
  

ne week, peas are in and peanu t bu tter sand-
wiches are ou t. Two days later , the lit t le green 

legumes are as appealing as a su it and t ie on a 
steamy August day and the gourmet du jou r is ap-
plesauce. This month, a firefighter ; next, a doctor ; 
last year it was a magician. Yup, if there s one th ing 
k ids are known for , it s for changing their minds. 
Preferences and favor ites are slipped on and shed 
as easily and often as pajamas. The opt ions are 
endless; reason and rat ionale have lit t le pu rchase 
on the slope of possibilities.   

What s your favor ite flavor of ice cream? What 
do you want to be when you grow up? Who is your 
favor ite au thor? No doubt bu t that my responses to 
these and hundreds of other quer ies switched and 
flip -flopped, reversed and repealed, just l ike any  
k id s. With one huge, unvarying, unwaver ing excep-
t ion: from the t ime I cou ld speak the word unt il I 
graduated from college, there was one answer that 
never changed, although the phrasing of the ques-
t ion might. The answer: a pony. What wou ld you 
like for your bir thday? A pony. What do you hope 
you ll find under the Chr istmas tree? A pony. Why 
do you wish on a fall ing star? toss a coin in a foun-
tain? pu ll for the fat side of the wishbone? A pony! 
A pony! A pony!  

Oh su re, maybe the pony of my dreams was a 
bit fick le: inky black with a big red bow abou t h is 
neck one day, copper-penny chestnu t or a smoky 
gray with dapples as big as apples and a silvery 
mane the next. Bu t hey, I wou ld have taken any 
pony pinto, palomino, bucksk in, bay. (As I grew 
taller , so did the pony. Okay, by the t ime I was in 
h igh school, the pony of my fancy was no longer a 
rolly-polly Shet land, bu t a near-black Hanovar ian 
with seal points and a small white star , bu t I st i l l 
would have been delighted with any horse at all.)  

I dreamt abou t ponies; drew, painted and read 
abou t them. I knew where every equ ine lived be-
tween my house and any given dest inat ion. Four 
minu tes ou t of Richmond on the left side of the 
road, just after the sharp cu rve with the thank you 
ma am bump in the road? An appaloosa. Eleven 
minu tes from town, beyond the big hay field bu t 
before the general store, behind the white house 
with the black shu tters? A big blue roan and a Ro-
man-nosed dun with a roached mane and a blue 
nylon halter.  

Hour after hour, my twin sister Martha and I 
wou ld pretend we were horses, galloping around 
the field and clear ing jumps we set up in the yard; 
we trot ted and pranced, bucked and reared. Scraps 
of fabr ics were fashioned into rosettes and r ibbons 
for the horse shows we held. We were the specta-
tors, r iders, horses, and judges. After the shows, 
Bu tterball, a 50-gallon drum strung hor izontally 

between two trees, was groomed and bathed regu-
larly and taken for a hack.  

The die was cast when once on the week ly t r ip 
to get grocer ies in a nearby town, my mother 
stopped at a rambling old New England farmhouse 
with overgrown fields. Two tr ips round a meadow 
on Dorea, a pudgy lit t le black and white pony 
with a shaggy mane and tail, sealed it; there was no 
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