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A Note from Anna’s Father 
 

This book, like the rest of Anna’s work here on earth, will need to remain unfinished.  Her family has decided to try to present 
some of her work to others for two reasons.  We would like to offer a way for many that knew Anna to remember her.  I hope that in this 

book the reader who knew Anna will be able to envision the spark in Anna’s eye and the drama in her voice as she told a story.  We 

would like also to provide a way for those who did not have the privilege of knowing her to know her better. 

In typing the manuscript for this work I have tried as much as possible to keep to Anna’s original words.  I have corrected 

spelling mistakes and a few grammatical errors.  Sometimes Anna, I believe unintentionally, changed the spelling of the characters’ 

name.  I tried to make them uniform. 

Two aspects of her book that I did not try to change were the numerous anachronisms and inappropriate cultural references.  I left 

these in because they help to show, despite the way she was able to develop the story, her innocence and naivete.  Perhaps only her 

immediate family will truly be able to understand and smile at the “apple smoothie” and the “massage throne.” 

In loving memory of Anna, 

  Todd Borger
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Prologue 

 
Hello my name is Lila.  Just call me Lilly.  I wish that my name was Speed or Lightning or at least something fast.  I’d better start 

at the beginning.  I am a beautiful Appaloosa horse, and was born in India, which as you know is mostly desert.  My father was a 

powerful Arabian and my mother was a beautiful Shetland, or so I thought then.  Our Master (who was very cruel) used us only to win 

money and other horses in horse races.  My “mother” did not race because she was too delicate to be bucked around by other horses.  At 

the time I was too young to race and I was glad!  Well, maybe that’s stretching the truth a bit. 

When I was young I wanted to go more than anything.  But at that time there was a new law:  NO GIRL HORSES WERE 

ALLOWED TO RACE.  I dreaded that law that those careless humans made.  If I had known what racing was like I would have hated it.  

But I couldn’t ask my father.  Some questions made him so mad. 

Father hardly ever spoke.  When he did it was to criticize something or to say something negative and he always wore a horrid 

frown on his face.  My mother said he was proud.  Our meals he hated.  My mother usually made hay casserole ALL THE TIME!  I 

never complained because hay was the only thing our master gave us.  When my mother and I did something special, he would give us a 

bushel of nice, cool, sweet-smelling, imported grass from Brazil.  Then we would have grass potpie for a few nights.  The nice thing 

about grass was that she knew a recipe called grass stew and that was GOOD!  When my father won a race we would get an apple or a 

handful of sugar.  Then we would get to have dessert which would be apple pie or sugar cookies. 
Now I must, must, MUST finish this prologue.  One more thing, I hope that you won’t take this as a shock and faint just like all 

those silly queens do.  I am a WINGED horse.  My parents don’t have wings, but I do and I can fly with them.
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Chapter 1 
The First Song 

 
Arab pawed the ground impatiently.  The kind man who ran the horse farm had said that somebody would be there soon to pick 

us up.  I sighed.  My father was always impatient.  I walked over to Chester, my friend.  “Who’s that man?” I asked indicating a short 

man leaning over his horse and jumping over fences. 

“It’s a hockey,” Chester said proudly. 

“Wrong!” I said.  “Everybody knows it’s a cockey.” 

“Let’s ask Happy,” Chester said.  We both trotted over to Happy. 

“I have heard the conversation and I think it’s a mockey,” Happy said. 

Arab sighed.  “Horrible!” he said. 

“Children,” said Silver, pulling us into a corner, “You see that cross man over there.  He will be buying all of you and Arab and 

me.  Behave.  He looks mean.” 

“Mama,” I said, “You know we’re perfect as Angel.”  Angel was a little white Lippizaner.  Mothers envied lucky Snow White 

who was Angel’s mother. 

Suddenly a rope was slipped around my neck.  I bucked and I strained but it was no use.  I could hear a man’s voice raining down 

curses on me.  I knew three things:  1. The voice was the new Master.  2.  The man kicking Arab was the new Master.  3.  The man 
beating Chester was the new Master.  I put two and two together and figured out that the new Master was CRUEL! 
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Silver is a show horse. 
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Chapter 2 
Now 

 
I hope you will not get mad at me if I skip some history, and go to right now!  I am 18.  Our Master’s house is all stone.  When 

you would approach it, it wasn’t the kind of house that would make you feel welcome. 

