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      “Feld’s knowledge of the equine is apparent on each page; detailed descriptions of the movements and responses of the horses bring the reader right into the world of these splendid animals. The realistic voice of Heather creates a relatable main character for girls this age. Heather’s adventures will keep horse lovers reading well beyond lights out.”

      — ForeWord Magazine

      “Our Family Testers found Rusty to have such amazing descriptive details that no one wanted to put it down. That’s a huge achievement in today’s world of wonderful books. We feel the author has incredible talent and love for horses...we can’t wait for her next one!”

      — Jodie Lynn, Adding Wisdom Award

      “Ellen Feld has a Triple Crown win with her third book, Rusty. Her ability to weave a delightful and engaging horse tale for young readers with just the right amount of educational horse knowledge is an art form in and of itself. Let’s hope this wonderful series doesn’t stop here!”

      — Natasha Wieschenberg, Editor, Just About Horses, Breyer Animal Creations

      “Any young horse lover will enjoy this fun, exciting tale that, even though fiction, incorporates an interesting, educational view on how to raise, train, and care for a horse.”

      — Kimberly Abbott, Just About Horses

      “Through her choice words and obvious first-hand knowledge, Ellen Feld conveys to the reader that special connection a girl has with her horse. A thoroughly enjoyable read—I only wish it had been published when I was a teenager!”

      — Cindy Mark, Editor, Horses All

      “In Ellen Feld’s Rusty, all the wonderful life’s lessons learned from loving a horse jump to life. A must-read for anyone who has ever experienced a special bond with a horse or has simply had the dream.”

      — Cindy Mugnier, Past President, American Morgan Horse Association
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        for putting up with the long hours

        I spend at the barn

        and for understanding, with great humor,

        that a new saddle is far more exciting than

        a diamond bracelet.
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            A MAGICAL EVENT

          

        

      

    

    
      Frosty was agitated. She swished her tail, pinned her ears, and paced along the fence. Back and forth, back and forth she went, ears slanted backward the whole time to show her displeasure.

      The pretty gray Morgan suddenly stopped, let out a loud squeal, and waited for a response. Staring toward the nearby barn, Frosty again whinnied. Annoyed that nobody responded, the horse pawed at the ground with a front leg, digging a small hole into the soft spring dirt. She threw her head up and down several times. Looking toward the barn once again, she pleaded with her eyes. Waiting a moment longer, Frosty gave up and continued to pace.

      As time passed, Frosty broke out in a sweat. She wasn’t hot and tired, but rather nervous and aggravated. The sweat brought out the first flies of spring. They attacked the horse’s head and neck and further agitated her. Throwing her head high into the air, Frosty whinnied.

      “What’s the matter, girl?” a voice from the barn asked.

      Frosty stopped and watched as her owner, Heather Richardson, approached. Pawing impatiently, the mare tried to convey her unhappiness to the girl.

      “Do you want to go in already? You’ve only been outside a little while,” Heather said as she walked to the ring. Grabbing the halter that lay on the ground outside the fence, Heather slipped through the rails and put it on the irritated animal. Frosty showed her gratitude by rubbing her itchy head on Heather’s shoulder. “Hey, don’t do that,” the girl gently scolded. “Where are your manners?”

      Heather led the mare into the barn, with the horse’s large belly rolling from side to side as they went. Entering the building, they were greeted with soft nickers from two other horses, Blackjack and Rusty. Blackjack, Heather’s gorgeous black Morgan stallion, eagerly leaned up against his stall door, straining his neck out toward Frosty. On the other side of the aisle stood Rusty, a much more patient horse than his younger companion. The pretty bay gelding, also a Morgan, belonged to Chauncy Campbell, the owner of the property. Chauncy was Heather’s mentor; he had taught the girl everything she knew about horses, and she admired him greatly. Always willing to share advice, but never too harsh with his criticisms, Heather considered him a second father.

