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don’t remember the first horse I saw or
touched; Tjustknowthat horseshave always
been with me. Inthem, I see what T hope are
thebest pieces of myself. Horses are at once
familiar and unknowable. Each of their indi-
vidual parts; arazorearor aknobbyfetiock.is
fantastically peculiar and ungainly looking,
but taken together, the whole is a graceful
machine, Théyarebravebeyondreason. They
smellgood. Theyhave complicatedemotional
lives; they remember and forgive. Thereare
otherthings about horses, harder to fathom,
that also draw me to them. This resonance I don't understand fully, but thereitis,as
nativetome asthe dimpleinmycheek. Geneticsare partlytoblame. My father loved
horsesasachild grbwing up in New York City, where he cadged rides by working at
a tony Bronxville huntér/jumper stable and hand-walked hot Thoroughbreds after
theirmorning workouts at Belmont Park. After he was drafted into the Korean con-
fiict, he gave up horses and did not retwn toriding as an adult. Life gotinthe way. At
times,lifehas gottenmmywaytm. Buteven duringthelongstretcheswhenlIdidnot
ride—periods of asuburban Fort Worth adolescencewhenriding wasn't possible, or
darkyearsatarainy Oregon college where horses seemed distantand uynavailable—
the degire neverleft. § I drewhorses, dreamed horses, saw make-believe horsesfnmy
backyard. My parents, hallelujah, allowed metotakeridinglessons whenItwrmedseven.
" Myteacher, Myrna, was friendly and bright-eyed, with quickness in her movements
- andherspeech, like agrackle witha checkered scarfat her neck. She was probably in

e fexasmonthlicem

her forties then, the matriarch of aclose-knit
confederation of grownkids, shirtlesstoddlers
in diapers, slouchy teenagers, sons-in-law,
and benign ne’er-do-wells wearing welding
caps and permanent squints from cigaretie
smoke. I'd never encountered a family like
Myrna’s, in which women wore kerchiefsto
batten down the high-rise of curlers in their
hair and everyonelived inathicket of mobile
homes parked amid the barns. Their world,

full of slinking cats and apologetic dogs, was

agexoticandbeguilingasagypsy camp. Myma
was a wonderful teacher, patient, exacting,
quickwithacorrectionor ayou-can-do-it, but
life among her tribe was complicated. Some-
timeswe'ddriveoutforalessonandthere'dbe
noparade of wash hanging ontheline, which
meant Myrna and her crew had bugged out,
maybe for aweek, maybe a couple of ‘weeks,
with no word of where they'd gone orwhy.
Trode next at a barnwith fine-boned, sen-
sitive Arabian horses and, after that, withan
encouraging college studentwhotaughtmeto
jurnp and told me Thadtalent. Twasin middle
school bythatpoint, and takingweeklylessons
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wasexpensive and sometimes trickytosched-
ule.Tloved it, but Tietit go. We could not sup-
portahorse. Jcouldnotgetmyselftolessons.I

didn’tnecessarily wantto compete, but going.
round andround aringwasmtwhat IT'warited -
 either. I'was thirteen, after all. I didn’t know

what1wanted, muchlesshowto get there, -

Decadespassed.I’macolossallatebloomer .:

and come to things siowly My first hurse fie
nally: matenahzedmmytmmes, atall, solemn
red gelding called Alazdn, the Spanishword
for “sorrel” Myhusbahd, Michael, and Thad
settled in Marfa, and along with our house

intownwe owned asembby seven-acre plot. ;
where Mlchael kepta cabmetmakmgwood- .
shop, For years, buymg a horse was always

ksomethmgthat would hapben someda:;s but
;- never rlght now, Other thmgs were more

 important:

1 ro0fc onthehouse, acrown fora
bustedmo},ax vetbillsforouraged red heeler.
Then one aﬁ:emoon arancher friend men-
tioned that he was taking horses to auction,

olderanimalsthat couldnolongerdothework, -

* required of them. They’dhkelybe soldto

mest men for 60 cents 8 pound Insui i

cowboys and chased! bt}]ls foryears in some'
of the roughest coun’cry Presldzo Goum;y

ofanop‘czmlstm_ rmsofwhattoexpectﬁ-om .
eople Ttwas monthisbeforehe cametomeon
C hls 6wn Heusedtoturnhis backto mewhen

