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The Horse Who Hated Christmas 

 

 

Paula’s Problem 
 
“I wish I didn’t have to go away over Christmas again!” Paula moaned. “If only I had a brother or sister 

to go in my place!” 

Her friend Melissa sympathized. “I never thought I’d say how lucky I am to have siblings - or parents who 

live nearby!” 

It was Saturday in mid-December. They were brushing their horses in neighboring stalls, after taking 

advantage of the welcome sunshine to ride around the rural property of Farthing Boarding Stables. 

The issue under discussion was the fact that something badly upset Paula’s mare every Christmas. But 

her owner was never here to find the cause, being expected to fly to her parents’ house three states 

away. 

“If only I could convince them to come here,” she said with feeling, brushing her little chestnut’s flanks 

so hard that the mare turned her head round with ears pinned back to tell Paula that was too much. 

“Sorry, girl! I’m taking out my frustration on you.” She gave the horse a treat then stroked her face. 

Mollified, Peppi returned to ripping strands of hay out of her small hole net. 

Still holding the body brush, Paula leaned across her animal’s broad back and sighed. “As much as 

Peppi’s colics have cost me in vets’ bills over the years, I could have had her shipped to a barn near my 

parents’ place every Christmas!” 

Although her accounting job paid well, these costs were really hard to take. Thankfully she had colic 

insurance, which she could claim on if Peppi ever needed an operation. But she’d like to make sure it 

never came to that. 

Though how could she, when she didn’t even know what stressed Peppi out so much? And how was she 

going to know, if she was never around to find out? 

Mr. and Mrs. Newton had already called to find out when their daughter planned to be at their house 

for Christmas. She’d been sorely tempted to tell them she couldn’t afford the trip this year. But she 

knew what accusations would be hurled over the phone if she dared suggest such a thing: 

“You mean your horse means more to you than your family?” (Well - duh!) 
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“You don’t know how much longer we’ll be around. You’ll regret it if you don’t see us at least once a 

year!” (My horse might not make it through Christmas and I’ll really regret leaving her!) 

Paula was stuck between a rock and a hard place. She loved her parents, but … 

 

Pondering the Mystery 
 
She moved over to Peppi’s other side and began to groom her neck. “Why haven’t I managed to figure 

out what sets her off every Christmas, Mel?  It’s happened enough times now that you’d think I could 

pinpoint the cause. Or at least get some idea from the staff.” The petite Oldenburg stopped eating for a 

moment, enjoying the brush strokes.  

Melissa was combing the full tail of Groucho, her big bay Swedish Warmblood. “They have temporary 

staff come in to help over Christmas.” 

Paula hesitated a moment: what she was about to say sounded rather silly. “You don’t suppose it’s 

because she misses me?” 

She had often wondered whether it might be the problem, but didn’t think Peppi was that attached to 

her owner. Yet the only thing that happened every Christmas without fail was the trip to her parents for 

three days - the only time when Paula didn’t visit her horse. 

Otherwise she conscientiously came to the barn daily, either to ride or simply say ‘hello’ to her equine 

buddy. 

Melissa politely pretended to take her friend’s hypothesis into consideration. “You never know,” she 

said kindly. “It’s not impossible. You do spend a lot of time together.” 

“Yes. And then comes that dreaded call every year.” 

On Christmas Eve, without fail, the barn would phone to say that Peppi had colic and should they call 

out the vet? It ruined each and every Christmas for Paula. Since she couldn’t desert her parents (due to 

the predictable accusations they’d hurl at her) she had to rely on the barn staff and Melissa to take care 

of the situation. Which ruined their Christmas, too. 

“Maybe a change in barn routine over Christmas upsets her?” Melissa suggested. 

“I’m never around so I don’t get to find out,” Paula said miserably. 

“Well, you need to find out what’s going on. Unless you want Peppi to colic again?” 

“Heck, no!” 

“Then get sleuthing!” Melissa commanded. 
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The Sleuthing Begins 
 
Paula now set out to discover the truth. 

First she talked to the manager, Ted Reynolds, a short, wiry and competent man in his fifties who used 

to be a jockey in his youth. He really cared about the horses he was responsible for. 

“Ted, do the same people come in to cover for the regular staff every year at Christmas?” 

“I wish!” he replied with a wry smile. “It’s impossible. Seems no one wants to work hard any more, and 

it’s tough to get any temporary staff let alone the same people two years in a row.” 

