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He was a thoroughbred racehorse,

	training and racing in pursuit of men’s fortunes

	and chasing visions he could not define.

	But he was something more.

	Somewhere in the deep canyons of his subconscious

	was a memory thrashing its way to the surface,

	torturing him, refusing to let him rest.

	The memory of what he had once been.

	A man…

	And what he must expose.

	A cruel insurance fraud and his own murder.
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	PART I

	 

	THE AWAKENING

	 

	 

	“Reality is not only stranger than we conceive

	but stranger than we can conceive.”

	—J. B. S. Haldane, biologist

	 

	 

	“Toto, I’ve a feeling we’re not in Kansas anymore.”

	—Dorothy, The Wizard of Oz

	 


Chapter 1

	Yes, I am a horse, but not the one you were after. While you lay there unconscious from a well-placed kick, I am able to touch your mind with my own. You will know the whole truth of how and why this happened as part of what some call karma. Whether it will do any good to make you confess and implicate the others is all up to fate.

	Among my first memories in this new life was the gentle warmth of the early spring sun beating against my eyelids, softly demanding that I not take a nap on such a nice day. Such days were for exploring and generally enjoying the outdoors. The distant calls of birds, the delicious smells of sweet grass and clover all faded from my consciousness. I began to drift. Sleep brought dreams that allowed the conflict to erupt to the surface again. But this time there came a clue.

	I never knew he was there in the dark file room until I was grabbed from behind. We scuffled. I was hit hard on the side of my head. Dazed, I fell. The flashlight dropped from my hand. I never saw his face. The needle punctured my neck in an instant and found the jugular easily. There was a spreading cold sensation coursing through my veins, a suffocating, growing blackness within the dark room, but no pain, just terror. In falling, I reached out. My hand hit something hard—a file cabinet. I couldn’t breathe. My pounding heart fluttered and slowed. No! Not me! Not now! I have to find the necropsy reports…the…evidence…

	Then all was total blackness.

	Suddenly, my consciousness was floating above my body. In the dim light through the drawn window blinds I saw a shadowy, burly man bending over me. He touched my neck, searching for a pulse. Then he dragged my body to a dark lab. I was angry and terrified, but a feeling of relief began seeping into me like some powerful drug. Something was pulling at me, but I fought it. I had to find the…what? I was aware of being bathed in a light that slowly increased in intensity. In the lab, I watched him carefully place the hypodermic in my hand, pull off his rubber gloves, tuck them in his pocket, and leave. I never saw who he was. The light never revealed him.

	The light grew powerful and commanding yet loving. I was drawn into it like a moth to a flame. The terror melted. I felt safe. I felt warm. The light engulfed me. Nothing mattered at that point. There was an intoxicating feeling of peace.

	The light faded. I was pulled away. The blackness returned.

	I still felt safe. I was warm and comfortable. Inside me and all around, a muffled, comforting, rhythmic thudding noise sounded. A heartbeat. Other muffled sounds floated in, which were a mystery. I was floating. The softness everywhere was pleasant. When I stretched, I became aware of being encased in a life-giving fluid. A dim memory stirred. I was in my mother’s womb.

	The time came, as it always does in the natural course of things, when growth demanded change. A sudden brutal contraction squeezed me. I was being torn free of my dark nest, nearly crushed as I was pushed in the long, convulsing journey down a tunnel toward the harsh cold of a new world. I tried to resist, tried to reach out to hold on. I wanted to remain in the comforting soft darkness. I’d known the waiting outside world before. I did not like it. Let me stay, my mind screamed. To float in the nothingness of limbo is far more pleasant.

	But the forces of life were much stronger than me. Death had once been stronger, and I had accepted it. Now I was quickly losing out to life. Somehow, I knew this would be a far more terrifying experience.

	There was a muffled noise, almost a growl, yet different. It was a human voice! I knew it from the time before. But how? The new reality would find me quickly enough, I was sure.