For one thing, it was on the second highest hill in India, which always makes a house look scary.  It looked grim and mean up on 

that high hill. 

When you are right in front of it, it looks like an enourmous monster frowning down on you. 

If you took a tour of the place, here is what it would look like. 

You would probably ride on horse back up to the house.  Once you go through the big, stone double doors, you enter a big room.  

It has stone benches everywhere!  Prayer rugs are everywhere, too, hanging over benches, lying on the floors.  In a corner of the room 

there was an umbrella stand.  The funny thing is it didn’t have umbrellas in it.  It had whips!  Loads and loads of them.  I usually gulped 

every time I passed that dreaded umbrella stand. 

There was something else unusual in that room.  But that was unusual in a good way!  It was a very valuable, rare throne!
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Chapter 3 
A Throne? 

 
The throne itself was the main glory in that grey house.  The sides and front of it were all gold!  The back was silver!  It was 

covered in jewels.  The inside of it was covered in red silk  pillows. 

One day I had gone out to have a nice roll in the sand.  When I came back in the house I passed the throne.  As always I stared up 

at it.  As I did so I noticed six buttons!  I pushed one of them with my nose.  Instantly a foot rest popped out and almost tripped me!  I 

pushed another one and the throne leaned back.  This was fun! 

Just then the Master came up behind me and whipped me twice and sent me off to the stable without supper!  So that’s what I get 

for having fun around here!
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Chapter 4 
The Buttons 

 
I soon found out what the other four buttons were for.  Three were bells in different tones (probably used for calling slaves).  The 

last was for giving all different kinds of massages.  After I made that discovery I was banished into the stable forever for what he called 

“meddling in his private affairs.”  So I am pretty sure that usually Indian men are very, very, super, duper mean. 

 
Lila is a short track racing horse.  Lilly in her plainest tack. 
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Chapter 5 
Back to the Tour 

 
I’d better get back to the tour. 

Coming out of the main room were four smaller rooms.  Two were on the north side, one was on the west, and one on the east. 

The room on the east was the Dining Room.  It was very pretty!  It had three Indian chairs.  They were very cute! 

The three chairs were like three halves of a wicker basket.  They had to be near the ground or else they couldn’t eat, because the 

table was a prayer rug. 

One one of the walls there was an arch which led into the kitchen.  I hate the kitchen.  It is always hot.  Steam is usually 

everywhere.  Pots bubble and rats are everywhere. 

If you went back to the main room and you went through the door on the west you would come into a small room.  It was the 

guest room.  The guest room had a big back door.  That was the room we went through most often.  Inside it had a spiral staircase which 

led up to the roof where the Master studied the stars.  He also worshiped the gods up there.  Not the one true Horse God, but the Greek 

gods Zeus, Hera, Athena, all of them.  He never drank a cup of wine without thanking Dionysus for it first. 
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Arab is a mountain relay racer.   Arab in racing gear. 

 

He never went on a hunt without praying to Artemis for a good catch. . .  You can probably figure out from the clues above that my 

Master was religious.
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Chapter 6 

The North Side 
 

On the north side of the house were two rooms (as I told you before).  One of the rooms (the one closer to the west) was where all 

the slaves slept.  There were twenty of them.  Their room was just a small, little room with nothing in it except a few mats lying on the 

floor.  Next to it was another dreaded room, the MASTER’S BEDROOM!  He had the best room in the house.  There were paintings all 

over the walls and a big king-sized bed over to one side of the room.  There was also a beautiful red rug in the center of the room, too. 

That’s all there was on the north side.  Chester and I both agree that the north side of the house is the worst side of all. 

 
Chester is a bucking horse. 
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Chapter 7 
The Race 

 
Today’s been a very long day.  The law about girl horses was abolished and the Master wasted no time.  I was back and forth 

across the stable (it was hard to with a chain around one of my hooves), and Chester was trying to catch me. 

All at once the back door slammed shut and out walked . . . THE MASTER.  His little, black, curly mustache was twitching 

wickedly and he had a smile as wide as the month of July. 

“Come on, Lilly,” he said.  “You’re going to race and you’re going to win, and if you don’t, I’ll beat you within an inch of your 

life,” he finished.  I gulped. 

Soon the stable boy had saddled us up and we were on our way to the race. 

When we got there the Master had me at once at the starting line. 