      As Frosty was led past Blackjack’s stall, the tall black horse tried to nip her, but the mare was just out of reach. Not wanting anything to do with another horse, Frosty let out a high-pitched squeal, and Blackjack immediately backed away. Once inside her stall, Frosty walked over to her hay, sniffed it, took one small bite, and then walked back toward the door. Heather was just latching it shut and was surprised to see her horse approach her. “Don’t you want your hay?”

      Frosty, like her stablemates, loved to eat and only ignored food when something was wrong. She looked at Heather and then began to pace in her stall, around and around.

      “What’s wrong, Frosty? Your due date isn’t for another week, so why are you so restless?”

      Heather began to get concerned. Perhaps her mare was going to have her foal early. It had been a long eleven months, waiting and anticipating the birth of the baby, but now, with the exciting event so close at hand, Heather was nervous. She opened the door, walked into the stall, and began to stroke the mare’s neck. Her actions had a soothing effect on the horse. As Frosty relaxed, Heather checked for signs of impending birth, but the usual things, soft hind end, a full, distended udder, or even milk dripping from the udder, were not there. Must just be having a bad day, she thought.

      The mare suddenly dropped her head and rubbed it on Heather’s leg, trying to drive away the itch that a particularly nasty bug had caused.

      Heather normally wouldn’t let any horse use her leg as a scratching post, but given the circumstances, decided it was okay. Frosty pushed against Heather so hard that the girl almost fell over, but soon, the itch was gone, and the mare stopped scratching. Regaining her balance, Heather continued to talk to Frosty and pet the mare along her neck. Feeling the reassuring actions of her owner, Frosty calmed down and eventually turned her attention to the hay. With her horse content, Heather left the stall.

      “Hey, Heather, what’s up?”

      Heather turned to see Laura, Chauncy’s daughter, come into the barn. Heather and Laura were best friends, having known each other for a few years and sharing many likes and dislikes. Although Laura was older and in college, the two girls were closer than many sisters. Laura still came home almost every weekend and also during the summer to be with her parents and the horses. While at home, she spent a lot of time with Heather. Both girls loved the horses and rarely talked about anything else. They would spend hours going on long trail rides together, with Heather riding either Blackjack or Frosty while Laura rode Rusty. During show season, Laura would hook up her truck and trailer so she could take Blackjack and Heather to many of the local horse shows. They would spend as much time as possible at the shows, competing, watching other friends show and eating lots of greasy hamburgers and fries.

      The two friends also looked alike. They tended to dress the same, always wearing jeans and T-shirts, regardless of the occasion. Blue eyes and bright smiles were shared by both, as well as the lack of makeup. The only noticeable difference was that Heather had long brown hair that she kept pulled back in two braids, while Laura wore her short blonde hair loosely over her shoulders.

      “What did you say?” Heather asked, too busy watching Frosty to notice anything else.

      “I was just wondering what’s up?” Laura repeated.

      “Oh, I’m sorry. I’m worried about Frosty. She’s acting weird.”

      “How so?”

      “She seems really annoyed, like something is bothering her.”

      “Maybe the baby is moving around a lot. It can get pretty uncomfortable toward the end,” suggested Laura. “She’s not due for another week, right?”

      “But new mothers are notoriously hard to predict,” a man’s voice explained.

      Both girls turned to see Chauncy walk up. The elderly man, slightly bent over from age, was wearing a green cap that covered much of his gray hair. He had a kindly smile and was full of New England Yankee humor. Always happy, Heather had never heard him raise his voice in all the years she had known him.

      “Then how will we know when to start sleeping in the barn?” Heather asked.

      Going into Frosty’s stall and carefully examining the mare, Chauncy replied, “I would suggest that you start tonight.” The farmer gave the horse a friendly pat on the neck and then turned to Heather. “It could be tonight; she looks like she’s getting ready to foal. But as I said, first-time mothers tend to be hard to figure out, so you may be spending the next few weeks sleeping on the straw.”