OPENING SPREAD, PROMELEFT: The funeral procession for Tigle
Lancaster, whose beloved bwrro Applejackisled by the
authorwhile her son, Huck, earries Tigie’s polo maliet; the

authorwithher currenthorse, Mouse. THIS SPREAD, FROM
werr: The author and Huck, with Haystack Mountain inthe
- distance; Tigle, photographed in 2011 Huckriding Beavis,

I'wentinthe pen. I spent aﬁemoaﬂs readmg on anupended bucket ignoring him.

g Eventualiy, curiosity won over, and he tlptoed behind me and whuffled my hairwith
- hlsnose thenexhaledmthagreatsxghan smackedhzshps,Aftertha’c hebrightened

upwhen our family came to see him. Neveran .overtly affectionate animal, he'd slide
neat us and hover while we ¢leaned the pen o Washed out his buckets, hﬁpmg fora
seratchor currying, i )
Mostofmyrideswerealone. Wawouldmase ciavm a dn‘troad, Alazan dancmg and
snortingaswepassedthe pasturevnth Hamas. Tadmiredh stanerifflinginthe wind
and the lightness of his step mspxte ofhissiz Rldmg 6lsgmses your humanity and

g nts ofhorsekeepmg Biessh:sheart
eng‘?” He sked th 5} st'tlmelsat i cos;musn ON PAGE 139

‘Whét if sométhmg ha)

annsm.anfﬁ?n rare SR
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THEEARTHIS
THERETOCATCHUS
WHEN WEFALL
COHTINUED FROM PAGE 97 . .
Huckup on Alazdn. “What ifhe falls?”

Good question IUslunacy, when youthink
aboutit, to putyouradored child atop a half-
toncreature who sincerely believes thatthe
flapping grocery bag snagged on the fence
mightkillhim. Surprising things can happen
evenwith thegentlestofhorses. Astirred-up
bee can stinga horse’s belly, provoking akick
or astartle. Amightily barking Chihuahua
rushingfromunder atruck ean cansea horse
toteleporttwentyfesttotheleftinlesstime
than an eyeblink. A burrunder the saddle
blanket can result in crow hops worthy of
the National Finals Rodeo. Cr, as happened
toHuck, there mightbe atime when youjust
loseyourbalance and plainbouncerightout
ofthesaddle. AsHuck recently observed, cor-
rectly, “IYsnotifyoucomeoff your horse, it's
whenyou come off your horse.”

“There is value in dealing with horses,

thingsyouaskofthem, Ifyonean
ingwillteach conﬁdenc
cango places thhah()rs

though. You must learn to be clear inth‘e ]

cused, there are timeswhen it canread your
mind. Yousimply think, “Stop,” and thehorse
stops. Oryouthink, “We should goleft,” and
the horseis movingleftbeforethethoughtis
complete. That'spretty powerful whenyoure
akid, It's pretty powerful as a grown-up too.

Longbefore all that, I taught Huck howto
simplybe aroundhorges. Firstcamelessons
about staying safe, respectingahorse’sspeed
and space. You can’t be a spaz and you can’t
daydream, instructionsthatmustberepeated
with some frequency to small boys. Horses
must be brushed, hayed, and watered. You
mustpick outrocks and mud fromtheirhorny,
heavy feet, which is hard for a sixty-pound
boy working with acreature that towers over
hishead. Each day of minor success was a
triumiph;forascare canruinforever any confi-
dencejrcm{have around ahorse. Huck initially
struggled to catch Alazén, buthe learned in
time to drophis eyes as he approached the
horse. Bytaking the pressure of hisgaze away,
he drewthe gelding toward him, and aftera
minuteorso, the horse lowered hisheadand