“Do they stick to the same feeding and turnout routine? And carry out the chores at the same time as 

you guys?” 

Ted looked hurt at this question. “Of course they do! I’m here every day, and make sure they’re 

punctual and thorough. Why do you ask?” 

“Sorry, Ted, I don’t mean to sound accusatory. It’s just that I’m trying to figure out what makes Peppi 

colic every Christmas while I’m away. I can’t believe that she’s pining for me.” 

“Well, it doesn’t help that you’re gone, but I agree that’s unlikely to be the sole reason for it.” 

Paula tried hard to think of something specifically to do with Christmas at the barn that might distress 

her horse. 

Of course! The decorations!  

But those always went up a whole week before she set off for her parents’ house. They couldn’t be the 

problem: Peppi was used to them before her owner disappeared.   

However, come to think of it, she was always vaguely aware of something looking different on her 

return every year, but couldn’t put her finger on it.  As soon as she got back she was in the throes of 

tending to a horse recovering from colic. The way the barn looked was not on her List of Important 

Things. 

Paula wracked her brain for any other Christmas barn events, but came up empty. 

She found Melissa in the heated sitting area. It had a large window opening onto the indoor arena and 

her friend was cleaning off her tall riding boots while watching a couple of riders work through their 

canter half passes. 

“Hey, Paula! Any luck?” 

“Not so far. Can you think of anything to do with Christmas that goes on here in my absence?” 
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“Like what?” 

“I dunno. A party, maybe? And I know the place has changed when I get back, but I’m always so focused 

on Peppi that I never pay attention to my surroundings.” 

“Well, they put up the Christmas crib the night of Christmas Eve. And you’re always gone by then.” 

Paula’s expression perked up. “I guess that’s what I’m aware of when I get back. What else?” 

“That’s it really.” 

“But Peppi never seems fussed about the crib when I get home. She doesn’t seem to care about it at 

all.” 

“Maybe she’s used to it by the time you’re back?” 

“But why would she be so upset by it that she gets colic then calms down completely? It doesn’t make 

sense.” 

“I have to agree with you. And I’ve not noticed her get upset by it, either.” 

Paula groaned. “Then we’re back to square one.” 

“Looks like it,” her friend agreed. 

“I’m going to sleep on it and hope my subconscious works out another possibility. I don’t have much 

time left before I fly out.” 

“See you tomorrow, then.” 

“Yup!” 

It was getting dark and all the horses were in for the night.  

Peppi’s owner suddenly felt the need to kiss her mare on the nose one more time before driving home. 

“Please don’t stress while I’m gone this year!” 

 

The Phone Call 
 
Paula had barely entered her apartment on the outskirts of town when her cell phone rang. 

She hastily fumbled in her purse for it and pressed the green answer button just before Beethoven’s 

Fifth Piano Concerto stopped playing. 

“Hello?” 
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“Paula, darling, I hate to tell you this, but your Uncle Martin has just had a heart attack.” 

“Oh, Mom, that’s awful.” Uncle Martin was her mother’s brother. He lived in England with his wife in the 

Cotswolds, which she always described as “go west then stop just before you reach Wales.” 

“He’s in hospital recovering,” her mother was saying, “but it means Aunt Marian is alone dealing with 

him. Your father and I need to go to England to help out over Christmas.” 

“I don’t expect you to come, dear. It’s an expensive flight. But Aunt Marian is beside herself with worry 

about Uncle Martin and we may need to extend our stay.” 

Paula tried to sound upset about this news. “Oh, Mom, I’m so sorry to hear that. But money is really 

tight right now - I can’t afford the flight to England. Not only that, but my passport is out of date.” 

Inside she was rejoicing. While genuinely worried about Uncle Martin, Paula saw her opportunity to be 

with Peppi this Christmas and get to the bottom of what went wrong every year. At the very least she’d 

be on hand if the mare got colic again. 

“That’s alright, dear. We’ll work something out. Maybe do a late Christmas at Easter?” 

“Why not? It would be different.” Now Paula could start worrying about Peppi getting sick over Easter. 

Stop it! Be happy that you’re going to stay home this Christmas! 

 

The Horse Whisperer 

 
That call had just finished when her phone began playing Beethoven’s Fifth Piano Concerto again. 

Melissa’s voice sounded excited. “Hey, Paula, I’ve got the answer to your problems!” 

“Great! Let’s hear it!” 

“I was talking to Janet at the barn and she told me about this wonderful horse whisperer she uses 

whenever she has a problem with Monty.” 

