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Hi this is Trudy, the author of Winter with Horses

Congratulations in joining the thousands of other horse loving young people from around the globe who read and collect the White Cloud Station series of books.

I’d like to thank you for taking an interest in my books and I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I enjoy writing them.

I grew up with horses, attending pony club and competing – maybe you’re the same? My love affair with horses has continued into my adult life and I have to admit I’m still addicted to them after all these years! And, I love being in their company.

Here I am with my horse Gus, who you will hear much more about when you visit my website at www.whitecloudstation.com
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This is where you and I can talk horses, share stories and read what fans from other countries are doing with their horses.

There’s also a cool club you can join where you can learn more about Suzy, Lucy and Alexa and their beautiful White Cloud Station horses.

I think it’s fabulous how our love of horses can unite us – no matter what part of the world we live in, which reminds me...

Depending on where you live, you may find that I speak a little differently than you; this is because I’m a New Zealander, or a Kiwi as we are often known. So you might find that some of the terms and names might be unfamiliar, but don’t worry as I’ve created a special ‘horse translator’ at the back of this book. It might be fun to compare words and learn what people in other countries call things. For example, here in New Zealand we call a ranch a station, hence White Cloud Station!

Thanks again and I look forward to connecting with you soon on the White Cloud Station website at www.whitecloudstation.com
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JOIN THE CLUB 
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Join the White Cloud Station Club (it’s free) and get all the inside news and action from White Cloud Station. 

The club is open to everyone so come and join the fun. 

Just go to www.whitecloudstation.com and look for the Club logo. 

[image: white cloud logo FB.png]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

FANS OF THE WHITE CLOUD STATION BOOKS
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“Thank you so much for the wonderful series. My older daughter loved reading them and I read them to my younger daughters each night, chapter at a time and that allowed me to relive my childhood of ‘obsessive pony book’ reading... Thanks again. We’ll look out to see what you put out in the future!”  Kim

“My 10 year-old daughter started reading Ripple and thoroughly loved it. After her filling me in on how great it was I had to read it for myself and also got hooked... Your books are fabulous and even as an adult reader I’m enjoying reading them. Your books allowed me to share a wonderful mother/daughter experience with my daughter.” Bobbie

“I am totally obsessed with horses... You are a totally amazing writer, your work is my favourite. You fill my rainy days with horses!”  Helen

“I love your books so much that I am doing Ripple and the Wild Horses of White Cloud Station for my [school] book report. You are my favourite author.”  Eliza

“Hey Trudy, I am absolutely in love with your White Cloud Station books! Please write more. I am saving my pocket money to buy your series as I have issued them out of the library so many times. I NEVER get sick of them. Lots of Love:  Your Fan Sophie”

“I’ve been reading the White Cloud Station series for ages... I never get bored with them. Each time I read them, something different seems to happen!” Amanda

“Trudy I absolutely LOVE, LOVE, LOVE your books they are the best books EVER! Are the characters based on any one you know? And is White Cloud Station a real place?”  Esmeralda

“I love the White Cloud Station books! I’ve read all 6 of them about 10 times!” Maddie

WINTER WITH HORSES

A catalogue record for this book is available from the National Library of New Zealand.
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PART 1

AN ICY START
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1. SHADOW
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Most of the wild horses had been sold at auction earlier in the year; the remainder had been trained and later sold to an eventing stable nearby, owned by the Smith family. The black stallion was the final wild horse to be started at White Cloud Station.

The stallion cantered in the confines of the round pen, stirring up the sand from under his thundering hooves. He stopped only momentarily to gaze at the young horseman in the centre of the pen, his beautifully crested neck arched. Tossing his head, he snorted and leapt forward, throwing up sand behind him. His powerful hindquarters powered him into a strong canter, his head high, trying to see over the high wooden rails.

Mike was too focused on the stallion to notice the sudden icy change in the air. He’d worked with horses this way many times before, but there was something different about this horse that interested Mike Phillips of White Cloud Station.

Dark clouds filtered out the last of the afternoon sun. Today, it would not be seen disappearing behind the vast mountain ranges behind the station.

The young stallion came down to a trot and turned his head, glancing quickly at the horseman. Mike stood relaxed, waiting for the horse to seek comfort from him.

