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When Sister Bear saw Ms. Toni’s horses, she fell in love.

Head over spurs.

It was love at first sight.

Sister had seen horses before. There was Farmer Ben’s big wagon horse. And they had pony rides at the church fair.

But Ms. Toni’s horses were something else. They were tall and slim. They had long, silky manes and tails.


Then Sister saw the sign on Ms. Toni’s fence. It said MS. TONI’S RIDING SCHOOL AND STABLE.

Sister knew what she had to do.

She begged to be allowed to take riding lessons.

Mama and Papa thought about it. They saw the light in Sister’s eyes. Sister was in heaven when they said yes.

Sister took to riding like a fish to water. She loved the lessons. But they weren’t easy. In fact, they were hard. They made her legs hurt. They made her backside hurt.

The first time she was up on a horse, she was scared. It was so high. You could fall off. You could be hurt. You could even break something!

But she didn’t fall off. After a while, she began to feel safe.

“Okay, Sister,” said Ms. Toni. “I’m going to walk Old Bess around the ring. You just sit easy.”

Old Bess was a mare. That is what you call a female horse.

It was Sister’s first lesson.

Ms. Toni was holding the reins. She was leading Old Bess around the riding ring.

“How do you feel up there?” asked Ms. Toni.

“Kinda wobbly,” said Sister.


[image: image]


“Why are you holding on to the saddle?” asked Ms. Toni.

“So I won’t fall off,” said Sister.

Ms. Toni laughed.

“You won’t fall off,” she said. “Just keep your feet in the stirrups.” The stirrups were the foot-holders that hung from the saddle.

“Let go of the saddle and take hold of these,” said Ms. Toni. She handed the reins to Sister.

Holding the reins made Sister nervous at first.

But after a while, it was fun. There she was, sitting on a giant horse. It was exciting. She felt like the queen of the world. Old Bess kept walking slowly around the riding ring.

Ms. Toni picked up something.

What was it?

It looked like a long, thin black snake. It was a whip!

Sister got frightened. “You’re not going to whip Old Bess,” she said.

Ms. Toni laughed again. “Of course not,” she said. “This isn’t that kind of whip. This is a training whip. I use it to tell a horse what to do. I’m going to tell Old Bess to trot.”

Sister knew what a trot was. It was a slow run. She had read a lot of books about horses. That’s how she got interested in horses. Now here she was, sitting on top of one about to trot. She was nervous and worried again. It was so high. She kept hold of the reins with one hand. She took hold of the saddle with the other.

“No, Sister,” said Ms. Toni. “You must always hold the reins with two hands. That’s how Old Bess knows you’re in charge.”

In charge, thought Sister. In charge of a giant horse that weighs a zillion pounds. That’ll be the day!

Ms. Toni didn’t even touch Old Bess with the whip. She flicked it in the air. Old Bess started to trot.

Sister went from wobble-wobble to bouncy-bouncy.

Was it ever exciting!
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As time went on, Sister learned that there was more to riding than wobble-wobble and bouncy-bouncy.

A lot more.

There was mucking out.

That was cleaning the dirty straw and horse mess out of a stall and putting in clean straw. Sister was very good at mucking out.

Ms. Toni told Mama Bear what a good mucker-outer Sister was.


Mama laughed. She was surprised.

“Hmm,” said Mama. “She’s not so good when it comes to mucking out her room.”

There was combing the horse’s hair with a comb. It got the tangles out of the horse’s mane and tail. Sister was very good with the comb.

Ms. Toni told Mama that Sister was good at getting tangles out.

Mama laughed again. “You should hear her when I get her tangles out,” said Mama.

There was feeding the horse good oats and hay and not too many sweets.
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Ms. Toni said Sister was good about that, too.

“Hmm,” said Mama. “I just wish I could keep Sister away from sweets.”

But a funny thing happened. Mama got her wish about Sister and sweets.

Not only that. Sister began taking better care of her room.

And she began getting her own tangles out.

Sister was still Sister. But she had changed.

Everybody saw it.

“It’s the horses,” said Papa. “It has made Sister more responsible.”


Responsible. Papa loved that word. It meant doing what you were supposed to do.

“Yes,” said Brother. “She’s not such a pain in the neck now. It must be the horses.”