      Heather spent the rest of the day at the barn, riding Blackjack and Rusty while also keeping a close eye on Frosty. The horse had settled down but still seemed upset. Knowing that mares liked to foal in private and that they seemed able to wait until all humans had disappeared, Heather was worried Frosty would foal in the middle of the night while everyone slept. What if something went wrong? Who would be there to help? Heather’s parents had agreed to let their daughter sleep in the barn, provided Laura was also there and either Chauncy or his wife kept close tabs on them.

      After the horses had been fed their dinner, Heather hurried home to take care of her own needs. Her mom, knowing that Heather would be spending the night in a cold, damp barn, had made an unusually large meal. Meatloaf, mashed potatoes, corn, and peas filled each plate to the brim. After eating, Heather went to her room and packed a few things—pajamas, a toothbrush, and a book.

      As dusk settled overhead, Mrs. Richardson dropped her daughter off at the Campbells’ house. She gave Heather a big hug and kiss and told her to call if she needed anything. Heather jumped out of the car, grabbed her stuff, promised to call as soon as Frosty had her foal, and ran toward the house.

      The Campbell’s house was painted barn red to match the horse barn, which was set back and slightly out of view from the road. As Heather was about to ring the doorbell, Laura opened the door and asked, “All set?”

      “Yeah, I think so. How does she look?”

      “No different from this afternoon. Maybe she isn’t going to foal tonight after all.”

      Heather felt a slight tinge of disappointment at the thought. “Nah, she’ll foal tonight. She has to because I don’t think my mom will let me sleep over every night for the next two weeks!”

      “Let’s just hope Frosty cooperates, then!” Laura laughed. “I’ll grab my things and meet you down at the barn in a couple of minutes.”

      “Okay, see you in a few,” Heather said as she hurried off to see Frosty.

      Once in the barn, the girl heard the comforting sounds of several horses eating their evening meal. The barn, a ten-stall building, only held three horses—Frosty, Blackjack, and Rusty. It had once been full of animals, but that was before Chauncy had fallen ill. Forced to sell all but one of his horses, the barn was slowly filling up once again, with the help of Heather. The foal was to be the first baby born at Gallant Morgans in two years and was eagerly anticipated by everyone, including Chauncy. The father of the foal, or more correctly the ‘sire’ as Chauncy had told Heather, was Blackjack. Blackjack’s real name, used only at horse shows, was ‘Gallant Image,’ and he had been bred and raised by Chauncy. This was to be his first foal, and Chauncy was quite excited to see if the baby would be as beautiful as his sire.

      “Hey, Blackjack! Hey Rusty!” Heather greeted them as she rushed past their stalls. Frosty’s stall was right next to Rusty’s, and it only took Heather a moment to reach her door. The mare with the big belly was busy eating her hay and didn’t want to be disturbed. Normally, she would immediately stop whatever she was doing to greet Heather, but this evening, the uncomfortable mare ignored the girl and continued to eat. Heather stood at the entrance to the stall, watching her horse.

      Before leaving for dinner, Heather had filled the stall with two big bales of straw, which were now fluffed up and covering much of the horse’s legs. The veterinarian, Dr. Reilly, had told his young client to remove the shavings from Frosty’s stall prior to her foaling and replace them with straw. Heather was surprised at this as she thought a stall deeply bedded with shavings would provide the perfect foaling environment. That would be nice, agreed Dr. Reilly; however, he warned that the shavings can clog up the openings to the foal’s nostrils, causing problems. Heather purchased several bales of straw the next day.

      Every few minutes, as Frosty continued to eat, she would stomp a hind foot or swish her tail. This was not unusual, as Heather had seen her do this many times to shoo away an annoying insect. But there were no flies in the stall, so what was bothering Frosty?

      “She’s kinda restless, huh?”

      Heather turned to see Laura standing behind her. “I didn’t hear you come into the barn.”

      “I was trying to be quiet, so I wouldn’t upset Frosty,” Laura explained.

      “I don’t think it would make a difference,” Heather sighed, disappointed that her horse wasn’t being affectionate. “She’s not interested in me right now.”

