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“Live up to your potential.” That’s just what Libby Thump’s fourth grade teacher tells Libby on the last day of school. Just because Libby’s friend Brittany always gets As and wins blue ribbons at the swim meets, and Libby can only seem to get Bs and ear infections, doesn’t mean Libby isn’t trying. She can’t help that she has more important things on her mind—horses and riding lessons and, more than anything else in the world, a horse of her own.


When Libby stumbles upon High Hopes Horse Farm, she can’t believe her luck. Then she meets Princess, a prize-winning show jumping horse that has been put out to pasture, and Libby finds the horse of her dreams.


Now Libby can live up to her potential and so will everyone around her.









Praise for Libby of High Hopes


“Libby of High Hopes is the sort of book you can’t wait to share with someone else because you loved it so much. With fresh, clear prose, charming illustrations, and an absolutely unforgettable heroine, Elise Primavera perfectly captures that moment in childhood when everything seems possible—and impossible—all at the same time. There is a sweetness and an authenticity about this story that’s rare and immensely refreshing; it reminded me of the best Beverly Cleary. Libby of High Hopes will keep you nailed to your chair till you turn that final page with a lump in your throat.”


—Diane Stanley, author of The Silver Bowl


“From page one to last, Libby of High Hopes is a page-turning ride. Elise Primavera has created a young girl with family and friends so real you want to know them all. The journey through her summer is filled with soul and charm. Simply wonderful.”


—Petra Mathers, author of Lottie’s New Beach Towel and many other books for young readers


“I wish I could take riding lessons at High Hopes Farm with a friend just like Libby Thump! I was a lot like Libby Thump, always drawing horses and dreaming of riding them. If I’d known her when I was a kid, I’m sure we would have been best friends!”


—Marissa Moss, author of the Amelia books
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Elise Primavera, age 12.


ELISE PRIMAVERA grew up riding horses and drew on that experience as an inspiration for Libby of High Hopes. She is the New York Times bestselling author of the Auntie Claus series and the popular Gumm Street Girls series, which School Library Journal called a “delightful tale of friendship and adventure.” Visit Elise Primavera at eliseprimavera.com.
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For my best riding friends, Martha Bishop,


Andi Gilman, and Jane Sleeper, who were and


always will be full of high hopes.




[image: images]


Libby Thump wished for horses. She sat on the floor of her bedroom surrounded by pictures of them. Grays, chestnuts, bays, piebalds, cantering, trotting, whinnying, sleeping horses!


Up on their shelves forgotten dolls in glittery tiaras gazed out. From under the bed peeked dress-up clothes that Libby and her ex–best friend, Brittany, used to play princess in. But Libby hadn’t played princess in a long time. She had been drawing horses.


“Li-i-ibby-y-y-y-y!” her mother called.


“Coming,” she replied.


Libby put down her colored chalks and gave the drawing one last look. The horse galloped under blue skies—a horse so white it almost looked pink. She scratched her nose, then pressed her lips together in disapproval. The horse’s legs were all wrong. She’d have to fix that when she got back.


“Li-i-ibby-y-y-y-y! For the twentieth time—take the dog for a wa-a-a-a-a-a-alk!” her mother called again.


Libby pulled on a jacket and caught her reflection in the mirror. She had brown eyes that were almost black, long dark braids to her waist, and a big pink smudge across her nose. She wiped it off with one sleeve. Out in the hall Margaret the dog wagged her tail in anticipation.


“And don’t let her off the leash!” Libby’s older sister, Laurel, reminded her.


Libby and Margaret headed to the park. As soon as they entered, she unclipped the leash. Imagine, she thought, picking up a stick, being on a leash your entire life. Margaret wagged her tail furiously, ready for a chase, and Libby threw the stick. It was a really good throw—in fact, so good that it was one of the reasons Libby’s life was about to change forever.


Up, up into the trees the stick rose ever higher, landing far out, past the path, off into the woods, and Margaret went merrily after it. This was a problem too because no one in the family had ever been able to get her to come unless they were holding a slab of roast beef or a carton of ice cream.


Libby cupped her hands around her mouth: “Margaret!” She gingerly picked her way through some brush and came to a narrow dirt trail. “Come on, girl,” she called again, hoping that Margaret would actually listen for a change.


Why did I let her off the leash? Libby scolded herself.