“Sister has changed,” said Mama. “And mostly for the better. But all she ever thinks about is horses. What about school?”

“What about it?” asked Papa.

“Well, just take a look at her right now,” said Mama.

Papa looked. Sister was sitting at the dining room table. She was supposed to be doing her homework.


“Hmm,” said Papa. “I see what you mean.”

“Sister,” said Papa.

There was no answer from Sister. She had that dreamy look on her face again.

“Sister,” said Papa.

“Er…huh?” said Sister.

“A penny for your thoughts,” said Papa.

“I was thinking about tomorrow’s riding lesson,” said Sister. “It’s really going to be something! We’re going to have our first jumping lesson—Sally, Jill, Gwen, the whole bunch of us. Not big jumps. Just little ones. I’ll be on Old Bess, of course. Sure, she’s old. But we’re such a great team….”

“Sister,” said Papa.

“Yes,” said Sister.

“Tomorrow’s riding lesson is one thing,” he said. “But what about tomorrow’s homework?”

Sister sighed. “But school is so boring. As for this homework, it’s boring, boring, boring!”

“What is your homework?” asked Papa.

“Problems in my numbers workbook, and I have to write a story,” grumped Sister.

Papa picked up the numbers workbook. He read the first problem. “You have seven ducks. You sell three. How many ducks are left?”

Sister threw up her hands.

“Don’t know and don’t care!” she said. “Who cares about ducks anyway?”

“All right,” said Papa. “Let’s try it this way. You have seven horses. You sell three. How many horses are left?”

“Four, of course,” said Sister.

Papa put horses into all the numbers problems. Sister got every one right.

“Now, about this story you have to write,” said Papa.
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“Boring!” said Sister. “Boring, boring, boring!”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Papa. “Perhaps you could write a story about horses.”

Sister’s eyes lit up.

“Yeah,” she said. “A story about horses.” She began to write. She wrote a whole story about horses. It was a pretty exciting story. It was about a magical horse. She got an A for it.

But it wasn’t nearly as exciting and magical as the adventure that lay ahead.
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Ms. Toni’s Riding School and Stable had two parts: the school and the stable.

The school was a big, roomy building. Outside, the floor of the riding ring was covered with sawdust. It had a stand where parents sat on show days.

The school had been a barn. The stable had been a chicken house. Ms. Toni’s office was in the back.


When Farmer Ben built new ones, he sold the old ones to Ms. Toni.

Ms. Toni made them into Ms. Toni’s Riding School and Stable.

She and her groom, Saddle Sam, worked hard to fix the place up.

They put in the riding ring.

They built the stand.

They put in the office.

The hardest part was fixing up the chicken house.

But they did it. They turned it into a good clean stable with ten stalls for ten horses.

Seven of the horses belonged to Ms. Toni. They were an important part of her business. She rented them to weekend riders. The other three horses belonged to Sister’s classmates.

Sally had a black horse named Midnight.

Jill had a brown horse named Gravy.
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Gwen had a gray horse named Silver.

Old Bess was the oldest and biggest horse in the stable. The other horses trusted her. They often nuzzled and rubbed against her to show their respect. But there was trouble in the stable.


The trouble came from Midnight.

Sister didn’t own a horse. Her classmates were a little snooty about it. Especially Sally.

Sister rode Old Bess. She loved her and took care of her. But it wasn’t the same as having her own horse.

Sister’s classmates had fancy riding clothes. They were snooty about that, too. Sally was the snootiest.

Sally seemed to have it in for Sister.

Why was that?

Maybe it was because Sister took such good care of her horse. Sally, Jill, and Gwen didn’t always do their chores.

Or maybe it was because Sister was the best rider.

She got the best marks.

She got the best mark for the trot.

She got the best mark for the canter.

She got the best mark for the gallop.

And she was going to go for the best mark in jumping. Not that she wasn’t a little scared. Ms. Toni said that was okay. All good riders were a little scared.


But there was a problem: Old Bess was slow.

She was the slowest horse in the stable.

