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ZACK
Who was not a pony,
 but a half Arabian horse registered as
 Asil Exactly That
Grandpa Paul wanted to own a pony to have a perfect farm to share.  Of course, the kids would love to ride him, and he shouldn’t be too big.  He should be gentle so even a child could lead him.  He should be able to take apples or carrots from the grandkid’s hands, and he should not bite their fingers. 
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I WENT TO BUY A PONY AND CAME BACK WITH A HORSE
The title of the advertisement in the Turnpike PennySaver was HORSES, HORSES, HORSES, and offered for sale exactly what I wanted to purchase to become the ideal pony for Grandpa’s Farm.  The price was very attractive.  I went with Grandma to buy the pony.
￼[image: image2.jpg]This is the true story relating how I became the owner of a very beautiful half Arabian horse that ran like the wind and blended with the snow during the winter.  Here is a picture from the internet that looks very much like him, reveling in his freedom in his private pasture. 
￼[image: image1.png]Dreams and reality can be quite different. Everyone dreams of owning such a spirited horse. However, he certainly wasn’t an ideal farm pony. He was half Arabian, had been registered as Asil Exactly That, and been shown in competition with other perfect horses. In the end, I became his servant
Here is a summer portrait of him waiting for us as he looked out over his single-strand, white-ribbon electric fence.  He was looking for the handfuls of lush grass Ellen offered when we greeted him.
 
 
 
VISITING GRANDMA AND GRANDPA ON THE FARM
Visiting Grandmama and Grandpa Paul at the farm might mostly be to enjoy Grandmama’s cooking, especially if they have come to the farm to enjoy Christmas.  We always have Christmas dinner in the big kitchen, even though we now have to add a round “youth table” and put some grandkids at a coffee table in the next room.  
The Vermont Castings wood-stove keeps the covered dishes hot.  Grandma has just taken the potato rolls from the lower oven and our son is carving the turkey.  Three kinds of pies are waiting in line on top of the freezer in the back room.  Coats are hanging so deeply on top of each other, the door hardly opens to let the kids come in from outside.  There is no space for any more snow boots, but no one seems to mind.  Coming home to share God’s blessings together brings us all great joy!
Since the farm is in snow country, near the Adirondacks, they anticipate seeing the beauty of God’s art as He decorates His creation with snow.  It might be balanced delicately on every single branch and twig of the old maple trees in the yard, on all the pines boughs in the swamp, and on every weed and blade of grass on the hillside behind the barn. The snow could be over a foot deep and smoothed on the snowmobile trail, making it possible to sled all the way from the top of the hill to the road.  The frost on the bushes near the stream may have become sparkling balls of glitter, reflecting the morning light.  There could be long icicles hanging from the roof in the sunshine, growing longer and longer as they reach down to touch the snow that has drifted up against the front door.  Of course, the long icicles indicate that the farmhouse isn’t well insulated and that a fire is glowing a hot orange in the Jotul fireplace inside.
They plan to have fun in the old farmhouse.  There are lots of hiding places where boys can build a fort and keep the girls from intruding.  The youngest grandchildren hope to find hidden Christmas presents in the closets.  They are sure to look for treasures in the attic that their daddy had when he was little.
It is cold outside. They aren’t as interested in going out to the barn to help Grandpa Paul feed the animals as they once were.  They have not met Bean Sprout, the new goat that is eager for kids to visit her.  They don’t think of Zack or wonder where he is.  That white, half-Arabian horse running in the snow, his mane and tail whipping in the wind, the snow powder billowing around him, is something they will never see again. The older grandchildren remember Zack when he first came to the farm.
 
 
GRANDPA SETS OUT TO BUY A PONY
Grandpa Paul wanted to own a pony to complete a perfect farm to share.  Of course, the kids would love to ride him so he shouldn’t be too big.  He should be gentle so even a child could lead him.  He should be able to take apples or carrots from the grandkids hands and not bite their fingers.  
I looked in the Turnpike PennySaver farm section to see what I could find. There were a number of ads where people were trying to sell horses; all were said to be gentle and well trained.  There was one listing entitled, Horses, Horses, Horses that caught my eye.  Beneath the title, the seller was offering a pony. Of course, all the characteristics promised were exactly what I had in mind, and this one was cheap.  Ellen and I drove out past Hartwick to take a look at him.  
We passed a couple run-down farms where the barns were no longer kept in repair, the silos apparently unused, and the barnyards empty. Dozens of pieces of abandoned farm equipment, being enveloped in tall weeds, and just rusting down, lay scattered near the fallen barn.  There was, however, a large tractor, with a round baler still hitched to it, at the edge of a flat hayfield.  Huge cylindrical bales of hay dotted the field, each dropped off when they had reached full size, being bound with netting and baler strings.  According to our GPS, the horse farm was just ahead on the left. 
There were no white fences, no horse buildings, no big box stalls, and no horsemen around to tell us where we were to park.  The area around the once white farmhouse was cluttered with all sorts of small cages filled with a variety of rabbits, exotic chickens, and other small animals.  There were cats preening in the sunshine, and a dog poking his hind foot gently at his ear, all making themselves comfortable.
There was nothing about the farm that suggested there was any income at all to spend on horses, nor did it show the environment that was usually associated with a horse farm. The remnants of old farm buildings, no longer red, were available for free access to any horse seeking shelter. Accumulated manure had become ramps into the barns. 
I don’t recall seeing any functional farm machinery, or finding any evidence of hay being stored for the winter. The neighboring farmer must have been helping the horse rescue effort. He had likely supplied the large round bale of hay that had been dumped off to feed the horses in the barnyard. I had heard the woman who sold Zack to me tell a man to cut open a new bale with a chainsaw.
 