Still not accepting, the horse cantered on for another lap. Then, his body relaxing slightly, he blew gently and slowed his canter. After a few trot strides he turned his body toward the centre of the pen. Ears flickering, he stood looking to where Mike stood, resting on one leg, calm as could be. The stallion pricked his ears forward. Focusing with his huge dark eyes on the horseman, he poked his nose and bravely took one step closer. Mike smiled and gently reached out to the horse, inviting him to come closer still. The stallion nodded and took another four steps. Mike reached out to let the horse become familiar with his scent. The stallion sniffed his hand and moved his lips. Mike glanced over at Suzy Marshall who was watching from between the wooden rails. He smiled at her. ‘I do love this part...’

Suzy smiled wide, and softly replied, ‘Yeah, it’s so awesome, kind of like, wild to tame in an instant...’ In awe she watched the same process her own wild horse, Ripple, had gone through with Mike the previous year.

The stallion lowered his head while Mike rubbed his forehead.

Even though the homestead was built in a wide valley at the foot of the hills, giving it some protection from adverse weather, Suzy was feeling the cold. She wished that, in her haste to get out to the round pen, she had taken the time to grab her jacket and hat. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a high ponytail leaving her neck uncovered and chilled, and her nose was red from the cold; she pulled her polo neck sweater up under her chin and tucked it over her nose. Pulling the sleeves over her hands she huddled over, shivering slightly as she sat on the wooden viewing platform outside the pen. At least she had thick woollen socks on, so her feet weren’t actually freezing; without them, gumboots were useless at keeping feet warm.

Suzy’s friends, Lucy and Alexa, who were staying at the station with her, had agreed to finish the barn duties so Suzy could race down to the round pen in time to see Mike working with the stallion.

Now that the stallion was comfortable with his head and neck being stroked, Mike rubbed the lead-rope and halter over the sloping shoulder of the tall black horse.

Huddled over, Suzy was watching so intensely that she didn’t notice the girls approaching. Their chatter distracted her and she whispered, ‘Sh-h, he’s just settling with Mike.’

Alexa was wearing her oilskin coat and gumboots. Her long black hair hung from underneath her orange beanie, and over her shoulders. Pointing to the sky, she whispered, ‘We reckon it’s going to persist down.’ She passed Suzy her oilskin.

Lucy plonked down on the bench beside Suzy. ‘Suzy, you look half frozen!’ She pulled her oilskin hat over her ears and her light brown shoulder-length hair hung close to her cheeks.

Alexa leant on the rail beside Suzy. Peeping through she blurted, ‘Cripes, he’s managed to finally connect with Scruffy!’

‘Alexa, that’s a horrible name for a horse, especially a beautiful White Cloud Stationbred.’ Suzy frowned, her eyes still glued on Mike and the horse. ‘I think we should give him a name like –’

Alexa interrupted, ‘Liquorice 2.’ She laughed. ‘Like, he’s so like Liqui! I guess Koru is his sire also,’ she suggested, taking a closer look.

‘I think it could be Koru,’ Lucy said, studying the stallion’s conformation, her gloved hands resting on the rail in front of her. ‘I can sure see some similarities to our own horses. Especially Liqui, Alexa.’

‘Yes, they share the same good looks,’ Alexa replied half-jokingly. Secretly she believed her horse to be the most beautiful. ‘Definitely by Koru! You’ve got to admit, he’s left some pretty awesome progeny.’

Koru was the black stallion who led the main band of wild horses in the higher plateau behind the station. Alexa had a good eye for a horse, noticing conformation that many people would overlook. She was right, this horse had the stamp of Koru: majestic, athletic and could easily have been taken for the same horse to the untrained eye.

The girls believed Koru was the sire of their three horses, Liquorice, Hope and Ripple, all once wild from the hills above.

‘He is so handsome!’ Lucy said, admiring the horse as he stood for Mike.

‘Yeah, he’s pretty awesome, but you’ve got to admit, he’s untidy looking.’

‘Well, he’s only just been handled...’ Suzy said, annoyed with Alexa’s insult.

‘I wonder how he avoided the roundups for so long? He’s what, a four or five year old?’ Lucy asked.

‘I’d say – Anyhow, I can’t wait to pull his mane and get rid of those dreadlocks!’ laughed Alexa.

‘Alexa!’ Suzy turned to her. ‘Keep it down, you know how serious this is, like it’s dangerous working out there with an unhandled horse.’

Lucy chipped in, ‘Yes, especially a wild stallion like this.’

Suzy was entranced. ‘I just love the way Mike’s so relaxed about this process...’ her words tapered off as she watched Mike rub the stallion all over with a long stick with a small flag on the end.

