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Hi this is Trudy, the author of WILD HORSE COUNTRY

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

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

White Cloud Station Series
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Join Suzy, Alexa and Lucy and their White Cloud Stationbreds. A love of horses, friendship, and adventure are the key elements of this series, which combines great storytelling with an in-depth knowledge of horses and horsemanship.

www.whitecloudstation.com 
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Join the Club

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. 
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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
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“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
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“Ripple was so addictive I just couldn’t put it down!”  Caprice
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“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
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“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
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“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”
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“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
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“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
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“I love the White Cloud Station books! I’ve read all 6 of them about 10 times!” Maddie
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Part 1

Wild Horses
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1. Sunrise
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The birdsong woke Lucy and Alexa as they lay snoozing in the tent. With all the excitement they hadn’t slept much during the night. Morning had felt like it would never come, but here it was, introduced by the birds.

‘Cynthia said to join the round-up team at 6.30 up at the big house,’ mumbled a sleepy Alexa, rubbing her eyes. She sat up, leaned forward and tucked her long hair behind her ears as she unzipped the tent door. She let out a hearty yawn that more than likely woke the other campers. She inhaled the comforting and familiar smell of horse. It reminded her of the auction at White Cloud Station last year when she and her two best friends Lucy and Suzy had camped out under the stars, with the smell of horses in the air, and no school to think about. She gazed around, remembering how excited she’d felt buying her own White Cloud horse. Today is going to be the most awesome day of my life, she thought. Today I ride my own wild horse into the ranges.

‘Yay, beats tinned baked beans on toast, our usual campsite food,’ Lucy yawned. ‘Well, what sort of day is it here at White Cloud Station today, Alexa?’ Lucy wiggled out of her sleeping bag and rummaged around the small tent for the riding clothes she’d put aside especially for the round-up of the wild horses today.

Alexa laughed. ‘Your hair looks like a bird’s nest.’

‘Alexa,’ Lucy frowned. ‘Give me a chance. I’ve just woken up . . . Gosh, you’re dressed already.’

‘Yes, well, half-dressed. I can’t wait! The sun’s not up yet, but going by the glow over the mountains I’d say we’re about to have an awesome sunrise.’ Alexa stood up and zipped up her jodhpurs then pulled her White Cloud Station teeshirt over her head. ‘I hope our horses have rested well, ready for the big trek. After all, they’re in a strange place.’

‘I’m sure they would have,’ Lucy replied. ‘It’s so peaceful here and besides, they’ve returned home, remember?’ She was wearing her Wrangler jeans and was also wearing her Team White Cloud teeshirt. ‘Now,’ she said, admiring the shirt, ‘this makes me official.’

‘Oh, silly me,’ Alexa said. ‘Duh, of course the horses are back home at White Cloud Station.’ Alexa pulled her long black hair into a ponytail and checked her make-up in the tiny mirror hanging from the tent pole. ‘Yum, breakfast. I’m starved.’

‘How can you eat? I’m too excited. I’ve got butterflies,’ said Lucy, pulling her hair into a bun. ‘Do I look okay?’ 

Alexa rolled her made-up eyes. ‘You look swish.’

‘You’re wearing make-up?’ Lucy exclaimed. ‘It’s a trek into the mountains, Alexa, not a trip to the shopping mall.’

‘So?’ Alexa snorted. ‘Now, c’mon, I’m really very hungry. Let’s get up to the house for some good country food with a heap of cowboys. Yeeha!’

They skipped up to the house, laughing and clowning as they went. Spirits were high and they couldn’t wait to see their best friend, Suzy.

‘I bet Suzy had a good night’s sleep at the big house,’ Alexa stated. ‘Miss High Society living at the manor.’ 

Lucy laughed and joined in. ‘Yes, Madam will be enjoying herself at the big house . . . but thinking about it, she does, like, seem kind of at home here, doesn’t she?’

‘How do you mean?’ asked Alexa, refastening the chain around the gatepost. ‘Are you saying she likes it up here at White Cloud Station much more than Jasmine Farm?’

‘No,’ Lucy shrugged her shoulders and looked back over towards the barn. ‘All I’m meaning is that she’s kind of . . . become, like, part of the Phillips family . . . almost.’

‘Mmm,’ agreed Alexa as they crunched along the gravel path to the homestead. ‘But she’ll never leave us, we’ll always be together, us three.’

‘Yeah, I know. Friends forever,’ said Lucy with a smile. ‘Are you sure Mike’s feeding the horses this morning, Alexa?’

‘Yes, most definitely. They’ll already be fed. Best we get inside for the briefing.’

This was going to be a fantastic end to the three girls’ summer holiday. They were happy to be back at White Cloud and they were more than excited about heading into the mountain ranges with the round-up team this morning. As Lucy and Alexa walked up the steps to the back porch of the homestead they heard a helicopter hovering nearby.

