MY First Show

1 can remember my first show like it was yesterday (even though it was a long time ago
how!). T was eleven and I'm hot sure how old my pony, Honey, was. She’d been turned out
for sometime when I began riding her. NO one really had time for her ahy more and the
people Who owned her didh’t do anything with her. T thought she was beautiful the first
day 1 set eyes on her, at the end Of a huge paddocCk, anhd they watched in disbelief, when
1 walked up to her and caught her without g problem. This Was to be the start Of two
happy Years and I spent every spare moment in her company, hacking out and teaching
her to jump. Eventually, 1 entered her in ‘our first’ show and we started getting ready for
the big day...

OMG! The bell rang and you Canh imagine my butterflies as we Cantered into the ring.
We saluted the judge, ahd Cantered up to the first jump (hay bales with poles on top).
We were about to take flight over the jump whenh Honhey baulked ahd we Came to a
very sudden stop! Her heCk dropped away from in front of me and I hearly flew Off but
somehow I mahaged to stay on. Honey acted as though
nhothing had happened, pulled out @ mouthful of hay from
the jump’s fll, and chomped away happily...

The rest of the rounhd was a bit shaky, ahd we didn’t get
placed. T wash't tO0 upset as it Was her first time out in the
ring! 1 decCided we’d do better ih our second Class, and I must
have been more determined and ridden more confidently, as
we sailed Clear around the whole course! And better still we
won!

1 will hever forget the faces of the people back at the farm
when 1 showed them the red ribbon. They were so excited
about Honey winhing. T guess they hever expected her to
turnh out to be my champion.
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