.” She insisted. I put it on. “How does it feel?” Lizzie asked. Since it was a little too small, I adjusted the helmet to make it bigger. Even at its largest, it was too small. I took the helmet off. “This one is too small.” I replied. Lizzie gave me the second helmet. I put it on. I didn’t need to adjust it. I buckled it at the bottom. “This one fits perfectly!” I cheered. I took the helmet off and Lizzie put it in a box. 
	“Let’s do gloves now!” Lizzie exclaimed. She showed us the gloves section of the store. We looked at the kids gloves. I tried on a purple and pink pair, but it was too small. Then, I tried on a red and orange pair, but those were too big. After that, I tried on a blue pair, but it was also too big. I finally tried on a black pair that fit. “These fit!” I grinned. Lizzie nodded” Okay, lets have you get checked out.” We bought the boots, breeches, helmet and gloves. “Thank you so much!” We told Lizzie. She smiled at us, and waved as we left the store. I could feel my heart racing in anticipation for what was coming next.  

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				Lizzie got out two helmets that both had the word Ovation on them. “Try this one first.” She insisted. I put it on. “How does it feel?” Lizzie asked. Since it was a little too small, I adjusted the helmet to make it bigger. Even at its largest, it was too small. I took the helmet off. “This one is too small.” I replied. Lizzie gave me the second helmet. I put it on. I didn’t need to adjust it. I buckled it at the bottom. “This one fits perfectly!” I cheered. I took the helmet off and Lizzie put it in a box. 
	“Let’s do gloves now!” Lizzie exclaimed. She showed us the gloves section of the store. We looked at the kids gloves. I tried on a purple and pink pair, but it was too small. Then, I tried on a red and orange pair, but those were too big. After that, I tried on a blue pair, but it was also too big. I finally tried on a black pair that fit. “These fit!” I grinned. Lizzie nodded” Okay, lets have you get checked out.” We bought the boots, breeches, helmet and gloves. “Thank you so much!” We told Lizzie. She smiled at us, and waved as we left the store. I could feel my heart racing in anticipation for what was coming next.  

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				A few weeks later............................

	My parents and I were at California Riding Academy. Sunday, 1:00 pm. We decided to go sit down on the chairs that were in the indoor arena. A lady leading a pony walked inside the arena. She smiled at us and said, “Hi my name is Samantha. I’ll be your instructor for today. Are you Scarlet Mason?” “Hi Samantha!” I called. I walked over to the pony. “This is Humphrey Bogart.” She motioned towards the pony. I giggled. ”Thats such a cute name!” Samantha nodded. “It is.” 