 A light blue, battered pick-up truck had recently been used to get firewood. The tan driver’s door wasn’t closed, and a couple of chain saws were on the tailgate.  A fairly new horse trailer stood by an old barn which was partially filled with manure.  A couple of horses were standing in the mud beside a half-eaten round bale of hay near an open shed.  One was small, had a large stomach, a sagging back, and an open sore on her back leg. This was possibly the advertised $100 pony.
A woman wearing soiled denim overalls stepped over a cat on the porch as she came out of the house to see who had entered her yard.  It turned out that she was the one who loved and cared for all of these animals. 
“Yup,” she replied, “That’s the pony.”
I had no inclination to wade through the sloppy barnyard to take a closer look at the pony.  She reassured me that she had over forty other horses she would like me to see.  She stepped just inside the back porch, then came back out, putting handfuls of treats into her pockets.  When she called, horses streamed in from the back pasture. We were soon surrounded!  The horses loved her as much as she loved them, evident by the way they were nuzzling her looking for treats.  She urged me to look at the big friendly brown mare. She was a Morgan, “the perfect, gentle older horse for you and your grandchildren.”  However, I was looking at the perfect proportions of the spirited, smaller, white horse that was searching her pockets.  I picked up the left front hoof on the smaller white horse. I had seen him run as he came across the valley, galloping ahead of the rest of the horses.
“He is gelded,” she said, “A registered half Arabian, which we have taken to lots of shows.” 
She informed me that, although they called him Zack, the horse’s name was actually “Asil Exactly That” born July 14, 2004, and he was five years old.  Could any horse be more beautiful?
She brought me into the farm kitchen and cleared a place at the table cluttered with papers.  She showed me the ARABIAN HORSE ASSOCIATION CERTIFICATE OF REGISTRATION number HAHR*1A366353.  He was sired by CEZAN out of SI DYNASTY, whose ancestors were traced back three generations.  Clearly, she was preparing to name a price far above the price advertised for the pony.  She eventually suggested ten times the price!  
 
THE PURCHASE CONTRACT & CONDITIONS
There were conditions.  She was concerned about what I would do with Zack if I ever decided that I no longer wanted to care for him.  She said, “I will only sell him to you if you will promise never to offer him to a commercial horse buyer or auction him.  You may only to sell him to someone who will take good care of him, or you must return him to me.  I’ll then take care of him for you if you’ll agree to pay $50.00 a month for his care.”
I was more concerned about the price than my inability to care for Zack, so I asked if it was possible to include a saddle with her offer.  She went upstairs and came back with a small English saddle of some sort, maybe something used for showing horses.  It was rather plain and dusty, certainly not like the trimmed Western style saddle I had in mind.  She also agreed to deliver the horse to my address.
She wrote up the contract and we both signed it.  
Zack took to his luxury life on Grandpa Paul’s farm. He found his pasture the perfect place to eat and run as he pleased, and the grain from the mill a great delicacy.  He was always begging for more, trying repeatedly to open the grain bin with his teeth.  
He immediately accepted me as his servant, but wasn’t interested in allowing me to saddle him or lead him.
 
TRAINING ZACK
Zack had filled out and he was full of energy. He needed training if I was ever to be able to give my grandchildren rides.  One day, I watched Zack race a motorcycle that roared past him down the road the length of his pasture, and win. I wondered if anyone could ever ride him!
My neighbor keeps horses. She recommended a lady she knew who could board and train Zack when we had to be away from home.  She came to pick him up, took charge of him, and led him out of the barn.  Without warning, Zack tried to bite her arm.  I think he succeeded.  She seemed unconcerned, loading him into her horse trailer, taking him off to her ranch to train him.  Her fee was $300.  I hoped she would be successful.
When she returned Zack, she led him out of her horse trailer and offered me the opportunity to ride him. Zack appeared to be cooperative, so I accepted.  She led the horse, walking him along the side of his pasture, similarly to what I had hoped to do with my grandchildren.  I didn’t dare try to see how he might gallop, because I knew how abruptly he had stopped when he won that race with the motorcycle.
He was a very special addition to my farm and lived in his own box stall in the red horse barn near the house.  My Granddaughter, Jessi, painted his name, Asil Exactly That, on a small sign that turned out to be too short, then added his nickname below.
I knew nothing about caring for horses, so I bought a book called Horses for Dummies at the Barns and Noble bookstore in Utica.  Apparently, horses need regular hoof trimming and shoeing, so I again got advice from my neighbor.  The $25 cost to trim his hooves seemed very reasonable, so I made arrangements to meet with the Amish man she had recommended.
He was a pleasant young man with a small wooden box of tools.  He knew his trade well, but Zack wasn’t very cooperative. The horse resisted his services and refused to stand still.  I had no idea how I might help him.  He had no doubt handled hundreds of horses.
Eventually, the Amish man had both of Zack’s front hooves nicely trimmed.  I was embarrassed that my beautiful horse had behaved so badly.  I had seen the farrier lean into the horse as he picked up each front hoof to hold it between his knees to work on it.  How would anyone ever hold up a back hoof against that huge mass of uncooperative muscle that could instantly accelerate a horse to full speed? 
He began putting his tools back in his box. Brushing straw off his pant legs, he stated, “I’m not doing his back hooves.”  It wasn’t hard to guess why, and I didn’t ask.  I did, however, ask what to do about the chipping surface of the back hooves.  “That is natural trimming,” he said.  Actually, that was great news to me since regular trimming and shoeing could become rather expensive!  I paid his fee and thanked him.  Zack never had to submit to another trimming of his hooves.
 
ZACK LIVED AS HE PLEASED
My magnificent Half-Arabian horse ran freely in his large pasture, wearing down his hooves naturally since he was never held in a damp stall.  He didn’t need iron shoes either, since he wasn’t ridden on the hard road surface for any length of time.  He rolled in dust, mud, or snow as he pleased.  
My book for dummies said he should be regularly washed, but the only bath he ever got was when Jessi took him to the pond.  He took his showers in the rain.  I found recommendations and techniques for proper grooming, but there too, I failed.  Zack wouldn’t even stand still when I had to remove burdock from his mane and tail, so I developed a procedure.  I took a partial scoop of grain, then sprinkled it on top of the grain box as a bribe for him to stand still.  I didn’t want him to get too fat, so I had to work on this minimum grooming as fast as I could, while he picked up the pellets with his lips as fast as he could.
He was required to be a beautiful horse and attract the grandchildren to visit our farm.  Of course, they expected me to give them rides, but I didn’t work with Zack daily to train him to obey me.  I think he wanted to be in charge of himself; he only saw me as the one who served him.
Are we ever such fools to think that God exists only to serve us?  I wonder if Zack ever really loved me.  He certainly didn’t want to obey me.  Jesus said, “If you love me, keep my commandments.”
 