Ms. Toni had the run of Farmer Ben’s woods. She and Saddle Sam had cleared a racetrack through the woods. It was about a mile long.
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Sister and Old Bess lost every race. Sally always came in first. After every race, Sally turned to Sister and shouted, “Get a horse!” It must have been a joke because everybody laughed. But Sister didn’t get it. She had a horse. It was Old Bess.

She asked Brother about it at supper. He knew Sally. She was in his class.

He said, “When cars were first invented, they broke down a lot. When people on horses rode past a broken-down car, they shouted, ‘Get a horse!’ Now do you get it?”

Sister got it. But she didn’t like it.
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The jumping lesson was about to begin.

Sister, Sally, Jill, and Gwen were in the stand.

Ms. Toni was in the riding ring.

Things were set around the riding ring.

One was a white fence.

One was a big log. It was real wood. But it was hollow.

One was a bit of stone wall. But it wasn’t really stone. It was plastic.


“Some folks say horses are stupid,” said Ms. Toni. “But they are wrong. It’s true that horses aren’t smart about reading, spelling, and long division.”

That’s okay, thought Sister. I’m not so smart about long division either.

“But horses are very smart about one thing,” said Ms. Toni. “They are smart about being horses. They are very good at doing what they like to do.”

Sister could understand that. She liked to jump rope. She was good at it. She jumped to a thousand once.


“That’s how you train horses,” said Ms. Toni. “They love to run. So it’s easy to train them to race. It’s very hard to get them to do what they don’t like to do. Horses don’t like to go backward. They hate it. You can train them to do it. But it’s very hard.”

Sister could understand that, too. Number work wasn’t easy for Sister. So she had to work hard to do it.

“Which brings us to jumping,” said Ms. Toni. “Sam! Bring in the horses!”

Sam came in the big open door. He was riding Old Bess and leading Midnight, Gravy, and Silver.

Midnight tried to pull away from the other horses. Then he bumped against Old Bess.

“My horse doesn’t like being led,” said snooty Sally. “And he doesn’t like that bossy Old Bess either.”

Saddle Sam snapped the reins against Midnight’s nose. Not hard, but hard enough to make him stop bumping Old Bess.

Sally leaped up.

“Don’t you dare hit my horse!” she shouted.
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“Please sit down, Sally,” said Ms. Toni. “You should teach your horse better manners.”

“He’s just frisky,” said Sally.

“Yes,” said Ms. Toni. “But where does frisky stop and mean begin?”

Sister didn’t say anything. But she smiled inside.

“All right now,” said Ms. Toni. “Another thing horses like to do is jump. Some horses are better at it than others. But they all can do it. What we’re going to do is jump over the fence, the log, and the wall. They’re far enough apart to get up speed. Here’s what you do. Bring your horse to a canter. When you come to the jump, crouch down a little. Then as your horse jumps, you lean forward. The horse will do the rest. Sally, you’re first. Mount up and let’s see what you can do.”

But Sally didn’t put Midnight into a canter.

She put him into a gallop.

That was too fast.

Midnight knocked over all the jumps.

“Set them up again, Sam,” said Ms. Toni. She turned to Sally. “We know how fast Midnight is, Sally.”

Do we ever, thought Sister.
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“But jumping isn’t about fast,” said Ms. Toni. “Do it again, Sally, only this time at a canter.”


Sally put Midnight into a canter. They cleared all the jumps.

Now it was Jill’s turn. She and Gravy cleared all the jumps, too.

Gwen was next. She and Silver cleared the white fence and log with room to spare. But when they came to the wall, Silver stopped short. Gwen was almost thrown off. She was shaken up. It could have been a bad fall.

Ms. Toni took the reins. She patted Silver on the neck.

“It’s okay, Gwen,” said Ms. Toni. “Your horse may have had trouble with a wall once. But not to worry. You just never know with horses. And that’s what makes horses so interesting.”

She turned to Sam. “Sam, turn that jump around. The back doesn’t look like stone. Try it again, Gwen.”

Gwen put Silver into a canter. They cleared the jump easily.

“All right, Sister,” said Ms. Toni. “It’s your turn to jump.”

“Okay, Bess,” said Sister. “Let’s go get ’em!”

But what happened next was a little too interesting.

Sister put Old Bess into a canter. Midnight snorted and came after Bess.

He reared up and kicked out at her. Old Bess turned and met Midnight’s attack. She reared up and kicked back.


