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Lily ran toward the barn in her bright yellow shirt, her feet thumping on the dirt path. She called out for Penny, her voice full of excitement. The chestnut pony stood near the gate with her soft blue blanket, ears twitching at the sound.

“We’re racing today!” Lily said, grinning wide. Penny blinked and shifted her weight, watching Lily with gentle eyes. Lily reached out to stroke her neck, feeling the smooth hair beneath her hand. The air felt fresh, and Lily’s heart beat fast with the thrill of what was coming.

Farmer Tom stood by the fence, his green cap tilted back. He waved at Lily and Penny. “The farm race starts soon,” he said with a smile.

Jasper, the sandy pony with a bright red saddle, trotted past them. His hooves clicked on the hard ground, and he snorted happily. Penny shuffled her hooves, glancing away from the busy yard. Lily noticed her pony’s shy look and gave her a gentle pat. “It’s okay, Penny,” she whispered. The morning sun lit the field, and ponies moved everywhere, ready for the race.

Max ran toward them, his orange cap bouncing with each step. Beside him was Rosie, the dapple-gray pony with a neat green blanket.

“You can do it, Penny,” Max said, giving her neck a friendly pat. Penny flicked her tail and looked at Rosie. Rosie nickered, tossing her mane high as if she was already ready to run. Lily smiled at her friends. The ponies stood close together, their breath warm in the cool air. “We’ll have fun,” Lily said, hoping Penny would feel braver with her friends nearby.

Lily led Penny out to the starting field. Colorful flags fluttered in the breeze, marking the track. Jasper stamped the dirt, eager to begin, while Rosie pawed at the grass.

Penny took a small step back, her eyes scanning the noisy crowd. Lily leaned close and whispered, “We’ll go slow, just you and me.” Penny’s ears turned toward her voice. Lily held the reins gently, guiding her pony forward. The flags rippled overhead, and the other riders sat tall in their saddles. The race felt close now, and Penny’s heart seemed to beat faster.
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Farmer Tom rang the big brass bell, and the ponies surged forward. Lily guided Penny with steady hands while Jasper and Rosie burst ahead with their riders.

Penny’s tail swished, but her stride stayed small. Lily kept her seat light, letting Penny move at her own pace. Hooves pounded the dirt ahead, sending little clouds into the air. Penny’s ears flicked back toward Lily’s voice as she murmured encouragement. The crowd’s cheers mixed with the sound of pounding hooves. Penny stepped carefully, taking in the wide open space of the track.

“Come on, Penny!” Lily called, leaning forward in her saddle. Penny breathed deeply, then began to trot faster. Her hooves tapped against the ground as she chased the sound ahead.
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