	The crushing waves of contractions pushed me faster. My head was thrust through a last constricted spot, my chin resting on my arms.

	“Here it comes,” a muffled voice said. I could understand the words. Not just their general tone, but the actual words themselves.

	I was aware of light. Something translucent still covered my eyes.

	Suddenly, I was free of the warmth. The shroud was ripped away. Something rough yet soft gently washed the birth fluids from me. When I opened my sticky eyes, I dimly glimpsed my forearms, but they were not right. Stretched out in front of me were the thin, black, knobby-kneed, bony legs of a foal. A mare’s huge muzzle was licking my face dry.

	“A fine colt, Mr. Hawthorn,” said a deep voice somewhere behind me.

	I hadn’t the strength to turn and look. The world was so bright and my vision so fuzzy at the moment, I would not have seen very much anyway. In shock, I just lay there in a thick bed of straw, wet, humbled, and vulnerable.

	Reborn.

	Reborn a horse.
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	I screamed out in protest, and the screaming woke me. Well, it was more of a squeal, the loudest noise I could make in this new body.

	The spring day was back. I was on my side in the fragrant green grass of a half-acre paddock. On each side were three identical paddocks, all occupied by brood mares and their new foals.

	Unlike my fellow creatures, I took some comfort in the strange fact I could see in the full spectrum of colors. This substantiated my previous existence and was the one straw I hung onto in a sea of confused identities.

	A grazing chestnut mare stood close by, towering over me. From my viewpoint she was all belly and legs. My mother. Grass hanging from the corners of her mouth, she looked at me, startled and concerned. In a flash, our minds communicated. I was finding out fast that all creatures have a mental link with their own species as well as others. They did not go through life just relying on sounds, scents, and body language.

	“You all right?” The words came gently into my thoughts.

	“I dreamed I fell,” I lied, but she did not catch it. A week-old colt was not supposed to be capable of lying, and even adults had little need of it. Lying was more of a human trait that broke through so early in my development.

	I felt my head would explode with the new revelation of that dream. My mind was that of a man. I wasn’t a horse. I was a man, and I wanted to scream it from the highest hill. For some reason, I had been killed, then became trapped in a horse’s body. How? Why?

	Still in shock, I tried to think of a logical explanation. My thoughts went spinning off, jumbled in science, the knowledge of which I must have had in that past life. Was I the result of some experiment? Had a human brain or that part of it responsible for thought and personality been transplanted into a horse? More alien thoughts drifted up out of nowhere. There was research going on delving into the secrets of the brain and how to get it to repair itself by introducing healthy cells. I struggled to bring up thoughts of my previous life as a man, but any further mental pictures slid away before taking full form. The gruesome brain operation theory died quickly. Not only did the technology not yet exist, but I remembered being born in my dream. Could that have been merely an illusion? Maybe a drug-induced hallucination or computer virtual reality? If so, I would be in a well-equipped laboratory under constant surveillance, wired to computer monitors, not free in a paddock.

	Mercifully, the answers evaded me. There was an explanation of all this, whether logical or insane, and I would get to the root of it. The mystery gave me resolve and saved my shredded sanity.

	It’s strange now to reflect on how logically I began to think that morning, how I held the mind-bending discovery in check. But shock can have a numbing effect on sensitive brain cells. It can switch on a self-protective mechanism so that you can think about the most terrifying circumstance in cold, clinical terms.

	I couldn’t force my mind to give up all its dormant secrets yet. It would have been impossible, anyway. The equine brain was too new, still developing. I knew I had no choice but to give my mind time to allow fragments to form a whole by searching out clues in the everyday life of this new existence. Of course, I could have just given up and allowed the equine part to take over completely. However, even at that early point, I vaguely sensed something of extreme importance, not just to myself, but to others both equine and human.