‘Oh, he’s not too worried, look at him, he looks more inquisitive than anything, like, “what are you doing to me, Mike?” ’ Alexa smiled.

Suzy agreed, ‘He’s not that scared now... You should have seen him earlier! He was pretty different then. It’s so cool watching this, like each horse reacts so differently in there.’

She continued, proud of her friend’s horsemanship skills, ‘Mike sets it up so the horse can make up his own mind about the situation.’ 

‘What are you on about?’ asked Alexa, screwing up her face.

‘You know all this stuff, Alexa. You’ve seen wild horses being started before.’

‘Yeah I know, but I still need it explained to me. Every time a new horse comes in the pen something different happens, it’s not like they all react the same way. I guess that’s because they have their own natures, just like us.’

‘Yes, Alexa,’ Suzy said with a giggle. ‘Some are more confident, some wild, and some are over the top, like you!’

Lucy chipped in, ‘Yes, and some are quiet and shy like me.’ 

‘So Suzy, what sort of horse would you be?’ Alexa chuckled. 

‘Um, I guess somewhere in between the two?’ Suzy shrugged her shoulders. 

‘Well, I think you’d be just like Ripple: confident, reliable and willing so long as unfair pressure isn’t put on you...’ 

The girls laughed. 

‘Hey, we’d better keep the noise down,’ Lucy whispered, huddling between her friends.

The stallion was now accepting of the flag being gently draped over his back and wither. His head came up slightly when Mike rubbed it over the crest of his neck.

‘Oh, he doesn’t like that so much,’ Lucy said.

‘Well of course not, not many unhandled horses like that spot,’ Alexa replied in her authoritative tone.

‘Why not?’ Lucy asked.

Alexa replied, ‘Because if he were in the wild, that’s where the lion would grab him, sinking in his long claws, tearing his flesh, and biting the crest of his neck until he folded to the ground where he would die, only to be devoured by the hungry pride!’

‘Oh, Alexa, do you have to be so dramatic? Honestly, you make me feel sick!’ Lucy grimaced. If there was one thing Lucy couldn’t stand it was hearing about animals being hurt.

‘It’s true.’ Alexa looked straight ahead.

‘Alexa, tone it down, you don’t have to be so matter of fact,’ Suzy whispered.

‘Well, that’s what could have happened to that horse if he’d been left in the wild, he could have been devoured by some stalking predator.’

‘Sh-h,’ Suzy said, watching as Mike took the stick down the horse’s near hind leg below the hock toward the fetlock.

The stallion was uncomfortable with his fetlock being touched, and kicked out. Mike ignored his kick and retreated the stick back up, nearer the hock, where the horse was comfortable again.

Standing to the side of the horse, Mike once more lowered the stick and this time, before the horse kicked out he lifted it higher again. The horse didn’t react. Mike rubbed the flag around the horse’s fetlock, and the horse stood unworried.

‘Did you see that?’ Lucy exclaimed. ‘Amazing. So gentle, and no one’s getting upset.’

‘Yeah, that’s the “advance and retreat” thingy happening again,’ Suzy exclaimed, excited at what she was seeing.

‘Duh, I get it now... so the horse is standing still because he’s accepting, and not scared any more,’ Alexa said, happy she’d cottoned on. Suzy always understands this stuff so much better than me, she thought, she’s just got what it takes, she’s such a natural around horses, and Lucy’s just about as good. Alexa turned her concentration back to Mike and the stallion.

Suzy sighed and smiled, ‘Oh I could watch this all day long, and never get bored.’

‘Same!’ Lucy added.

The breeze was getting stronger. Suzy pulled her hat firmly over her ears and the three teenagers huddled closer together, watching intently as Mike continued working with the stallion. The stallion was now standing, watching Mike, with his ears pricked.

Quietly, yet confidently, Mike rubbed the stick and flag over the horse’s body, the flag sometimes flapping over his rump or hocks, but always going only where it was comfortable for the horse; advancing and retreating with each stroke until the horse felt confident with the feel of the horseman’s touch.

The stallion blew gently, as if sighing, and chewed. He was now ready to advance to the next stage. Mike walked to the rail to get his saddle, and Suzy smiled when the stallion followed, as if he were Mike’s shadow.

With the horse haltered, and the lead rope draped over his arm, Mike leant down and picked up the saddle blanket. The western saddle lay alongside.

