SOPHIE SUTTON’S PRIZE-WINNING ACCOUNT OF PONY CLUBCAMP 2009

Ok so another year of senior camp! It is the highlight of my pony club year as there are always so many memories of camp that will never be forgotten. I think this was my 4th year of camp, and luckily I've still got a few more years to go! I arrived late at camp, about 8 in the evening after a long day at Carlton House, eventing the poor pony that was to now spend a week working hard at camp. Having set up my caravan and sorted out my stable on Saturday, I chucked Benny some food and hay and set about moving all my stuff into my new home. I unfortunately missed Lesley's cooking that night, which is totally fab, and also missed all the instructions and rules. Lucky I knew them already. I ended up being Poppy's vice captain which was fun, but we had more duties than usual because there were less people allowed at camp this year. In a way it was nice having a smaller community. 

I have never worked too hard at camp, always been one of the slackers who ended up with 0's for accommodation and pretty feeble tack and turnout marks, I would go as far as cleaning my bit, but anything else was pushing it. I also used to be a fan of making my pony look completely mental. This year however I feel I turned over a new leaf, which was probably a good job otherwise I think I might have had Caroline and Maria on my case (as well as Pop)! I think I tried quite hard for tack and turnout, and although I didn't win, I had vastly improved on previous years, and I think I might have even got a 10 which was amazing. This year seemed to be much more competitive on the team front and all the teams were trying really hard to win each day and just gain those extra points, maybe apart from a few people who I wont name! 

On the first evening, we did a quiz, and as usual, the team I was in came last, but I'm still pretty sure it wasn't all my fault. If only I had examined my tack for an extra hour or maybe attended stable management last year! Anyway, Monday night, off to bed nice and early, about 12 if you're lucky! And up at the crack of dawn (plus a couple of hours) to plait up and do an extra tack check (in my case, clean the whole lot).Then on to a beautiful fry up, this was before the wasps came, so we managed to eat in peace, I have to say, it was much better than being at home for breakfast, where the rules are 'get it yourself'. 

After that we did the usual of quickly shoving all the junk in the cupboards to get 10 for accommodation... Yet only managed a 9 because Tamsin's trackies were still in the window and I didn't clean the floor. Again morning and afternoon rides went in a flash, and true to form I managed to dodge stable management in between. We all got to do lots of cross country which made me very happy, galloping around in a baby blue haze as I have an obsession with colour co-ordination. It's really sad! 

That evening we all had races using a few bending poles and jumps. The first race was easy, run through the poles, over then under the jumps... Then it got difficult. We had professional sack racer poppy on our team, which helped, but Rosie and I were struggling at the three legged race. We ended up on the floor 3 times during the race and failing miserably, luckily Franick (Frankie and nick combo) were pretty amazing and won back what we had lost. Poppy then bounded along in the sack gaining even more ground on the others...I think we still came last. We then had a few more races, one involving a cup of water, and another involving some eggs. Well all I can say is that the egg race ended up in world war three with Maria mowing us down with a water gun, and eggs flying around all over the place. Poppy got egged 5 times poor soul. 

Up again for another day of hard work, tack and turnout marks slowly improving. At least this time I had managed to clean my tack the night before it was going on my pony. I had actually acted very out of character and managed to clean my tack until it was shining, before Poppy managed to drag me to her and Daisy's tack cleaning club (prison). It was quite a good idea. So If I have managed to keep track, we are at Wednesday, the half way point. Everything was going quite well, most of our team were showing marked improvement each day, apart from the few which were perfect from day one! We were joint in the lead on duties, even though we were failing miserably at most other things. Duties seemed to be the forte of Poppy's Poops. 

That night we had the famous sweet and sour chicken with rice for dinner, which was really yummy as usual, with a few pieces of chicken going amiss, and landing on people when Caroline wasn't watching! After dinner, we all did our dressage tests on foot, some dressing up like mental people and others being horses and riders. Jo Pinkerton's ride did a brilliant dance routine type thing to the dressage test. After that I think I can vaguely remember making biscuits in the form of celebrity couples or families. Our team did David and Victoria Beckham. Our biscuit people were pretty amazing I must say, and we thought we should have won. Karen was especially impressed with David, although I'm sure she would have enjoyed the real thing more. Our biscuits were 3rd, the winner being Michael Jackson themed biscuits. Some of us stuck around to eat them when they were cooked. Victoria tasted pretty good. 

Thursday and Tammie and I simply fail at accommodation and gain a 0 which greatly upsets Poppy and the team, so we had to straighten it out and get it re-judged by Karen at lunch, luckily this time round we managed a 10. Another day whizzed by with spotless stables, tack, ponies and riders. I was under threat of 'you either get a 0 or a 10' from Gina because the previous day I had sneakily jumped the grid work on the way back from cross-country when she wasn't looking, when in fact, she had been looking! Luckily I got the 10 I needed. Our riding groups were really fun, and I hope I can speak for everyone in saying we all had a really good time with our instructors and learnt a lot of new things about our ponies, no matter how long we had had them, either a few weeks, or years. I managed not to get bucked off all week, which was a miracle, and apart from Fraser going for a swim in the water jump there weren't too many tragic falls. 

Today we did the dressage test, which for me went really well, ending up with 19.6 and the rest of the group also really pulled it out of the bag. Rosie especially did a lovely test on Meg the Fresian Cow. Unfortunately Franki's new horse became a little excited in the dressage and didn't perform like it had been all week, however it was only the beginning of a beautiful partnership and there were definitely hints of what brilliance was to come in the future! 

Friday was the eventer-trial and final day of riding. They started with the 3'3 and worked their way downwards rather than upwards, which shocked me as I rolled out of bed expecting to have loads of time to tack up and turn out. Instead I jumped on quick, looking a state, but it was nice to get finished for the morning nice and early. Our whole team had a generally successful time in the eventer trial, even Amber ridden by Christie managed to find most of the cross-country jumps to her liking, after a week of battling with her fears. That afternoon, we were surprised. We all got back on our ponies and into our teams where we had to ride round a course of jumps, then dismount and run round another course of jumps. This was good fun, although our team didn't manage the time of 4minutes30 we were aiming for (a minute faster than everyone else). My pony who I thought was half dead found a new lease of life and almost disappeared off into the distance when I got off, luckily I held on while I was dragged along the ground! It was good to know he was still having fun. 

That night we had the talent show, which was highly entertaining as usual our team wrote a poem and basically re-enacted rocking Poppy over in the portaloo from last year! Julias Juniors and their wheelbarrow routine won the show, but I definitely think Anna's Angels who were the LOSERS did a good (if slightly out of tune) rendition of puppy love with their own words. All the teams made a great effort. Haley's helpers doing Big Camper, and Daisy's Doblets acting out famous scenes from the pony club camp site including the daily game of 21 dares, headed up by Katie Pinkerton! Friday night and we were all up late celebrating our last night at camp, most of us running out of energy about 2 in the morning and going to bed! 

Saturday morning, and we all roll out of bed, time to clear up and go home. Its pretty sad, but we're all really tired, and looking forward to a nice shower and sleep. Every year when I arrive home from camp I generally sort my pony out, and then hibernate on the sofa and sleep for about 24 hours. We finish off with the prize giving (well done to our team who came last, despite Poppy's best efforts, we failed her) and a big thank you to the Burtons for having us, Norman for being superman as usual, Karen, Caroline, Maria, Jo and Lesley for looking after us, the instructors for teaching us, and to Nicola. We all had another memorable year at camp, and are counting down the days until next year. 