WAS ZACK REALLY MY HORSE?
I was definitely the caretaker of the Arabian horse on Grandpa Paul’s farm, but he was far from a gift. When I bought him, I had no idea what I was doing, or if the price was typical of what one should pay for a horse. Still, he was the most beautiful horse on the “Horses, Horses, Horses” farm by far. 
I had heard of rescue horses, but I didn’t think much about it then. I have since concluded that the one who submitted the ad to sell the perfect pony, when I bought a horse, was rescuing horses. 
Where had she gotten of all those horses? There must have been some way for her to get them for nothing. I really don’t know, but certainly, she loved her horses. She didn’t want me to just buy her most beautiful horse, and then for me not to take good care of him! I probably should have gotten the gentle brown mare she recommended.
I have heard of some advertisements being called “bait and switch”. My idea of a cheap docile pony to lead around the farmyard to delight my grandchildren had been the bait. I performed the switch myself. Clearly, she was ready with a rather large selection of horses. She even offered the lovely brown Morgan mare. However, I switched to the most beautiful horse I saw. I just couldn’t resist the horse. It was something like buying a new car with all sorts of “bells and whistles”. 
She may have been reluctant to let him go, but she offered a deal. Her heart’s desire was clearly to have the horse well cared for. Maybe I looked honest, and not too old, poor, or weak, to do the job. The contract we signed could have been said to cast doubt on the true ownership of the horse. I wasn’t free to dispose of Zack any way I chose. If I decided I no longer wanted him, I was to return him to her. I would then agree to pay $50 a month for her to care for my horse.
I have found out since that “Rescue Horses” wasn’t a government paid program. Rather it was a law that allowed interested individuals, who wanted to rescue horses, to register a non-profit organization; it was a 501(c)(3), which could be tax exempt. They could also issue tax deductible receipts to any donors who chose to participate. If she had established such an organization, the non-profit status would certainly not be called into question if IRS ever visited the farm. Maybe the neighboring farmers, who dropped off hay from time to time, were the donors and I might have become one if I ever did return Zack to her.
 
ZACK ADJUSTS TO LIFE ON THE FARM
Zack turned out to have a mind of his own. Somehow, he decided that living on Grandpa Paul’s farm was not acceptable. It wasn’t too long before I got a call from my neighbor up the hill to “come and get [my] horse.” My neighbors, the Patryns, had four or five horses on their farm, and Zack had apparently gone visiting. Their horses seemed to be enjoying life on his farm. I know their owner just liked having them around. The neighbor’s horses got little attention from the owner. However, very probably, the neighbor’s kids had enjoyed them, as I anticipated Zack would be enjoyed by my grandchildren. Horses are very important to girls at a certain age, and I could remember how much I had enjoyed reading about Alec Ramsay’s horse, the Black Stallion. That horse, a great Arabian created by Walter Farley, was my favorite horse of all time when I was back at Rethy!
I had no idea if Zack would be hard to catch, and still hadn’t finished reading my book, Horses for Dummies, but I took some of his grain in a small rubber bucket with me, as well as his halter. Only Alec Ramsay could handle the great Black Stallion. Zack was still a stranger to me and was lean and fast; I might never get him back. 
It turned out that he had recognized me, or perhaps it was the smell of the grain in the bucket. He came and put his head down to eat the grain. He allowed me to buckle on the halter, even though I got it wrong on the first try, then I led him home. Maybe this was going to work out perfectly. My horse was following me! However, the crumbs of grain still in the bucket were no doubt the incentive for him to follow cooperatively, not the magnetic personality of his owner.
Zack became accustomed to my regular visits to give him grain, probably more grain than I should have. He seemed to be sure that it was his right, and if I fed the chickens first, he would reach out to grab at my jacket. His free access to the small hay field certainly helped, but before long, he was getting fat. My book said he should have regular exercise. 
I had none of the qualities required of a horse trainer, least of all the confidence to communicate to the horse that I was his owner and that he needed to obey me. I had much more to do than just work with my horse, so we compromised. 
I fed him and took him for a walk once in a while. He was less and less willing to let me put on his bridle so I bribed him with grain to hold still. He didn’t. My book told me to cross tie him, so occasionally I did, but the walks became ever less frequent. 
Zack walked willingly enough, but he never got the idea that I was leading him. He had the notion that he could go wherever he pleased and just drag me along! The only way I could get him to obey was to make him go around in a circle, putting him off balance by turning his head around and leaning against him. I certainly didn’t want him to try galloping! We went in lots of small circles on our short walks.
 
ZACK OBEYS JEFF
My son, Jeff, had ridden horses at the Buels while he and his future wife got to know each other. Jeff always rode Rascal, the more spirited and disobedient of their horses, possessing the strength and confidence to make him behave. Certainly Zack would have to obey him! The Buels gave us their Western saddle to use on Zack. The grandkids’ dream to ride a horse on Grandpa Paul’s farm became a reality when Jeff came to help his dad. Actually, I was just watching him work, and maybe helping. 
Things went fairly well, and I am sure that there are pictures in the family album showing our grandkids on the horse. A drawing, that came from my grandchild, Irma, showed a fat grey horse with a fairly round small person sitting on it. The childish writing declared how wonderful it was to come to Grandmama and Grandpa Paul’s farm where they could ride a horse. She didn’t mention helping weed the garden or even the wonderful food. Zack was a much lighter grey, almost white and he wasn’t nearly that fat!
 