      “Don’t take it personally, Heather. She’s about to become a new mother and, heck, she’s just got other things on her mind right now. Anyway,” Laura said in a light-hearted voice, “we’re going to have fun tonight! I’ve got lots of snacks, I have my laptop so we can watch a couple of movies, and my phone in case we need to reach Dad quickly. That should take care of everything. Come on, let’s set up our sleeping bags in the next stall.”

      Heather turned, grabbed her belongings, and followed Laura. The stall on the other side of Frosty’s was vacant and had long ago been cleared of shavings. When Heather had gone home for dinner, Laura went into a cleaning frenzy and removed anything remotely resembling dirt from the stall. She had taken a broom and removed all the spider webs and dust accumulating on the walls, every pebble on the ground, pieces of hay from every little crevice, and laid a tarp over the floor. It was impossible to tell that a horse had once lived there.

      The two girls spread their sleeping bags on the floor, ripped apart a bag of chips, popped open a couple cans of soda, and began to talk. They gabbed about school, friends, different horses, and most importantly, what the upcoming summer might entail.

      Every fifteen minutes or so, one of them would get up and check on Frosty. The mare, oblivious to the attention she was getting, ignored them. She had finished eating and was slowly drifting off to sleep.

      Around midnight, Heather’s eyes grew heavy and she, too, felt the urge to sleep. Forcing herself to stay awake, she kept yawning as she continued to talk with Laura. But her sentences were growing shorter and shorter until all she said was “yeah,” regardless of what Laura asked. It wasn’t long before she dozed off.
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        * * *

      

      “Heather,” a voice whispered. “Heather! Heather, wake up!”

      “Huh? What?” a sleepy girl asked, trying to remember where she was.

      “Heather, would you wake up for crying out loud?” Laura pleaded in a hushed voice.

      “What? What’s the matter? Laura?” Heather mumbled as she suddenly realized where she was.

      “Geeze, you’re hard to wake up. Come on, take a look! You’ve got a new horse, and she’s adorable!”

      Instantly coming to life, Heather jumped up out of her sleeping bag. Frosty! Frosty must have had her foal! Dashing out of their sleeping quarters, Heather ran to the front of Frosty’s stall and peered in. What she saw amazed her. Standing quietly in a corner, head lowered, was Frosty. Next to her on the ground, partially hidden by all the straw, was the most incredible little black ball of fuzz Heather had ever seen. Frosty had had her foal, and the baby was perfect!
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            LEARNING TOGETHER

          

        

      

    

    
      “Oh wow!” Heather squealed. “She’s beautiful! She’s amazing! I can’t believe it! Oh my gosh!”

      Heather felt herself well up with tears. Leaning over the stall door, she felt silly for having such a strong reaction, but she couldn’t help it. The relief at knowing her beloved mare was all right, plus seeing the stunning new baby, was just too much. Tears slowly fell down her cheeks, and she quickly wiped them away, hoping that Laura didn’t notice.

      Frosty seemed exhausted, but slowly she was coming back to life. Instead of standing in the corner, she moved closer to her foal and began to nuzzle the newborn. Sniffing the baby from head to tail, the new mother began to acquaint herself with her child. The foal, meanwhile, lay still, front legs crossed and back legs sprawled out to the side. She was all black with a bunch of curly locks for a mane and a short, black tail that kept thumping up and down, up and down. Her head was a bit shaky, but her eyes were alert, and she appeared curious as she looked around her new surroundings.

      “She’s adorable, isn’t she?”

      “Yeah, Laura, she’s really cute. But, um, are you sure the foal is a girl?”

      “No, actually, I’m just guessing. She has that sweet little girl look to her, don’t you think?”

      “She sure does! By the way, Laura, when did she foal and why didn’t you wake me up?” Heather asked as she looked toward the front of the barn and saw the darkness lifting. It must be, she guessed, around five in the morning.

      “I’m sorry, Heather, but I have to admit that I fell asleep too. You dozed off around midnight, and I managed to stay awake for a few more hours by watching another movie. But Frosty wasn’t doing anything, so I finally decided to get a few hours of sleep too. When I woke up, I checked on Frosty immediately, and that’s when I saw the baby. She must have just had it. Frosty surprised us both!”