beginning, he mostly sat as a passenger and
pratledtomeabout dinosaursorvideo games
orhijinks at school. He sawhorses chiefly as
friends, whichwasokaywithme. Gradually,he
began towantmore. We allowed him tosteer
with reins,‘énd he'd nose Alazdn around the
piace thewise oldhorse refusmgto gofaster
thanawalk, Intzme he started complammg
about Alazan s lack of go, sowe looked fora
more suitable horse. Enter Concho. '
* When Huck was almost eight, we brought
home aleopard Appaloosawhose adcrabﬂ;ty
and dcghke friendliness was accompanied
by anincoirigible implsh streak. For better
orworse, much of what Huck learned about
ridinghelearned with Concho. Heels down,
hghthands onthereins, sit mabalancedway
so that head, s shoulders hips,andheelsfallin
a aturalhne Thesafnundanonal skillstake
tJme telay down: Huck started with Concho
on alunge line; ndmg inaecirelearound me.
Walktensteps, stop, Walk tensteps trotten.
steps. Trotsevenste walkﬁv S Steps. Whoa.
Afrer someweeks,whenﬂuckcouldtmtmth-
out balancing on the reins, we removed the-
lunge line, and he had a degree of freedom
and control
- But control ove

orycontrrol overd

texosmontfly.com 18D
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not take him long to figure out who wasin

charge of this duo. The horse had very clear
opinions about what he did and didn’twant
to do. Huckcould climb on him bareback and
out to the pasture they'd go, Huck happily
whacking at yucca stalks with ahomemade
sword, murmuring anarrativeastheyambled
companionably along. Thisthey didfor many
hours. Take Conchotoa4-H practice, though,
and he'd act like he did not know Huck. Man-
nersand training went AWOL. He'dback into
otherhorses, He'd trot, but too fast. Twice he
soddenly dropped to roll in the arena sand
while Huckwasaboard. IcouldgetonConcho,
and after somediscussion, he'd doformewhat
hewould not do for Huck, but this wasnota
good fit for either ofthem. Riding anaughty
horse can uncover an otherwise unknown
and bottomless well of frustration, anger,
tisecurity, atid even embarrassment, none
ofwhichareuseful: emotions mdeahngmth
animals who have their own opmmns and
‘ the strengthto fgkethose opinions known.

- ‘togethersomemmesandthensomemneshe
- justwouldv'teooperate,” remembered Huck.
“I'dfeél soupsst” -

The Conchoissue had mebaffled. Mostof
whatlknowsabouthorsesIlearnedfrombocks
or frommy own gunselmistakes, and Lhad

. Tlglewbenshemovedtc MarfaleQS aﬁer

as agnefcounselorwho specwhzedmhelpmg
g paoplecopemthtbe deaths oftovedones, both

; vate school, and horses Shewas awnrid—clas

~ shedubbedt‘nebabygxrl“ahtﬂeuger ,
, mcimame Tigie stuck fcrever aﬁe

tocut herse}fand a pencham for crazy suns

were glmpyfmmhorsewrecksyearsbefere

www. TexasMonthlyClub.com -
oftransportanonamundto\xmwasbymme,

an Enghsh saddle; latez;whenchmbmg upand
-down fromthe saddlewas moreof apxoblem,

1A texasmantﬁ?g,cam

**Trwas frustrating, because we'd dowell

Thankgoednessf : ngeLancaster Wemet

" humatiand animal. Her famﬂywas linkedto!
the Texasand Pacific Railway, and her privi- -
. leged childhood in Dallasin the thirties and
ﬁfomes involved servants, high manners, pri-

k and poadles 0 partyfrocks and cotﬂ}mns A»’
. naxmy found herso ferocmusly Wﬂlful that :

; glasses and stripy socks One. eye was bluel L
andthe otherwascracked halfbrown andhalf
blue, like a Catahoula cur. Herback and h1p 5
:'the golf cart or stepped outsn}e her k1tchen
decades ofsmolungmthepr&Marfachapters z;door, ‘and the sound brought her joyasvivid

her hfe had lefther perpetua]ly short of :

‘she tooled aroond Marfa n agolfcart. She

preferred going slow, observingtheworld at
aboutthe speed ofa ‘walking horse. Shewas
contradictory, sometimes charmingly so.

