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  Hi this is Trudy, the author of


  Ripple


  and the wild horses of white Cloud Station


  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.
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  Here I am with my horse Gus, who you will hear much more about when you visit my website at www.whitecloudstation.com


  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


  Fans of the white Cloud Station books


  "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. Your 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 love your books! Please write more!” Jasmyn


  "I just finished Autumn with Horses and it is the bomb!!! It is sooo good.” Rosa


  "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

  


  Join the Club
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  www.whitecloudstation.com


  Join the White Cloud Station Club (it’s FREE!) and get all the inside news and action from White Cloud Station plus hear all the latest from Gus and Trudy in their regular newsletters.


  The Club is open to everyone so come join the fun.


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


  I look forward to seeing you there!


  Trudy
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  For those who love & care for horses.

  I am grateful to the horsemen and horses who have been part of my life; without them I would not have been able to write this series...


  I would especially like to thank Trudy Nicholson (my namesake) in Maryland, USA for her stunning artwork and support.


  PART 1


  The Horses of White Cloud Station
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  I


  The Round-up


  Suzy, Lucy and Alexa always looked forward to the annual round-up at White Cloud Station, camping out under the stars, with a campfire of their own and the smell of horses in the air. With no school to think about, it was paradise - this was their idea of the perfect summer holiday. The girls had attended the round-up for the past four years. They loved the excitement of it all, especially the sound of thundering hooves as the herd turned and galloped along the home straight - everything about it was horse!


  Campervans, horse floats, trucks and tents popped up all over the huge paddock adjoining the White Cloud homestead. The days were hot, and there was always a race to get one of the shady spots under the trees that were dotted along the edge of the paddock.


  This was to be the girls’ home for the next three days, and this year they were staying without their parents. Today the huge iron gates at the end of the long driveway at White Cloud Station would be opened wide, ready for the horses’ arrival. The drive would be filled with spectators who had lined up to watch the herd of around 150 horses come in, driven by stockmen and others who had joined in the round-up.


  Alexa, Lucy and Suzy woke early, too excited to sleep in. Without wasting time on breakfast, they scrambled out to find the best vantage point from which to watch the herd arrive. Soon they were perched on the rails of one of the fences that lined the sides of the long drive. The oak trees were in full leaf and the station had a stately ‘English’ feel to it.


  ‘Stop biting your nails, Alexa.’ Suzy was irritated by the chewing noise in her right ear.


  ‘Sorry, I know it’s annoying, but this is sooo exciting,’ Alexa answered, as another fingernail went into her mouth.
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  Suddenly someone in the crowd called out, ‘Here they come, here they come!’ and a cloud of dust appeared on the road leading to the gates. Suzy’s adrenalin started to pump as she heard the thunder of the approaching horses. She loved the sound of their hooves, their whinnies to each other, and the sight of the powerful herd as they cantered toward the entrance. The horses would be driven down the drive, then to holding pens near the horse barn.


  ‘Wouldn’t it be awesome to be able to bring our own horses and join in the round-up,’ Alexa said enviously as she watched an older woman riding a chestnut Arab.


  ‘Wow, I’d love to do that,’ Lucy replied. ‘Why do they have to put an age restriction on riding out with the stockmen? I mean, even though I’m only 14, I’m sure I can ride as well as some of these guys. Why do we have to wait till we’re 16?’


  ‘Yes,’ said Alexa. ‘They should judge by how well you can ride, not by your age. I bet there are some oldies out there who can’t ride for nuts.’


  ‘Girls, shhh, let’s just enjoy this,’ Suzy interrupted. ‘We’re here, and that’s the main thing. You girls will soon have your own ponies. I’ve still got to convince my father that I won’t die if I get one.’


  ‘Ponies?’ Alexa retorted. ‘At the rate we’re growing we’ll need hacks, not ponies.’


  ‘Hey, chill out, you two,’ Lucy interrupted. ‘Suzy’s right - at least we’re here, and we can watch the auction tomorrow.’ Adjacent to the holding pens were bigger round yards where the men were already starting to work some of the horses. This was the first time many of them had had any contact with people. They were tired after their journey down from the high country, but they looked beautiful. Most had their summer coats, and they were well developed and muscled.