      “Do you think we should check them? Should we make sure the foal is okay? And that Frosty is okay too?”

      “Yeah, we need to check both horses, but we don’t want to bother them too much. They need time to bond. I called Dad; he should be here in a minute.”

      “I’m here,” Chauncy said, happily running into the barn. Peering over the stall door, a huge smile grew on his face. After a moment, he declared, “You did good, ol’ mare. That looks like a mighty fine foal! A little small, but that’s not unusual for a first foal. Heather?”

      “Yes, Chauncy?”

      “Has the baby nursed yet? And has it pooped?”

      “I don’t know. We just woke up.”

      As Heather spoke, the foal suddenly moved. Its long back legs, spread far apart, raised up. The front legs, too, began to move.

      “Look!” Laura whispered, “She’s trying to stand.”

      The foal gradually rose, but just when it was almost standing, it flopped over. Resting for a moment, it tried once more and quickly fell over again. The movement startled Frosty, who jumped away from her foal.

      “She’s not quite sure what the new arrival is,” Chauncy explained. “Don’t worry, she’ll get used to the idea of being a mother.”

      The foal continued its struggle until finally, after several tries, it succeeded in standing up. Wobbly legs set wide apart to brace itself, the little horse stood motionless. Cautiously, it moved one leg and then another. A few more steps, and it fell over into the soft straw. Taking a moment to rest, the foal again struggled to its feet.

      Carefully, the foal tested its newfound mobility. The baby slowly walked around the stall, looking at the walls, the straw, and her mother. Frosty wasn’t sure what to do at first, but as the foal walked further away, she became upset. She gently nickered to her baby and reached out to nuzzle her. The little black horse responded by turning toward her mother and stumbling into her. The foal started knocking her nose against Frosty as though she was searching for something.

      “What’s she doing, Chauncy?” a perplexed Heather asked.

      “She’s looking for her first meal. Give her a minute; she’ll find it.”

      Heather watched in amazement as her new horse thunked her nose against one of Frosty’s front legs, then between both of her mother’s legs. Gradually, the baby worked its way toward the back of Frosty. First along the mare’s belly and then finally, between the back legs, the tiny nose searched. Frosty let out a squeal and lifted one of her back legs as though she was going to kick. The baby, startled by this reaction, pulled back.

      “I’d say Frosty’s baby just found the lunch bucket,” Chauncy laughed.

      After a tense moment where Frosty appeared very anxious and upset, she slowly began to relax. She put her leg down, and the foal resumed its hunt. Immediately finding Frosty’s udder, the baby began to drink. Frosty let out another squeal, but this time it was much quieter, and her leg didn’t fly up into the air. She turned her head so that she could see her baby better. As the newborn continued to enjoy her first meal, Frosty nuzzled its back with her nose.

      Heather could hear a slurping sound as the baby drank. “Must be really tasty,” she giggled.

      “Good, she’s gotten her first drink, which means she’s had her colostrum,” Chauncy said.

      “Colostrum?”

      “It’s the special first milk that a mare gives her baby,” Laura replied.

      “Oh yeah, I remember now. I guess in all the excitement, I forgot. It’s the milk with special medicine in it, right?”

      “Sort of,” Laura said. “Actually, the milk has antibodies in it. Almost all of the antibodies that a foal needs to fight off different diseases are passed through this special milk. They get some antibodies into their systems before they are born, but without the colostrum, they’d die. So it’s really, really important that a baby drinks this milk. After the first twelve hours or so, the foal loses the ability to absorb these antibodies, which means that you want to see your foal get to that milk as soon as possible. We also want to make sure the baby is able to pass a stool. Make sure her system is working properly, right Dad?”

      “I’d say that about covers it, Laura,” her father agreed.

      The three friends continued to watch for several minutes. After the baby successfully passed her first stool, Chauncy turned to Heather and explained, “We need to quietly go into the stall, put iodine on the umbilical cord, and make sure the foal is okay. Where’s the bottle of iodine?”

