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Wild Horse

He runs fearless into the night

Darkness has brought him from my sight

I run to see him one last time

Oh how I wish that he were mine

The darkness fills me all around

Like a blanket tied and bound

Then the ground begins to pound

I look up just in time to see

Him rear up and then look at me

He gallops away with gracious ease

Over the fence and through the trees

	An Imitation of John Steinbeck’s The Red Pony

By Caroline Barnes

At dawn Billy Buck rose from his sleeping quarters and halted momentarily on the platform to search the horizon.  He was a wide, bowlegged, and diminutive man with unusually thick facial hair and think hands, swelled and muscled at the palms.  His eyes were thoughtful and washed gray, and his hair, which thrust out from under his brand name headwear, was straggly and discolored.

From The Red Pony by John Steinbeck

At daybreak Billy Buck emerged from the bunkhouse and stood for a moment on the porch looking up at the sky.  He was a broad, bandy-legged little man with a walrus mustache, with square hands, puffed and muscled on the palms.  His eyes were a contemplative, watery gray and the hair which protruded from under his Stetson hat was spiky and weathered.




Idea for a Short Story

Cera… 14 year-old girl… orphan… afraid of horses… new foster parents… lives on a horse farm.  (Mother was killed in riding accident 6 months earlier.)  Father left when she was only two-years old.

Cera finds an abused horse on a neighboring farm.  She must help it, but can she get over her fear to save its life?

The car ride to the Love’s was long and nerve-racking.  The Love’s were very nice people, but they weren’t her parents.  She had had a mother only 6 months earlier.  Her mother left her all alone to fend for herself in the cruel world.  Tears welded up in Cera’s eyes at the thought of her as her mind went back to that day.  It was all confusing and jumbled in her brain.  Prancer, her mother’s favorite mare, had spooked at a jump, causing her mother to go flying over her head.  Cera had been there when it happened.  She watched in total horror and shock as her mother hit her head and the horse fell onto her mother’s mangled body.  Cera was unable to move, she just watched her mother die before her eyes.  From that day, Cera swore to never go near another horse as long as she lived.  It was a stupid horse that had killed her mother.

Cera’s thoughts were interrupted abruptly by the squeaking of the car breaks.  She looked out the window and saw many pastures.  Probably just for cattle or something she thought.  Cera stepped out of the car and was almost immediately greeted by her foster mother.  “Hello Cera, I’m so happy you’re finally here,” she said sweetly.  Cera just nodded, she didn’t really know what else to say.  “Well let me show you to your room, I think you’ll love it!”  Cera followed Mrs. Love into the small house.  “My husband, Mike, will be home soon, he went to go pick up a new horse.”  Cera froze, “I’m sorry did you say a horse?”  Mrs. Love gave a puzzled look.  “Yes, we do live on a horse farm.  I would imagine tha...”  “HORSE FARM!” she squealed,” you never said anything about a horse farm.”  Then it hit her, when they had said they lived on a farm, that’s what they had meant.  The didn’t mean like a farm with cows, chickens, and pigs…they meant horses! 


The next few days were sluggish.  Cera pretty much refused to go to the barn.  “Cera, I realize you miss your mother, but you can’t blame the horse for her death.”  Said Mrs. Love sympathetically.  Deep down Cera knew this, but she just couldn’t bring herself to forgive the horse for what it had done.  She had grown up, like her mother, riding horses.  She had loved every minute of it, but that was all over now.  How could she just continue riding like nothing had ever happened?  “Why don’t you come down and help me feed,” she suggested.  “Mrs. Love…”  “You can just call me Cindy if you like,” she interrupted.  “Um, ok, Cindy…I just don’t think I could bear to see a horse right now,” Cindy nodded.  Hopefully, she understood.  “Ok then, I’ll be back in about forty-five minutes.”
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