  The girls jumped down from the fence and ran towards the yards. They found another prime position on the rail fence overlooking the holding pen and the yard where the horses were being worked. The next minute the gates opened and five bright-eyed horses rushed through, then cantered off in a frenzy around the yard.


  ‘This is sooo exciting!’ shrieked Alexa. ‘Suzy, Lucy, which one would you have?’


  ‘I’d take that chestnut with the blaze and the white socks,’ Lucy replied. ‘I love the contrast of her pale mane and tail against her chestnut body. She reminds me of . . .’


  Alexa cut in. ‘That black one is my pick,’ she ex­claimed. ‘I could turn her into a fantastic show horse.


  It’s rare to find such a true black! And she’s a good size!’


  Alexa could just see herself doing a perfect figure-of-eight in front of the judge and being motioned to come in for first place as she returned to the line-up.


  ‘I’ve never had a black horse before, and for once in my life I get to choose the one I want - I couldn’t believe it when Mum and Dad said I could pick one if I qualified for the Horse of the Year Show! I’ll ask them when they arrive for the auction. Fingers crossed they’ll agree to the one I want!’


  ‘Alexa, you keep interrupting - it’s not always about you! What were you saying, Lucy?’ Suzy asked.


  Lucy was studying the chestnut closely as it cantered around the yard. ‘I was saying she reminds me of Paintbox!’ she smiled.


  ‘Yeah, right!’ Alexa replied sarcastically. ‘Like, Paintbox was a chestnut?!’


  ‘No, I’m not talking about colour - take a look at her face!’ replied Lucy.


  Suzy was deep in thought as she observed the horses in the yard. ‘This is my pick,’ she announced, pointing to a rough- coated bay horse trotting at the back of the group.


  ‘You’ve got to be joking, Suzy,’ Alexa laughed. ‘He’s a pretty weird-looking horse - he’s covered in curls!’


  The others were amused at Suzy’s choice of horse, but she was defiant.


  ‘No, there’s something about this one. He’s definitely my pick. I’d call him Ripple, because of his ripply-looking coat. Take a look at his movement - wow! I think he’s cool!’


  ‘Oh well, we’ll still talk to you at the show when you’re riding your funny horse and we’re on our show horses,’ Lucy said affectionately.


  ‘Yes, of course,’ Alexa laughed, putting her nose in the air and pretending she was riding. ‘We won’t snob you, Suzy!’


  ‘Anyhow, you guys know it’s not going to happen - you know I can’t be around horses for long because of my asthma and allergies. I can’t even brush a horse for long without having a sneezing fit. It’s so frustrating.’


  Her friends exchanged glances. While their dreams of owning their own horses could soon come true, for Suzy that dream seemed impossible. The mood was suddenly much more sombre, and it didn’t help when Alexa suggested she and Lucy should go and find the cowboy who was in charge, so they could register their details ready for the auction.


  2


  Suzy


  From the moment Suzy spotted the curly-haired horse she felt an incredible desire to own him. It didn’t seem fair - her friends were able to take home the horses they chose! Taking a break, she sat cross-legged on the hay-bales beside the holding yards to have an apple and a drink from her water bottle. The three of them had arranged to meet back at the round yard in an hour. Suzy pulled off her headband and gave her blonde hair a quick flick through with her fingers, then she rearranged her ponytail, pulling it tightly to the top of her head. She felt frustrated and annoyed that her health kept her from owning a horse.


  If Mum were still here I know she’d let me have a horse - she’d understand! Suzy told herself.


  Suzy’s mother, April, had died suddenly when Suzy was 11. Even now, three years later, Suzy felt the pain as deeply as ever. She sighed and propped her head in her hands.


  Suddenly she became aware that she was being watched. She looked up. ‘Hello boy, or should I say girl! Do you have any suggestions?’


  The palomino blinked and stared some more.


  ‘Ah, you want some of my apple, don’t you?’


