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CHAPTER ONE

Give and Take

Maggie said, “Let’s go for a ride, Bramble!”
Bramble knew about rides. The rider sat in

the saddle. The horse did all the hard work.
Maggie brushed Bramble and braided

her mane.
She cleaned Bramble’s hooves and

squirted her with bug spray.



She put the saddle on Bramble’s back.
She pulled the girth under Bramble’s belly.

Bramble took a deep breath. The air
filled up her belly, big and fat.

She held the breath in.

“This girth fit you before!”
Maggie said.

Then she looked at
Bramble’s face.

“Bramble,” Maggie said,

“are you bloating?”
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Bramble kept holding her breath.

It wasn’t easy. She stared straight ahead,

hardly blinking. Her nose wrinkled.

Her lips twitched.




“I know what to do about that,” Maggie

said. She led Bramble in a circle. Bramble
held her breath for a few steps. Then she
had to let it out—whoosh!

“Thank you, Bramble,” Maggie said.

“You look so slim!”



Maggie tried to
put the bridle over

Bramble’s nose.
Bramble held
her head high.

Maggie stood
on a hay bale.

Bramble held
her head even

higher.