It was all so sudden that Sister slipped off. She fell to the sawdust with a thump.
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Old Bess was angry. She bit Midnight on the ear. Midnight whinnied and bolted for the open door.

Sister couldn’t believe what Ms. Toni did next. She ran after Midnight. She grabbed the saddle and leaped onto Midnight like a trick circus rider. She grabbed the reins from the screaming Sally. She pulled Midnight to a stop.

Sister was still on the ground.


She was shaken up. It had been a pretty bad fall.

“All right,” said Ms. Toni. “That’s enough excitement for one day. Everybody back to the stable. See to it, Sam. Except for Bess. Tie her to the rail.”

Ms. Toni came over to Sister.

Sister’s backside hurt.

She was trying not to cry.

Ms. Toni knelt beside her.

“Where does it hurt?” she asked.

“My hip…er, my backside really,” said Sister.

“Good,” said Ms. Toni. “That’s the best thing to fall on. It’s padded.”


Ms. Toni felt Sister’s legs.

“Let’s see you work your knees,” she said.

Sister worked her knees.

“Ms. Toni, why did Midnight go after Old Bess?” asked Sister.

“I think he’s jealous,” said Ms. Toni. She helped Sister to her feet.

“Jealous?” said Sister. “Why would Midnight be jealous of Old Bess? He can run rings around her.”

“True,” said Ms. Toni. “But Old Bess is big and powerful. She’s the leader of the pack. So Midnight’s jealous. Horses are like us. Sometimes they just don’t like each other.”


Just like Sally doesn’t like me, thought Sister.

They went into Ms. Toni’s office.

“Sister, how do you feel about riding?” asked Ms. Toni.

There were pictures on the walls.

They showed Ms. Toni riding.

They showed her holding cups and ribbons.

There was one picture showing her standing on a galloping horse.

“Sister?”

“Huh?” said Sister.

“I asked you how you feel about riding,” Ms. Toni said again.

“Well, not so good right now,” said Sister. “Falling off a horse is pretty scary. So I was thinking…maybe I should forget about riding for a while.”

“That would be up to you, Sister,” said Ms. Toni.

It was very quiet in the little office.

“But there’s a saying,” said Ms. Toni. “When you fall off a horse, you should get right back on.”

“There’s all kinds of sayings, Ms. Toni,” said Sister. She looked at the pictures again. “Did you ever fall off a horse?”

“Oh, a couple hundred times,” said Ms. Toni with a smile. “Come. I want to show you something.”


[image: image]


She led Sister to the picture that showed her standing on a galloping horse.

“I used to be a trick circus rider,” she said. “I did all the tricks and I took all the falls.”

“Ms. Toni!” said Sister. What was this? Who was the horse Ms. Toni was standing on? “That horse looks like Old Bess!”

“It is,” said Ms. Toni. “She was Young Bess then. We grew up together. I brought her with me from the circus.”

“You know something? She didn’t look so sad back then,” said Sister. “Ms. Toni?”

“Yes?”

“Why does Old Bess look so sad?” asked Sister.

“Because she is sad,” said Ms. Toni.

“Is it because she misses the circus?” asked Sister.

“No,” said Ms. Toni. “It’s because she misses him.” She pointed to another picture.

It showed Old Bess with a young horse. He was beautiful. He was red. He was the color of fire.

“Bess foaled when I brought her here,” said Ms. Toni.


“What’s foaled?” asked Sister.

“It means Old Bess had a baby,” said Ms. Toni.

“A baby!” said Sister.
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“And she’s sad because he’s gone,” said Ms. Toni.

“Did he get sick and die?” asked Sister.

“No,” said Ms. Toni. “He got sick of stable life and ran away. He was a mustang.”

“What’s a mustang?” asked Sister.

“Mustangs are wild horses,” explained Ms. Toni. “They don’t like saddles or bridles or reins. They don’t even like to be ridden. They like to run free.”

“Where did he go?” asked Sister.

Ms. Toni pointed to the mountains outside the window. “We think he went there,” she said sadly.

“Gee,” said Sister. “I’d be sad, too, if I had a baby and he ran away.”

