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For the cousins:
Lizzie and Mikie and Ben.
And for London.

—P.H.




For my father,
who first drew horses with me.

—A.S.
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“Oh! if people knew what a comfort to horses a light hand is …”

—from Black Beauty, by Anna Sewell
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Northern Nevada

Early Spring, 1951

It was spring when I was born. From the moment I opened my eyes and tried gathering myself up onto my wobbly legs, I knew that I was the luckiest colt ever.

Course, I didn’t gather myself up fast just like that. Legs don’t do what you want them to do when you’ve just been born. I lay on the ground awhile, trying to figure out where I was and maybe even what I was. But after resting a bit, I could tell that my first job was to get my legs under me and heave myself up. I tried.

It didn’t work real well. I got partway up. And then my legs buckled at the knees, and down I went, so that my belly was flat on the ground. I tried again, and then again. My mama was nearby. She kept nickering at me, That’s good; what a good boy. You’re doing just fine.

Well, not so fine. Down I went again. Hard.

Mama kept standing beside me and saying how well I was doing, and she looked me right in the eye when she said it, so I knew she meant it. After a bit more getting up and falling down, I was standing. Now I was right up there by my mama, and I could see her and smell her. Just like that, I knew what to do. I buried my nose in her side and began nursing.
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Like I said, I was the luckiest colt alive.

Still, it was hard work, and my legs were wobbling, so it was time for a nap. I collapsed on the ground, right where I was, and Mama lay down beside me. I slept really hard and really long, and when I woke I was hungry again. So I nursed some more. And course, that made me tired, too. So after I was done, I slept again.

It took a few more days of nursing and resting and practicing before my legs were any good to me at all. I’d stand. Wobble. Fall over. I’d stand again. Wobble more. And collapse in a heap. One day, I twisted myself up so much, it seemed my legs were wrapped halfway around my neck.

That time, it took all the smarts I had to untuck myself and get to my feet again. But once I did it, I found I could stand. And each day, I stood a little longer. And longer. Soon enough, after a few days, when I reached to my mama to nurse, my legs hardly trembled at all. If they started to wobble after a bit, I just lay down wherever I was and slept.

Mama said I slept real good. Real, real good. She said she’d never seen a horse who could sleep so hard. Sleep was just what I needed, because when I woke up, I had all the energy I wanted to set off running. And oh, how my legs carried me after just a few days, farther and faster.

First, though, before I could run ahead, I had to see where I was going. That’s because in those early days, my eyes weren’t much better than my legs. Things nearby I could make out just fine, like my mama, but things far away were blurred. Suddenly, though, one morning, when the sun poked its face over the hills, I could make out lots of new things, and my mama told me what they were.

There were trees that waved at me, like they were happy to see me and wanted to say howdy. They were scrubby and skinny, but Mama said they gave shade to us when the sun got hot. There were birds, big ones and little ones, with wings that made them fly high into the sky. The birds could even sit in the treetops! Some of the big ones were awful noisy. But others made sweet little sounds at twilight, so that I fell asleep listening to them.

Mama showed me streams and rocks. I found out that streams moved, and rocks didn’t. My mama liked the stream almost as much as I liked her milk. She buried her nose in the water, drinking and drinking. I didn’t like the stream, except for splashing in a bit. I even splashed my mama at times, just to tease her, then turned and fled, in case she got angry. She never did.
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Mama told me many things, and she got specially talkative at night when we lay quietly together. One night, she told me she had chosen a name for me—Black Cloud. Because, Mama said, my body was black as night, just like hers. But I also had big patches of light against the dark that looked like clouds. I liked that thought—that clouds fell right out of the night sky and onto me, as though they had chosen me.

I learned from Mama that when she realized it was time for me to be born, she had wandered away from the rest of the herd—even away from my sire, my papa—till she found this perfect place. It was a sweet, soft meadow we were in, tucked low between rocky cliffs that towered above us. It was safe, Mama said, and I mustn’t leave it till we were both ready to go together.

Mama also said we were lucky that there were no icy rains pelting us like earlier that spring. Course, I didn’t know what rain was yet, but Mama said I’d see soon enough. Meanwhile, we had this quiet place so we could be together for a while, and so Mama could tell me all I needed to know.

I remembered everything she told me, too, storing it all up in my head, and Mama said I was a terrible one for questions. She said she’d never known a colt who was so curious, but she also said I was a quick learner, and smarter than anything. I already knew that, though. Mama said I’d need those smarts when we returned to the high desert. We were mustangs, Mama said, brave and strong and hearty. But there were things out there to watch out for—wolves and rattlesnakes and cougars. And humans.

I didn’t know what wolves and rattlesnakes and cougars and humans were. I could tell, though, that Mama’s big eyes seemed troubled when she talked about them. I paid little mind. Like I said, I was smart, and I knew Mama could take care of anything. And what she couldn’t take care of, I could.

Each day I learned more, storing up knowledge along with my strength. And I began to wonder about things.

One night, I played a game with myself, trying to figure out what I liked best—daytime or nighttime. At first, I thought I liked days the best, because there was sun and I could gallop and play. But then I’d turn around in my mind and think: I like nighttime the best! At night, the sky turned black and the trees and cliffs disappeared and other things came in their place. There were those birds that sang me to sleep, and a moon that hung in the sky, lighting up the earth and throwing shadows on the grass. There were stars that poked out of that sky, running right down to earth, and clouds that raced across the dark sky. I thought if I could just gallop to the top of that mountain peak that towered over us, then maybe I could touch the clouds or the stars.

Mama said I couldn’t. I didn’t really believe her, though I didn’t say so. See, Mama wasn’t young like me. I bet she couldn’t run far and fast like me. So maybe I would try. Someday. Soon. Because, and I told my mama this, someday I would be the biggest, strongest mustang ever. For now, though, for now, I was content to lie beside my mama and think of all I would learn and do the next day, when the stars went away and the sun came up. I slept and I dreamed. And I was happy.

Like I said—I already knew that I was the luckiest colt to ever be born.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_L04_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_L03_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_L02_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_040_r1.jpg
PE AR 7L o ek






OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_cvi_r1.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_037_r1.jpg
a3 ol N B o

= COMING SOON! =,






OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_033_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_030_r1.jpg
7

& @% 1{






OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_039_r1.jpg
PEAR LK A S

F/& Collect all the books 1n the %

Horse Diaries series!






OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_024_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_tp_r1.jpg
/= PATRICIA HERM )
illustrated by ASTRID SHECKELS

RaNDOM HOUst A8 NEwW YORK





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Herm_9780375899645_epub_028_r1.jpg