	 


Chapter 2

	I know my thoughts are reaching you. I can tell by the twitch of your face muscles as you lay there in the stall bedding of sawdust. You probably don’t believe a word of this and will brush it off as a bad dream caused by the pizza you ate for dinner that I smell on you, but just listen a while. If you weren’t after my friend, you would never have run into me at this track. Besides, in your condition you won’t be going anywhere for a while. I ask only that you suspend your prejudices and religious beliefs about life after life for a time before dawn, when they will find you. Time will mean nothing, for time is a man-made concept that metaphysics has broken. When I’m finished, you can make up your own mind. You may learn something before they come for you. Then again, you may not.

	Learning to be a horse was difficult.

	One thing that I hated right away was that people were always making you wear things that proved they were the masters. I hated the halter from the moment the light hemp one was put on my head the day after birth. It made me feel like a damn slave. It gave people something to grab and drag me around with when I preferred to be free. But I was too little to make an effective protest. Oh, I bucked, but the groom, a real muscle-bound black jock with hair in short dreadlocks, just laughed, grabbed me gently, and slipped the halter on me. My mother stood there watching and did nothing. I tried to rub it off on her, the wall of our box stall, and even the water bucket, but it all proved to be a big waste of energy.

	Not long after that, my upper lip was given a rub of a foul-tasting substance, then a painful clamp in a metal instrument full of sharp needles. I learned much later that it was an identification number tattooed on all racehorses to prevent illegal substitutions. Like worming and vaccinations, tattooing was just another of many traumatic experiences I had growing up.

	Other things took getting used to, too, like vision and the heightened senses of smell and hearing. As I mentioned before, I had retained the human ability to see color. However, my field of vision had increased due to my eyes being wider set than before. I found myself able to see things well beyond normal peripheral vision and was very sensitive to any movement. White objects stood out like neon signs. When I turned my head to view anything from one eye then the other, the object seemed to jump. The effect was startling.

	Hearing was acute to the point of almost overwhelming. What was a mere slamming of a difficult tack room door to a groom was to me as loud as a gunshot. I never did like rock music and liked it even less when the stable boy listened to music blaring from the radio while he mucked out the stalls in our section of the stable. To me, it sounded as if the damn band was right in the barn with amplifiers on full. It took a while for me to learn to block some of this out.

	My new sense of smell was the most reliable, especially when reading people. Where I once recognized a friend by facial features, I now would know them by scent alone and did not even have to see them. Everyone has their own scent as individual as a fingerprint. It is a mixture of what they last ate, soap, perfume, state of health, where they were last, emotional state, and gender. People also smell of kindness or cruelty in varying degrees, which are sometimes mixed. I can only describe it as a sweetness or bitterness. It probably has to do with some strange body chemistry.

	The superjock who took care of us in our section of the barn was the first human I got to know well with my nose. He always smelled of greasy French fries and hamburgers or cold cuts as well as nicotine. He smoked but never in the barn. Most importantly, he smelled more of kindness. I noticed all the other horses trusted him. He always had a nice word for everyone. Even the barn cats followed him on occasion and got a head scratching or leftovers for their efforts. I later found out that if a cat liked someone, that person could be trusted. I learned from my mother that the groom’s name was Beau.

	I spent the first week of life in the barn and out in the half-acre grass paddock adjoining our stall. Most of the time, I was occupied with exploring a world that seemed strangely familiar yet now seemed so different. It was like awakening from amnesia. I was reduced to poking my nose against things or tasting them by biting, since I had no hands for touching. It frustrated me terribly.

	Beau was amused by this. To keep me from fearing new objects, he took special care to introduce me to them, often with comical results. Every day he brushed down my mother, tying her in the passage between the stalls, with me right by her side. He showed me the brush before trying it on me. I nosed it. Startled by the prickle of the bristles, I pulled away. Then I bit it, which sent him into spasms of laughter. But when he used it on me, it felt great. Then he played a strange game of picking up each of my hooves in turn, saying, “Let’s have a look at those pretty little feet.” From there he went back to my mother and cleaned each of her hooves with a hoof pick.