ZACK MAKES HIMSELF AT HOME
Zack didn’t like to exert himself, and yet he often raced down his pasture simply for the pleasure of running. He appeared to be enjoying life and wasn’t much of a bother. He respected the single white ribbon of electric fencing; he didn’t even step over it when, hanging from the yellow insulators, it sagged to the ground. Though the neighbor’s horse came to visit, ignoring the fence, he declined her invitation to return the call. I’m glad he was a gelding, not a registered Arabian stallion.
In the winter, the drifting snow made the wire almost invisible yet he still stayed in his pasture, often digging down in the snow with his front hooves. He preferred the fresh grass under the snow over the first cutting hay I gave him in the barn. Why he chose to roll in the snow, I don’t know, but his coat had thickened and he didn’t seem to mind the cold at all. He was breathtakingly beautiful when he ran down the field plowing up the powdery snow. His clean, dappled coat contrasted very little with the white winter backdrop. 
In the spring, his thick coat shed the rain, sometimes freezing on the surface. Still, he would be outside most of the day. He was always in the barn in the morning when I came to bring him water and grain. He was enjoying his life, and he liked having me give him all he could ever want.
Sometimes, he became absolutely filthy, having rolled in the mud that was in the barnyard. He would occasionally stand patiently and let me brush off the mud and loose hair, probably because it felt so good to be scratched with the steel curry brush, and to get rid of his hot winter coat. He never willingly received the pungent fly repellent wipe, and he wouldn’t tolerate the grey fly mask with the soft red edges. That mask disappeared somewhere in his pasture. He preferred to whisk away the flies with his flowing mane and tail. He could always enter the cool barn where the flies didn’t bother him. Zack wouldn’t tolerate fly spray on his face or body, but the spray appeared to repel the flies when sprayed on the wood of the barn. Could life be any better?
 
ZACK BECOMES A BIG PET
Summer came and so did the grandkids. They all had lots of plans to ride the horse. Grandpa Paul wasn’t running a dude ranch, with the horse all saddled up and ready for rides, so they had to wait until Jeff could come and help. 
Zack had become so accustomed to independence and freedom in his life of luxury, that he had become a huge spoiled brat looking only for treats and petting. He liked his grain. He had chewed off the far edge of the grain box lid by his repeated efforts to open it with his teeth. He would then reach down, and grab a bag of grain before the lid slammed shut by itself. The bigger grandkids could easily open the grain box if they worked together, then scoop out grain to feed him. He was always begging for more. He looked for opportunities to reach out over the lid, if it was ever propped open, so he could lift out a full bag. If he succeeded, he could eat so much that he could kill himself if not treated quickly. God didn’t design horses to eat all the grain they can, nor did he create people to live only for pleasure.
There were new kittens in the hay loft and little Seth was too small to climb up the ladder, so he went back to feeding Zack. 
They say horses just know and understand little children and will not hurt a child. I wonder about that. Certainly, the horse can sense the attitude of those who are near him. Seth had Down’s Syndrome and the horse knew that Seth had no fear of him and presented no threat. Seth offered his love to everybody. He couldn’t open the grain bin and Zack was still there looking for more. 
Seth was too small to do much, but he had seen the leather straps hanging on the back of the tack room door and knew that his uncle Jeff used those to lead the horse. He wanted the horse to come outside with him. 
How he accomplished it, we’ll never know, but he called out to let his mom and Grandmama know that he had Zack. A western style bridle was hanging from Zack’s neck, somehow hooked on his ear. Seth was standing proudly holding one of the leather straps while Zack was patiently receiving the small handfuls of the best grass Seth could find. With his lips, Zack took what was offered in love, a few blades at a time.
It seemed strange to see such a powerful horse willingly led by a small child, with a bridle that wasn’t even buckled. Zack had just decided to follow the little one that he knew couldn’t possibly challenge him, or make him do anything he didn’t want to do.
I have to admit that Zack never did anything useful on Grandpa Paul’s farm. He didn’t even give me the pleasure of riding him on the trails in the woods. He simply refused to cooperate when I took him for walks. When I rode him, he just stopped, having made up his mind to go nowhere. He did allow Jeff to lead him and give people rides, but it was work to get him to do anything useful. 
To have him simply live on my farm so I could feed him and serve him made me wonder sometimes why I even owned him.
There are people who will take anything they can get, to enjoy life all they can, and seem to have the feeling that others exist solely to serve them. They feel no need to do anything useful, they take no responsibility, and they just entertain themselves. All they feel they need to do is to look beautiful, indulge in all they want, and do whatever they please.
Is that the sole purpose of man?
 
