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don’t remember the first horse I saw or
touched; Tjustknow thathorses have always
been with me. Inthem, Isee whatThope are
thebest pieces of myself. Horses are at once
familiar and unknowable. Each of their indi-
vidual parts, arazorear or almobbyfetlock,is
fantastically peculiar and ungainly looking,
but taken together, the whole is a graceful
machine, Théyarebravebeyondreason. They
smellgood. Theyhave complicated emotional
lives; they remember and forgive. There are
otherthings about horses, harder to fathom,
that also draw me to them. This resonance I don't understand fully, butthere it is, as
nativetomeasthe dimple inmy cheek. Geneties are partly toblame. My father loved
horses as a child growing up in New York City, where he cadged rides by working at
atony Bronxville huntér/jumper stable and hand-walked hot Thoroughbreds after
their morning workouts at Belmont Park. After he was drafted into the Korean con-
fiict, he gave up horses and did notreturntoriding as an adult. Life got inthe way. At
times, life has gotten in myway too. Buteven during theJong stretcheswhenI didnot
ride—periods ofasuburban Fort Worthadolescence whenridingwasn’t possible,or
darkyearsatarainy Oregoncollege whete horses seemed distant and unavailable—
thedesire neverleft. § I drewhorses, dreamed horses, sawmake-believe horsesinmy
backyard. My parents, hallelajah, allowed metotake ridinglessons when Ttumed seven.

"My teacher, Myrna, was friendly and bright-eyed, with quickness in her movements
- andherspeech, like a grackle with a checkered scarfat her neck. She was probably in

S fexasmontilicem.

herfortiesthen, the matriarch ofaclose-knit
confederationof grownkids, shirtlesstoddlers
in diapers, slouchy teenagers, sons-in-law,
and benign ne'er-do-wells wearing welding
caps and permanent squints from cigarette
smoke. I'd never encountered a family like
Myrna’s, in which women wore kerchiefs to
batten down the high-rise of curlers intheir
hair and everyonelived in athicket of mobile
homes parked amid the barns. Theirworld,
full of slinking cats and apologetic dogs, was
asexoticandbeguiling as agypsy carp,. Myrna
was a wonderful teacher, patient, exacting,
quickwithacorrectionor ayou-can-do-it,but
life amonghertribe 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 noword of where they'd gone or why.
Irode next atabarm with fine-boned, sen-
sitive Arabian horses and, after that, withan
encowraging college student whotaughtmeto
jump and told me Thad talent. Twasinmiddle
school bythat point, and taking weeklylessons
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wasexpensive and sometimes trickytosched-
ule.Tloved it but Ilet it go. We couldnot sup-
portahorse. Jcouldnotgetmyselftolessons. I

didn’t necessanlywant tocompete, butgoing.
round androundarmgwasntwhatlwanted ,
- either. Iwasthirteen; afterall. T didn't know

what Twanted, mmich less how to get there. -

Decadespassed.I’macolossallatebloomer N

and come to things slcwly Mg frstharge fi-
nally matenahzedmmytimnes, atall, solemn
red gelding called Alazén, the Spanish word
for “sorrel” Myhusband Michael, andThad
settled inMarfs; and along with our house

intownwe owned asembby seven-acreplot. ;
where I\hchael kept a cabmetmakmgwood- .
shop. For years, buymg a horse was always

somethmgtha;t would happen someda:;s but

- never rlght now, Other thmgs were more
: unportant roofe on the house, acrown fora

bustedmo},ax vet bﬂlsfm: oviraged red heeler.
Then one aﬁ:emoon arancher friend men-
tioned that he was taking horses to anction,

olderanimalsthat couldnolongerdothe work,

vequired of themn. They’dlﬂ(elybe soldtoth
meat men for 60 cents a pound. Inside
chest, abowknot untied. Someday becime
right now, I announced T'dmatchthemeat

and chased bulls for years in some

of the‘roughest coum:ry Premdm chm;y

'ofanoptamlstm’éermsefwhatto expectfrom 3 ;
ple Trwasmonthsbefore he cametomeon -
s }ns own. Heused toturn his backto mewhen

