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= HORSE

And The. Rider Learnt
- The Proper Level
Of Mankind Is Ground

' L A Tale of Misery- }
. By B
'A’NNE HOPE

what they used to be. " In fact, most of
them mnowadays are literally one-horse
_places whete the horny-handed farmers go
about in streamlined limousines that make my poor
husband’s city vehicle look like an amoeba for
shapelessness.

In some districts horses are so.rare (they tell:

me) that the only people -who remember riding
them are the Hill Billies on the radio.
All this is very discouraging-—particularly if you are
a woman like me, who has longed to ride a horse ever
since 1 started reading “'Buftalo Bill” ’way back in the
‘eighties. Not even Lawdy ‘Godiva Was more eagér than
| to imitate a Centaur.
I remember how often Tony used to coax me out
frampiug with him on the pretext be would hire a horse
from a farmhouse on the way. There was one particu.
-~ larly promising place with a paddock and five horses in
rrem! and Alsatian dogs round the verandah steps. Tony
eached the gate at the same time as the Alsatians, and
_lu, panted back to explain to me that “itr wasn't any use
“askiug about hotses tbere, they weren’t the sort of peop'e
who would bire them out.”

EW ZEALAND country towns are not
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I gmpped the top of the saddle and put a toe in
the stirrups. Weed swung his head. I saw the
white of his eye flash.

Weed. He's in the bush paddock. He's very old

and not used much, but he’s quiet and he'll do to

learn on.
1 was too polite to show dxsappomtment But
I had hoped for a more lively animal. “Why do.

you call him Weed?” I asked.
Mamle just smiled mysteriously.

NEXT day the farmi Loy brought \Veed into ihx*

vard. He stood with his head hanging and -

one leg bent, as if he was slowly
and steadily concertinaing to the

S0 that all 1 got from wmy

tramps to find horses were

N rlus arhcle, the "Record‘s Womon '

ground. He wasa woolly ¢req-

two Iarge. calves—uever , A tare, very dull of spivit. .
horse.. contributor, Anne Hope, is back on the From the yard railing
© T used t¢ read horse books’ . ! e pe, looked downw ‘with disfavour,

“job.

for ronsolation, went to Wild
- West pletures, gnd patted *he

dales -1n- the streets. Ocea~ -

. She has been convalescing in the |
country, and tells how she was taken for -
@ ride bya horse \mh o mystermus nume. E

“Do you think it’ll be too much
for” him to canter‘?" I asked
. Mamie,

“sionally ¥ dreamt I won jump- s ——
ing conte:ts at show - meet-

ings, and woke sobbing and clutching at’ the rug frmf’e& S
. him myself - easily.”.

under the impresswn it was a mane. .

V‘BUT these fru%tmted longings are now of the mwt A
© few weeks ago I learnt, very forelblv tb‘zt the prfmer“ -

level of mankind is-ground.
“This- ‘was the way of ifi—

b pell 11 of an: over- -tonsiliated. tbroat and pwked 80
© and-pined during my convalescence that. Tony - demded [V
) 1 “ent ‘to stiy.

export me into’ the ‘country to recover,
with my cousin Mamie, who has a “metal axis” in" Taravakl

The first thing I said to her was:
to get 4 horse’™ ..

Mamie stared. “A 1zorse"" she gapad “Wﬁv.’ﬁ-”.
- “To ride.?
»-“Oh” said Mmue “and tovked relleveu—-mmuar F

bhouz,h she ha‘d expected we to eat it. -“Oh, well, there's

‘,two feet -im ruy e was fmpos

“Lhnne ¥d ke

- in the stirrap.

g e “Not Weed!
give you a leg.'
Gowd hemens.” 1 “answered sharply.

“1 can elfml

“Tgald: “(,om'i old \’i eed "in g bearty voice, and
patted. his ne¢k.

. Then, for ﬂle frst hme 1 felt o guali,
7 - Just g broken down, gespicable old moke,

From

mons, . When I crowded netr head to ‘be out of .ranze

of his hind ‘legs it ‘cecurred t¢.me immediately that he
could Just is eas lly paw me Aoz wlth his front ones,

(‘nnﬁdpnoe hegan -fo mnl\!» clowh away

) UL get ou now.” I told the farm hoy, who wast w alvhm" )
with ‘hix mouth . fmen

And’ ,)rmed firmly:
to steer him, I suppose?”

At that T gripped the. top of the suddie and- pur i fue .
- (Contd. on page 33.)

I heaved a I1ttle

=10}

“Mamie gave hev Jclly lnugh’f»
Come -on, Ty

) I hitehed up the riding. trousers I
~“hag borrowed from Mamie's husband and sauntered acrosg
. the yard, -
At a dz«t:mw‘.v'

and bis feet weré ennre

“I u ']u\t have -

ey