      “It’s right here, Dad,” Laura said as she handed her father the bottle that had been placed next to the stall the night before.

      “Great. Let’s get going,” Chauncy suggested as he slowly opened the door. Frosty, who had been busy with her foal, looked up and grunted.

      “Is she warning us to stay away?” Heather asked.

      “She’s not sure,” Chauncy said as he entered the stall with Heather close behind. “She is very protective of her baby, but also knows that we love her. So Frosty is a bit confused right now.”

      As they approached, Frosty grunted again.

      “Heather, you grab Frosty and just talk to her and stroke her neck. Let her know everything is okay. I’ll take care of the baby.”

      Heather did as instructed while Chauncy leaned over the foal. The baby, having never felt human hands before, jumped in fear. “Easy there,” Chauncy said in a soothing voice as his arms surrounded the small body, “nobody is going to hurt you. Easy now, that’s it.”

      Frosty called softly to her baby. She couldn’t see the foal very well with Chauncy bending over it and was concerned. The foal called back to her mother. Chauncy quickly took a handful of iodine and swished it over the foal’s tummy, right where the umbilical cord had been. All that was there now was a little stump. Heather knew it was a perfect site for bacteria to enter the newborn’s body and could cause all sorts of problems if not treated. The iodine was an easy solution. It killed all invading bacteria.

      “There, that’s it,” Chauncy mumbled as he straightened up. The baby pushed past him and ran to its mother. Turning to Heather, he smiled and announced, “You have a filly, Heather!”

      “I do?! I have a girl?” she shrieked in delight.

      “I knew it, I knew it!” Laura gleefully exclaimed. “See, Heather? I was right! She just has that really sweet, little girl appearance. And look at her eyelashes! They’re long and curly, just like a girl’s! That’s so awesome! Congratulations!”

      “I have a filly,” Heather announced to herself. “A really cute, black filly.”

      “Well, now, hold on,” Chauncy warned. “Not so fast.”

      “Huh? What do you mean? I don’t have a filly? You mean I have a colt?”

      “No, no, that’s not what I meant,” he answered. “Just wait a minute.” Chauncy turned his attention back to the newborn, who wanted nothing to do with him. She tried to cling to her mother’s side, but Chauncy was able to gently put his arms around her and get a closer look. As he held the filly tightly, he announced, “I don’t think you have a black horse, Heather. Look at these.”

      “At what, Chauncy?” Heather asked as she walked up to her foal. “What am I looking at?”

      “Look at her ears. See?”

      “No. See what?”

      Chauncy smiled. “See those white hairs?”

      “Yeah, all three of them.”

      “No, actually, there are quite a few. Right here,” he said as he put a hand on the foal’s neck, next to the ear.

      “What does that mean? That I have a black horse with a few white hairs? A horse with a blaze in the wrong place?”

      “Nope, it means you don’t have a black horse at all. You have a gray horse. This filly is going to look just like her momma!”

      “Oh, neat. She’s going to be gray! When? After she sheds her baby fuzz in the fall?”

      “It will take longer than that. She’ll look black for quite a while and then slowly, over several years, gradually turn gray. By the time she’s an old lady, she’ll look almost white. Frosty keeps getting lighter each year. Eventually, she’ll be almost white, and then one day so will her foal.”

      “Can I touch her?” Heather timidly asked.

      “Sure, just go slowly.”

      Heather reached out with her hand, moving as slowly as she could. The foal was eager to escape the grasp of her captor and was unsure of how to react to the new hand approaching. As Heather touched the soft hair along the neck of her baby, the foal twitched. The feeling of warm human hands upon her felt odd and scary. Heather stroked the filly’s neck several times. “She’s so soft,” the girl whispered.

      After a few minutes, Chauncy suggested leaving the stall. “They should be left alone for a bit, and we could all use a little more sleep,” he said. “Heather, grab your sleeping bag, and I’ll give you a ride home. You can come back later today and play with your new horse. You’ll need to put iodine on her umbilical stump a few more times, just to be safe. I’ll help you when you come back later, okay?”