She reached the edge of the woods, and thankfully, there on the other side of a five-railed fence, stick proudly in her mouth, was Margaret. Libby climbed the fence, and now she and the dog were in a large open field—but it didn’t take long to see that they were not alone.


A huge horse raised its head and stared at the intruders. Its once-white coat was now caked with dried mud, and its long mane separated into strands as thick as sausages; its yellowed, tangled tail reached almost to the ground. The horse shied and then swung around on its haunches to face them from a few feet back.


Now, Margaret led a fairly sheltered life and she had no idea how much damage a kick from a horse could cause. She let the stick fall from her mouth and ran at the horse with the idea of nipping its ankles, but the horse wheeled again and this time bolted across the field. For a second Margaret was stunned, she couldn’t believe that something this big was actually running away from her, and then she did what she always did when something ran away from her—she chased it.


“Margaret! No!” Libby screamed.


The horse was running so fast that Libby could actually feel the vibration of its hooves in her own legs, and it occurred to her that something really bad could very well happen. She had to put a stop to this.


The horse galloped by with Margaret right behind, and Libby lunged for her.


“Gotcha!” She tackled the dog and quickly located the ring for the leash to clip her back onto it.


But the frightened horse kept going. Libby’s mouth went dry and she held tightly to Margaret. Like a runaway train, the horse was headed straight for the five-rail, very solid fence. If the horse crashed into it and was hurt—or worse—it would be Libby’s fault.


“Stop… please stop!” she cried.


Three strides… two… The horse put its legs out in front of it, chipping into the ground, trying to stop. Libby covered her eyes but then couldn’t help looking, and gasped because an instant later the animal sprang with amazing agility over the huge fence with room to spare. The horse hovered in the air, front legs tucked tightly under, its tail fanned out behind. It landed soundlessly a great distance past the other side of the fence, galloped down the slope, and thundered out of sight.


Of course Libby ran after the horse—she had to—she had to make sure that someone knew it was loose. What if it got out to the road? What if it got lost?


Down the hill with Margaret in tow Libby raced, her long dark braids whipping in the wind. She wished that she’d never gone on this stupid walk, let Margaret off the stupid leash, or thrown the stupid stick.


Libby wished she were home, sitting on the floor surrounded by her pictures of horses, quietly drawing in her room, with the dolls all around, like princesses in their glittery tiaras.


What Libby Thump didn’t know was that there in the field she had just met a princess—one without a tiara.


She also didn’t know that her life was about to change forever.
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But before Libby’s life changed forever, she got into trouble.


She was in trouble with Sal—he was the white horse’s owner, and by now it had skidded into the fence of the riding ring. He had seen the whole thing from where he shoveled manure onto a giant pile near the barn.


“Come with me,” Sal said. This was after Libby tried to explain about throwing the stick, and Margaret getting lost, and the horse jumping out of the field (she left out the part about letting the dog off the leash).


Sal led Libby and Margaret and the white horse into the barn.


Ordinarily, Libby would have been excited to see the horses in their stalls munching hay, but right now she was too afraid to enjoy the experience. Right now she felt as though she was on her way to the principal’s office—a principal who looked like a pirate. With his heavy black boots, dark black hair, and weathered face, all Sal was missing was the bandanna and the earring.


Inside the barn Sal handed the horse, still breathing heavily, to a stocky girl with blond, frizzy hair who looked a little bit older than Libby’s sister, Laurel, but younger than her mother.


“Emily, you’d better walk her until she’s cool,” he said brusquely. “Then turn her back out.”


“Sure, Sal,” Emily mumbled.


As the horse walked by, it kept Libby in sight with an uneasy look and Libby recalled what she’d once heard about horses being able to sense people’s feelings.


“This way,” Sal said.


He led Libby into a room that smelled of leather. A row of saddles sat on racks against one wall and heaps of bridles hung from two hooks attached to the ceiling. Large squares of cotton saddle pads stiff with sweat and horsehair were strewn about, along with brushes and other paraphernalia that Libby couldn’t put a name to. She thought the place could use a good cleaning.


“Sit,” Sal ordered.


Margaret sat and so did Libby, marveling, for she hadn’t ever realized the dog knew the meaning of the word.


“In the first place, the horse did not jump over any fence,” he said.


“But he did!” Libby insisted.


“She,” corrected Sal. “Her name is Princess.”
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