‘Heck, listen to that. Good thing the horses are used to choppers,’ Alexa said, taking off her boots and adding them to a line of others neatly placed in a row beside the step.

‘Yeah, that must be Mitchell leaving,’ replied Lucy. The noise of the spinning rotor blades echoed around the valley as the helicopter flew up and over the homestead and headed back to Mitchell’s base at Mountain View Village airfield. Mitchell was a friend of the Phillips family and often landed at the homestead for some of Cynthia’s delicious baking. Not only did he fly his own helicopter; he was also the skilled pilot for the Mount White Cloud Rescue Helicopter. He was well respected in the area, too, as he set up the funding project for the rescue helicopter.

Cynthia was busy cooking and greeted the girls as they came through the door. ‘Hi, Alexa. Hi, Lucy. Sleep okay?’

‘Fine, thanks.’ Lucy sat down beside Suzy who was already at the table with Mike and several members of the team.

Suzy felt proud to be wearing her official White Cloud Round-up teeshirt. She had on her favourite old sticky-butt jodhpurs, the ones with the worn kneepads that she couldn’t bear to throw out. They brought her good luck, she believed. She just had to wear them today. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was pulled back in a high ponytail and her blue eyes sparkled as she spoke, ‘I tossed and turned all night. This is sooo exciting! Coffee anyone?’ She leaned over and arranged the mugs.

‘See what I mean?’ whispered Lucy. ‘She’s like part of the household.’

‘Shhh,’ whispered Alexa, kicking Lucy in the shin.

‘Yes, coffee sounds great. It might wake me up a bit,’ Alexa said as she sat down at the table opposite Mike and Sam. Sam smiled at Alexa and she thought how cute his grin was. He was such a serious little eleven-year-old when I first met him at the beach, she thought. Maybe it’s because Suzy bought him his own White Cloud wild horse . . . or maybe it’s just being up here in this cool place. She had noticed how he followed Mike around, watching and learning his way of working with horses, and doing other farm duties. Sam was making the most of his last two weeks at White Cloud before returning to boarding school. Alexa reached over and gently pulled Sam’s ear. ‘So what do you have planned today, young Sam?’

‘I,’ he replied, crunching on his toast, ‘have lots of important jobs to do while you guys are away.’

‘Important, huh?’ Alexa smothered her toast with margarine and manuka honey. ‘Like what exactly, Sam the you-can’t-do-without-me man?’

‘I have chickens to feed and eggs to collect and I have to ride down to the letterbox on Bubbles and collect the mail and I have to help Ron with the visitors as they arrive for the horse auction.’ He carried on chomping his toast.

‘Bacon, sausages and eggs for you, Lucy?’ Suzy was now helping Cynthia dish up the food. ‘And no sausages or bacon, for you, Alexa?’ Alexa nodded and Suzy dished up the plates of food. ‘I reckon I’ve eaten twice as much since I’ve been up here and I haven’t put on weight. Must be all the good country air and riding.’ She chuckled to herself.

‘Now, you go and sit down and eat, Suzy,’ said Cynthia. ‘You need to have a good hearty breakfast. Besides, you don’t have to help with the cooking. You’re part of “the team”.’

‘Oh yeah, so I am.’ She giggled, shrugged her shoulders and nudged her way in between her best friends. She looked at Alexa on her right and then Lucy. ‘Wild, huh?’

In between dishing up the breakfasts, Cynthia pointed with her spoon. ‘Now, over there on the bench are packed lunches and a small pack of supplies for each of you, so grab a pack as you leave. You’ll be staying in the old hut tonight. We call it Musterer’s Hut and it’s just past Koru Falls. Mike will explain the ins and outs.’ She continued serving up the breakfast. ‘Mitchell flew the chopper in and dropped off supplies earlier in the week, including horse feed, so you won’t need to worry about having enough food for yourselves or your horses. In fact he’s heading up soon with another drop so don’t be alarmed when you see him flying over again today. You probably remember Mitchell. He flew tourists in and out at auction time last year. He’ll be doing the same this weekend too.’

The girls nodded, but last year they’d actually been far too busy choosing horses, and focusing on everything of an equine nature to have noticed a helicopter. Suzy didn’t particularly remember Mitchell flying tourists in and out, but she did remember the provisions she’d come across at the old hut the time she got lost in the hills behind the home- stead. Ah, she thought. So that’s the hut we’ll all be staying at tonight. Her thoughts travelled to the arched rock and the place only she knew about where she’d found Wave and her foal. Maybe one day she’d tell the girls about the secret place, but for now . . . Her thoughts were interrupted by Mike’s announcement.

‘Excuse me, everyone. If I can have your attention please,’ he said. ‘Firstly I’d like to thank you all for coming along this year and being part of the team. Secondly, for those of you who are new, we break the team into groups and each group has a group leader.’