	Samantha told me to go stand on the mounting block. Once I was there, she led Humphrey Bogart over to me. “Okay, so grab onto the reins with your left hand, and grab a bit of his mane. I did as she said. “Put your left foot in the stirrup, and bring your other foot into the other stirrup.” I brought my other foot around and lowered myself into the saddle. Samantha asked me, “Do you know how to hold the reins?” I showed her the way I held the reins. Samantha beamed, “Perfect.” ( I had been doing research on what to do.) Anyway, she taught me how to ask the pony to walk. I squeezed his sides gently and clicked my tongue. (Just as I saw on YouTube.) Humphrey Bogart started walking. “This is as easy as walking by myself.” I thought. 
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				“Do you see the black P on the fence?” Samantha asked. I looked around and found a black P. I hadn’t realized different colored letters nailed to the fence until she told me to look for one of them. “Yeah, I see it.” I answered. “I want you to make a circle at the black P.” Once I reached the black P, I started my circle. I was halfway around my circle when Samantha called out, “Use your outside rein to make the circle bigger.” I pulled on what I thought was the outside rein, but that made the circle smaller. Then I pulled on the other rein which made the circle bigger. Actually, my circle wasn’t getting bigger.  
	Humphrey Bogart was walking in the direction I turned his head in when I pulled on the outside rein. I wanted to slap my forehead. How could making a circle be so infuriating!? I cringed as I finished my lumpy circle. Samantha sensed my disappointment and smiled, “Don’t worry. It wasn’t that bad.” “It was pretty bad.” I thought to myself. “And lumpy.” Samantha asked me to try another circle.
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The second time it was a little less lumpy. But I was still unsatisfied. Samantha nodded “That was better!” “Better,” I thought, “But still bad.” Samantha grabbed a lead line, which is basically a rope that you clip onto the horse’s bridle. Or was it the halter? I forgot.
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				Well, as I was saying, Samantha grabbed the lead and clipped it onto Humphrey Bogart’s bridle/halter. She led the pony to the middle of the arena. She told me to have him walk. I gently squeezed squeezed his sides and clicked my tongue.  Humphrey Bogart walked. Samantha nodded. “Okay, so now do the same you did when you asked him to walk.” I squeezed Humphrey’s sides and clicked my tongue again.  He trotted this time. I was surprised at how bouncy his trot was. I kept bouncing up and down, until Humphrey slowed to a walk. “Did that feel really bumpy to you?” Samantha asked. I winced. “Yes.” Samantha laughed, “Don’t worry, you aren’t doing anything wrong. I’m going to teach you how to post to a trot so you won’t bounce.”
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I was glad I wasn’t doing anything wrong, and that I had a nice teacher to help me. I thought that horseback riding would to be easy, but it really wasn’t. I was just a beginner and I was being too hard on myself. If I wanted this lesson to go well, I would have to have a good attitude. I straightened my back and gripped the reins.
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				Samantha told me to have Humphrey Bogart walk, and then she asked me to try to stand up while he was walking. I stood up, and she grinned. “Great job!” She asked me to sit down, then stand up, and then sit down. “That’s what posting is,” she explained, “But you’ll be doing it at a trot.” 


	I asked Humphrey Bogart to trot, and I  tried posting. I had to do it a little faster, because a trot is faster than a walk. “Nice job!” Samantha cheered. But once Humphrey stopped trotting, I got thrown forward and almost fell off. “Try it again, but this time don’t stand up so tall, and push our heels down. Also, try not to topple over. I did as she said, and she clapped her hands. “Awesome! Now I want you to do it without the lead line.”
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				She unclipped the lead line and I posted to a trot in circles around the arena. “You’re doing great!” Samantha called out. Humphrey trotted for one more circle, and then stopped. 
	Samantha walked over and told me that we would do a short trail ride around the stable. She mounted her horse, Echo, and we rode  around the stable. She pointed out the different horses we saw along the way. I tried to memorize their names; Morgan, Cody and Princess. 
	Once we finished our trail ride, Samantha taught me how to dismount. She told me take my feet out of the stirrups, swing one of my legs over to the other side, then slide off. We led the horses to the stable, and I patted Humphrey Bogart. I told him that he was a good boy.
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				My parents watched my lesson. “Thank you!” My parents and I exclaimed. “Bye Samantha!” I called. “Thanks so much!” Samantha waved “Bye!” “See you next Sunday! 1:00 sharp!” 
	My Mom, My Dad, and I climbed into the car. I strapped into my seat and looked out the car window. I waved one last goodbye to Samantha, as the car rolled out of the dirt parking lot, kicking up dust, and I imagined it was a horse drawn carriage. “What did you learn today?” My mom asked me. As I looked out at the scenery, fields of dancing wheat, horses, and riders, I thought about my answer. “Today I learned how to have the horse or pony walk and trot, I learned how to post to a trot,........and most importantly I learned that in order to enjoy something, you have to have self respect and a good attitude. “That’s great!” My mom smiled. 
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	I was so grateful for my parents, Lizzie, Samantha, and Humphrey Bogart. “Thanks for getting me horseback riding lessons!” I beamed. “You earned it sweetie.” My dad replied. “I can’t wait for my next horseback riding lesson I thought. As we continued the drive home, I promised myself that I wouldn’t way negative things in my head. Self respect is the most important way to help me grow.
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