	My mother must have thought me very strange when it came to elimination habits the first few days. The very human notion of privacy had remained with me. When I had to go, I made a dash for the stall and used one corner.

	The warning of impending urination embarrassed me most of all in those early days, when the urge caused the dropping of my penis like a limp hose from the sheath where it normally remained hidden. The organ of a sexually aroused grown stallion stiffened and grew to approximately the same size as a baseball bat. It put to shame any human male fantasy and endlessly fascinated psychologists, who insist it is the root of all young girls’ infatuation with horses. It took me a week to get over being self-conscious to the point I’d use the paddock for a toilet. I was lucky no one noticed my strange behavior, except maybe Beau when he cleaned our stall.

	Training foals to work started very early. Total obedience was demanded, for we would all quickly grow to a size and weight too dangerous to be around if not properly socialized. With it, I hoped more clues would break free from my subconscious.

	During my second week of life, halter training started in a very sneaky way. I was fitted with a leather halter. Every day Beau would walk my mother on a rope attached to her halter. He took her out of our stable and followed a dirt road which went the long way around our paddock. I would follow with a woman who smelled of flowers and had hair the same chestnut color as my mother. She put a short rope on the ring of my halter under my chin and walked alongside of me, talking in a quiet voice. Though she smelled of kindness, I did not quite trust her and walked in choppy little steps. Once I made a lunge for my mother, but this woman pulled lightly on the rope to restrain me and stroked my neck. That was not so bad. I felt even better when we reached our paddock far gate, where she unsnapped the rope and let me run with my mother.

	Later when it was time to go back to the barn for feeding, we took the long way again. My mother was led ahead of me, but Beau stopped her several times. The woman with me pulled back on my rope. I felt pressure on my rope and stopped. My mother was started forward again. The woman did not wait for me to react. She tugged forward on the rope, putting pressure on the headstall of the halter behind my ears, but I did not need this hint to follow my mother. I went because I wanted to go. In the stall, my mother told me this woman was called Bonnie and that she was an assistant trainer, but nothing more.

	The next step really freaked me out. The following day we went through the same routine on the way out of the barn. But when it was time to go back, Bonnie held me in check while Beau led my mother away. I couldn’t stand it. I pulled back, trying to get the rope from Bonnie’s hands, and reared. I wanted none of this being treated like a captive. The thought of being taken away from my mother was earth-shattering. All thoughts of my quest dried up like a puddle of rainwater. Bonnie firmly pulled on my rope and quickly got my temper tantrum under control. It was then I noticed Beau had stopped and was waiting with my mother. Bonnie held me back, forcing me to walk behind her.

	The next day all was repeated but with a distressing twist. Beau did not lead my mother ahead of me. I was led away from her, with Beau behind me pushing, in an attempt to push me away from her. I freaked again, rearing and plunging. Bonnie spoke gently, putting firm pressure on the rope. I was too upset to pay attention to her words. We stopped at the gate. Beau brought my mother over, and we walked in peace back to the barn.

	That night my mother broke her silence. “You will soon learn you will never have your way with these two-legged ones who call themselves people,” she began, annoyed by my behavior. “It is time I tell you what I know of them and what they expect of us.”

	I drew close to her shoulder so I would not miss anything.

	“You will find that they change their skin, for it is not alive except for their faces and hands. Like us, they have two genders, and their little ones are called children or kids. They learned to walk on two legs long after our kind appeared on the Earth, yet they feel superior to all living things.” She turned her great head toward me and nuzzled my forehead. “The most frightening thing about them is they have the power to destroy all living things, even those larger than themselves. That and only that make them masters of all the beasts and even the grasses and trees.”

	That thought chilled me to the bone. My mind pushed through a question. “Why are we here?” With that question something else began to churn in the dark recesses of my developing intellect.

