
Dear Suzanne,

Remember June 2000? 

Sunbeams sparkled off the water while a warm glow of light shined 
all around the beautiful lands of Holland. A sandy ring witnessed the 
creation of a lifelong bond between a young girl called Suzanne and me, 
a nine-year-old mare called Julie.

In the midst of a busy life full of adventures, spotlights, challenges, 
trophies and many new friends, I still remember you. In order to 
introduce you to who I have become, I have to rewind the tape of my life.

FINDING SUZANNE

A Mare in search of her previous owner

By: Engy Adham 

Khaled Assem and Julie.

Fifteen years ago, I was saying goodbye to you as I was 
being sold to a kind gentleman in Cairo. Travelling a long 
way from Holland to Cairo left me with butterflies in my 
stomach, but I knew I was going to adapt to the changes. 

Spending our childhood together, you knew all my 
tricks and habits. You knew your way around me as I did 
around you. You left my new owner a letter to help him 
connect the dots of my character.  You told my owner 
to treat me well as I will have come a long way from 
Holland, so he should not be too hard on me the first 
week. Also, you reminded him not to forget the changes 
in weather as I will need some time to adapt to these 
changes in Cairo, advising that once I got used to it, 
we would enjoy our training together. You never forgot 
that we had our own riding style, but you knew that I 
would need some time to get used to a different one. 
You understood from experience that I am not able to 
jump every day, so you left him a note of that as well. 
I like to ride outside with you every Monday to shake 
off some stress after competitions. You even knew my 
deepest and most personal habits. I have always liked 
to enjoy my own privacy. The stable is my safe haven; 
it is where I like to enjoy my own company, so it is best 
if you don’t come close by, especially when I am having 
dinner. You also knew that my favorite snacks are sugar, 
bread, apples and carrots. 

You promised to come and visit to see where I live, 
Suzanne. Till then, I thought I’d write to you so you can 
picture me after fifteen years.    

Now, I am retired, weighed with wisdom, life experiences, 
successes and failures. Injuries have contributed in 
shaping me. I even have small and soft scars; you might 
not notice them, but they are part of me now. Small and 

soft as they are, they carry memories to remind me of 
my history.

My body maps out my history; my eyes are wiser than 
my years. I am stronger and bigger but I still have my 
delicate features, just like you used to know me. My 
body is a better storyteller than I could ever be. Tracing 
the mass of muscles in my body would show how many 
miles I ran and how many fences I jumped. My owner 
and I won several competitions and events; you’ll find 
a picture of us in a show jumping competition. I won so 
many times, but my true victory is in the bonds I have 
developed. Bonds like ours. They are the ones that keep 
me motivated to move forward even when I suffer from 
a bad injury. 

The biggest lesson I have learned is that I have 
no masters, only partners. Life is a race that never 
stops; it does not really matter who goes faster as 
long as we meet at the finish line. I am proud of 
myself; I competed with the big guys and I reached 
the finish line.    

Thank you for all that you taught me since I was a little 
mare. I long to see you and take you for a ride on my 
back to show you where I trained, where I tumbled and 
where I did my first big jump. 

Now before I leave you, read carefully. Do not miss the 
Jumping Amsterdam 2016 event; you will meet someone 
special, a seven-year-old bay with silky dark hair. Her 
name is Julie Junior. 

Yours, Julie
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