And she was bhunt. When Huckbegan having
trouble with Concho, shetold me, “Life’stoo
shortto ride abad horse. Send himdownthe
road.” I protested that Concho wasn’t abad
horse, hejustneeded moretime. She'd shake
herhead. “Lifé’s tooshort. Ifsomething needs
fixing, make achange” -

Tigie was full of these pronouncements.
Horse keeping and horse riding come with
myriadrules. Someoftheserulesareuniversal
(stay outofahorse’s kicking range), and oth-
ers are particularto whatever barn or outfit
youreriding with (hangthebridieshereand
the halters over there). Tigie'’s rules covered
considerably more ferritory. Along with the
everyday concerns about which bucket held
horse cookies aind how and wherethe cats
were stored, there were other, highly idio-

* syneratic rules about things like the proper

feeding of oranges to her donkeys (peelthe
oranges first; and then offer the donkeys the
peelsas weﬁ ag thefruit). Then there were
the directives about household tasks: how
egas must be serambled, how score shall be
keptwhileplayingdominoes, howoneshould
stack dirty dishes, precisely howthegolfcart
shouldbeparked, and soorn. Amisstepinanyof

_thesecountless andunpx edmtable djreotlons

¥ Wh0a9" followed by a barrage ‘of mstﬁmtmns
, abouthcwandwhytocorrectthemﬁ‘acnon
retiringfromyearsin the horsebusinessand

Slowly, our stories and her stories Knitted
together, as Hives will do. We d;d not see her

: everyday,hersocxalschedlﬁewasfartoeﬁxll

,fortlhat plusshehad thriftstorestoprowland

animalstospoil She cammoniyarnvedenour
: doorstep mthpresents maybe aparﬁcular}y

'mcebrushfor thehcrses of; Whenshewasmf-
, , .

ﬁrst saddle came from Txgze, amodel from

the fifties or sixties. Ttislong outgrown, but

we willnot give itaway.

‘Ather place onthe edge of town, Tlgm :

kept a revolmng array of horses, mules, and

, Jure eauty donkeys, manyofwhmb endedip with her
,ofthelandscape Shemsnetmuchtaﬂerthan =
- five feet, mthfrowsy gra Thair. she tended -

‘hecause she felt sorry: for them. There was
“Blm, the poky ex«raceharse, and Pearl ané‘

" Pearl Light, two sad-sack donkeys froma

) fenemg crew that oftenwalked mtandem, as
- tall onthe job. The
donkeys brayed to her when sherolledap in

as Chﬂstmas “Oh, hsten to tha’c arial” she'd
fexclaxm Tlgle loved hm ses, but she had an
: ;mshakable belief inthe perfect wisdom of
dorikeys and mules. “They think great, deep
“thoughts) v shetold Huckmorethan once.“You
“gar't convinee them of anything; whatever
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QUESTIONS

0\{1\0‘“5‘@'\ ?\\ D
ro\]?\a\J$\Lt and

m of SMU Faculty

dents, along with

- atefar more sensitive than any horse, and

- . amomentafterreaixzmg,mthanabsur&ms
b ofpride; thatIwasridingabuckinghorse. Th

’,' classy and soft-eyed former cutting ho

youaskofthemmustbethemdeaﬁrst They U

deserve tobe treated so”
the‘ggewas nght,of COUrse, aboutCancho Hls .
fate with vus was decided the night1 nursed a s
blackeyewithabag offrozenpeas Horsesar ’ L
goodteachers that way. He'd sulledup atthe
endofalong4-Hclinit; and Tdbailed off] i

resulnngs}nnerfestoonedmostoftheieﬂ:s l
_of myfaceand elicited compmsons tokale
dosoopes and sumsets forweeksmatsumme

" Huck is twelve now and mdes Beam

beughtfromﬁlendswho understood Huck’

BrandyAlemders, datepuddmg, tenderloin.
My friend Maiya and I sat with her bundled
uponenightat the after-hours grilled cheese
joint, watching the drunks roll in and drink-
ing Maiyasgood champagne wntil very, very
late, She was awfully weakby that point. We
would'vetaken heranywhereordone anythmg
thatwould make her happy.

“Tigiedied inher sleepather house, justas
she mshed Michael andtwo friendsbuflther
coffin, its interiorlined with horse blankets.

