


- THE HAUNTED HORSE -

henever | attempted to break her in, she would bite my pale

inner thighs with her tight rusty springs. She didn’t have a

name. At least not one that | remember. Her coat was a hard
plastic of auburn and creme with a tangled black mane. She hovered mid gallop on a
square metal frame amid four large angry springs that pulled her north, south, east, and
west. We kept each other company in the chilly basement of that Minnesota lakefront
house. Seldom did | gain the courage to mount her. Instead, we spent our time together
gazing out the window at the geese who roamed the shore of the lake. She listened in
earnest as | strummed ballads upon my plastic ukulele. When | performed incredible
feats of penny swallowing she watched with bated breath. And the time | choked as one
of the pennies twisted and turned in my throat, it was her eyes that comforted me. The
coppery taste of Lincoln’s head lingered like blood on my tongue as the pain in my

throat struck fear in my heart. If this was the moment when death would strike me down,



her black-brown eyes told me that | would not die alone. As if conceding in defeat,
Lincoln went tails up and heads down, slipping from my throat to my belly. Maybe it was
the tears in my eyes or the lack of oxygen in my brain, but as | gulped down that first
mouthful of air, | swear | saw my horse breathe a sigh of relief. As an adult | found the
puddle of melted plastic that she had been rendered down to by the house fire. She
must have haunted that abandoned home for years before her eventual demise. |
wonder how many nights the neighbors were awoken by her squeaking rusty springs as

wind blew in the broken windows over her tangled mane.






