By Alexandra  Cummings






Dedicated to my Nana Carol and all the horses of the world that have been abused by cruel humans.
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"Oh she's beautiful dad!" cried the girl standing next to him.  I shook my long creamello colored mane in impatience and gave a loud whine. After some time of being pinched, poked and inspected I was led into the big pasture with many, many horses. 

Horses were grazing, playing, fighting, drinking, chatting and galloping. A few horses looked up from their grazing and introduced themselves as some of the oldest horses here.

An old Mustang mare was the first one to come right up and say "Hello I'm Fallablena." She informed me. 

"Nice to meet you, I'm Lily."  

" I'm Stormbreaker!" A Thoroughbred said, throwing up his head. " I was a great racer but now I'm a lesson horse."

After getting greeted by many horses, I was told that I should find Sky. I walked around a bit, asking horses who this Sky horse was. They all said that I would find him on a hill. So I started searching all the hills untill I came to the tallest hill which horses called Arabian peak. 

A old gray Arabian was on the hill, grazing in the evening breeze. "Hello", he said in a raspy voice.

My hooves made a clatter clomp sound while I walked off the trailor ramp. The sun shone in my brown eyes and men yanked at the lead rope that connected me to them. "There she is, Lexie"  A man grunted.
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"Im Lily", I called to him in case he couldn't hear too well. We chatted for a while and I was told that I was the only other Arabian in this ranch. 

When night fell, I slept on the hill with Sky snoring next to me. When morning came, black clouds had coverd the blue sky and it looked almost night. I knew this meant rain, but I did not think twice about it. Around the time me and Sky got to the bottom of Arabian Peak, it had started pouring. Horses were whinning and foals were crying.  The wind howled and the rain came down in hard sheets.

"We must find our way to the Shades!" Stormbreaker neighed loudly for all horses that lived in the Hills to hear. So, then it started. All the horses in Hills started walking in a group to the back of the 50mile pasture.

For most of the night Sky slept. But when he woke up he just started eating hay and mash. I ate my hay in silence and wondered who would talk first.
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We picked up the Lake horses and the Field horses on our way there.  Sky trugged in the back with some of the other older horses, getting through the slippery mud. I paced over to him and we walked together.  The wind and rain was hardest on the foals and older horses like Sky. After 4 hours, we reached a place with many big sheds labled with breed names.  Me and Sky settled into are Arabian shed, filled with buckets of food and water. Sky immediately found a soft spot in the straw and fell asleep. I was hungry so I started eating a bucket of hay with a mix of corn and carrots and beets.  I didn't know how much longer we had to stay here but I just hoped we would make it through.
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Days later we had all returned home and Lexie took me riding for the first time. Her trainer, Giggi, had set up some jumps and poles for us to clear.  

I knew how to do all these things but I was not very good at them. Poles were easy and we cleared them first try.  Then came the jumps. We sailed over the first three but the others made me nervous and I would either lazily step over them or refuse to jump and Lexie would fly over the jump and sometimes clear it!

 " Oof!" Lexie grunted after her fith time flying and then saying hello to the dirt. " She always dose this on these small jumps!" Lexie mutterd as she walked back to me and re- mounted. " Get back on cowgirl. Were not done until 'u can get her over those jumps." Giggi giggled. The other girls in the class sailed over the jumps with ease on their big Warmbloods or Polo ponies.

"Try some mash you will love it!" Sky said over a mouthful. I said no and looked out of the small head window and rain hit my nose as I looked out. Other herds had already settled into their sheds and the nursery was full of pregnant mares and hungry foals. The storm was much worse now and I was glad we had gotten here when we could. 

The heater warmed my cold and wet coat and the hay and other foods had filled my stomach with warmth. The straw underfoot felt soft and fluffy even. Sky ate lots more mashes but saved one for me. 

"Lily, Lily, Lily, Lily!" Sky called from his spot inside the shed. Finally I shoved my nose back in and asked Sky what he wanted.

"Try this mash. It is so delicious! And its what those track Thoroghbreds eat!" 

"Fine Sky." I grummbled. I dove my nose into the red pail and tasted the carrot flavored mash. "This tastes like the mash I ate at my old home!" I snorted, sending crumbs of carrot flying.  Sky shrugged and finished my pail. Suddenly I thought of home. The sweet scent of beets and carrots and hay and my mama and all my friends. I wanted to go see them but I knew I couldn't.
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"That was plain luck!" She hissed. After many more times, we countinued to make it over the course. 

At the barn for special horses that were not in the pasture, Amara and her snobby friends were chatting in her horse, Pennys stall. 

"What's so funny!" I heard Lexie scowle as she finished untacking me. 

"Oh its nothing. Just how you and your scrap of bones are never going to win the show this weekend. Its going to be a repeat of last year!" She laughed.