ZACK JUST QUIT WORKING 
My horse wasn’t really old at all when he quit working.  He was more interested in enjoying the lazy luxuries of Grandpa Paul’s farm than allowing Jessi to ride him outside his pasture to explore the woods.  He had been outside when she led him to the pond where he pawed the surface of the water and lowered his muzzle into it, blowing bubbles.  He had visited the neighbor’s farm, but willingly followed the bucket of grain back to the barn and his pasture.  Zack was intent on getting more grain any way he could.  
I say he quit working because he unseated any rider who was on his back, or just refused to walk if the rider somehow convinced him that he wouldn’t be unseated.  The retired old man Zack had taking care of him hadn’t failed him yet.  He fed him grain every day.  He even bribed him with grain to be able to remove the burdock burrs from his mane and tail. However, the retired man never left the grain box open.  
There is lots of evidence of Zack’s repeated efforts to help himself.  The far edge of the cover has been chewed back even along the edge of the box from all his attempts to lift the lid with his teeth.
Once, Zack did succeed in pulling a nearly full bag of grain out of the box.  I can only speculate how it was done.  A corner of the bag was caught under the lid and he reached over the box, clamped his teeth on the corner, and pulled up.  The lid opened away from him as the full bag was lifted into the air, out of the box. Fortunately, it did not make it over the raised lid.  The corner tore off the bag, which fell outside on the far side of the box.  He didn’t eat that whole bag of grain, so he didn’t kill himself.  
Horses can live for many years but my still young horse had chosen to retire from work and just watch everything that we did.  He kept Ellen company when she worked in the garden.  He came to beg for sweet corn when I was picking it for her to cut off the cob to freeze.  I always gave him some of the corn stalks, but never the bucket full of corn cobs after Ellen had cut off all of the corn.  When we picked wild apples and ground them up to make cider in the press Ellen’s dad had built, Zack wanted to eat all of the apple pulp.  I only gave it to him a little at a time.  He had no control of his appetite, and had no idea that he could kill himself with an overdose of rich food.  Zack liked to eat and laze around, but he sure was beautiful when he chose to run!
Now he had decided to quit.  Is there such a thing as early retirement for horses?  There were so many activities on the farm, with all the family members that were here, that Zack wasn’t missed very much.  He did have a retirement plan offered by the lady who had sold him to me but it hadn’t yet been activated.  I would have to pay her fifty dollars every month for her to care for him in his retirement, if I couldn’t find a suitable home that would take him. 
Maybe I could give him to my neighbor who had six other horses on her small place near the stream.  The pasture she used was actually my land though I charged her nothing for its use.  Her son wanted to ride Zack. After all, my horse was beautiful and very fast. He only tried riding him a couple times and gave up.  Zack wasn’t into obedience or pleasure riding.  The days were full that summer, and only Zack knew that he had quit work.
My elder sister, Leilani, was one of the many family members who had gathered to witness and share the joy of Jeff and Lindsay’s wedding.  Leilani, two years older than I, was retired. In a long email, she wrote of her visit to Grandpa Paul’s Farm. Keep in mind that she was a lonely story teller from drought ridden Texas, visiting New York in the summer.  She clearly idealized life at the farm and even left some of her clothes in the Purple Room closet to have here, she said, if she ever returned to retire.
She has since passed away and we found this copy of her email written at that time.  Here is what she wrote:
“I'm home from my wonderful trip to Central New York to celebrate Jeff Brown and Lindsay Buel's Wedding, Saturday August 15.  I then transitioned by bus back to my real world of 102 degrees’ heat, constant sun, and continued drought.
In Central New York, near Cooperstown, it rains. There are lakes and beaver ponds and little springs. There are muskrats and foxes and flowers and trees and all kinds of birds and butterflies. When I was visiting, there were summer apples on old trees standing out in fields, and cows and a lovely dappled grey horse.”
(She was talking about Zack who is nearly pure white)
“There were roosters and hens, both in the fields and in the hen-house. There was a goat family--a huge big ram and a dainty little nanny who was pregnant, and a couple of kittens (half-grown) named by the grandchildren, Tigger (the aggressive bouncy one) and Shyness (who was always hiding).”
“And there were twelve wonderful grandchildren, mostly under the age of 12, four for each of the three families who were there.  One family from Hollywood, California; one family from British Columbia (the area where they had the terrible Forest Fires) and one from North Carolina.  Paul Henry's four grandchildren in North Africa stayed there with their father there, who was the on-site coordinator for EXPERIENCE IT! TOURS, while Paul and Ellen tend to bookings and organizing on this end. (Look it up on the Internet!)
Paul and Ellen have the most amazing grandchildren--they are all tow-headed and bright eyed and full of energy from sun-up until bed-time. They eat what is served with thanksgiving, and look out for each other peaceably so that grown-ups can talk and visit without interruptions from kids. I heard no whining, no complaining, no tattling, and no unkind words, at any time, from anyone! No threats, no spankings-it was amazing, with SO MANY LITTLE PEOPLE all in one house for a week.
I guess this is what it is going to be like in Heaven!  A little crowded but a LOT OF HAPPY!”
(I’m sure she was dreaming!  Now that she has passed away, she knows so much more!)
“It’s been in a wonderful world for a week, but now I'm safely home, refreshed in body, mind, and spirit.”
There was more to her email which I must say is rather idealistic, especially when describing my grandchildren who did no wrong and received no spankings.  
I know that they did receive spankings from their parents, who loved them so much that they disciplined them and taught them to love God and obey Him.  To obey God meant that the children should honor their parents, the husband should love his wife and give himself for her, and the wife should submit to her husband and obey him. 
I know that their parents received spankings when they were growing up, and we have no greater joy than to know that our children are walking in the truth.  Our youngest, married during the time Leilani was visiting, now has his own wife and five children to care for. I can easily understand Leilani’s idealistic view as she watched life from the sunny landing at the top of our stairs.  We love to see Jeff’s little ones growing up to know the Lord.
I started this parable, talking of my horse and his decision to quit working. I recounted his expectation that he could do whatever he pleased, eat all he wanted, depend totally on the old farmer to care for him, and just live his lazy life indefinitely in my pasture, not even providing rides to my grandchildren.  He just quit, nowhere near old enough to retire.
However, the farmer and his equipment were all getting old.  The fifty-year-old Farmall 706 tractor’s replacement engine quit working, so I bought a forty-year-old Ford 4000 tractor. All the haymaking equipment was badly worn, but since we rather enjoyed making hay with our John Deere 24T baler, we didn’t quit.  After all, Zack, our Arabian horse, still ate a lot of hay. 
Over 80 years ago the Social Security Act was signed into law to pay retired workers, age 65 or older, a continuing income after retirement.  They contributed to the Social Security fund all their working lives, but who takes care of those who just quit, like my horse Zack, and never make contributions to a retirement fund at all?  What if the fund simply fails when the number of workers declines because all the children have been aborted and never worked?  What if the people no longer die at about age 70, but normally live past 80, or even ninety?  What if the money paid out for Social Security devalues to the point where it buys nothing?
I can tell you what happened in Zaire when it was my responsibility to care for the aging workmen at Rethy Academy and the Société Nationale de Sécurité Sociale program failed.
Shouldn’t we rather live our lives exercising our gifts to serve others, and glorify God in all we do, looking for that blessed hope He has put before us?
 
