Spring/Summer 2006

ne week, peas are in and peanut butter sand-

wiches are out. Two days later, the little green
legumes are as appealing as a suit and tie on a
steamy August day and the gourmet du jour is ap-
plesauce. This month, a firefighter; next, a doctor;
last year it was a magician. Yup, if there’s one thing
kids are known for, it’s for changing their minds.
Preferences and favorites are slipped on and shed
as easily and often as pajamas. The options are
endless; reason and rationale have little purchase
on the slope of possibilities.

What’s your favorite flavor of ice cream? What
do you want to be when you grow up? Who is your
favorite author? No doubt but that my responses to
these and hundreds of other queries switched and
flip-flopped, reversed and repealed, just like any
kid’s. With one huge, unvarying, unwavering excep-
tion: from the time | could speak the word until |
graduated from college, there was one answer that
never changed, although the phrasing of the ques-
tion might. The answer: “a pony.” What would you
like for your birthday? A pony. What do you hope
you’ll find under the Christmas tree? A pony. Why
do you wish on a falling star? toss a coin in a foun-
tain? pull for the fat side of the wishbone? A pony!
A pony! A pony!

Volume?7, Issuel

Oh sure, maybe the pony of my dreams was a
bit fickle: inky black with a big red bow about his
neck one day, copper-penny chestnut or a smoky
gray with dapples as big as apples and a silvery
mane the next. But hey, | would have taken any
pony—pinto, palomino, buckskin, bay. (As | grew
taller, so did the pony. Okay, by the time | was in
high school, the pony of my fancy was no longer a
rolly-polly Shetland, but a near-black Hanovarian
with seal points and a small white star, but | still
would have been delighted with any horse at all.)

| dreamt about ponies; drew, painted and read
about them. | knew where every equine lived be-
tween my house and any given destination. Four
minutes out of Richmond on the left side of the
road, just after the sharp curve with the “thank you
ma’am” bump in the road? An appaloosa. Eleven
minutes from town, beyond the big hay field but
before the general store, behind the white house
with the black shutters? A big blue roan and a Ro-
mannosed dun with a roached mane and a blue
nylon halter.

Hour after hour, my twin sister Martha and |
would pretend we were horses, galloping around
the field and clearing jumps we set up in the yard;
we trotted and pranced, bucked and reared. Scraps
of fabrics were fashioned into rosettes and ribbons
for the horse shows we held. We were the specta-
tors, riders, horses, and judges. After the shows,
“Butterball,” a 50-gallon drum strung horizontally
between two trees, was groomed and bathed regu-
larly and taken for a hack.

The die was cast when once on the weekly trip
to get groceries in a nearby town, my mother
stopped at a rambling old New England farmhouse
with overgrown fields. Two trips round a meadow
on “Dorea,” a pudgy little black and white pony

with a shaggy mane and tail, sealed it; there was no
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