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In memory of my grandmother, Kathleen Schropher,
and my grandfather, Clyde York,
and to my strong and loving mom, Karen.
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Prologue

It was the same every time; at every show, between every class. The music would drift to the stables from the grandstand intercom. Then Miskeen would begin to dance … a graceful piaffe, with neck arched, head swaying from side to side, ears relaxed, and eyes half closed. In those moments, Miskeen was no longer a school horse and show jumper, lucky to be alive after being rescued from a horrible ordeal. He was, once again, a dancing horse, entertaining crowds of adoring children and cheering adults. He was cued by no master, rein, or whip now, and no one applauded his rhythmic, expressive movements. But still he danced, alone with the music and his memories of life as it had been not so long ago.

[image: ]




[image: ]

[image: ]iskeen’s story is not the story of a champion sport horse or a remarkable rise to fame. It is a more important story than that. It is a tale of true courage, patience, unbreakable spirit, and the strength to trust again after trust has been broken. It is a story repeated over and over in the lives of horses whose fates rest in the hands of people, and one from which, hopefully, we will someday learn.

It is believed that Miskeen’s story may have begun in the late 1980s on a state collective farm in the mountains of Southern Bulgaria. Dramatic political changes were taking place in Eastern Europe and the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics (USSR) around the time of his birth, and the fall of communism would greatly affect the path of his life.

Farms in Bulgaria were privatized during his first years of life, and state financial support was removed, leaving farmers to struggle with very little money on smaller plots of land. Draft horses became invaluable as farmers were forced to return to traditional farming methods, but light horses were a luxury few could afford any longer. Hundreds of riding horses were sold, often at shockingly low prices, including one bright chestnut colt with bold white markings. In the autumn of his third year, during the festival of Dimitrovden, he was taken to a nearby village and put up for sale.

Dimitrovden, celebrated on October 26th, marked the end of the farming season and the beginning of festive harvest days and the “marriage season.” Villagers prepared for the festival and the gathering of people from the neighboring countryside. A market and fairground were set up for the handicrafts, farm goods, and livestock that would be sold and traded for two days. Feasts of boiled mutton, potatoes, and stuffed hens filled the air with delicious scents. Music poured from the kaval, tambura, gadulka, and tapan, and enticed the people in their bright costumes, young and old, to join in dances of courtship and friendship well into the night. At midnight, the people sang for St. Dimitri of Thessalonica, patron saint of frost and snow, and waited for him to open his beard and release the first snowflakes of the season.

In times of economic uncertainty and the hardship of change, the stability of tradition was a comfort and a release for the rural people and they celebrated with a passion. For the chestnut colt and the other young horses that moved restlessly in their pens, it was terrifying.

The colt jumped away at first, when people came in to pick up his feet, look at his teeth, and run their hands over him. Large, rough hands inspected him; firm, gentle hands made him feel calmer; soft, ticklish hands made him want to kick – but he didn’t. So many hands. He was taken out and asked to trot several times and to stand “square” – posed with all four feet planted firmly on the ground (no resting or relaxing a leg). He endured it all patiently, but for a young animal in strange surroundings it was not easy.

One couple returned to inspect the colt three times on the second day. The man had a deep voice, like the water in the creek that ran past the farm where the colt had lived. The woman’s voice was higher and full of excitement.

“I really like him, Stepan,” she said during their final visit. They did not come into the pen this time, but leaned on the metal bars and watched him from outside. The young horse pricked his ears toward them, already beginning to recognize their voices.

“I don’t know. He’s not exactly pretty. He has quite a big head and –”

“But look at the angle of his shoulders and that strong neck,” the woman interrupted. “He’s a good age, ready for work. Imagine him after some training and muscling up. He’ll be handsome then. He has a nice, wide chest and very good legs. His trot is free and his action is good. I do think he’d work out well.”

“Sveta, I think you’re dreaming of dancing again, aren’t you?” asked Stepan with an affectionate smile. Their grandmother had worked for a famous Russian circus with the high school horses. She had been a first class artist, performing intricate and beautiful “dances” with the horses that awed both her audiences and her grandchildren.

Stepan and his sister, Svetlana, had inherited their grandmother’s love of the horse and had developed an act with liberty horses, which they were currently performing in a small, traveling circus. The end of communism in the USSR meant more open borders and more opportunities for performers who would never have found a place in the old system. What had so recently been impossible was now within their grasp, and neither of them had wanted to miss out on it.
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They were nearing the end of their first touring season and were on the lookout for promising horses to add to their string for the following year. The expert skills of their grandmother had slipped away with time and change, but Svetlana remembered and dreamed of recreating the act. It meant a huge investment of time, money, and skill, all of which were hard to come by. But dreams were abundant and Sveta always had her eye out for just the right horse.

“Well, he’s not so handsome now, that’s for sure,” said Stepan, turning his attention back to the horse. “Still, you may be right. His coloring’s nice and showy. I like that long, white blaze and the stockings. And his temperament seems good. For a stud-colt, he’s accepting all the action and handling very well. He’ll need that where he’ll go with us.”

The pair purchased the colt that afternoon and led him to a van that smelled of other horses and …something else. He didn’t recognize the other strange smells. He snorted and tried to back out of the van, startled by the unfamiliar ring of metal under his hooves and frightened by the strangeness of the new smells. Stepan held him firmly, speaking quietly in his deep-water voice. The colt slowly came forward into the dark van, trembling, but accepting what was being asked of him.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_016_r1.jpg
ﬂ_

An Unexpected Visitor






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_015_r1.jpg
il —

7

Retribution






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_013_r1.jpg
6
The Accident






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_011_r1.jpg
i —

3
The Piaffe






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_L01_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_cvt_r1.jpg
Miskeon







OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_019_r1.jpg
Fas

I0

The Dancing Horse of
Shaheen Stable

9





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_018_r1.jpg
i —

9
A New Start






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
Miskeen

The Dancing Horse

Judy Andrekson

lllustrations by David Parkins

TUNDRA BOOKS





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_003_r1.jpg
il —

A Changing World






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_024_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_tp_r1.jpg
Miskeen

THE DANCING HORSE

BY JUDY ANDREKSON

Illustrations by David Parkins

e B





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_021_r1.jpg
il —

Saying Good-bye






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_009_r1.jpg
3
Liberty Horse






OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Andr_9781770490000_epub_006_r1.jpg
i —

2

Circus Horse