WAS ZACK REALLY GETTING OLD?
Don’t get me wrong.  How can a seven-year-old horse be old?  When I bought him, I had agreed with the seller to find him the perfect new home or bring him back to her to care for him.  He would still be my horse and I would pay her $50 a month to care for him.  She rescues horses.
After a few years of caring for Zack we got used to each other.  He had concluded that I wasn’t a bad servant. I stopped reading my book, Horses for Dummies, concluding that the publishers had the right title for the book.  Zack still qualified as an extremely beautiful horse, with a few almost invisible battle scars. I guess I have to admit that I qualified as fitting the second part of the title. I had family members adding advice that I am sure was included in my book somewhere.
I began to wonder how long our relationship might continue.  I am retired, according to AIM and IRS, though neither knows my current job, my horse’s servant.  Zack should have been in obedience school and I should have been his beloved teacher, but the fact of the matter was that he was living on my farm, in my barn, was fully grown, and was far from independent.  I needed kids and grandkids to come teach him.  He wasn’t concerned at all and did no work. He just looked beautiful, especially when he was galloping swiftly in the snow.
One can find any kind of information on Google.  Here is what I found:
“Depending on breed, management, and environment, the modern domestic horse has a life expectancy of 25 to 30 years. 
Uncommonly, a few animals live into their 40s and, occasionally, beyond. The oldest verifiable record was "Old Billy", a 19th-century horse that lived to the age of 62.”  
He would finally be old when I was 90.
I had tried to teach him once, actually hiring someone to do it for me.  When we took a trip to AIM, so Ellen could cater for a week of mission meetings, I had to do something with my horse.  I sent him to boarding school and I optimistically thought he would return well trained and cooperative.  I’ve shared my disappointment about those results earlier.  
He was healthy enough when he returned, but had some marks on his previously flawless, lightly dappled coat.  When trying to do my horse-owner duties, grooming him while he ate the grain from the top of his feed box, I discovered that he hadn’t been a good boy at the horse boarding school.  
Gelded horses aren’t supposed to behave like stallions, but what were obviously bite marks no doubt came from another horse.  I wondered if he had given as good as he got.  
I never found out, nor was accused of having a horse that misbehaved, but I had seen Zack bite at the arm of the horse woman who had picked him up for his training.  I knew Zack wasn’t interested in being dominated by me.  The horse boarding-school wasn’t really called that, but Zack wasn’t the only horse there.  He apparently resisted a horse that thought to prove his power and place at ‘school’.  I don’t know any details, except that Zack didn’t want me to do anything to his wound.  
My perfect horse had a sore, starting to show signs of infection, and I knew that Blu-Kote was what was needed.  Beneath the crust I could see a trickle of puss had left a stain on his white coat.  I wanted to scrape off the scab to expose the infected area and treat it.  
The grain on top of the box helped him stand still for the grooming, but as soon as I scraped off the scab, he backed up so fast I had no opportunity to apply the antiseptic.  I got out of his way with the instinct of self-preservation, ducking immediately under the strand of electric wire dividing the barn.  Gratefully, Zack was outside, and I hadn’t been kicked or trampled.  Though he had left some grain on the box this time, he would come back again to be fed.  I’d spray the Blu-Kote on the open sore then, reaching between the planks when his head was buried in the manger.  He ended up not liking any kind of spray and trusted me even less, but the sore healed, leaving a scar that proved he hadn’t run away when challenged.
Summer came, and Jessi was exactly the age to know what to do with horses.  My granddaughter told me that Zack needed a round enclosure where he could be trained.  Well, I thought it would be an opportunity to let her train him. From the way she spoke, she sounded as though she had written, or at least read my book for ‘Dummies.’  
I made the exercise circle to her specifications.  Zack watched the process from his pasture, looking over the electric wire gate that kept him there.  We didn’t want him helping.  He was so curious that he would come and get in the way, probably not hurt anything, but he still had those teeth just behind his soft lips.  
Sure enough, Zack agreed to run around in a circle for Jessi and could probably learn all her commands, if he felt like it.  He still wasn’t cooperating when we put on the halter, probably concluding that it was a sign of his losing his independence.  I think Jessi enjoyed working with him. She even took him for a walk down the road to Grandpa Bearce’s pond.  Zack promptly went in, enjoying the cool water on the hot summer day.  Jessi had introduced him to another luxury to be found on Grandpa Paul’s farm.
When Jessi heard that he was registered she wanted to see all the details and we looked up his certificate.  I saw no reason to pay the fees to keep his registration current since I certainly wasn’t into showing horses.  The details of the breeder and former owner were on the paper and my granddaughter wanted more answers than I could give her!  She contacted the former owner.
The owner said Zack was five years old, and he was half-Arabian and half-Shetland. The sire, a Shetland pony, possibly the one that was offered as the perfect pony in her ad, had contributed to Zack’s short stature and foul temper. She also shared that he was registered as half Arabian because the mare was from a long line of full Arabian horses. His registered name was ‘Asil Exactly That’, and Zack was just his stable name. Since he was registered, he could be entered into shows and at special events to win ribbons or trophies! Jessi carefully copied down all of the information and started a plan to work with him right away. 
What she came to realize was that the cunning of Arabians and the stubbornness of Shetlands do not make a cross that is readily trained.  She resolved to do it anyway.
Zack was taken back to his training, running around and around his exercise circle with Jessi in the middle teaching him to obey.  She held a short white rod to motivate him to follow her commands.  I think Zack and his instructor were having a clash of wills, because Jessi explained to me that Zack would eventually come to her, and put his head down to acknowledge her authority.  I wondered if that would ever happen!  She also said that he had tried to bite her several times.
When I came back later, I found them still at it, but now Zack’s coat was wet with sweat and I could see flecks of foam on his muzzle, but he was still running as fast as before.  Foam had also collected where his legs repeatedly rubbed against his body.  Apparently, he had yet to yield when she ordered him to stop and offered her hand to him.  He just refused to come, so she started him running again.  She was still looking for the desired response and wouldn’t let him have his own way.  
I happened to be there when she again told him to stop and held out her hand, then said something to him and he came to her with his head lowered and nosed her hand.  Obviously, she had established her authority and they understood each other.
The next thing would be to take a long-anticipated ride on that beautiful horse.  I had thought of the pleasure it would be to ride down to the pond, maybe catch the beavers at work in the early morning while there was still mist hovering over the quiet water. They might be dragging branches they had cut from young willow trees to add to their winter underwater pantry near their lodge.  They could be maintaining the dam around the pond.  They had decided that great grandpa should have made the pond deeper, had plugged up the overflow pipe, and were maintaining the level that they wanted in the pond.  The beavers never quit working.  It was time for Zack to do something useful, something God had designed him to be able to do.
Jessi may have had that sort of ride in mind, or possibly up the hill to ride on the trails in the woods.  Hadn’t Zack told her he was ready to do anything she wanted?
Jessi got her uncle Jeff to help, by putting the saddle on the spirited horse. Zack had gained a lot of weight in his luxury life, at the old man’s farm, and the girth strap was barely long enough to reach the buckle.  The strap should normally pass through the ‘D’ link a couple times to draw it tight. The saddle was designed not to rub on a horse’s backbone, and the soft horse blanket was under the saddle.  My horse’s anatomy resembled a barrel, so there was really no risk of rubbing on the spine. Still, the girth strap really did need to be tight.  Jeff was strong.  Though Zack was far from still, he seemed resigned to the fact that he would shortly be ridden.  
Jeff led Zack out of the barn and Jessi must have felt rewarded when she was mounted on that beautiful horse.  She knew how to ride and headed down the gravel towards the road.  This was what Zack had been designed for.  Jeff’s powerful hand was no longer on his bridle.
I didn’t see it, but before they even reached the road, Zack rebelled and abruptly dumped her off.  He wasn’t about to accept his role in life, what he had been created so perfectly to fulfill.  
The saddle was still in place.  Jessi refused to quit; she was determined to ride that horse.  Jeff was still there. Zack just stood there, ready for whatever might be next.  He didn’t run across the narrow country road into the lush field of alfalfa, like he might have.  
Jeff again had hold of his bridle and so he stood still while she mounted again.  She knew that the rider must never let the horse have his own way after he has thrown off the one in the saddle.  I’d guess that is taught in the ‘Dummies book’ too.
She rode him down Weeks road, but certainly the anticipated harmony of guiding a willing, beautiful, horse was gone.  They came back.  I can’t recall if they went anywhere special.  The desired joy of being together, the powerful horse also finding pleasure in sharing new places, wasn’t realized.  The saddle was removed.  Zack was released into the barnyard.  
 