“Fly and win,” he whispered in my ear.  “Fly and win and the stable will be upgraded.” 

“Go,” said someone and the race was ON!  I passed all the other horses easily, but there was one horse ahead of me.  Maglada!  

He was a red horse with a striking white mane.  His master was a business man who just thought about money.  Maglada was quite a nice 

horse, and very friendly. 
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Maglada 

“But today I have to beat him,” I finally decided.  I soon found out that this was not going to be easy.  Maglada could run like the 

wind. 

Finally I caught up to him.  Much to my surprise, he deliberately slowed down and I passed him and WON!  My master was very 

happy. 

I didn’t know though, that he was happy about another thing, too.  A thing that NOBODY else knew about.
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Chapter 8 
Secret Conversation 

 
I was so excited about winning.  Maglada and I got a free grooming for winning.  I had mine first because I had won first place.  

Soon I had finished mine and was wandering around looking for Chester.  As I approached a tall stone monument, I heard somebody 

talking.  I wondered who it could be.  It was a deep voice.  I heard whoever it was say, “I won’t give my daughter to you as a wife.”  

Now I was pretty sure that it was a man!  He continued, “I know you’re rich, but the Rajah is richer.  I know you love her, but the Rajah 

loves her more.” 

But another voice started talking.  It was my Master!  Montoya Cockroacha himself! 
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Chapter 9 
Lady Laffeta Peacock 

 
“But I won the race, Sir,” my Master said. 

“Ah, yes, but Maglada slowed down.  You cannot deny this, Montoya.” 

“Nay, I cannot,” said my Master, “but tis not my fault that Maglada slowed down.  I won and that is that.  You cannot deny me 

your daughter.  You did promise.” 

By now you know what they were talking about.  Just then I heard a shuffle of sand, as if somebody had leaned toward the other 

person. 

“Be careful, Montoya,” the other man said.  “You wait at the door of death.  If you interfere too far I will crush you under my 

heel.”  He moved back.  “I’m going to see the Rajah, Cogia Hassan.”  And then he walked away. 

Soon another person came up.  “What did my father say when you asked him?” came a shrill voice.  “Ha!  He said no.  I can see it 

in your face.  Oh please, Montoya, elope with me.  Deliver me . . . right now.” 

“Ah, if only I could, Laff.  But if your father caught me . . .”  His voice trailed off. 

“So you’re scared of him.  Is that it?  Really, Montoya, I thought better of you.  But now . . .” 

Montoya quickly interrupted her.  “Alright, alright.  You are as stubborn as your father, but not right now.  My ship leaves for the 

Americas in two days.  We’ll go then.  I’ll take you down to the ship on my new horse, Rain.  I won her at the race today.” 
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The Master 

By now I was shocked, but then the conversation took a different twist.  Lady Peacock began speaking.   “To think that in two 

days my sister Julietta, Father, and the Rajah will all be at the bottom of the sea.” 

“Yes, yes, but I must go home.  Good-bye, Laff.” 

And my Master came around the corner.
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Chapter 10 
Scorpio 

 
So far today has been a wasted day.  I talked to Rain today.  She doesn’t care what she does and is going to help in the plot gladly.  

I couln’t find anybody to warn the Rajah.  I decided to take a nap and clear my head of all these things.  There were too many question 

unanswered.  Who would go to the Rajah with the news?  Who would go to Laffeta’s and Julietta’s father?  Who would stop the Master?  

What would happen to Chester, Silver, Arab, and me? 

A dozen different thoughts were racing through my head as I lay down in the mucky stable.  Just before I drifted off to sleep I 

heard a shuffle in the sand.  I looked up.  There was a scorpion standing there, and this is what he said. 

“My name is Scorpio, and I have come from Egypt to serve you,” he said with a bow. 

I couldn’t say much, so I just said, “Okay.” 

“Alright,” he said.  “What is my first task?” 
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Chapter 11 
Failed 

 
It was wonderful to have someone to talk to.  I could always talk to Chester, but right now he was away.  Soon we got down to 

my plan. 

“You, Scorpio, tie this note around your neck and go to that father, Mohammed Pluggy-duggy, or whatever his name is,” I said. 

“Yes, my lady,” said Scorpio.  “It is a great honor to serve you.  But what will you do?  Surely you do not expect your humble 

servant to do everything,” he said up at me, even though I was still lying down. 