OPENING SPREAD, PROMLERT: The funeral procession for Tigie
Laneaster, whosebelovedburro Applejackisled hy the
authorwhile her son, Huek, earvies Tigio's polo maliet; the

author with her currenthorse, Mouse. ¥RIS SPREAD, FROM
wgFr-The author and Huek, with HaystackMountain inthe
S distance; Tigie, photographed in 2011 Huck riding Beavis,

I'wentinthe peh. I spent aﬁemoom readmg on anupended bucket 1g‘n0r1ng him,

g Eventua}ly, curiosity won over, and he tiptaed behind me and whuffled my hair with
) hlsnose thenexhaledmthagreatmghandsmackedhishps,Aftertha’c hebrightened
upwhen our famﬂy cametoseehim. Never anovertly aﬁ'ectmnate animal, he'dslide

neai us and hover while we ¢leaned the pen o Washed out his buckets, hﬁpmg fora
seratch or currying, i

Mostofmyrideswerealone, Wewoul
snorting agswe passedthe pasturemth )
and thelightness of h}.s tep mspxte of

oseyciovm a dn‘troad, Alazan dancmg and
: adnnredhls maperifflinginthe wind
s1z Rldmg élsgmses your humanity and

Cdpvnemantiie rar o
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THEEARTHIS
THERETOCATCHUS
WHEN WE FALL

COHTINUED FROM PAGE ST

Huckup on Alazdn. “What ifhe falls?”

Good question. It'slundcy, whenyouthink
aboutit, o putyouradored child atop ahalf-
toncreature who sincerely believes thatthe
flapping grocery bag snagged on the fence
mightkill him. Surprising things can happen
even with the gentlestofhorses. Astirred-up
beecanstinga horse’sbelly, provokingakick
or astartie. Amightily barking Chihushua
rushing fromunderatruckcan causeahorse
toteleporttwenty feettotheleftinlesstime
than an eyeblink. Aburrunder the saddle
blanket can result in crow hops worthy of
the National Finals Rodeo. Or, as happened
toHuck, theremightbe atime when voujust
loseyourbalance and plainbouncerightout
ofthesaddle. AsHuckrecently observed, cor-
rectly, “Wsnotifyoucome offyourhorse, it's
whenyoucome off your horse”

- There is value in dealing with horses,
though. You must learn to be clearin the
thingsyouaskof them. Hyoucandot )
ingwﬂlteach conﬁdenc T

cused, there are timeswhen it canread your
mind. You simnply think, “Stop” and thehorse
stops. Oryouthink, “We should goleft” and
thehorseis movinglefi before the thoughtis
corplete, That's pretty powerful whenyou're
akid, It's pretty powerful as a grown-up too.

_Longbefore all that, taught Huckhowto
simplybe aroundhorges. Firstcamelessons
aboutstaying 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 outrocksand mudfromtheirhorny,
heavy feet, which is hard for a sixty-pound
boy working with a creature that towers over
hishead. Each day of minor success was a
trivrsiph; for ascave canruin foreverany confi-
denceyouhavearound a horse. Huck initially
struggled to catch Alazdn, but he learned in
time to drophis eyes as he approached the
horse. Bytaking the pressure of hisgaze away,
hedrewthe gelding toward him, and aftera
mmute Orso the horse loweredhisheadand

beginning, he mostly sat as a passenger and
prattledtome sbout dinosaursorvideo games
orhijinks at school. He sawhorses chiefly as
friends, whichwas okaywrthme Gradually he
began towant more. We allowed himtosteer
with reins,: ‘and he'd nose Alazén around the
piace thewise oldhorse refusmgto gofaster
than awalk. Intime, he started complammg
about Alazin’s lack of go, sowe looked fora,
miore suitable horse. Exter Concho, '