ZACK WAS JUST A PET
Zack shook himself, then walked to the shallow hollow where he liked to roll in the dust. He turned completely over, his legs kicking in the air as he twisted himself on his back, administering his own luxurious back rub.  He did it again, and a third time.  Grey dust cascaded off of him as heaved up, front feet first, then shook himself mightily.  He felt good.  No dust clung to him as he hadn’t sweat at all in what was to be the final contest of wills with Jessi.  She was growing up.  
Zack and I had long since accepted our roles as horse and servant.  I still liked having him around. He would always come to greet me when I approached his ornamental white fence, the kind of fence that might be found on every horse farm.  He looked for the special treats Micah and I brought to him, corn husks or even a skinny carrot from the garden too thin to peel.  
Zack was content to wait, watching Ellen weed her garden, looking for weeds to be thrown over the fence into his pasture.  I think he must have been a little lonely, never dreaming that submitting to one greater than himself could open a whole new wonderful world to explore together.
There are young people who have never left the security and luxury of their homes, who seem to have no desire to grow up, take responsibility, or use the skills and talents God has given to them for others.  They appear to be as reluctant as my young powerful horse to do what he was designed to do.
Those undeserving ones that God has called, He has granted the faith to believe in Him, He has also created them for good works, to do them, not simply to live in luxury.
 