      Exiting the stall, Chauncy shut and latched the door. As he turned around, Heather gave him a big hug. “Sure, and thanks so much for all your help, Chauncy.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Heather returned to the barn in the late afternoon, rested and eager to play with her new foal. Chauncy and Laura must still be sleeping, Heather thought, as she entered the quiet building. Inside, the only sound was of horses contentedly munching hay.

      “Hey, Blackjack! Hi Rusty!” Heather said in a hushed voice as she passed their stalls. Anxious to see how the foal was doing, Heather went right to Frosty’s stall and peered in. The foal, still looking like a tiny black ball of fuzz, was curled up in the straw, fast asleep. Frosty stood over her baby, awake but head down as if she were about to doze off. Seeing Heather, she came to life. “Hey there, Frosty, how are you?” the girl whispered. Frosty nickered a greeting.

      Watching for a moment, Heather decided to go into the stall. Slowly opening the door, ready to leave quickly if Frosty made any sort of aggressive moves, Heather entered. Frosty nickered again. “Hey, honey, I bet you’re tired,” the girl murmured as she approached. Reaching out to her horse, Heather placed her hand on her mare’s neck and began to caress the animal as she continued to talk softly. Frosty seemed completely at ease. Looking down, Heather could see the foal next to her feet. It was so hard to resist the temptation to reach down and give the baby a huge hug. But that would only serve to terrify the newborn, who was sound asleep.

      Deciding that the foal wouldn’t notice a gentle touch, Heather bent down and cautiously felt the black fuzz. It was so soft! The little tail thumped up and down, but the baby kept its eyes closed and head down, buried in the straw. Looking over the body, Heather was amazed at what lay before her: a beautiful horse in miniature. Everything was there, just a lot smaller. A complete mane of, not long hair, but minuscule little curls. There was even a curl facing forward, between the two ears. It was the start of the filly’s forelock that would one day hang low on the face. Long eyelashes and whiskers around the nose and mouth were almost comical. And the feet! What perfect little hooves she had! Fully formed, light brown with a few darker streaks running down the full length of the hooves. Heather felt them. They were so smooth with not a speck of dirt. As Heather ran her hands against them, the foal woke up. Surprised at seeing this human intruder, the baby panicked and quickly jumped to its feet. What had been a struggle just hours before was now accomplished with relative ease as the foal’s legs sprang into action. The wobbly movements of the morning had been replaced with far steadier actions.

      Heather slowly rose to her feet and backed away from the horses. She didn’t want to upset either animal, and yet, she didn’t want to leave them. Still feeling unsafe, the foal went right under Frosty’s belly and tried to hide on the other side of her mother. Heather giggled as Frosty, never having had a horse walk under her before, looked at her foal. The expression on Frosty’s face was priceless; her eyes were huge, showing a bit of white around the edges, ears pricked forward, nose held out toward her belly. She seemed to be saying, “How the heck did you do that?”

      As soon as the foal was convinced that she was safe, she turned her attention to lunch. Her nose searched along Frosty’s underside, looking for the tasty, warm milk that would deliver all the nutrients she needed. The filly had a much better idea now of where her meal would be hiding, as it only took her a moment to find Frosty’s udder. A soft squeal was heard from Frosty as the foal began to nurse, but there was no raised leg as before. “She must be getting used to it,” Heather said to herself.

      “I think you’re probably right.”

      “Oh, Chauncy. I didn’t see you there.”

      Chauncy, leaning over the stall door, had been quietly watching Heather interact with her horses. He looked extremely pleased with what he saw. “How’s the filly doing?”

      “She’s doing great. I can’t wait to start playing with her.”

      “What are you going to call her?”

      “I can’t decide. I was thinking of ‘Sunburst’ or ‘Starburst.’ But now that I know she’s going to be gray, I’ll have to change it to something like ‘Snowflake,’ or maybe ‘Frosty Morning.’ Then again, I might just wait until I get to know her so I can name her based on her personality. Of course, I’ll have to have the word ‘Gallant’ before the name because I want to use your farm’s prefix.”