“ When Huck wasalmost eight, we brought
home aleopard Appaloosawhose aéerabﬁzty
and dcghke friendliness was accompamed
by an incorrigible impish streak. For better
orworse, much of what Hucklearned about
ridinghelearned with Concho. Heels down,
hghthands onthereins,sit mabalancedway
sothat head, s shoulders hips,andheelsfallin
anaturalhne Thesafnundanonal skillstake
timy telay down. Huckstarted with Concho
on alunge line; ndmg inacircle around me.
Walktensteps, stop. Walk tensteps trotten.
steps. Trotsevensteps walk five steps. Whoa.
After someweeks,whenﬂuckcouldtmtmth-
out balancing on the reins, we removed the
Iunige line, and he had a degree of freedom
and control
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not take him long to figure out who was in
charge of this duo. The horse had very elear
opinions about what he did and didn*t want
todo. Huckcould elimbon him barebackand
out to the pasture they’d go, Huck happily
whacking at yucca stalks with a homemade
sword, murmuring anarrativeastheyambled
companionably along, Thisthey did for many
hours. Take Conchoto a4~Hypractice, though,
and he'd actlike he did notknow Huck. Man-
nersand training went AWOL. He'd back into
otherhorses. He'd trot, but too fast. Twice he
suddeniy dropped to roll in the arena sand
whileHuckwasaboard. Leould geton Concho,
and after somediscugsion, he'ddoformewhat
hewould not do for Huck, butthiswasnota
good fit for either ofthem, Riding anaughty
horse can uncover an otherwise unknown
and bottormless well of frustration, anger,
insecurity, atid'even embarrassment, none
of whichareuseful emotions mdéahngmth
animals who have their own: opmmns and
‘ the strengthto make those opinions known.

' ‘togethersomemmesandthensometnneshe
- justwouldirteooperate” remembered Huck.
“T'dfeel soupset”

. The Conchoissue had mebaffled Mostof
whatIknowabouthorsesTlearnedfrombooks

: ﬁgewbenshemovedm MarfaleQS afcer

asagnefcounselorwho specwhzedmhelpmg
‘paoplecope\mthtbe deaths oﬂwedones both

vate school, andhorses Shewasawnﬂd—clas
; centraman ﬁ'ombm:h preferrmgthe stable

. nanny found her sc ferocmusly Wﬁiful tbat
she dubbed t‘ne baby gu‘l “ahttleuger »andthe

‘tocut herselfand a penchant fer crazy sun-

www.TexasMonthlyClub.com

‘she tooled aréund Marfa ina golf cart She

15O texasmantﬁ?g,cam

““Ttwas frustrating, because we'd dowell

‘humanand ammal Herfamﬂywas linkedto!

the Texasand Pacific Railway, and her privi-
leged childhood in Dallasin the thirties and -~
: :fomesmmlvedservants,}nghmanners,pn—' :

,ﬁve feet, Wlthfrowsy gray hair ghe ten(ied E

glasses and stripy socks One eye was bluei .
7andthe otherwas crackedhalfbmwn andha]f g

preferred going slow, observing the world at
aboutthe speed of a ‘walking horse. She was
contradictory, sometimes charmingly so.

Andshewasbhunt. When Huckbegan having
trouble with Concho, shetold me, “Life’s too
shorttoride abad horse. Send him downthe
road.” ] protested that Concho wasn™t abad
horse, he just needed moretime, She'd shake
herhead. “Life’stooshort. If something needs
fixing, make achange”

Tigie was full of these pronouncements,
Horse keeping and horse riding come with
myriad rules. Someoftheserulesareuniversal
(stay outofahorse’s kicking range), and oth-
ers are particular to whatever barn or outfit
vowreridingwith Changthe bridleshereand
the halters over there). Tigie's rules covered
considerably more territory. Along with the
everyday concerns about which bucketheld
horse cookies and how and wherethe oats
were stored, there were other, highly idio-