 ( Apparently, Lexie was riding her Quarter Horse, Judy, and they had nocked over half the jumps on the coarse. As usual Amara and her old horse, Ellawise, a Exmoor / Thoroughbred cross, had taken home the prize. Penny had been sick that day.)
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 "Ooh!" Lexie grunted after her fifth time flying and then saying hello to the dirt. "She always does on these big jumps!" Lexie muttered as she walked back to me and re-mounted. "Get back on cowgirl. We're not done until you can get her over those jumps." Giggi giggled. The other girls in the class sailed over the jumps with ease on their big Warmbloods or Connemaras"Having fun in the mud!" A girl called as she and her Irish Drought sailed over the big Liverpool and Oxer. "Your Penny is a better trail pony then she is a jumper Amara!" Lexie called back. When it came our turn again, I felt like I really needed to do this. So when I canterd to the big jumps I picked up a bit of speed as we sailed over the tall Liverpool and headed for the Oxer. I lifted my front feet and sprang off the ground and flew over. As we headed back in line, Amara looked at us in disgust.
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I gave a snort and I thought I heard some other horses down the asile. Even from Penny. Amara rushed out of the barn and I could see her go down to her big mansion near the small pasture where her parents worked as the vets of Hope Ranch. I ate and thought about the up coming show this weekend that MANY of the horses on this ranch attended. 

The next morning I didn't go back down to the pasture. I had more training to do with our group. Amara was silent as we warmed up. Me and Lexie cantered around the ring while we waited our turn to jump the new course. 


" THAT HORSE" She shrieked 

"LILY IS GOING TO BEAT YOU AND ALL OF YOU TOO!!!!" Lexie shouted loudly at them. When she stopped and started walking to the tack room, I started picking at the bolt until it fell out of place and I nudged the door open. I walked out and opened up the stall next to mine. 

Then I nipped Amaras hair and somehow managed to slide her on my back. Then I grasped her horses ribbons in my mouth and I trotted out of the stall and then out of the barn. I trotted to the manure pile and dropped the ribbons in.  

Then I added some of my own something on top of the ribbons. I gave a loud whinny of annoyance and then slid Amara into the manure pile. I trotted back inside and into my stall. Lexie gave me a mash and some water then left with a chuckle. Amara came back inside with manure all over her and her glossy black hair.
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I stopped eating and looked up at the two. Derek and Lexie were playing a game us horses called "tonsil hocky".  I snorted and stamped my hoof and they unlocked. Lexie giggled and they said their goodbyes. Just as Derek was about to leave, he came over to me and gave me a peppermint.  I nuzzled him in thanks and then he walked off. 

Amara and her friends were in Penny's stall and they were laughing their heads off. "You and Derek make such a cute couple!" Amara teased. Lexie hissed something to them and by the looks on their faces (including Pennys) it must have been a hard burn. Lexie grabbed my halter and she led me out of the barn and into the washing shed. She tied me to the cross ties and started hosing me down. 

"Those mean know it all's!" She mutterd to me. I nodded my head in agreement. Penny was a beautiful white Irish Draught that was boarded at our ranch. According to Amara she was a very expensive jumper.  Penny was kind, unlike Amara. At the end of my wash, I

"GO HORSE! JUMP THE DUMB FENCE!!!!" Maila screeched as Sky headed for the Liverpool. Sky leaped up and over but knocking down a pole on his way. 

"I HATE THIS HORSE!!!" She cried.  Giggi had her take Sky back and skip this lesson beacause she wasn't being kind. Amara and Penny cleared the course and still was silent. Lexie asked for a canter and I lept into it immediately.

Derek and Lexie were chatting infront of my stall while I ate my grain. "Your really good." Derek said as he stepped closer to Lexie. Derek was a friend of Lexie's since she had started high school.

 Maila, one of Amaras minions, was riding Sky. She had thrown a fit before riding him. Sky was a old famous jumper and he had been the best jumper in the world. But now he was very lazy and was normally used as a walk trot and canter horse instead of a jumper.
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 When morning came, girls and some boys entered the Royal stables in a hurry. Lexie started brushing me and then in a rushed way boosted up the saddle and slipped on the bridle. Then she gave a sip of water and I was led away. 

Amara and Penny were walking infront of us and Lexie was fumbling with her helmet. Once at the ring, she mounted up and pinned a number to my bit and her back. A girl called Emi and her mount Gergy (An American Saddlebred) were up first. 