      “Well, I’m flattered that you want to use my prefix, Heather, but unfortunately, you can’t.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because I’m not the owner of the mare. You, as the mare owner, would use your prefix.”

      “But I don’t have my own prefix.”

      “I know,” Chauncy smiled as he continued. “A prefix can’t be used by just anyone. Each prefix is registered with the Morgan association, and only the person who registers the prefix can use it on their own horses. The ‘Gallant’ prefix belongs to me, to my farm, so the only foals that can have the word Gallant before their names are those that I breed, not the foals that you breed. Sorry, but those are the rules.”

      “Oh, rats. I want people to know when they hear her name that she comes from your farm and that Blackjack is her dad.”

      “You can always make up a name using the two parents’ registered names,” Chauncy suggested.

      “Like what?”

      “Hmm…let me think. Her dad is Gallant Image, and her mother’s registered name is Tall Pines Shadow. Let’s see…how about ‘Shadowy Image’? That could be her registered name.”

      “Hey, I kind of like that. I sometimes forget that Frosty’s real name is Tall Pines Shadow; it’s so fancy. Shadowy Image,” Heather said to herself. “Yeah, it has a cool ring to it, don’t you think? But we’d still have to come up with a barn name. Maybe that will come to me in the next few days as I get to know her.”

      “There is certainly no rush,” her mentor advised. “You’ll have that horse for a long, long time, so you might as well pick a name that you like.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After a few days of watching her newborn from a distance, Heather decided it was time to start the baby’s training. Every time the girl entered the stall, the foal would run to the safety of its mother and try to hide. It was cute watching the efforts of this little creature, but in time, Heather feared the baby would be too strong and too wild to handle, so she’d better begin her lessons now.

      Entering the stall, Heather cautiously made her way toward her horses. She held a tiny, brand-new leather halter that her parents had given her the day Frosty gave birth. “Come on, honey,” the girl sweetly cooed. “It’s time to learn all about halters.”

      The filly instantly ran to its mother’s side. Seeing the girl continue her approach, the foal hustled over to the far side of the stall so that Frosty was between the two of them. Meanwhile, Frosty ignored the commotion and instead continued eating. Chauncy had just given her a fresh flake of hay moments before Heather’s arrival, and eating her meal was far more important than anything else. A true Morgan, Heather thought. Always thinking with her stomach.

      Heather walked around the front of Frosty, and because the mare’s rump was against the wall, the foal was trapped. “Easy girl, easy. I won’t hurt you.” But the frightened foal was not convinced. Wanting desperately to get away, the baby lunged under Frosty’s stomach and scurried off to the other side. “Sneaky, huh? That’s okay. I’m not in a rush.” Heather continued talking in a gentle voice while pursuing the foal. She wasn’t sure if this was the best way to catch the filly, but she didn’t know what else to do. After a few more quick escapes, the foal found itself trapped in a corner with the scary human towering above her. “It’s okay, easy now,” Heather whispered as she slowly lowered her body. One arm reached around the chest of the baby, while the other went over the back of the frightened creature. Feeling the touch of human hands, the filly struggled a bit, trying to jump away, but Heather would not release her. “Easy girl, I’m not going to hurt you. Easy now. There, that’s better.”

      Slowly, the baby relaxed. Heather had seen Chauncy hold the foal this way several times and suspected that it was the best way to control the animal without hurting it. “Don’t grab at the head,” Chauncy had warned. “A quick reach for the head will only create a head-shy horse, one who is afraid. Always go slow.”

      “Good girl! See? I’m not so bad. I promise, too, that I will never hurt you, okay?” Heather continued talking, hoping that the sound would help relax the foal. Frosty, meanwhile, continued to ignore the two as she ate her hay.

      After a few minutes, Heather, with some difficulty, was able to slip the halter on the filly. She kept the straps loose, although not so loose that the halter could slip off. The baby shook her head a few times, but then seemed to forget about the halter. The human was a much more serious concern.
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