  Suzy broke off a piece of apple and reached between the rails, her hand outstretched toward the mare.


  The horse took a step back and munched into her hay.


  Suzy glanced around to see if anyone was watching her carry on this conversation with a horse. ‘If only I could get Dad to buy Ripple! I know it’s impossible, because he worries so much about my health, but maybe I could do my best "Suzy grovel”.’ She giggled. ‘Maybe, just maybe I could convince him!’


  Taking a bite from her apple, she thought about whether she might be able to persuade her father to bid for Ripple. She felt that at least it was worth a try, but she knew he would take some convincing!


  Suzy knew her father adored her. When she was two years old she had become seriously ill, and had been admitted to the emergency ward at the hospital. Andrew, her father, had been the doctor on duty at the time, and the shock of seeing his young daughter on respirators and fighting for her life had frightened him badly. He had never really recovered, and was always concerned about her health. Over the years her asthma and allergies had never been bad enough to force a readmittance to hospital, but tests had revealed that the main cause of her allergies was horse-hair. An inhaler was now never far from Suzy’s reach, and this enabled her to have some contact with horses.


  With the apple core in her hand, Suzy turned her attention back to the palomino.


  ‘You’re a pretty girl, aren’t you?’ she whispered. The mare didn’t look up; she just kept munching on her hay. Suzy watched closely as the mare delicately separated the hay with her muzzle and picked the sweetest clover from it. She noticed, too, how relaxed she seemed after the ordeal of being brought down from the high country. Suzy leant over and stretched her arm between the rails, offering the mare her apple core. The horse stopped eating, looked at Suzy’s hand, then slowly reached towards it.


  ‘You must like apple, girl. All horses love apples!’


  Suzy giggled as she held out the apple core in the palm of her hand. The mare sniffed, then cautiously scooped it up with her soft lips. She tossed it around in her mouth, as if she was eating a hot potato that was burning her, then flicked her head and spat it out.


  Suzy laughed. ‘You’re not used to titbits, are you? Not like the spoilt horses at Jasmine Farm.’


  Jasmine Farm was where Alexa lived with her parents; her mum bred horses and sometimes looked after them for other people. It reminded Suzy of Rose Cottage, where she had lived with her parents before her mother died. Following April’s death, Andrew had sold the cottage. He had decided to base his medical practice at home, and living in town made it easier to find a place that suited his needs. Town living also made it easier to find a housekeeper to fit in with school hours and care for Suzy.


  Andrew had bought a new apartment, with an office and


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  HORSE TRANSLATOR


  This Horse Translator relates to the contents and text in the White Cloud Station books.


  If there are any terms that you require to know about, or would like to add, please go to www.whitecloudstation.com


  
    
      	
        Agistment

      

      	
        Livery; Horse boarding; Pasture boarding

      
    


    
      	
        B.H.S.I.

      

      	
        British Horse Society Instructor

      
    


    
      	
        Barefoot

      

      	
        Unshod; Does not wear shoes

      
    


    
      	
        Barn

      

      	
        A large building where horses live indoors (in loose boxes)

      
    


    
      	
        Chestnut

      

      	
        Sorrel

      
    


    
      	
        Colt

      

      	
        A young male horse under 4 years old

      
    


    
      	
        Cross-country course

      

      	
        A jumping course of around 1-2 miles long, comprising of fixed and solid obstacles for horses to jump, more often is set up in open fields and forest

      
    


    
      	
        Cross-country fences (jumps)

      

      	
        Obstacles, that horses jump over, mostly built out of natural materials

      
    


    
      	
        D, C, B, and A Certificates

      

      	
        Certificates run under the New Zealand Pony Club curriculum

      
    


    
      	
        Doona rug

      

      	
        Indoor stable rug/blanket

      
    


    
      	
        Eventing

      

      	
        An event run over 1-3 days, consisting of dressage, cross-country, and show-jumping phases. Also known as horse trials. A combination (horse and rider) competes in the 3 disciplines

      
    


    
      	
        Filly

      

      	
        A young female horse normally under 4 years old

      
    


    
      	
        Foal

      