‘He’s not going to ride him already, is he?’ Alexa blurted, astounded.

‘Looks like it,’ whispered Lucy, ‘because he’s now picking up the saddle.’

‘Cripes, not many people can work horses like this!’ Alexa exclaimed. ‘You really have to know what you’re doing.’

‘You can say that again,’ Suzy agreed.

‘Like, when you see it done so gently, you can clearly see horses don’t have to be bullied into submission, right?’ Alexa asked.

‘Agh-h,’ Suzy cringed. ‘You just mentioning that reminds me of that cruel man, Frank, who bullied Ripple, remember?’

‘How can we ever forget that idiot?’ Alexa replied. ‘Thank goodness Mike came along, just in time, to rescue poor Ripple. Like, if he’d kept fighting that rope I’d hate to think what would have happened to him.... And thank goodness, too, that he’s turned out to be such a brilliant horse for you, Suzy.’

Suzy smiled, agreeing with Alexa’s sentiments. She giggled. ‘Yeah, “confident, reliable and willing so long as unfair pressure isn’t put on him!” ’ Alexa laughed, ‘Yes, that’s good old reliable Ripple.’

‘Well, some poor horses never work through “human” errors,’ Lucy stated. ‘Then they get labeled as nutty, or mad, or some other unjust description, and... I hate to say it... they too often end up in the dog-tucker truck. All because of some stupid, insensitive person’s actions! I so-o want to rescue unwanted horses.’

Lucy had a strong connection to her chestnut mare, Hope, who, with Lucy, had suffered a serious accident six months ago. Lucy had returned to riding after convalescing for several months. Quiet by nature, she had an inner strength and determination that had taken the combination back to the show ring just three months after the accident. Not only had they competed, Lucy and Hope had taken out the champion title in the Park Hack section at Grand National Show. Now she had her sights set on other goals. Although she loved the show ring, she wanted to compete in barrel racing. She knew Hope had the speed and athleticism to maneuver quickly around the barrels at high speed. She secretly wanted to prove that it was not only Quarter Horses who were good at this sport.

Mike was now sitting astride the big horse. He quietly asked the stallion to bring his head around to meet his boot. The stallion obliged, and Mike reached down and rubbed his forehead.

‘Good boy.’ He spoke gently, his total focus on the horse. He asked now with the left rein and the stallion turned his head, accepting and willing. He received another rub on the face.

After a few circuits and turns of the round pen, Mike softened his body language, sat tall, and without pulling on the reins, asked the horse to stop. Mike smiled, rubbed the horse’s neck and, lifting his right leg over the back of the saddle, he dismounted. The stallion licked his lips, and followed Mike as he walked to the gate. Suzy shut the gate behind them. ‘That was so cool to watch, Mike. He’s glued to you like a shadow. You must be rapt with him.’

‘You can say that again, he’s an awesome little guy.’

‘Little!’ Suzy exclaimed, looking up at the horse towering above her. ‘He’s got to be nearly 17 hands.’

Mike looked up at the grey clouds as he led the stallion toward the large barn. ‘I think you girls had better bring your horses into the barn tonight, I’ve got a feeling we might have a fall of snow.’

With a glance at the darkening sky, Alexa replied, ‘In that case, I’m going to catch Liqui now and bring her in. Coming?’

She walked toward the paddock where her own black horse was grazing.

‘Wait for me!’ called Lucy, running. ‘I’ll catch Hope, too.’ She turned back and looked at Suzy walking at Mike’s shoulder, beside the stallion. ‘Want me to grab Ripple for you?’

Suzy turned. ‘Yes, that would be cool, thanks, Lucy. His halter is hanging on the gatepost. I’ll help Mike unsaddle Shadow.’

Mike chuckled, ‘So you’ve named him then?’ 

‘Yes! He follows you like he’s your shadow.’ 

‘Shadow actually suits him. Good choice of name.’ Mike smiled as the large horse walked at his right shoulder, Suzy on his left.

***
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Liquorice gave a soft welcoming whinny to Alexa as she approached, making her smile. ‘She thinks I’ve got a treat.’

‘No she doesn’t, Alexa,’ replied Lucy as she guided Hope’s nose into the nose piece of the halter. ‘She’s pleased to see you, and she’s telling you so.’

‘You’re probably right,’ Alexa replied, straightening Liquorice’s heavy quilted rug.

‘Not probably right, I am right. She loves you, Alexa.’

With Hope’s
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