RAIN, RETIREMENT AND HAY
Even though Zack, my Arabian horse, was still relatively young, I was finding it more and more difficult to take care of him. He wasn’t interested in giving people rides or doing more than just living and looking beautiful. He insisted on having his own way and was apparently enjoying his life, treating Grandpa Paul’s farm as his retirement home. 
Of course, the horse had no idea his caretaker was retired and was getting tired of making hay. The Ford 4000 tractor was difficult to start, the hay wagon floor had been rebuilt yet again, and the launcher sheer pin on the old John Deere 24T baler had just failed. I found that out when the heavy bale of hay just stayed on the aluminum-alloy launch pan, and the next bale pushed it off to the ground. It became jammed against the wagon’s front wheel before the old farmer realized he had a problem. 
The hay was really too damp to harvest. However, with the rain forecast for that night, and the lateness of the day, I had to get the hay in that day or it would become wet and moldy. It was an early first cutting, good hay, and almost dry except for the outside windrow. I decided to unhitch the wagon and get the rest of the small field baled up, simply letting the bales fall to the ground. I’d have to pick them up by hand.
I hitched the small Mitsubishi Tractor to the hay wagon, loaded in the nearest bales of hay and drove it to one side. 
Ellen continued driving slowly around the field with the tractor and baler as I followed on foot dragging the bales out of the way so she could continue baling without interruption, unless the knotter failed. 
The shadow of the hill behind our house fell across the field, and the clouds were gathering and it was getting cooler. The knotter, however, kept working and it looked like we would be able to finish the field, and save the hay. I drove the Ford tractor and baler back to the barn where I parked it out of the way to cover later, before the rain. 
Back in the field, I found Ellen with the wagon stopped near the first stack of bales to be loaded. After they were loaded on, she began slowly driving the small tractor and wagon around the field following the line of hay bales that had been dropped. I walked behind and picked up each one to place it on the wagon floor, and push it in as far as I could.  Soon, I had to have her stop so I could climb up on the wagon and stack the heavy bales further back. 
We were determined to save the hay and beat the rain. I had the initial idea of backing the full wagon into the barn to get the hay under shelter as soon as possible to unload it later. My efforts to back up the wagon increased my admiration for my son, who makes it look easy. It also had convinced me that my wife was right. Why not unload now? It hadn’t yet started to rain, though the sky was getting darker. 
I drove the load of hay around and stopped against the steel drum that supported the bottom of the elevator. Ellen began placing each bale in turn on the elevator as I climbed up into the loft to stack the hay. Actually, with the hay not yet completely dry, I decided to spread out the bales with the cut ends of the stalks up to allow the hay to breathe and dry the rest of the way. 
Although I was completely exhausted when the clatter of the elevator eventually stopped, the fragrance of the hay was exhilarating, and that was coupled with the realization that it hadn’t yet started to rain.  I sat down on a bale expecting it to begin raining at any time.  Rain rattling on the metal barn roof could be a pleasant, peaceful sound, but the first few drops reminded me that I needed to cover the baler. 
As I slowly descended the ladder into the barn, I saw Zack, waiting for his afternoon feeding of grain. He exhibited no patience. I was late. 
Of course, I fed him a little grain and gave him a sample of the hay I had just put in the barn. He disdained the sample, since he had free access to his pasture. Instead he reached over the grain box lid, grabbed the far edge with his teeth, and lifted it a few inches and dropped it. He wanted more, acting like he was addicted to grain.
I covered the baler, tying down what had been the grandkids wading pool before the cat had punctured the air ring. It made a good cover for the equipment.
It was time to evaluate my equipment.  I had fixed the knotter on the baler that morning, but just a short time later the pin had sheared on the launcher.  I had dragged the old Kuhn tedder around the field without bothering to grease it or fix the flat outer tires. It was impossible to get reel suspension springs for the ancient side delivery New Idea rake, so it no longer floated at all; it often hit the ground, rolling the hay into a twisted ball.  The International Harvester 225 Hay Swather was working again after replacing teeth and repairing the damage to the reel and crimper (it had picked up a rock).  The shortened rebuilt rack on the hay wagon was coming apart, the floor was fair and the running gear was still good.  The Ford tractor ran well and was worth fixing but the starter failed to engage the flywheel over 90% of the time. My farm machinery was tired, and so was I.
I decided we now had enough hay for Zack for the winter.  I didn’t feel like fixing all that junk, so I towed my hay equipment to the corner to see if I could get rid of it all.  I hoped to sell the baler, and give everything else away with it.  Ellen, however, asked me to save the hay wagon so we could use it to give the Bible club kids a hayride. We would have those when we went to pick apples to make cider with her father’s home-built press.  
I had a year to figure out what to do with Zack before I might have had to take him back to where I bought him and pay for his ongoing care.  After the rain, he had clearly enjoyed rolling in the mud and resembled a piebald without the sharp black and white contrast so often admired.  His beauty was rather muddied and he had picked up burdock in both his mane and tail.  
With all that was going on that summer, Zack was mostly ignored.  Sometimes he was white after a heavy rain, but the burdock continued to accumulate. Even though I tried to pull the long strands out of the tangle, he never stood still very long even while eating grain.  Amazingly, he tolerated my services when I brushed him down, removing the loose winter hair until his coat took on its natural color.  Maybe he decided his retirement center spa was working after all.  He enjoyed his massage!  
He kept his burrs that day, mixing in more and more new ones that busy summer. In the end I had to cut off the matted hair and burrs that I couldn’t remove from Zack’s mane. I am sure it wasn’t because he was ashamed to be seen in public with his bad haircut, but he did spend a lot of time behind the barn, just standing there. 
One afternoon, late in the fall, I went into the barn as usual to give Zack his afternoon measure of Stock and Stable, “the balanced feed for inactive horses.” He was standing in the barnyard near the fence where I had fed him old hay at the end of the previous winter.  He normally came immediately into the barn, getting in the way before I could even open the grain bin.  He just stood there looking at the barn which still held some broken bales of very old hay.  He was really inactive!  Something must have been wrong.
I lifted and dropped the lid of the grain bin a couple times.  Certainly, he knew that sound! He turned and slowly ambled toward the barn.  Something was really wrong!
Maybe he needed some of that dry old hay to supplement the green grass diet he had had all summer.  I loaded parts of several broken bales in a wheelbarrow and took that to him.  He began nosing through it.  Maybe some of the new hay in the barn was what he needed, so I climbed into the loft and threw some of that down as well.  I’d check on him tomorrow.
He had scattered both the old and new hay around, apparently finding something he was looking for but still was slow to come in for his grain.  He allowed me to work on the remaining burrs in his mane.  I trimmed it and combed it as he stood still for the services.  I used the spiral steel curry comb to clean him down.  He looked pretty good, but the lack of spirit convinced me I needed to do something more!
I called my neighbor, Gloria, who loves horses. She had six of them.  She could help me.  She asked about the salt lick I offered Zack.  I reassured her he had access to salt, but only a white brick.  She informed me that there was a selenium deficiency in this area and that might have caused the problem. I also wondered about treating the horse for intestinal parasites, which was something I had neglected.
I went to the VanHornesville Co-op and got a red salt brick that included the trace minerals and the treatment most commonly used against intestinal parasites.  I asked Gloria for help giving Zack the worm treatment.  We might have to cross-tie him.
Zack was, once again, just standing out in the barnyard where he had been the previous evening. He didn’t respond to my lifting and dropping the grain bin lid.  I took the new salt brick and held it out to him yet he didn’t react until it touched his soft muzzle.  He almost painfully took a step nearer and extended the full length of his rough tongue to lick it.  He took another step, so I continued to hold it out at arm’s length, then moved backwards towards the barn. I wanted to get him inside so Gloria and I could administer the worm treatment.
Gloria’s voice was so reassuring that Zack just stood there, licking the salt block.  She put her arm over his neck and drew his head down to hug him.  There was no need to cross-tie him or put on a halter as he did not resist her.  He let her play with his nose, so she held out her hand for me to give her the soft plastic syringe full of worm treatment paste. She emptied it into his mouth. Somehow it seemed he understood that she was trying to help him.
I put the rest of the salt brick in a feed box where he could find it.  I put some grain down for him and filled his five-gallon heated water-bucket.  It was becoming harder to haul water, since the water line from the well on the hill to the barn had already frozen; I now carried the water in from the house.  
Gloria patted Zack again and we left.  We had done what we could.  It was starting to snow.  I was glad Zack was in the barn with the back door closed. 
The next morning, I carefully descended the icy back steps, first stepping down with my weak leg, then the other to the same step, holding the rail with one hand, and the water bucket in the other.  This was definitely becoming more difficult.  I hoped that Zack had improved overnight.  I would top up his water bucket and give what was left to the chickens, hauling more if necessary.  The men at the Co-op had said that Zack might want a lot of water after licking the new salt brick.
It was dark in the barn after coming in from the snow-covered landscape outside. I didn’t see Zack with his head over the grain bin as I anticipated.  His water bucket was completely empty. 
I found him kneeled down with his legs under him, leaning against the fence that divides the barn, with his muzzle motionless against the wet floor.
I would never again need to haul water for him or make hay. Zack would never need his retirement plan.  He is buried partway up the hill. It is the failure of so many to realize that they have been created by God, that we have been bought with a price, and given gifts to serve Him. Some people want only to enjoy life, to have others care for their needs, never using the gifts God has given them to serve others. If we go our own way, we could end up buried, with nothing of our lives amounting to anything. My granddaughter, Laurel, brought up a disk of ice from her tire swing to mark the place where Zack is buried. It has long since melted.
 
NEW LIFE
It is Spring.  The stirring of the new life that comes to the earth after every winter gives abundant evidence of our Creator. He is one who gives life. The sin of man has condemned all to die. Zack will never live again, but God promises new life to all who accept Jesus, the One who conquered death and said:
“I am the Way the Truth and the Life: no man cometh to the Father, but by me.”
“Now is Christ risen from the dead, and become the first fruits of them that slept.”
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