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Copyright 2010 Jeanie Innis
What you are about to read is true. It happened in the late 1970s, but the same story or one like it happens all the time, over and over again.
This particular one is a horse story, but it could be about anything, because it's mostly about dreams and hope and faith. And it's about love.
As you read, enjoy the story, but remember that you can use the same principles here to make things happen in your own life. You have to exert some energy … you have to make the effort to make your dreams come true. And you need the desire to make things happen.
A flaming desire gives the human mind and body energy from deep within the soul, the energy to achieve your heart's desire.
My mother is forty years old, but you'd never know it. She thinks there's a pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, she wishes on a star if it's the first one out, and she gets tears in her eyes when she's touched by something very beautiful -- a lovely song, a running horse, or a bluebird. She hears a very special drummer, and by listening intently, she was led down a path to the realization of a lifelong dream.
When I was a teenager and Mom announced that she was going to become a realtor, my brothers and I weren't surprised. We knew she hadn't decided what to be when she grew up. Dad, however, was horrified.
"Why can't you be happy being a wife and mother?" he asked. He was very loud. It happens when he's upset, whether with one of us kids or mom or the dog.
"Of course I'm happy, darling," Mom purred. "Well, most of the time I am. But I need something I can do just for me. And yes, I want to be something more than a wife and mother."
I could identify with that. Housework is a bore.
Dad didn't like it, but he knew that nothing he could say or do was going to keep Mom from at least trying to make her mark in the world.
So Mom went to school, passed the state realtors' exam, and our lifestyle went from casual to crazy. She attended meetings, went to seminars, and showed houses weekends and evenings whenever she could.
Five months later, she hadn't sold a single house, but -- undaunted -- she kept up the act. Meetings, seminars, showings, multiple listing books scattered through the house … what a mess.
One afternoon, I came home from school to find her sitting at the kitchen table, a pencil poised over her notebook.
"What're you doing?" I asked as I reached in the refrigerator for a soda.
Mom looked up, startled, as if she'd been sleeping and hadn't even heard me enter the room.
"You know that seminar I went to today?" she asked.
I didn't remember. I couldn't begin to keep track of her any more, but I didn't dare tell her. This stuff seemed to be really important to her. So I nodded as if I did.
"They told us that if you really want something, write it down and you'll get it."
I rolled my eyes. "Oh, Mom, what a crock. What are you going to write down, that you'll sell a house to pay for all the money you've spent on gasoline and multiple listing books?"
She just smiled, a strange, faraway look in her eyes, as if she had some magic, mysterious knowledge I couldn't possibly understand. Her eyes are dark brown and often have a vague, dreamy, wandering expression, and when she's thinking about something important to her, her head cocks to the side, like a curious puppy. I almost felt guilty for being a realist. Sometimes I actually felt like the mom here.
Mom began to write in the little notebook. When she'd finished, she showed me what she'd written.
"You want a 25-inch color television set within three months? How wonderful," I said, my voice laced with a sarcasm only truly appreciated by other teens. "Now what?"
"We wait," she said. As usual, she seemed to be amused by my attitude. She then tucked the little notebook into her purse with the rest of her junk.
Weeks passed and I forgot about the television. The newspapers said real estate sales were booming, but Mom still hadn’t sold anything. She continued to chase around showing houses, attending more meetings, going on realtors’ tours and dreaming of a sale. Patience was never one of Mom’s virtues, but with real estate she was like a woman obsessed, determined to succeed.
Finally the inevitable happened. Some lookers became buyers and Mom sold a house. With her commission check she paid a couple of bills, then bought a 25-inch color TV ... for us kids, of course. Like all dreamers, Mom reads more than she watches TV.
Naturally, I wasn’t at all surprised to find her sitting at the kitchen table one afternoon not long after that, her notebook opened to a fresh page.
I sat down beside her. “Okay, what’s it going to be this time?” I asked. I was still skeptical, but we did have a brand new television in the family room.
“When I was just a baby,” she said, “I had a little stuffed horse. I carried him everywhere I went. By the time I was your age, the horse was gray and had no mane or tail, but it was always my favorite toy. I loved him so hard, I loved all his fuzz off.” She giggled. “When I was older, I read The Black Stallion, and I can still remember the goosebumps on my arms when I thought of The Black with his nostrils flared and his tail pluming behind him. My greatest desire was to have a horse of my own, a horse who would be my special treasure and my best friend. It was like picturing a magnificent love affair. Instead, I got married and had children.”
She was getting that faraway look in her eyes again. If I didn’t keep her talking, she’d go off in a fog.
“You can’t have a horse now, either, Mom. We live in the city,” I reminded her. I felt very mature at that moment, advising my mother.
“I know,” she said, chewing the end of the pencil.