“I don’t think that’s anything you have to worry about,” said Ms. Toni. “At least, not for a while. Well, what do you say? Do you want to try those jumps?”

“Sure,” said Sister.

Sister and Old Bess cleared the jumps like real pros.

A lot happened that day.

It was a day to remember.

But the thing she remembered most was the fiery red horse that ran away.
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Sister had a dream that night.

Ms. Toni was in it. Only she wasn’t wearing her riding clothes.

She was wearing tights and a tutu. She sparkled.

She had a long training whip. Only it wasn’t black. It was gold.

Snooty Sally was in the dream.

She was wearing fancy riding clothes. They were so fancy they glowed.

Sister was in the dream.


She was wearing rags.

There was going to be a four-mile race. Sister on Old Bess against Sally on Midnight.

It would be a race with jumps. They were like the jumps in the lesson. Only they were much, much bigger.

Ms. Toni held up the training whip. But it stopped being a whip. It turned into a starter’s gun.

Bang!

The race was on!

Sally and Midnight were off like a shot.

Sister and Old Bess were off like a snail.


Snooty Sally looked back and laughed.

“Get a horse!” she cried.

It was going to be awful. Sister and Old Bess would lose by a mile.

But something happened.

Something strange.

A thing that can happen only in a dream.

Old Bess turned into her son, the wild horse.

He ran like the wind. He flew over the jumps.

Sister’s rags turned into fancy riding clothes.

Sister won the race.

She looked back.


Snooty Sally had knocked over all the jumps. Her clothes had turned into rags. Midnight was no longer a horse. He had turned into a broken-down car.
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“Get a horse!” cried Sister in her sleep.

She woke herself up.

Sister knew it was a dream.

She wished it wasn’t.


How, oh how, oh how she wished it wasn’t.

That snooty Sally! I showed her, thought Sister.

But it was only a dream. The real four-mile race was coming soon. Then she’ll show me.

Snooty Sally and Midnight would win by a mile. Sister and Old Bess would be dead last.

Sister got out of bed. She went over to the window and looked out.

There was a full moon. It shone on the far mountains.
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The next day was a school day.

A regular school day.

Sister was in her regular seat at her regular desk.

But she was a million miles away.

“Sister,” said Teacher Jane.

“Huh, er, yes,” said Sister.

“It’s as if you’re a million miles away,” said Teacher Jane.

“Er, yes, ma’am,” said Sister.

“I do wish you’d pay better attention,” said Teacher Jane.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Sister.

The class giggled.

“I asked you to go to the board.”

Sister went to the board.

There was an arithmetic problem.

It wasn’t a hard problem. It was just some numbers to add up. Sister added them up.

“Correct,” said Teacher Jane. “Only I don’t like calling on you twice. Please don’t let your mind wander again.”

More giggles from the class.

Sister went back to her seat. She tried not to let her mind wander.


But it wasn’t easy.

She had a lot on her mind.

There was the dream she had last night.

It was lovely. But it was only a dream.

And today was a riding day.

That was good.

But it was also a race day.

That was bad.

Not the four-mile race. That wasn’t until the weekend.

The race that was happening today was the mile-long one.

That was bad enough.

Once again, she and Old Bess would come in last.


Dead last.

Once again, snooty Sally and Midnight would lord it over her and Old Bess.

Sister hated it.

Old Bess hated it, too. When they went around the track, Old Bess tried to head off into the woods.

Maybe she should skip riding today. But it would look as if she was chickening out after her fall.

Her backside still hurt a little.

“Sister,” said Teacher Jane.

“Er, yes, ma’am,” said Sister.

“I don’t know what’s got into you,” said Teacher Jane. “The bell rang a minute ago and you’re still sitting there.”
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Sister looked around the room. She and Teacher Jane were the only ones there.

It was time to go race.

Sister thought about her dream.

If only dreams came true, she thought.

But they didn’t.

Losing to Midnight and snooty Sally was going to be a real nightmare.
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Saddle Sam led the riders out of the stable. Sally and Midnight were first in line.

Jill and Gravy were second.

Gwen and Silver were third.

Sister and Old Bess were last—just the way it would be in the race.

Phooey on the race!

Phooey on coming in dead last!

The race began.

Sister knew what would happen.


It would be the same thing that happened the race before.