“Sounds a little flaky to me, Mel.”  

“I thought so, too. But then she told me that this lady talks to horses long distance. Janet was amazed at 

what she knew about Monty.” 

Paula was still skeptical. “Like what?’ 

“She told Janet that his left leg hurts. He does have an old suspensory injury and Janet had wondered 

whether it was acting up, even though there’s no swelling or heat. But she never mentioned it to this 

lady. She’d only told her Monty’s name, breed and color. Nothing else. “ 
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“Hmmm, sounds interesting. Anything else?” Hope began to stir in Paula.  

“Yes. Monty hates her pressing down on his withers when she tightens up his girth. Janet was sure she 

didn’t do that, until she rode him after her phone session. And, sure enough, she does!” 

“Why didn’t we know about this lady before?! It would have saved me a fortune if I could have asked 

her what’s bugging Peppi!” 

“Apparently she’s only just opened up her practice.” 

“Please, please, give me her number!” 

Paula called the horse whisperer as soon as she hung up on Melissa - but didn’t get the answer she was 

looking for. 

“I’m afraid I’m fully booked until after Christmas. I can fit you in on January 5th. How does that sound?” 

Sounds as if I’ll be in the middle of treating my horse for colic by then, Paula thought dejectedly.  

She was bitterly disappointed. For a glorious moment it had looked as if she’d get the answer to this 

conundrum. But no. 

 

The Permission 
 
She called Melissa back. She’d forgotten to give her the good news about not having to visit her parents 

over Christmas and also told her the bad news about not being able to talk to the horse whisperer until 

January. 

“You know that this means, then, don’t you?” Melissa said. 

“What?” 

“We’re going to have to camp out at the barn on Christmas Eve and find out once and for all what goes 

on that night.” 

“How are we going to do that? Where are we going to sleep?” 

“You’re welcome,” her friend laughed. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. I mean ‘thank you’ for being willing to help me with this.” 

“Hey, if it were my horse, I’d be desperate to know what’s going on. And I think sleeping over at the 

barn is the only way to do that.” 

“But do you have any idea how we can do it without getting into trouble?” 
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“I think Ted would be happy for you to figure out the problem. Let’s ask him tomorrow.” 

Paula agreed it was a good plan.  “Have I told you what a good friend you are?” 

At the very least a stake out at the barn would be an adventure. Paula hoped Ted would go for it. 

Melissa arranged to go with her and help her arguments with Ted. The next day they met at Farthing 

Boarding Barn just after the horses had been fed. After giving their equine buddies a treat (or two) they 

watched Ted go into the office and nodded to each other. 

Paula knocked on the door. “Here goes nothing!” 

“Come in!”  

He gave them a friendly smile. “Hello, you two! Must be serious if you’re ganging up on me in pairs.” He 

waved at the overstuffed armchairs by a glass coffee table. “Take a pew.” He sat opposite them, leaning 

forwards expectantly.  

“Ted,” Paula began, “you know how Peppi gets colic every Christmas?” 

He shook his head. “I wish I knew why. It’s a complete mystery.” 

“Yes and this year I really want to get down to the bottom of it.” 

“But won’t you be gone?” 

“Normally, yes. But this year my parents are flying to England to visit an uncle who’s just had a heart 

attack, and they aren’t expecting me to go over.”  

“Sorry to hear that. But then you’ll be here over Christmas? Excellent!” 

Paula looked at Melissa for support and her friend smiled encouragingly.  

“I hope you still think it’s excellent when I tell you our - I mean my - plan.” 

“Go on.” 

“Would you mind if we stay overnight at the barn on Christmas Eve?” 

Ted looked dubious. “Are you sure you want to do that? It gets very cold here at night.” 

“It’s the only way to find out what bothers her. Whatever it is happens then.” 

“Where would you camp out?” 

Melissa said, “We thought we could sleep in the empty stall opposite Peppi. We could put our sleeping 

bags in there on top of the sawdust.” 
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“I don’t see why not,” Ted said. “Make sure you lock the barn from the inside. You’ve got my cell 

number in case of emergency. I live only five minutes away and can be here very quickly.” 

“Oh, Ted, thank you so much!” 

“Hey, I’d like to find out what’s going on, too!” 

  

The Pay Off 
 
The two sleuths arrived early afternoon on Christmas Eve to set up their overnight den. The chestnut 

was out in her field, totally oblivious to the preparations going on for her benefit. 