I was afraid she’d choke on the eraser, but then she began to write. When she’d finished, she handed me the notebook so I could read what she’d written once again.
I read: “Within the next six months, I want a house in the country, a barn, and at least one horse (preferably three).” That time I really had to grin.
“You must be kidding,” I said.
“Well, I’m in the right business to find the house, don’t you agree?”
“Oh, Mom,” I said with a sigh. She was always trying her “don’t you agree” sales pitch on us kids. I did wish she’d grow up. Just a little.
Four months later, I was beginning to wonder if Mom had a handle on something magic that none of the rest of us knew about.
She met me at the front door after school with the picture of a new house on the market, waving it like a flag as I walked in the front door. She pointed to the picture with excitement.
“It has a barn and a fenced paddock,” she said.
She handed me the picture and I read the description. “Gosh, it has a real fireplace, Mom. We’ve never had a fireplace. Can we afford it?” I asked, certain that we could or her eyes wouldn’t look like Christmas stars.
“Your dad and I signed a contract to buy it today. “Oh Holly,” she said breathlessly, “I’m so happy.” She spun in circles like a ballerina, right in the middle of the living room.
Such a child, I thought fondly.
Then she stopped, hair askew, blouse loosened from her skirt. “We have to sell this house first, though.”
“Doggone. I knew there was a catch.”
“It’ll be easy. Marie from our office is showing this house at four o’clock tomorrow afternoon. So we have to get the place cleaned up.”
“What?! We can’t do it,” I whined, staring at the clutter in the living room.
“Can’t never did anything,” Mom said in a singsong voice. She handed me a trash bag and began to gather up old magazines from the coffee table. “Your dad is going to paint over the fingerprints this evening, I’m going to clean, the boys are cleaning their rooms, and you are in charge of your room.”
“But I can’t throw away things in my room. Everything is special.” I wondered if she’d looked under my bed lately.
She blew at a cobweb on the ceiling. “It has to be thrown away or put away.”
As I started up the stairs with the trash bag over my shoulder, she called, “And don’t put stuff in the closets. They’ll be looking in the closets.”
“Okay, Mom.” I wondered if I could shove any more stuff under my bed.
All evening we filled trash bags, cleaned and painted, and the next day Marie’s people offered to buy our house. We were going to move in thirty days.
Mom was so happy she couldn’t sleep. Sometimes I would wake up after hearing noises in the middle of the night, and I’d know Mom was downstairs drinking soda and dreaming of the new house.
In mid-March we moved, and none too soon, because the circles beneath her eyes were getting darker every day.
Our new house was beautiful, sitting at the edge of the woods, the barn in back tucked into a grove of oak and pine trees. A stream ran alongside our land, creating ripples and gurgling sounds as it ran over stones and rocks. I hoped those outside delights would keep my brothers out of the house most of the time.
Our new neighbors had four horses and three children, including a girl my age. We had a lot in common and became acquainted quickly.
Like most horse people, the neighbors had a horse to sell: a red roan Tennessee Walker named Rebel. We could buy him with saddle, bridle and a 50-pound bag of feed to get started in the horse business.
Rebel came to live in our barn. He was really old but you couldn't tell by looking at him, and he was so gentle and well trained that my little brothers could ride him without someone hanging on to the bridle.
Mom smiled all the time, and I wondered if she was going to write anything else in her notebook. It was really weird that we had the house in the country, the barn, and Rebel, all in less than six months.
But that’s not the end of our story.
One Saturday in May, Mom asked if I wanted to go to an auction with her. “An Arabian horse breeder died,” she told me, “and his widow is forced to sell off some of their stock.”
“Aren’t they expensive?” I asked.
“Yes, they are,” she answered, throwing a blue cardigan over her shoulders. “But we’re only going to watch.”
“I’ll bet,” I mumbled under my breath. I pulled on my best boots and followed her out the door.
In the barn before the auction began, we previewed the horses. Each one was lovely in its own way, some nervous and excited, others calmly munching hay. Glad I had worn my jeans and boots, I watched other horse people as they checked bloodlines and conformation.
I moved a bit closer to Mom and asked, “If you like Arabian horses so much, why did you buy Rebel?”
“Because the least expensive Arabian I could find that would be safe for the boys was much more than I could afford.”
“Oh,” I said, still wondering why we’d come. We already had our horse, and Mom usually didn’t like to look. She liked to buy.
One little mare caught our attention. She wasn’t much more than pony height. She was gray but so fat it was almost obscene. She looked as if she would drop her foal right there in front of everyone.
The tag on her door said her name was Sazaan, and when she walked hesitantly to the stall door to see us, Mom kissed her lightly on her pink nose.
At that moment I felt as if there was something going on that no one but Mom and Sazaan were aware of ... something magic.
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