	She drew herself up proudly. “We are thoroughbred racehorses. We are special to them. We make them a thing called money, a thing they value more than anything but life. To do this thing we must run.”

	“Run? That’s easy.” I made a move to show her, but the box stall was not roomy enough. So, I stopped myself, which was hard, because running was fun. A foal could run an hour after birth and would take flight at the least provocation. It came from being a prey animal, the human part of my brain noted.

	My mother shook her head, tossing her long, strawberry blonde mane. “Running is easy, yes. But you must learn to carry a man on your back and run in a great circle with other horses in a field called a track. You must beat all the others to a thing called a finish line that you cannot see. Some of us enjoy this work. Others suffer painful injuries due to overwork. Some make it through training only to break down on the track. Many of these are never seen around the barns again. Most of us believe the two-legged ones have sent them back to the Wise One Above.” She paused, and I sensed a great sadness. “We have delicate bone and muscle that take time to grow. Some people want money so badly that they work us beyond our endurance. For those who do well, the rewards are great—a pampered life with many friends, good food, and regular sex, a pleasurable thing you will not know for some time to come.”

	At that moment, her thoughts awakened a glimmer of recognition in the back of my mind. All she spoke of suddenly started to sound familiar. Had I been somehow involved in all this as a man? The thought flashed through like a brilliant butterfly, teased me, then vanished.

	In those very early days, I pressed her often about her past, hoping in some way it would reveal more of my own. I learned she was the great-great-granddaughter of Bold Ruler. Her name was Leading Lady, and she had lived up to that name. With an inner fire in her soft brown eyes, she related how out of twenty starts she came in first eight times, placed six times, and lost the rest. A bone chip in her right foreleg kept her from the Kentucky Derby. She was retired and bought by this farm as a broodmare and had five other foals besides me. They were all racing.

	She mentioned my father only briefly. He was a dark steel gray with a narrow white blaze. His name was Disco Magic, and he was related to Native Dancer. All she knew of him was what she learned in an exchange of thoughts during their very brief face-to-face introduction supervised by the breeding managers before he was allowed to mount her. He had come in first in eight of ten races and second in the Kentucky Derby before pulling a ligament, which forced an early retirement to a stud farm. She never dwelled on her past trysts. But she did give the impression she expected great things from me and, most importantly of all, ingrained in me that my fate was in the hands of people.

	The following months were full of constant exploring. My sheltered world expanded to a larger pasture where I was taken every day to run with other foals my age. I got to know them and became good friends with most.

	Seven of us and our mothers shared the pasture. None of us had been given names. To keep track of each other, we gave ourselves nicknames. They were usually short names that came about from a prominent physical feature or personality trait. There was a small bay colt, Sneezie, who always sneezed after rolling in grass, a sorrel filly we called Star for the white spot on her forehead, a bay filly, Rabbit, for the way she jumped into a run, Blaze, a brown colt named for the wide blaze on his face, Bumper, a chestnut colt named for the way he liked to shoulder aside anyone in play, a chestnut filly, Wheezie, for the way she snored in her sleep, and finally, me, who they called Dreamer. Seems I thought a lot and sometimes did not pay attention when they invited me to a friendly game of tag.

	Of all the foals, Bumper was the biggest pain in the butt. It had a literal meaning for most of us. Bumper took great pleasure in nipping us on our rumps every chance he got. With the colts, he tried to show he was leader by pushing us around in neck wrestling matches which he usually finished with a nip. He was the oldest of us and had the advantage of a little more strength as well as weight. Plus, he had a bullying attitude that was nothing but trouble. The son of Caesar’s Pet, the horse that beat my father in the Derby, Bumper thought he was the best thing on four legs. His mother, a bay mare by the name of Afternoon Delight, was no help. In human terms, she was a “stage mother.” Her foals were always the best. Nothing was too good for them. Worse, she let Bumper do as he pleased, with the attitude that colts will be colts.

