
It was Eddie, my first real riding coach, who taught me about  
corners. The corner is where everything happens. “By the time 

you reach the fence,” he would say, “it’s too late.” I had to learn that 
the fence itself isn’t the obstacle. The obstacle is your mind. 

A stone fence should be no more difficult to jump than a piece 
of twine strung at the same height. Yet stone looks taller and it’s all 
too easy to imagine its edges stripping your skin if you fail. These 
thoughts suck the jumper down, amplifying gravity. The trick of 
jumping a fence—any fence—is to convince yourself that the fence 
is an illusion. The jump is just another stride, taken with the same 
rhythm and tempo as the strides before it and the strides after. If 
the rider believes it, if she keeps her eyes focused on the horizon 
and her mind on the cadence of strides, the horse too will forget 
that the obstacle is solid and looming and will allow himself to 
clear it cleanly in one magnificent thrust of haunches and—tempo, 
tempo—move on.

Corners make this possible. In the arena’s corner, the rider must 
both urge and check her horse. A slight pressure from the rider’s 
legs, a fluid pressure in the hands, a confident, open chest and shoul-
ders ask the horse to condense and collect his power. He will bring 
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his hind feet further underneath him, coiling his body like a tight-
ly wrought spring. Everything comes together—not only the body 
collects, but also the mind and spirit. Everything pulls in like water, 
like the tide preparing a wave. His forehand lightens and gravity 
loses its pull. Here, in the corner, the laws of earthbound physicality 
are temporarily stowed and the jumping of an enormous and all too 
solid fence becomes possible.

Eddie always put it more simply: “Bend the bow and let the 
arrow fly.” He repeated this phrase, like all the stock phrases that 
composed his lessons, so that now, years later, I still hear his low 
and baritone voice in my mind. Bend the bow, bend the bow. Let the 
arrow fly.

h–g

Two miles north of Moscow on Highway 95, the engine made 
a guttering sound and the needle climbed from black to orange. 
Smoke curled from under the Chevy’s wide hood, softly filling with 
moonlight. I pulled onto the slush at the side of the road, a single 
woman in the middle of the night on a road I’d never found all that 
lonely until now.

I took a sip of coffee from my beaten commuter mug, listening 
to hissing and ticks. “Shit,” I whispered to myself, if only to break 
a little of the silence. I made it into a little song, “Shit, shit, shitty, 
shittily, shit.”

For four days, I’d driven hard, trying to outrun New Jersey. Only 
the day before, I’d crossed the Bitterroots and into Idaho, which 
would have taxed the engine of my old truck even if I hadn’t been 
driving fast and pulling a horse trailer loaded with everything I 
owned. A breakdown was inevitable.

So reason said; passion viewed the matter differently. This was 
all part of the larger accident, ongoing for two-and-a-half years 
now, beginning with the day I left Idaho and ending with a whole 
series of breakdowns—first my horse, then my mom, then my truck. 
Or maybe it started earlier than that. Maybe it started with Mom’s 
first episode. Maybe it started in elementary school when I first met 
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Mouse. Maybe it happened too far back to remember, on that long 
forgotten day when I first saw a pony and wanted to ride.

I shook these thoughts away, zipped my checkered hunting 
jacket, and pulled myself out into the cold. Self-pity wouldn’t get 
me anywhere. I popped the hood, let the warmth of the engine 
wash over me. The highway was black and my flashlight was in New 
Jersey. Kaki, the barn manager, had used it to find her Leatherman 
in the hayloft and I could still see it amongst the clutter on her 
workbench, a pulled shoe thrown across it and a bundle of baling 
twine underneath. 

I scanned the horizon for the promise of headlights rising from 
any hill, but the darkness was complete. My feet breaking through 
the crusting slush was the only sound. It was a night for chainsaw 
murders and women never heard from again. I finished my coffee, 
watching the wafting smoke turn spectral in the moonlight. The 
Happy Camper Motor Lodge was a couple miles south. They’d 
have a phone.

I started walking, trying to whistle and make light of the situ-
ation. The last time she drove a car, my mother nearly killed me on 
this very highway. I’d known this road all my life and it had never 
been more deserted. November was too cold for crickets. No night 
birds shadowed the sky; no mice scavenged the fields. In an hour, 
the bars would close, but the drivers who’d come then would likely 
be drunk.

I was a hundred yards from my truck when headlights shone 
over the hill and leveled. The wind rose, its deep cold breath burn-
ing my cheeks and lifting the hair from my neck. The headlights 
traveled direct and steady, not wavering with alcohol or exhaustion. 
Without another thought, I raised my hand and waved. 

If you’d asked me who I hoped would rescue me, I would have 
requested a farmer, middle-aged or older, sensible, slow to speak 
but quick to lend a hand, a man raised on the code that you help 
your neighbor. The driver slowed, pulling in behind my battered 
Chevy in a late model Dodge. His voice, not old but steady, called 
through the darkness, “Need a hand?”

“If you have time.”
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He emerged from the cab, tall and well-built, with a heavy 
object in hand that I realized, once he turned it on, was only 
a flashlight, splitting the darkness in two. He stepped into the 
headlights. His hat said Connor Construction, but it was too 
clean and unbattered for a workingman’s cap. He looked distract-
ed, and this comforted me. If he was a killer or a rapist, I figured 
he’d be concentrating on how to pull off his crime, making furtive 
glances, plotting. 

Silently, he shone the flashlight over the engine and I lay my 
hand on his wrist to direct the beam. He started at my touch and 
looked at me. 

I withdrew my hand and checked the coolant. “I’m sorry,” I said. 
“This is probably the last place you want to be right now, right?”

“I was just out for a drive,” he said.
“At one in the morning?”
“Couldn’t sleep. Thought a drive would clear my head. It’s been 

one of those days.”
I smiled in the darkness. “You’re telling me.” I turned back to 

the engine and sighed. “I think I’m going to need a tow truck.”
“You got a cell phone?” he asked me.
“No.”
“No?”
I shrugged. I didn’t make a lot of phone calls. None, if I could 

help it. “You?”
He pulled a smart phone from his pocket, its face a spiderweb 

of cracks. “I did.” A smile tugged at his lips, and I laughed with him.
“What happened?” 
“Accident. I’ve got a new one coming tomorrow. Your timing 

is really amazing. How do you not have a cell phone in this day 
and age?”

“Don’t need one.”
“Do now,” he corrected me, smiling. “Life just changed.”
I liked his easy smile and whatever trace of an accent colored 

his voice. 
“I’m in the motel down the road,” he said, “You can call from there.”
“I hate to put you to more trouble.”