And the race before that.

Snooty Sally and Midnight would win. She and Old Bess would come in dead last.

What good was being the best rider if you always came in last?

What good was being leader of the pack if you lost every race?

But then something strange happened.

Something that had never happened before.

When Old Bess came to the turn, she left the track.
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She went straight ahead.

She crashed through the woods.

What was happening?

Was Old Bess chickening out?

Sister didn’t think so.

The woods gave way. They were on a rocky path. It went up. They went up for a long time.

It was as if Bess had been here before. It was as if she knew where she was going.

It was windy.

It was getting cold.

Sister wished she had her Windbreaker.

Old Bess twisted and turned as she climbed higher and higher.


Sister looked back. Ms. Toni’s Riding School and Stable was far below.

Sister was starting to get a little scared. But she trusted Old Bess. She knew Old Bess wouldn’t let anything bad happen. Where were they going?

There were rocks all around.

The air was crisp and clear.

They were in the foothills of the far mountains.

The late afternoon sun was like a fireball in the sky. It was making long shadows.

It was getting late. Sister was beginning to get really worried.


“Hey, Bess,” she said. “Where are you taking me?”

Bess stopped.
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She raised her head and whinnied.

Her whinny echoed through the mountains.


There was an answering whinny.

It echoed back through the mountains.

The cool mountain air was filled with the echoing cry of horses.

It gave Sister goose bumps.

She looked up.

There on a rocky crest stood the most beautiful horse she had ever seen.

It was the wild horse.

He was almost red. His mane and tail looked like fire in the afternoon sun. He was coming to meet them!
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He was even more beautiful up close.

Flame. That’s what I’ll call him, thought Sister as he galloped toward them.

Flame was glad to see his mother.

She was glad to see him.

They nuzzled.

They rubbed against each other.

He stood side by side with Old Bess.


“Hey, you’re squashing my leg,” said Sister. She pulled her leg up out of the way.

The mustang wanted Sister to do something.

So did Old Bess.

But what?

Suddenly Sister knew what they wanted her to do. They wanted her to ride him!

But how could she do that?

Flame had no saddle.

Flame had no stirrups.

Flame had no reins.

But he was so fast and so beautiful.


She had to try to ride him.

She slowly slipped off Old Bess.

She slid onto Flame. Off they went.

Sister hugged him with her knees. She leaned forward. She held on to his mane.

He ran like the wind.

What a ride!

What a thrill!

It was almost like flying.

Oh, for a horse like Flame.

Sister looked back. She pretended she saw Sally and Midnight. She pretended it was a big race. She and Flame were winning.
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Sister cried, “Get a horse, Sally! Get a horse!”

Her cry echoed through the mountains. “Get a horse! Get a horse! Get a horse! Get a horse!”


Flame slowed down. He turned around. He trotted back to where Old Bess was waiting. He leaned against Old Bess. It was time to go back. Sister climbed back onto Bess.

Flame and Old Bess said good-bye. They nuzzled. They rubbed against each other.

Sister leaned over and patted Flame on the neck. Flame snorted and whinnied.

Off he went, running like the wind.

“Good-bye, Flame!” called Sister.

Old Bess turned. Back they went. Back down the rocky mountain path.

They met Ms. Toni and the others. They were on their way back from the mile race.


“What happened to you?” asked Ms. Toni.

“Oh, Old Bess and I didn’t feel like racing today,” said Sister.

But Ms. Toni saw something. She saw that Old Bess’s eyes weren’t sad anymore.
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The day of the four-mile race came.

They would race through the woods.

Saddle Sam led the horses and riders out of the stable.

Sally and Midnight couldn’t wait for the race to start.

Sister and Old Bess wished the race would never start.

Saddle Sam had tied rags to trees to mark out the course.

They would race to the far side of the woods and back. The winner would get a silver cup. It was called the Four-Mile Cup.

Sister felt sad as she and Old Bess headed out.

She felt sad for herself. But mostly she felt sad for Old Bess.

Sally and Midnight would surely win.

She and Old Bess would surely come in last.

Ms. Toni was waiting at the starting line.

Moms, dads, sisters, and brothers were there, too.

It was time to line up for the start.