	I usually avoided rough play, and I’m afraid my strangeness showed. I preferred to stay by myself thinking about my predicament or nibbling clover with an occasional milk break. I wasn’t totally sedentary. I did run with my mother and the others when the mood hit us for a wild romp together like some ancient herd spooked by cougars. My strangeness bothered Bumper more than the others. He took to tormenting me more and more each day with unkind comments and name-calling. I never answered him back. He wasn’t worth it. I now don’t think that was the right tactic.

	I was flat on my side half asleep in the morning sun one fall day, totally pooped out from halter training that had me climbing in and out of a horse trailer. A dream started to form. More of a memory, really. I was standing on two feet watching a skinny young man with dark hair about my age backing a black mare out of a trailer. My dream instantly dissolved when someone viciously grabbed the short mane at the back of my neck and pulled hard. When I opened my eyes, Bumper was standing there with a tuft of my mane in his mouth.

	He spat it out and said, “Dreamer is too chicken to play. He’ll never make a racehorse. He’ll end up some hack at a riding school with squealing kids and fat women on his back.”

	He must have gotten that idea from his wonderful mother. He certainly had no concept of what a riding stable was, not having any experience with one. I saw Wheezie, Star, and Blaze behind him. They flicked their ears nervously, and their eyes widened in shock. I knew they’d take flight any second if things got rough. It was obvious Bumper wanted to intimidate all of us, using me as the goat. However, I was not about to play his game.

	“Get lost,” my thoughts rang out.

	“Get lost, did you say?” He pulled his head and one foreleg up in mock shock. He would have made a good actor.

	“Yeah. Get lost, buzz off, make like the wind and blow,” I elaborated.

	He stamped the raised forefoot. “Make me.”

	“Why? Can’t you walk on your own?” I shot back.

	I heard, or at least my mind heard, giggles from the fillies, and Blaze snorted out loud. They were not accustomed to a war of mind words. It was funny to them.

	All this incensed Bumper. He reared up, stepped forward on his hind legs, and brought his front hooves down hard, forcing me to roll out of the way or get stomped.

	“My, my! Temper, temper,” I admonished, scrambling to my four feet.

	“Chicken! That’s what you are, Dreamer. Chicken! Chicken! Chicken!” He stamped the ground to emphasize each word.

	“I don’t waste my time with fools,” I came back calmly. I could see he was getting out of hand.

	Blaze burst into snorts and squeals of laughter which echoed over our rolling pasture. Some of the other foals and mares looked our way. Blaze never did anything in a quiet way.

	Blaze’s laughter enraged Bumper even more. Suddenly, Bumper lunged at me with ears pressed back, neck stretched, and teeth bared. I dodged. The teeth snapped on thin air. His mind screamed out, “Grays aren’t worth shit!”

	I wasn’t aware horses could be prejudiced about color, nor was I aware I was gray. I thought I was black. I looked down at my knees to check. I was darned if I didn’t find white hairs pushing through the black in a beginning dapple pattern. Well, whatever color I was, at that time I wanted to keep my hide intact. “Hey, mellow out, melon brain!” my mind shouted out, and I ran for my mother. She would know how to handle this little monster.

	“Dreamer’s running for his momma,” Bumper thought, taunting me. “Somebody look and see if he’s whole. Maybe he was born a gelding.”

	That stopped me in my tracks. The insult to my stallionhood in front of my peers was too much to bear. I turned and felt my ears flatten. “Who are you calling a gelding, turkey?”

	All the foals were bunched together to watch now.

	“So, Dreamer thinks he’s whole.” Bumper snorted and stalked toward me. “Let’s see.” He rushed me like a raging bull.

	I jumped aside at the last second and felt his shoulder brush past my ribs. I followed his movement, and when his fat rump was level with my muzzle, I bit him. Then took off like a shot. I was the first of us to stand up to him let alone bite him. I knew he’d probably pummel the poop out of me if he caught me.