Paula was a light sleeper and knew she’d wake up at the slightest sound. In fact she was worried she 

wouldn’t be able to doze off at all. On the other hand Melissa admitted to slumbering deeply: her friend 

would have to rouse her if anything untoward made a sound during the night. 

“So basically, I’m on my own,” Paula said. 

“Only until I wake up,” Melissa pointed out. 

Paula crawled into her sleeping bag on the sawdust bedding to test it out. Wriggling around to create a 

comfortable nest for herself and make sure there were no lumps, she said, “This is actually pretty cozy. 

You should try yours.” 

Melissa followed suit and agreed. “What more could we ask for? The smell of the barn, a snug warm bed 

and sleeping right next to our horses!” 

“We should do this every night!” 

“Let’s just try one night first and see how it goes, shall we?” 

The two women fetched in their horses and tacked them up. 

In the last of the daylight they rode along the edges of the huge bare hay fields belonging to the 

property, while the setting sun cast an orange-gold tinge over the grass stubble. Peppi and Groucho 

walked out with lively steps, enjoying the crisp air and open countryside as much as their riders.  

“Just think,” Paula said, “this time tomorrow we’ll know for sure what upsets Peppi. Hopefully this will 

be my first Christmas without a vet’s bill!” 

“Fingers crossed!” Melissa said. “I’m kind of excited to stay overnight at the barn.” 

“It won’t be your typical Christmas Eve, that’s for sure!” 

They headed back and brushed off their mounts before putting stable blankets on them.  
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Paula kissed Peppi on the nose. “I’ll be back tonight.” 

It was feeding time and the two owners left them to eat in peace. 

Melissa had invited her friend over for dinner as her two teenage boys were fascinated by their 

mother’s scheme.  

“Can we come, too?” they asked. 

“We’d love the company,” Paula replied. “But we don’t want to scare off whomever or whatever it is 

that comes in the night. We want to catch them at it.” 

“Doesn’t sound very safe to me,” Melissa’s husband said. “I think I’d better come for protection.” 

“Aw, Dad! Then we should be allowed to come as well!” 

Alarmed at the prospect of fitting five people into the spare stall, Paula said, as diplomatically as she 

could, “It would be a lot of fun, I agree. But you’d be very uncomfortable - and don’t forget about the 

strong smells you get in a barn.” 

“Oh, gross! I hadn’t thought about that!” one of the boys said. “How are you going to be able to sleep 

with all that sh- ” he looked at his mother, “- I mean manure all around?” 

“We’re used to it!” Paula said brightly. 

“We love it!” Melissa added. 

“You horse women are mad,” her husband retorted. 

“Yep!” both women said in unison. 

Paula had brought her pajamas with her to Melissa’s house. They changed into their night clothes and 

pulled regular clothes over them. Next they washed their faces and brushed their teeth before leaving 

the house. 

Once at the barn, they gave their horses a good night treat.  

They peeled off the outer layers of clothing and put on their dressing gowns for extra warmth, leaving 

their socks on. They downloaded the flashlight app on their cell phones and Paula used it to find her way 

back to the stall after switching off the barn lights. 

They finally snuggled down into their two sleeping bags. 

Paula had a sudden thought. “Hey, Mel, you don’t suppose Santa’s been landing on the barn, do you? 

That would make perfect sense. I can see Peppi getting colic over something like that.” 
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“That would be a reasonable explanation,” Melissa replied, “except for the fact that Santa Claus doesn’t 

exist.” 

“But don’t you think this is the ideal time to find out?” insisted Paula. “Imagine the sound of reindeer 

hooves clattering across the roof and the noise of the sleigh gliders!” 

“You sound as if you hope it is Santa Claus!” 

“Wouldn’t that be cool?” 

“If that is what’s happening every year, Peppi obviously doesn’t think it’s cool!” Melissa astutely 

remarked. 

“Yeah, you’re right.” 

“Let’s go to sleep. We’ll get out our answer soon enough.” 

“O.K. ’Night, Mel.” 

“’Night, Paula.” 

Paula was so mentally and emotionally worn out that she had no trouble at all sliding into dreamland. 

 

Around ten o’clock she awoke to the sound of her mare moving restlessly in her stall. Directly above, 

mysterious noises sounded over the horse’s head and the feed room next to her stall. 

Paula wanted to call out to Melissa but was unable to speak. 

Peppi began snorting and running around her stall and galvanized her owner into action. 

Paula’s first priority was to her horse. She found her voice and whispered loudly, “It’s O.K. Peppi, Mom’s 

here!” 