Saddle Sam had a starter’s gun.

When they lined up to start, something strange and wonderful happened.

There was a whinny.

The wild horse with the mane and tail like fire trotted out of the woods.

“It’s Flame!” shouted Sister.

Everybody gasped.

Flame came over and leaned against Old Bess.

Sister knew what she had to do. She slid over onto Flame.

The starter’s gun went off—bang!

Gwen’s horse, Silver, was fast.


Jill’s horse, Gravy, was very fast.

Sally’s horse, Midnight, was very, very fast.

But Flame was faster than fast.

Flame was lightning.

Flame was the wind.

Sister held on to his mane.

She squeezed him with her knees.

He flew over the fences.

He sailed over the streams.

He danced over the rocks.

Sister looked back.

Sally and Midnight were far behind.

Jill and Gravy were very far behind.
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Gwen and Silver weren’t even in sight.

Sister and Flame reached the far turn.

They headed back.

They passed Sally and Midnight on the way.


“Get a horse!” shouted Sister.

The finish was just ahead.

A cheer went up as Sister and Flame crossed the finish line!

Flame nuzzled Old Bess.

Old Bess looked happy.

Ms. Toni looked happy.

Saddle Sam looked happy.

But snooty Sally didn’t look happy as she and Midnight crossed the finish line.

She didn’t look happy at all.

“No fair! No fair!” she shouted. “Sister didn’t ride her own horse.”

“Sally’s right,” said Ms. Toni. “The cup goes to Sally.”


But Sister didn’t mind. Sister didn’t need a cup. She knew who really won the race. Everybody knew.

A cheer went up for the real winners.

“Sister and Flame! Sister and Flame! Sister and Flame!”

Flame rubbed against Old Bess. They nuzzled. They whinnied good-bye.

Then Flame trotted back to the wild.

As time went on, Sister became a fine rider. She rode many horses in many shows and many races.


But she would never forget what it was like to ride like the wind.
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Excerpt from The Berenstain Bears and the Red-Handed Thief
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Chapter 1

The New Teacher

Rumors were as much a part of Bear Country School as walls and windows, bells and buzzers, homework and report cards. There were rumors about Too-Tall maybe getting suspended for his latest prank. There were rumors about a longer school day. There were rumors about almost anything. The latest rumor was about a new teacher coming to the school.

“What’s the new teacher’s name?” Brother Bear called to Cousin Freddy. They were playing catch after school on the school’s baseball field. Brother crouched at home plate. His catcher’s mitt was ready. Freddy wound up for the next pitch. WHACK. Freddy’s fastball landed in Brother’s mitt.

“Don’t know,” said Freddy.

“Strike one,” said Brother. He threw the ball back to Freddy and signaled for a curveball. “Well, is the new teacher a grade teacher or some kind of special teacher?” he asked.

SMACK. Freddy’s curveball zipped across home plate into Brother’s mitt. “Don’t know,” called Freddy.

“Strike two,” said Brother. He signaled for a slider. “Well, is it a man or a woman?” he asked.

“Don’t know.” POP.

“Strike three!” cried Brother. “You’re out, Freddy.”

“What do you mean, I’m out?” yelled Freddy. “The batter’s out!”

“No, you’re out,” said Brother. He tossed the ball back. “I asked you three easy questions about the new teacher, and you missed every one. Three strikes and you’re out. What’s with you, Freddy? You usually know everything that’s going on in school.”

Freddy shrugged.

Just then Sister Bear came running toward the baseball diamond. She stopped beside Brother at home plate and waved to Freddy to come over. She seemed very excited. “Hey, guys,” she said. “I’ve got all the info on the new teacher!”
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“Name?” asked Brother.

“Mr. Dweebish,” said Sister.

“Grade or special?” asked Freddy.

“Special.”

“Subject?” asked Brother.

“Social studies,” answered Sister.

“Ugh!” Freddy groaned. “Another social studies teacher! They’re all the same.”

“Yeah, all boring,” said Brother.

“Not Mr. Dweebish,” said Sister.

“Another rumor,” said Brother. “I can feel myself falling asleep in class already.”