	The others became hysterical, snorting and squealing, running in tight circles, bucking and chasing each other. They weren’t serious. Bumper was.

	I heard him behind me squealing in rage. “I’ll get you for this, Dreamer! I’ll geld you myself!”

	“Seriously? You and what army?” The thought covered my fear to the others but didn’t fool me one bit. A five-month-old colt’s teeth were few and small, but they could do damage and so could hooves.

	I dodged off at a right angle and headed for the other foals.

	“Go, Dreamer!” Wheezie’s thought called.

	Running in a zigzag course through the scattered group of them was enough to slow Bumper. From there I headed straight for my mother. To my surprise, she was on her way to break things up before someone got hurt. She put her bulk between me and Bumper just as he emerged from the other foals.

	“Get away or I’ll give you a bite you’ll never forget!” her thought burst out, ears flat and teeth bared. The sound that came from her throat was almost a growl.

	Bumper veered off wild-eyed and retreated to his mother. When he was out of earshot, she turned to me. “You were lucky neither of you was hurt with that foolishness. Do you realize an injury now could ruin your racing career?”

	I hung my head to avoid her eyes. Mothers have a way of crushing your victories with logic. I glanced toward the other side of the pasture. Up on a low hill Bumper’s mother was glaring at us but did not push the issue. I saw her give Bumper a light nip on the butt. He sulked the rest of the day up on that hill.

	From then on he kept to one side of the pasture and I kept to the other. We periodically eyed each other venomously, but nothing more happened. I had no idea that the battle that day was only the beginning of a long-standing feud destined to continue on the track and complicate my solving of the mystery that would lead to you.

	 


Chapter 3

	I soon discovered that my crisis with Bumper was the least of my problems. You probably think the idea of horses having problems to worry about as being utterly ridiculous. I had more than enough to contend with, being constantly nagged by thoughts of another life, without horse growing pains thrown in the mix. If this experience taught me anything, it was that life is one crisis after another whether you’re a microbe or a man.

	The higher animals—whales, primates, dogs, cats, horses, most mammals and birds—have far more advanced minds than most people want to believe. Even a shrew can outthink a toddler. With greater intelligence comes greater awareness. What humans call instinct is much more than a bunch of inborn survival skills. It is knowledge rooted in that part of the brain that is in tune with all life and allows, among other things, telepathic communication with most species. To be in tune with all life is a skill most humans have lost except the few who have been blessed with psychic abilities. Our mind link is now made possible by your semiconscious open mind. Humans think animals dumb because we do not speak or can’t build bombs to blow ourselves up. But once you come to know what I know now through our link, you will think quite differently about the world. Let it suffice for now that we are more alike than you presently realize.

	A new crisis started the day I turned seven months old. It was an emotional low in an otherwise peaceful, though frustrating, existence.

	It happened on a beautiful fall day. The leaves were all at their peak of vibrant colors. A frosty nip was in the air, which made us all frisky. We were at the stage of growth where our foal cuteness had started to disappear, and we looked more like gangly, long-legged adults. But we were not so grown up that we forgot how to play. We rolled in the grass which still smelled of summer or started wild races around the pasture that ended in neck wrestling matches. The day was so perfect that it almost made me forget my human origin. I was almost happy being a horse.

	In the afternoon Beau and the other grooms caught us, as usual, to go back to the barn for the evening, but there was a subtle, disturbing difference. After attaching my lead, Beau snapped another on Blaze instead of my mother. I was sure he made a mistake.

	“Hey, wait,” my mind called. Beau only heard it as a nicker.

	“Yeah, wait,” Blaze added.

	We saw stable boys take our mothers out of the pasture ahead of us.

	“I don’t like this one bit,” Blaze’s thoughts pushed into mine. He shook his head, and Beau tightened his grip on the lead.

	Familiar thoughts suddenly stirred and bubbled up from my past life. “I think we are going to be separated from our mothers
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