She jumped out of her sleeping bag, threw her heavy duty barn coat over her dressing gown, thrust her 

feet into her paddock boots. With trembling hands she pressed the flashlight app on her phone. 

The animal’s petite ears pointed forwards over the stall door at her owner’s approach and when Paula 

went in the horse immediately tucked her head under her owner’s arms. 

“Oh, Peppi, I’m so sorry! But I’m here now, and I’m not going to let anyone hurt you. I promise.” 

The other horses down the aisle popped their heads out. They were wondering what was going on, but 

were unperturbed. The din was only over Peppi’s part of the barn. 
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It was easy to understand why she was so upset. The scraping overhead was very loud. Paula could 

swear it was the runners of a sleigh being dragged by reindeer, whose little feet accounted for the tap-

tap-tap noises as they stomped their cloven hooves in impatience. 

She shook her head. This was nonsense! She needed to go outside and find out what on earth was going 

on. 

But supposing it wasn’t a friendly Santa Claus up there? Or supposing it was Santa Claus and he got mad 

at her for spotting him? 

She needed Melissa’s support. 

Giving Peppi one last cuddle she ran back and shook her friend. “Mel! Get up Mel!”   

“Wh-at?” Melissa asked groggily. 

“Santa’s landed on the roof!” Paula shone her cell flashlight into her friend’s eyes. 

“What?” Melissa’s eyes were now open she shielded them from the brightness. 

“Quick or you’ll miss him! Santa Claus is here! Can you hear him?” 

“Wow! Yes, I can!” Melissa was now fully awake and throwing on her boots and jacket. Grabbing her 

own cell phone she said, “C’mon! Let’s go check him out!” 

But as they approached the exit doors, Peppi gave a shrill neigh. The women looked back and their cell 

lights revealed a dark figure leaning down into the mare’s stall from the overhead rafters. 

Terror paralyzed them. 

“We’ve got to do this!” Paula hissed. She grabbed Melissa’s sleeve and dragged her the few feet to the 

scene of the crime.  Poor Peppi was pressed in terror against the front of her stall, trying to get away. 

Seeing her mare in such distress gave Paula the extra courage she needed. She shone her flashlight 

directly into the intruder’s eyes. 

Both of them were taken by surprise. 

Hanging through the overhead beams, the trespasser spoke first. “Ms. Newton? What are you doing 

here?” 

“I might ask you the same question, Mr. Foxley. What are you doing here?” 

“Putting the star up on the roof, same as I do every year.” 

Paula’s eyes narrowed and understanding slowly dawned. “You come every Christmas Eve to put up the 

star?” 
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The electrician nodded.  

“Does Mr. Reynolds know you do it at this time of night?” 

“Well, no. I just like to come now. I think it’s nice for the staff and boarders to come to the barn on 

Christmas Day and find the star has miraculously appeared. That’s why I do it when no one is around.” 

“But why are you in my horse’s stall? You’re scaring her to death!” Paula was now standing protectively 

between the mare and the invader, stroking Peppi’s face and neck and hoping desperately  to ward off 

another colic attack. 

Mr. Foxley pointed to the back wall of the stall, underneath him. “This is the closest outlet.” In his hand 

he held a plug attached to a long white wire. He pushed it into the socket. “There, all done!” 

But Paula wasn’t going to let him get away with such a blithe explanation.   “Why can’t you just walk into 

her stall like a normal person?” 

“I need to feed the wire from the roof down through the hay loft. I figure anyway it’s less intrusive to 

the horse if I do it this way.” 

From the barn aisle, Melissa said, “Don’t you know that horses are prey animals? You look like a 

predator, coming at her from above like that!” 

“You’ve been terrifying my mare every year,” Paula cried.  “She gets terribly sick and it’s costing me a lot 

of money in vets’ bills!” 

The man looked apologetic. “Gee, I had no idea. I’m really sorry, Ms. Newton.” 

“It’s lucky I couldn’t go away this Christmas or I’d never have found out what goes on here. Please put 

your star up during normal hours so you don’t terrify her anymore!  And get Ted Reynolds to come into 

her stall and plug in the wire for you. She knows him. Please. I can’t camp out here at the barn every 

Christmas!” 

“Point taken, Ms. Newton.” 

“I’m going to lead Peppi around to help her relax while you finish up here.” She put on the horse’s 

halter. 