" symeratic rudes about things like the proper
feeding of orangesto her donkeys (peel the
‘oranges first; and then offer the donkeys the

peelsas well as the fruit). Then there were
the directives about household tasks: how
eggs must be scrambled, how score shallbe
keptwhile playingdominoces, howoneshould
stack dirty dishes, precisely howthe golfcart
shouldbeparked and soon. Amisstepinanyof
2ss andunpredictabledirections
n'abarking “Whoa, whoa, whos,

« f—whoaw followedbyabarrage ofinstyuctions
, abouthcwandwhytocomectthemﬁ‘acnon
remrmgﬁ'omyearsmthehorsebusmess and

Slowly, purstoriesand her stories knitted
together, as lives will do. We did not see her

+ every day: her social schedule wasfar roo full
,forthat ;plusshehadthriftstoréstoprowland
, ammalsto spozl She commoniyaxnved onour

‘ ﬁrst saddle came from ngze, a model from

the fifties orsixties Ttis ilong outgrown, but

,wemﬁnotgwe itaway.

AL her place onthe edge of town, Tlgm :
kept a revolmng array of horses, mules,and

- 5'donkeys many of which endedip with her
o ‘because she felt sorry for them. Thele was

“Slim, the poky ex«racehcrse and Pearl ané‘
* Pear] Light, two sad—sack donkeys froma
fencingerew thatoften walked intandem, as
: f'thcugh still tied nose«to«tml on'the job. The
- donkeys brayedm her When she rolledupin
' the golf cartor stepped outside her k1tchen
*gdoor, ‘and the sound brought her joy asvivid

as Chmstmas “Oh; Listen o that arial” she’d

xelaim: Tlgle loved hm ses, but she had an

o unshakable beliefinthe perfect wisdom of
_donkeys andmules “They think great, deep
; thoughts »shetold Huckmorethan once.“You

airt convinee them of anything; whatever
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youask ofthemmustbethemdeaﬁrst They
- arefar more sensitive than any horse, and
hey deserve tobe treated so”
* %@ewas nght,of course, aboutCancho HJS ‘
fate with us was decided the night1 nursed a n
blackeyemﬁxabagoffrozenpeas Horsesa\:e i
goodteachers that way. He'd sulledup at the.,
endofalong4-H clinié; and Tdbailed off h;m
R . B : amoment afterreaizzmg,mthanabsur&msh
e i b ofpride; that Twasridingabuckinghorse.”
LR resulnngs}nnerfestoonedmostoftheleﬁ de
‘ofmyface and elieited comparisonsto kale
doscopes and sunsets i’orweeksmatsummer
" Huek is twelve now and mdes Beams, 8
classy and soft-eyed former cutting horse
bcughtfromﬁlendswho understood Huck's

0\;!\0‘@5‘1«\ 9\\ D
rox}v\a‘ds\l—t and
o of SN Foeulty
dents, along With

actional ‘"@53“"‘\""’{5' ' struggleswith Concho. Beavis nickers when

: ms&rumev\'hi Huckwalksintothepen Heﬁshesmthegii ;
e discoNerny and pocketsfarpeppenmntsand wsesa;sﬂm(:h
THve ““3‘35 iaoscw\, ) un‘sangleshmlongtaﬂ Beavis s g ! S

-\'de whenHuekacmdentaﬂy‘oan”s isgide umng

‘ 606 poc 14 ’ saddlmgandmakesﬂucklookhkeaehampat

ehanging The e - whatevertheydo: mde‘passmg,opemngagate

Horic 1{:\)@1- ﬂymgleadchanges “Heis areallygood frie
k Hucksays “11ike everytbmg abouthim.” -
C AL aranchchmc tlnsfa]i Huckhadhmﬁrst
chancetotryoutBeavxs’s cumng homemoves
“on cattle. The ¢linician called outd;reat:ons .
_and encouragement ag Huck guided Beavis |
- to spht the herd. Huck wazted forthe ca’ctle
T, remame d in

sction/Equsl Opporunily institdion.