They cleared most of the small jumps, but it ended for them on the Liverpool. They had 8 faults. More girls went and they all broke down the Liverpool. 
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was led back to my stall where Amara and Maila were chatting. "Sky is such a bad horse." Maila whispered. "I can't belive he was the World's Best Jumper for two whole years!" Amara said in a disgusted tone. " But im going to be riding Mayflower in the show!" Maila anounced.  "She's almost as good as Penny." Amara said dryly. They chatted about the show for a hour until Amara said she had to go home and polish her nose for the show. Maila said she would groom Penny for her. Maila worked on Penny for ten minutes and then left without a word. Penny and all the other horses fell fast asleep while I stayed up, trying to eat. I was so nervous because of the show and being alone made it feel so much worse.
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The Liverpool was the most challenging jump on the course. I was not about to let Amara beat me because this was a hard jump. We came to the Liverpool and I pushed off my hindquaters and snapped my knees back. 

We leapt off the floor and we flew.  I looked at the crowd of people that came to watch the biggest children jumper show in the world. We came back down to the dusty, soft floor and the crowed went WILD! We cantered the ring and then came down to the middle of the ring to receive our first place ribbon. 

Amara looked like she was going to blow up as the judge pinned a scarlet red ribbon on her horses bridle. 

5

Finally it was Amara and Penny who were up. They both sailed comfortably over each jump. As they headed to the Liverpool, they went over the time limit but it didn't stop them from flying over the Liverpool and not knocking a single pole over. Amara smirked as she trotted past me and Lexie. Lexie asked me to trot into the ring. We circled the ring and then cantered toward the small crossrail. I sprang up and over. The next few were easy oxers and one or two combinations of crossrails. I sped up at the Trakahener that was in-between me and the Liverpool.
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I woke up in my stall with a bandadges on my barrel and a cast on my hoof. Lexie was stroking my head and Derek was next to her, holding a peppermint in his palm. Lexie had a cast on her arm. 

"I told you peppermints would wake her up." Derek joked as I reached out and took the treat in my lips. I heaved a big sigh and then scrambled to my feet. Lexie and Derek jumped out of my way as I somehow balaced on three legs. I felt some sort of pain in my stomach that was so diffrent from any thing I had experienced before. 

Two days after the show, we had our lesson with Giggi. All any girl could talk about was how me and Lexie had amazingly beat Penny, the best jumper in the history of Hope Ranch. Emi was now riding a old Hanouverian jumper to help her clear courses better than a dressage horse would. Lexie and I were jumping a oxer course.Lexi and I came to the last jump, the easiest, when we came down, my left front hoof smashed into the floor and Lexie whent flying and I fell to the floor, hoof smashed and jump destroyed. 
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A horse called Lily is shipped to Hope Ranch, were her owner, Lexie wants to jump Lily. A big storm brews up and a stable bully says Lily has no chance of winning the biggest show for children in the world. Lily shows the world what a real horse can do.

"I do like that name." Said Lexie, nodding her head. I gave a loud neigh and nodded my head. I put my shattered hoof back down and started walking over to Lexie and the foal. Bright Lily looked full of energy and she started rearing. Lexie slipped my halter on and asked Amara's mom if she could put me and Bright Lily into the paddock. Amara's mom agreed and Derek slid a halter on Bright Lily. I limped out of the barn and into the large circular paddock where my filly could run as she pleased. Bright Lily started running laps.  Me and my foal were fed outside and we lived out in that paddock for a few months. Bright Lilys favorite thing to do was race. She liked racing me. I would try to canter after her, but as my hoof was shattered, I could only do a slow trot. 

"She looks Throughbred". Derek said, amased. 

"She does." Lexie exclaimed. The filly started drinking my milk while Lexie and Derek started disscusing names. After the foal got full, she started bucking and crow hopping around Lexie and Derek.  "Bright Lily?"  Amara said, now all the way in the stall.

I whinnied and tried to push the pain away. Momments later a wet sack was at my hind feet. Amaras mom nodded and smiled. "She fell because of the weight her foal and Lexie put on her." She explained to Lexies father. "Its A GIRL!" Lexie cried. The filly was now on her feet and her beautiful bay coat shimmerd. "Hello."
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Photo of Lily with Bright and Runner Of The Wind

Bright Lily and I grew up together. After 11 months of rest, my hoof was healed, and Bright ( her nickname) was a large Thoroughbred / Arabian cross. Her father was a young 3 year old like me who I met during the long storm walk. He was father to many race colts who were always sold once the foal was born. But I would never let them sell Bright. Her father ( Runner Of The Wind ) was put in the paddock. He and Bright would race. I was soon taken from the paddock and back into my stall. Bright was in the stall across from mine. She was a nice, strong yearling. Lexie started training me to jump again, while Derek broke in Bright. I was happy that I was Lily.
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Alex and her stuffed animal Star

Alexandra C has had a love for horses before she could even talk. She loved every thing about them. How they moved, the history, and just because they were horses. She has written one other book called Golden Wonder.  She shares her love of horses with the whole world. "My dad, grandmother, papa and other grandparents always supported me when I rode". She says. "Horses heal our hearts and we heal theirs."
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