Mike sipped his coffee and Suzy noticed how serious he was as he continued. ‘Safety is paramount: for our horses, the wild horses and also for us. We don’t take undue risks and at all times we follow our group leader’s instructions.’ He stood up and picked up a box from the sideboard. Placing it on the table he pulled out a small plastic pack and some maps. ‘Riding into the ranges is great fun, but is never taken lightly. Each of your groups will be issued with one of these and one member will be responsible for carrying their group’s beacon.’

‘What is it?’ Alexa reached out. ‘I’ll carry ours!’

‘This is a GPS locator beacon,’ Mike replied, handing it to Alexa. ‘This is used in the unlikely event of an emergency. Mitchell has tracking facilities at his airfield at Mountain View Village. Should this device be activated, he can locate the beacon within 100 square metres from where the signal is coming from.’

The girls raised their eyebrows and looked at each other. Lucy asked, ‘Like, how dangerous is it up there, Mike?’

Mike smiled. ‘You’ll be fine. As I said, this is just in the unlikely event of an accident. In all the years of the round-up, nothing major has ever gone wrong.’

He handed out the other beacons and continued. ‘Here are the maps if you want to take a look, but I’ll run you through the plan for new riders, those of you who haven’t been before.’ They passed the maps around the table.

Alexa nudged Suzy, who was sitting beside her, in the ribs. ‘That’s us!’

‘Ouch,’ Suzy gasped as she nearly choked on her sausage. The elbow seemed to come from out of nowhere. ‘There might be other new members in the team besides us.’ Sometimes Alexa annoyed her the way she presumed she was the only important person in the world.

‘Now,’ continued Mike, ‘the route we’ll be taking means it’s a good day’s ride to Koru Falls. There’ll be plenty of time for relaxing tonight. Food is already at the hut and we will be assigned our tasks like cooking, watering horses and so on when we arrive. Time permitting, we may be able to stop off at the waterfall on the way for a swim, so take your swimming gear guys, oh, and ladies too, of course!’

Suzy was thrilled he mentioned swimming. She would have time to run back upstairs and throw on her bikini under her riding clothes.

Mike summed up by saying, ‘I’m not sure how many herds we’ll find this year. Each year it varies. The main thing to keep in mind is that the wild horses are not to be unduly stressed. These horses aren’t used to helicopters and this is why we still choose to round them up on horseback. Helicopters can often cause the herds to become mixed and the herd hierarchy becomes non-existent when several stallions and groups come together. Too stressful for them. On horseback we can separate them more quietly, by comparison. Not that it’s going to be quiet up there, guys!’

The girls looked at each other. Alexa raised her eyebrows and bit on a nail. Mike noticed and laughed. ‘You’ll love it up there, it’s awesome! Mother Nature at her best.’ He smiled proudly. ‘The water is so pure you can drink from the spring near Musterer’s Hut.’ He looked at the girls. ‘It will all be quite an experience, I can tell you. You’ll be roughing it a bit, but you’ll be in great company. I know by the reaction of others on their first visit there that they were blown away with the feel of the place. The group leaders will identify and separate out the older horses and select the ones they want to bring back for the auction. It’s our policy to leave the mares and foals in the ranges. What we want are the older horses – they’re normally in their own bands. We especially want the bachelor bands.’ Mike stood up. ‘Let’s get this show on the road, ladies and gentlemen!’

Lucy looked at Suzy and gestured by putting her hand over her mouth. Suzy answered by raising her eyebrows.

Alexa stood up and banged her hands on the table. ‘Yup, let’s do it, let’s go find the wild horses!’

‘Not just any wild horses,’ added Suzy, ‘the wild horses of White Cloud Station!’

The girls managed to control their excitement until they reached the back porch and then collapsed into shrieks and giggles. The prospect of finally being part of a round-up was far too exciting for the girls to remain controlled and sensible.

Once they’d recovered, they walked briskly, arms interlinked, towards the stable block. The sun rose above the hills at the side of the big house, its pinkish-red rays welcoming them to this exciting new day.

‘Uh-oh,’ announced Alexa. ‘Red sky in the morning, shepherd’s warning. That’s what they say up here, isn’t it?’

‘Alexa, what sort of warning?’ asked Lucy, her eyes large, as she looked up at the red sky.

‘Rain or something, I guess,’ replied Alexa. ‘Hey, loosen up, Lucepuse. I’m teasing you. Don’t get so worried. Think of this as an adventure!’ 

‘Yes I know it is, it’s—’

Suzy interrupted, ‘– going to be an action-packed adventure with beautiful weather! You’re not having second thoughts about riding into the mountains, are you, Lucy?’

‘Me? Never!’ replied Lucy, a little too quickly.
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