“No rumor!” said Sister. “This is straight from Teacher Jane. And she should know. Mr. Dweebish is from Bear Country University, and he’s here to teach a special class. It’s an experiment for just one hour a day in just one of the classes. If it works, Mr. Dweebish will teach one hour a day in all the classes next year.”


“And what’s the name of this special class?” asked Freddy.

Sister thought for a moment. “Uh…something about democracy,” she said. “It’s called…Formations of Democracy. I think.”

“Formations?” said Freddy. He made a face. “Sounds more like fighter planes.”

“Or football,” said Brother.

“Or stalactites and stalagmites,” said Freddy.
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“Okay, okay,” said Sister. “So it’s not ‘formations.’ But it sounds like ‘formations.’”

“Creations?” said Freddy. “Constellations? Vibrations?”

“Vibrations of Democracy?” groaned Brother. “Gimme a break!”

“It’s like building houses,” said Sister. She was thinking very hard.

“Foundations?” asked Brother.

“That’s it!” cried Sister. “Foundations of Democracy!”

“Sounds boring to me,” said Brother. “And which is the lucky class that gets an hour a day with this Dweebish?”

Sister grinned. “Guess.”

“Oh no,” moaned Brother.

“Yep,” said Sister. “Teacher Bob’s class! Congratulations.”

“Thanks,” said Brother. “And congratulations to you, Sis, for getting to miss it.”
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“Oh, but I think it will be interesting,” said Sister. “And I won’t miss it, either.”

“What do you mean?” said Freddy. “You’re not in our class. You’re in Teacher Jane’s class.”

“And that’s exactly why Teacher Jane was just telling me all about Mr. Dweebish,” said Sister. “She chose me and Lizzy Bruin as honors social studies students. For one hour each day, we get to move up to your class for Formations of Democracy.”

“Foundations,” said Brother.

“Whatever,” said Sister. “Gimme the ball, Freddy. I want to throw a couple.”


“Say ‘please,’” said Freddy.

“Please,” said Sister.

“Say ‘pretty please,’” said Freddy.

“Pretty please.”

“Say ‘pretty please with sugar on top.’”

“Pretty please with a baseball bat on top of your head,” said Sister.

“Okay, okay,” said Freddy. He handed Sister the ball. “Don’t get upset.”

Sister hurried out to the pitcher’s mound while Brother handed Freddy his catcher’s mitt. “You catch her,” Brother said. “My hand’s tired.” Brother knew something Freddy didn’t know. Maybe Sister was two years younger and a girl. But she had one of the hardest fastballs at Bear Country School. “Better signal for a curveball,” Brother told Freddy.
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Freddy looked up. “Why?”

“Trust me,” said Brother.

Freddy shrugged and put down two fingers for a curveball. Sister read the sign and wound up. The pitch came at Freddy like a rocket. It slammed into his mitt. CRACK!


“Yow!” cried Freddy. He dropped both the ball and the catcher’s mitt. Then he started jumping up and down on home plate, shaking his hand. “I signaled for a curveball!” he screamed at Sister.

“I guess the sun was in my eyes,” said Sister with a grin. “Sorry about that. Well, gotta go. I want to tell Mama and Papa about Formations of Democracy.”

“Foundations,” said Brother.

But Sister was already heading home. She was running at top speed.

Brother looked at Freddy. “My little sister can be a real pain in the neck,” he said.

“You mean pain in the hand,” said Freddy, moaning.

Brother laughed. “Not a bad fastball, though,” he said.

But Freddy had forgotten all about Sister’s fastball and his aching hand. He was looking toward the parking lot at the other side of the school grounds. A car he had never seen before was pulling into a space in the teachers’ section. “Look over there,” he said.

Brother and Freddy both turned to get a good look. The driver got out of the car and walked toward the school. Mr. Honeycomb, the principal, was waiting to greet him.

“Must be Mr. Dweebish, the new teacher,” said Freddy.

“Must be,” said Brother.
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The new teacher wore a gray hat, a gray suit, and thick glasses that glinted in the afternoon sun. He was almost a head shorter than Mr. Honeycomb. And he was rather roly-poly.

“He kind of looks like his name,” said Brother.

“And let’s not forget nerdish and wimpish,” said Freddy. “What do you think?”

Brother sighed. “I think Too-Tall and his gang will eat him alive.”
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