MARGUER.ITE HENB.Y

5= S e SR L o ST o TR

MISTY OF
CHINCOTEAGUE

A NEWBERY HONOR BOOK




LIVE CARGO!

WILD, ringing neigh shrilled up from the hold of the
Spanish galleon. It was not the cry of an animal in hunger.
It was a terrifying bugle. An alarm call.

The captain of the Sanfo Cristo strode the poop deck.
“Cursed be that stallion!” he muttered under his breath as
he stamped forward and back, forward and back.

Suddenly he stopped short. The wind! It was dying with
the sun. It was spilling out of the sails, causing them to quiver
and shake. He could feel his flesh creep with the sails. Without
wind he could not get to Panama. And if he did not get there,
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and get there soon, he was headed for trouble. The Moor ponies
to be delivered to the Viceroy of Peru could not be kept alive
much longer. Their hay had grown musty. The water casks
were almost empty. And now this sudden calm, this heavy
warning of a storm.

He plucked nérvously at his rusty black beard as if that
would help him think. “We lie in the latitude of white squalls,”
he said, a look of vexation on his face. “When the wind does
strike, it will strike with fury.” His steps quickened. “We must
shorten sail,”” he made up his mind.

Cupping his hands to his mouth, he bellowed orders:
“Furl the topgallant sail! Furl the coursers and the main-
topsail ! Shorten the fore-topsail !

The ship burst into action. From forward and aft all hands
came running. They fell to work furiously, carrying out orders.

The captain’s eyes were fixed on his men, but his thoughts
raced ahead to the rich land where he was bound. In his
mind’s eye he could see the mule train coming to meet him
when he reached land. He could see it snaking its way along
the Gold Road from Panama to the seaport of Puerto Bello.
He could almost feel the smooth, hard gold in the packs on
the donkeys’ backs.

His eves narrowed greedily. “‘Gold!”” he mumbled. ““Think
of trading twenty ponies for their weight in gold I”” He clasped
his hands behind him and resumed his pacing and muttering.
“The Viceroy of Peru sets great store by the ponies, and well he
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may. Without the ponies to work the mines, there will be no
more gold.” Then he clenched his fists. “We must keep the
ponies alive !”

His thoughts were brought up sharply. That shrill horse
call! Again it filled the air about him with a wild ring. His
beady eyes darted to the lookout man in the crow’s-nest, then
to the men on deck. He saw fear spread among the crew.

Meanwhile, in the dark hold of the ship, a small bay
stallion was pawing the floor of his stall. His iron shoes with
their sharp rims and turned-down heels threw a shower of
sparks, and he felt strong charges of electricity. His nostrils
flared. The moisture in the air! The charges of electricity!
These were storm warnings—things he knew. Some inner urge
told him he must get his mares to high land before the storm
broke. He tried to escape, charging against the chest board of
his stall again and again. He threw his head back and bugled.
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OBODY COULD CAPTURE THE PHANTOM. SHE

was the wildest mare on Assateague Island. TI'H:}' sai:l

she was like the wintl. that the white ﬂmal:l" on her shoul-
ders was her mark of freedom.

Paul and Maureen Beebe l'ml:l their hearts set on uwnins |1er.
TI.'IE}' were ih:l'ling to l:ru}r Elﬂl:l tame Iler, am:l wnrlsecl l‘mn:l to earn
the money al‘u: wnuln:l cost. But the ruun{lup men l'lac] triecl to cap-
ture her and fnr two years she ]'md escaped ll'n:rn‘ s e s

Pun}r Penning Da}r holds a surprise for everyone, for Paul not
nnl}r I:lrings in the Phantom, but her newborn colt as well. Can

Paul and M:.lureen Fussil:l}r earn enuugll to l:m].r them both?

“A THRILLING AND LONG-TO-BE-REMEMBERED TALE."

—~San Francisco Chronicle
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