Shewas bunedmherpas‘mre withtheashes -

she'dsaved ofhersxsterand afavoritedog. The
gravelsunmarked exceptforthe hoofprints
left by pranghorn agthey graze. The Davis
Mountamsnse tothenorth, blueandserrated,

: exswhen * Now thére: are two graves in the pasture. '

ational r.esem’c\\m strugglesmth Conqho. Beaws mck ) After Tigie's death, we'd moved our horses T
: ms&rumev\'hi ) to herplace. Last December, I went to feed . % .
e dtsf'o"""r;f Z“i . g Alazénone eveningand found himdownon R

“4\e Riggs posen, . shxsmde‘dumlg the ground. It was the last fewminutes of a o
¢ God po‘r-’nde ' :&ﬁ;ﬁﬁﬁzﬁﬁxfkmmmp at’ sunnyday, and atfirst I thought he mightbe

Shanging the vorld ' hatevertheydorst de.passmg,opemngagate napping. Upon my approach, he lumbered

Fowic level Byingleadchanges. Heisareallygood rie to his feet and came straight to me, lower-

inghis head into my chest, so unlike his shy
self. Istepped backin surprise; and hie again
thrust highead aguinst my chest hefore hig
backlegs uavered, then gave out,andhe col~
lapsedto eg‘round. Hewas colickingbadly;
T've neve, seen; ammal s0 clearly ask for
help. Inhispain he gruntedwitheverybreath
and thrashed, his great hooves tearingatthe
gramaandthe earthall around him. Michae]
ran foragunwhﬁelsankmyhands intoAla-
zdns woollyneck andtha:akedhsmforbemg
the good horse he was for thirty years, His
earswiveled arcund to listen as I spoke; his
frightened eye stopped rolling andocked
directly into mine. We shot him where he
lay.I hkemthmkthatlgavehnn afractionof
comfortinthose lastmoments. hopeIdid.

-Liearningto ridetakes time. It'saboutlove
and letting go, accepting the what-ifs and
understandmgthat eventsheyondyourpcwer
are snnply’chatnbeyond yourpower. I'mstill
learning. What'si meortantmth horsesturns
outto be what's important in life. You give
your heart knowing there will be risk. You
gofast anyway. You getback on anyway and
laugh anyway. Yougo forward withwhatever
brillianceand clarityyoucan muster, Thisis
what Iwant myson to kiow. Thereheis L lop-
ingand stoppingintimeandin fune with his
horse; safe and coming backto hold the herd
withamillion-watt grin. Myhushand hangs
ontheferice, watching, The sunis tomyback,
andIhavethewhole world, The earthisthere
to catch and hold us when we fall, B

k says. “Ilike everythmg abouthim.”.

Hﬁtargnschchmc ﬂnsfa]l Huckhadhlsﬁrst
’ chancetotzyoutBeavzs’s cutting-horsemoves
Son cattle. The clinician called cutdjrectzons .
and encouragement as Huck guided Beavis |
- to spht the herd. Fuck walted forthe ca’ctle
trickle past until one heifer remained in
him, Hesatdeep, andBeavxsbeganthe
dance dodgmgand dlppmgto keep the heifer.
ﬁ omrejoiningthe herd; Thehorse knewwhat :
‘todowhen Hiuck didnot. When Huck was -
~late with a cue, Beavis ‘waited for himand -
onlywent asfastas Huck asked. “Look atthat »
‘horse,” a rancher told Michael. “Thatboy ‘
loves thathorse and’ that hotrse ioves thatbhoy. .
They are exactly what the other one needs”

actior/Equal Opporunily institition.

‘. Tigxe never met Beavns She tended to
: becameﬁleverybecember herbm‘hmont}h

Skmcancer Aperforatedguﬁ tice. TheICU :
Infectmn Nobreath, Monthsmthehospfca],
hlmdreds of milésfrom home; more than
once. Abroken hip that she hobbled around -
’onforawaekbeforesheconsentedtogotothe e
hoép:tal nOdessa. (Youcanget attentionin

the ERprethmck, I’vefound,byannommmg
yowve got‘ avy year-old woman with em- o
physema and roken hip inyour truck.) o
! mdedto nolonger seek:‘b

STEBRY BUTCHERLIVES IN MARFA. THIS YEARSHE
WILL BEGIN CONTRIBUTING AREGULAR COLUMN
TO TEXAS 1 ONTHLY.
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