nce wpon a fime, in a ploce where Magic is tended like o garden,
on a night when all of the stars circled the eastern sky in perfect
Harmony, o mare gave birth 1o 0 most wonderful son.
He was heir to centuries of greal warrior horses and his destiny was
to include a fulure of greal challenges. And so he was given only a few
chances Yo stand up on his feel and to lake two or three deep breaths of life before it begon ...
... early to arrive, slow 1o rise, he grabbed lor lite, fought for air and struggled heroically.
Then, fate added more injury, faking his mother at two weeks. He laid in his foster mother’s
arms, eyes filled with trust and intelligence, refusing to give up.

They named him “The Fighter” .. Al Mouhareb.
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