“I will tackle the Sultan, “I said, getting to my feet.  “If my judging is correct, Scorpio, it will take more than a mare and a 

scorpion to convince him.  We have 24 hours before the ship leaves.  Make haste.” 

Just then Silver hurried up.  “Lila, Lila, did you hear?  Cogia Hassan, the Rajah, has been kidnapped by an unknown stranger who 

barged into his room last night.” 

Scorpio fell in a faint on the floor and I, feeling very dizzy, wanted to join him on the floor.  But I held my ground.  After I 

calmed down I asked Silver about the details. 

“I was trotting to town to get the master some ropes.  I stopped along the way to read the newspaper.  It contained a story about 

Cogia Hassan being kidnapped,” said Silver. 

Scorpio, who had just woken up from his faint, fell over again, his legs in the air.  Silver continued.  “Apparently a masked man 
had burst into his room at midnight last night and kidnapped him.” 

Scorpio fainted again. 
“Nobody knows how it was done.  We just know that the guards were not harmed.  In fact, the guards let him in.  That’s all the 

newspapers said.”
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Chapter 12 
Lilly’s Mother? 

 
I went to the palace to talk to the guards.  I arrived and saw an enormous crowd in front of the palace.  Just then, a beautiful 

Appaloosa horse came dashing up. 

“Your name is Elisabeth da Lilaque, is it not?” she said with a strong accent. 

“No, my name is Lilly.  Lila really.” 

“No!  Foolish, wretched Arab.  Come, my daughter.  I will explain.” 

I followed her from a distance.  She would stop every once in a while and gaze around her, as if she were looking for someone, as 

if she had forgotten I was there.  Soon we arrived at the Rajah’s palace!  She walked right into the Rajah’s throne room and stretched out 

on a beautiful soft couch and began drinking an apple smoothie that was on a beautiful hand-carved wooden table next to the couch.  

Then facing me, said, “Elisabeth, I’m going to tell you a tale.  I don’t want you to interrupt.  But first, before I begin, I must tell you you 

are my daughter. 
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Chapter 13 
The Story 

 
“I married at 18 to your father, Arab, on January 1, 1988.  After two long, beloved years I had you.  Your father was a bright, 

happy horse then, and agreed to have more children.  Not that you weren’t enough my dear, but we wanted to have a big, happy 

household.  But then it happened.  Arab was the royal horse then and a very worthy one, too.  I carried the Rajah’s wife, not Cogia 

Hassan’s wife, but his father’s wife.  For Cogia Hassan does not have a wife.  The Rajah’s wife died, leaving a mourning husband and a 

ten-year-old son.  The Rajah, Mahmoud Abdalla, travelled to France to marry again.  Shortly after the birth of his second child, another 

son, Mahmoud died.  Cogia Hassan, the eldest, was lawfully heir, but his stepmother put up a good fight for her son, who was very weak 

in spirit and cruel.  But, because of the people’s favoritism, the stepmother had to consent to the eldest.  Cogia Hassan became the ruler 

over India.  To keep the peace with his stepbrother, he gave him a very fine estate, his throne, a large sum of money, and Arab and you.  

His brother wanted me, but the Rajah could not stand to give the only thing he had of his mother.  For she and I were from France as well 

as the stepmother.  For that was why the old Rajah looked for a new wife in France.  So he said that I had gone for a journey and never 

came back, which was half the truth.  I had gone for a journey, but I came back just to see my little filly carried away.  You saw me and 

neighed, but Arab didn’t.  I suppose you never told Arab because you didn’t remember. 

“Anyway, I vowed I would never forgive him, the Rajah, I mean.  But Cogia and I had a gigantic conversation and now he and I 

are friends again.” 
“But I thought humans and horses couldn’t talk with each other,” I asked. 

“They can.  Well, I write.  Cogia speaks.  But let me finish.  Your father became sullen and proud on the outside to hide his 
sadness.  He loved you so much but he couldn’t call you Elisabeth because it reminded him too much of me.  He could barely even look 

at you without seeing me.  I don’t mean to sound vain or proud, but it’s true.  The sultan’s brother wanted to send you to a horse farm 
because of the law, but Arab wouldn’t let you go.  He held on as if you were life itself.  Finally, he sent you and Arab to the horse farm.  

There, you met Chester and Silver.  Silver agreed to substitute as your mother so you wouldn’t know anything.” 