“Sure thing. I’m nearly done.” He paused a moment. “Perhaps while you’re out there, you and your 

friend would like to see how the star looks?” He disappeared back into the rafters. 

Paula couldn’t give a darn about the star, but thought it would be good for Peppi to walk outside for a 

while to help her settle down.  

Melissa opened the barn doors and the sensor light came on, illuminating the way for the two women 

and the horse. It had started snowing and the electric rays shone on the myriad flakes falling to the  
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ground. 

“It’s beautiful out here!” Paula said. “But hold Peppi a sec, would you, Mel? I need to put something 

waterproof over her blanket.” 

She returned shortly and placed a rain sheet on her horse’s back. The trio stepped out into the snow, 

and after a few yards they were out of the sensor’s range. The barn light went off soon afterwards but it 

didn’t matter.  

For atop the barn shone Mr. Foxley’s huge star. It cast a surreal glow far and wide, lending a magical 

sparkle to the snow as it wafted through the air. 

Paula realized the six-pointed figure was the thing that was different every time she came back from her 

parents’ house. 

Mr. Foxley gathered up all his tools and slid down his ladder. “So, what do you think?” he asked. 

“It’s just wonderful!” Melissa said. “Now it really is Christmas.” 

“Yes, it is,” Paula agreed. 

The man beamed proudly. “Well, I should be off. And I’m sorry for all the trouble I’ve been causing your 

horse, Ms. Newton. To make up for it, if you need any electrical work doing I’ll be happy to come and do 

it at no charge.” 

“That’s very kind of you. There are some things that need doing at my place. I’ll be in touch.” 

“Just give me a call.” The man handed Paula his card then doffed his snow-covered cap to both of them. 

“Good night, ladies, and Merry Christmas!”  

“Merry Christmas!” Paula replied. 

Mr. Foxley drove off in his white van and she led Peppi around with Melissa for a while longer, looking 

up at the sky and sticking out her tongue to catch the icy wafers. Her friend followed suit. 

The little Oldenburg’s mane and forelock were collecting white fluff, but she was completely calm now. 

Paula gave a deep sigh. She and Melissa had solved the mystery and saved her horse from another 

attack of colic this year. 

“I don’t know about you, but I’m starting to get cold,” Melissa said. 
 
“Yup, me too! Let’s take this pony back inside.” 

Back in the mare’s stall Paula took the rain sheet off and brushed the snow out of her mane.  “Do you 

want to go home now? Or should we just stay here for the rest of the night?” 
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Melissa looked at her watch. “We may as well stay here. If I try to sneak into the house I just know the 

boys will wake up and never go back to sleep. As long as I’m home by 7 a.m. their dad can take care of 

things till I get back.” 

“I was really hoping you’d say that. After all the Christmases I’ve missed I’d love to spend this one with 

Peppi.” 

Melissa gave Groucho a treat and a kiss on the nose. “O.K. then, let’s get back to our ‘bedroom’!” 

Ten minutes later the barn was in darkness again and the horse owners were nestled in their sleeping 

bags. Soon they were asleep. 

 

Christmas Morning 
 
At midnight Paula was half-roused from her slumber by Peppi’s rustling in her stall. But it was followed 

by no loud whinnies or terrified neighs, just a satisfied snort. She imagined she heard a low whisper, but 

it was simply her mare sighing in contentment. 

Paula smiled. She went back to sleep and dreamed that Peppi was pulling Santa’s sleigh, her nose a 

bright red beacon. 

At 5:25 a.m. she woke with an uneasy feeling before recalling that she and Melissa had sorted out 

Peppi’s problem the night before. What fun! This was the first Christmas with her horse! 

Excitedly she put on her coat and paddock boots.  Careful not to wake her friend, she made sure her 

pocket was full of treats and walked softly over to her mare’s stall.  

What she saw puzzled her exceedingly. 

The little chestnut was lying fast asleep in her stall and barely registered Paula’s appearance. On closer 

inspection, it looked as if her horse had been sweating during the night and then dried off. Paula peeled 

off the corner of her blanket and saw another one underneath – a soft wicking sheet that didn’t belong 

to her. 

What was going on? And why hadn’t she heard anything? 

Stuck to the burgundy sheet was a large Christmas label, which read: 

Thank you, Paula, for the loan of your horse last night! I hope you’ll accept this blanket as my gift to you 

and Peppi. 

THE END 
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reaching her dressage goals!  

But her real goal is to make it to heaven, and do what she can to encourage others to get there, 

too. 
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