      	
        Male or female horse under one year old

      
    


    
      	
        Gelding

      

      	
        Castrated adult male horse

      
    


    
      	
        Gumboots

      

      	
        Rubber boots; Wellingtons; Rain boots; Mud boots

      
    


    
      	
        Halter

      

      	
        Head collar

      
    


    
      	
        Hand gallop

      

      	
        A controlled fast canter or gallop; A ground covering stride in a show horse/hunter competition

      
    


    
      	
        Hands high

      

      	
        A measurement of a horse’s height. A hand equals 4 inches

      
    


    
      	
        High country station

      

      	
        A large ranch near the mountains, where there are cattle, sheep, and sometimes has wild animals roaming

      
    


    
      	
        Horse coach

      

      	
        A purpose built (luxury) truck, with living accommodation, used for transporting horses (normally to horse shows)

      
    


    
      	
        Horse cover

      

      	
        Horse rug; Stable rug; Outdoor blanket with waterproof outer for protection from the weather

      
    


    
      	
        Horse float

      

      	
        Horse trailer

      
    


    
      	
        Horse rug

      

      	
        Stable rug; blanket

      
    


    
      	
        Horse Trials

      

      	
        An event run over 1-3 days, consisting of dressage, cross-country, and show-jumping phases. Also known as eventing. A combination (of horse and rider) competes in the 3 disciplines

      
    


    
      	
        Horse truck

      

      	
        Horse lorry; Horse transporter

      
    


    
      	
        Hunter

      

      	
        A heavier type of horse often of Irish decent

      
    


    
      	
        Lead-rein class

      

      	
        A pony with a young rider who is lead by a handler at a horse show

      
    


    
      	
        Loose box

      

      	
        Stable; Stall in a barn where a horse can move around and sleep comfortably

      
    


    
      	
        Mare

      

      	
        Female adult horse

      
    


    
      	
        Musterer

      

      	
        Stockman

      
    


    
      	
        O.D.E.

      

      	
        A one-day event, consisting of dressage, cross-country and show-jumping. Also known as eventing.

      
    


    
      	
        One-day event

      

      	
        A day’s competition consisting of dressage, cross­country and show-jumping

      
    


    
      	
        Paddock

      

      	
        Pasture; Field

      
    


    
      	
        Pen

      

      	
        Corral; Yard

      
    


    
      	
        Saddle Hunter

      

      	
        A show competition where horses are shown on the flat, and are not required to jump. A Hunter has more bone and substance than a Show Hack

      
    


    
      	
        Show Hack

      

      	
        A particular type of ridden horse exhibited at a horse show. Normally over 148 cm (or over 14.3 hands) and judged on conformation, manners and movement

      
    


    
      	
        Show Horse

      

      	
        A horse shown in the ring and judged on its conformation, manners and movement. A show hack may sometimes be known as a show horse

      
    


    
      	
        Stable block/Stables

      

      	
        A barn with loose boxes; Equestrian building where horses live in separate areas

      
    


    
      	
        Standardbred

      

      	
        A breed of horse for harness racing

      
    


    
      	
        Starting

      

      	
        A gentle method of breaking in a horse; Training a horse to wear a bridle, saddle and carry a rider

      
    


    
      	
        Station

      

      	
        Ranch

      
    


    
      	
        Stationbred horse

      

      	
        A horse bred on a station, of high quality

      
    


    
      	
        Stockman

      

      	
        Wrangler; Cowboy; Ranch hand

      
    


    
      	
        Tack room

      

      	
        Saddle room

      
    


    
      	
        Thoroughbred

      

      	
        A breed of horse for racing (at a gallop)

      
    


    
      	
        Warmblood

      

      	
        Middle weight horses primarily originating in Europe

      
    


    
      	
        White Cloud Stationbred

      

      	
        A horse born at White Cloud Station of high quality

      
    


    
      	
        Wild horses

      

      	
        Mustangs

      
    


    
      	
        Yard

      

      	
        Corral; Pen

      
    


    
      	
        Yearling

      

      	
        Male or female horse that is one year old and under two
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