
Dedication
For Dice —
Gentle giant.
My heart.
For Eddie —
loyal shadow.
Brave little soul.
Forever at my side.
For Nelly —
who sent him when I thought I could not go on.
For every animal who ever saved a human
without saying a word.
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J. Willow Hart writes from a life shaped by animals —
They are her family, her peace, and her greatest teachers.
Dice was her once-in-a-lifetime stallion,
and through him she learned magic, trust, and forever love.
Her stories keep them walking beside her.
Then:
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Chapter One: The Wind and the Whispers
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The wind danced softly through the pasture, carrying the scent of wild clover and rain. Jenny stood at the old gate, rope halter in hand, waiting for the sound she loved most in the world — the steady rhythm of hooves.
And there he was.
Dice.
A magnificent black-and-white stallion, sunlight glinting off his satin coat, mane tousled by the breeze, eyes bright with mischief and something almost... knowing.
“Come on, handsome,” Jenny called, smiling. “No pretending you don’t see me today.”
Dice flicked his ears forward, then — just for fun — trotted the other way. He gave a quick buck, a playful shake of his head, and a snort that sounded so much like laughter it made her laugh too. He always liked to test her patience just long enough to make her smile.
For a moment Jenny watched him, her heart full. She had loved other horses before —
Nelly, the red roan mare with the white blaze and the tiny red dot between her eyes, who followed her everywhere without a halter...
Valient, the pure white Arabian stallion who reared on command and danced for her with shining eyes.
When Nelly passed, it broke something inside her. It felt like the world went quiet.
Then Dice came.
Sometimes Jenny wondered if Nelly had sent him — a new heartbeat to keep her going, a new soul to love.
Dice slowed, turned, and then came galloping toward her, dust rising in soft golden clouds around his legs. When he reached the gate, he slid to a stop and pressed his soft nose against her shoulder, breathing her in — that familiar scent of apples, hay, and home.
Jenny slipped the halter over his head, smiling. “There you are.”
They had already shared so much together. Walks down country lanes. Quiet talks beneath the stars. Times when words weren’t needed, because Dice already knew her heart.
There was something different about him — something that shimmered in the very air around him. Jenny always said he carried magic in his soul.
That morning, the sky seemed to whisper secrets in the clouds. Dice’s ears twitched as if he heard them too. The day felt like it was waiting for something — a new journey neither of them could quite see yet.
“Ready?” she murmured.
Dice gave a soft snort, like a yes.
And together, they stepped out into the day.
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Chapter Two: The Chipmunk Guard
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The path wound through tall grass, golden in the morning light. Dice walked beside Jenny, his steps slow and proud, his tail swishing lazily. The world felt peaceful — the kind of quiet that only horses and hearts can truly hear.
Eddie trotted ahead of them, a tan-and-white Jack Russell with a funny marking on his back that looked just like a little steel bomber plane. His ears bounced with every step, and he kept glancing over his shoulder as if to be sure they were still there.
“Don’t worry, Eddie,” Jenny called. “We’re coming.”
They were halfway to the old oak tree when something darted across the trail.
A flash of brown fur.
Dice froze.
His muscles tensed, ears shooting forward. In one swift motion, he swung his whole body in front of Jenny. He bent his long neck down and pressed his soft nose against her chest, holding her still. His warm breath soaked through her shirt.
“Dice?” Jenny whispered, surprised.
A tiny chipmunk sat in the path, bright eyes wide, little paws tucked close as if it were the one defending the trail.
Jenny gently rested her hand on Dice’s cheek. “It’s okay, boy. It’s just a chipmunk.”
Dice snorted, unimpressed. He lifted one hoof, then put it down again with great seriousness, as if to say, I’m watching you, little one.
The chipmunk twitched its whiskers and squeaked. Eddie took one small step forward, but Jenny gave him a look and he wisely stayed put.
Jenny laughed softly, brushing Dice’s forelock out of his eyes. “Oh, Dice,” she whispered, “you’d face dragons for me... and chipmunks too, huh?”
Dice’s ears flicked back toward her voice. Then, as if realizing he might have overreacted, he gave a playful toss of his head. The tension melted from his body like snow in the sun.
The chipmunk scampered off into the grass, chattering loudly — maybe telling the whole forest about the brave stallion who stopped his human in her tracks to keep her safe.
“Come on,” Jenny said, patting Dice’s neck. “Adventure’s waiting.”
And together they walked on, the chipmunk’s tiny voice fading into the whisper of leaves overhead.
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Chapter Three: Friends of the Trail
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By late morning, the sun had climbed higher, spreading warmth across the meadow. The path opened wider, framed by wildflowers that nodded gently in the breeze.
Eddie bounded through the grass, his little bomber-shaped marking flashing on his back as he ran. He circled Dice in crazy loops, barking once as if to say, Wait for me!
On Jenny’s other side walked Bea — her big white-and-gold Great Pyrenees–Collie mix. Bea’s long fur glowed in the sunlight, and her calm eyes watched everything. Where Eddie raced and bounced, Bea simply walked, steady and sure, like a gentle guardian of their little herd.
“You three are quite the parade,” Jenny said fondly.
They followed the trail into the trees, where the air cooled and the world felt alive in a quieter way. Bees hummed. A hawk circled high above. The leaves whispered secrets overhead.
Then Dice slowed.
His ears pricked forward, his whole body focused on something ahead.
Jenny followed his gaze.
At the edge of a small clearing stood a family of deer — two does and a young buck. Their coats glowed warm and golden in the sunlight filtering through the branches. They were so still, so graceful, that the whole forest seemed to pause and breathe with them.
Eddie froze mid-step, tail wagging but suddenly quiet. Bea sat down beside Jenny, her fur brushing against Jenny’s leg. Dice’s muscles softened, and Jenny felt him relax beneath her hand.
For a long, perfect moment, no one moved.
Just peace — unspoken, gentle, shared.
Then the young buck flicked his tail. With three light bounds, the deer disappeared into the trees, leaping over fallen logs as if they were nothing at all.
Dice gave a low, affectionate nicker, watching them go.
Jenny smiled up at him. “Guess even the wild ones know you’re a good soul,” she whispered.
They turned back toward home as the air cooled and shadows stretched long. Halfway down the trail, another visitor appeared.
A black-and-white skunk waddled calmly across their path, tail held high and proud.
Eddie’s eyes went huge.
“Don’t even think about it,” Jenny said firmly.
Dice snorted once and backed up a step, clearly understanding that this was one animal they did not want to bother. Bea tilted her head and then quietly stepped in front of Eddie, blocking him with her big, soft body.
The skunk gave them a slow, unimpressed glance, then continued into the tall grass as if he owned the whole world.
When he finally disappeared, Jenny let out the breath she’d been holding — then burst into laughter so hard she had to lean against Dice’s shoulder. Eddie gave a confused bark. Bea wagged her tail gently. Dice huffed in amusement, his eyes soft and shining.
In the soft evening light, they stood there together — a girl, her horse, and her two dogs — safe, loved, and wrapped in the quiet magic of the day.
These were the moments that would shine forever — bright, unbroken, and full of love.
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