to do when Huck did nat Vlfhen Huck was - :
iate with a cue, Beavis “waited for himand -
- onlywentasfast as Huck asked. “Took at‘{:hat »
‘horse,” arancher told Michael. “That boy
iovesthathorse andthathorse ioves thatboy
Theyale exactiywhat the other one needs

Tigie never met Beaws She ter;ded to
becameﬁleverybecembex; herbn‘th onth,
Skmeancer Aperforated gt twice. TheICU !
Infectmn Nobreath.Monthsinthe hosp;ta],
hundreds of imilés feom horme, more than
once, Abroken hipthat she hobbled around

. onfor aweekbeforeshe consentedto goto the 5
: hoSp:tal in Odeéssa. (Youcanget att:entlon m ;
: * the ERprettquck, Tve found, by anpouncin
T yowve got a 7’?—year-01d woman mth em-
physema and al rokén hipin your truck.) |
’I‘wo years agc she decidedtono Ionger seek
dnmmshmg breath and

Brandy Alexanders, datepudding tenderloin.
My friend Maiya and I sat with her bundled
ubonenightat the after-hours grilled cheese
joint, watching the drunks roll in and drink-
ngMaiya’s good champagne until very, very
late. Bhewas awfully weak by that point. We
would'vetakenheranywhereordone anything
thatwould make her happy: :

Tigie died inhersleepatherhouse, just as
shewished Michael andtwofriendsbuiither
coffin, its interiorlined with horse blankets.
Shewasburied in herpasture, withithe ashes -
she'dsavedofhersisterand afavorite dog. The
gravemunmarked exceptforthe hoofprints
lefthy prénghorn as they graze. The Davig
Mountamsnse tothenorth, blueandserrated,

Now thére are two graves in the pastare.
After Tigie’s death, we'd moved our horses
to herplace. Last December, Iwent to feed
Alazén one eveningand found him downon
the ground. It was the last fewminutes of a
sunnyday, and at first T thought he might be
napping. Upon my approach, he lumbered
to his feet and came straight to me, Iower-
inghis head into my chest, so unlike his shy
self. Istepped backin surprise; and hie again
thrust hishead againstmy chestbefore his
back: Iegs quavered, then gave out, andhe ool~
lapsedto hegrout d.Hewas cahclnngbadly,
T've nex?er seei ammal S0 c}early ask for
help Inhispainhe: gruntedmtheverybreath
andthrashed, his greathooves tearingatthe
gramaand the earth all around him. Michael
ran foragunwhﬁelsankmyhands intoAla-
zén's woollyneck and thankedhimforbeing
the good horse he was for thirty years, His
earswiveled around to listen as I spoke; his
frightened eye stopped rolling andlooked
directly into mine. We shot him where he
lay. Iliketothink that I gave him a fractionof
comfort inthose lastmoments. hopeIdid.

Learningtoridetakes time. It'saboutlove
and letting go, accepting the what-ifs and
understandmgthat eventsheyondyourpcwer
are snnply’chat—-beyandyaurpower Tmstill
learning. What’si mportantmﬂa horsesturns
outtobewhat's important inlife. You give
vour heartknowing there willbe risk. You
go fast anyway. You get backon anyway and
laugh anyway. Yougo forward withwhatever
brilliance and elarity you canmuster. This is
what Iwant mysontoknow, Thereheis lop-
Ingand stoppingintimeandin tune with his
horse; safe and comingbackto hold the herd
withamillion-watt grin. My husband hangs
onthefence watching Thesunisto myback,
andIhavethewhole world. The earthisthere
to catch and hold us when we fall, 4

rem

mm BUTCHERLIVES IN MARFA.THIS YREAR SHE
WILL BEGIN CONTRIBUTING A REGULAR COLUMN
TO TEXAS MONTHLY,
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