


A Horse With No Name

By Melissa E. Johnson

I am a little pencil in the hand of a writing God who is
sending a love letter to the world, ~Mother Teresa

Now I’ve been up close and personal with some animals-
dogs, cats, monkeys, raccoons, bears, even some
endangered species like the lynx and bobcat that visit my
land - but never a horse . . . in the middle of the read . . . on
a dark and snowy night. Stranger things have happened,
but here T"11 tell this tale,

“Twas the night before the night before Christmas, and [
was on my way home from a holiday musical extravaganza
sponsored by the Unity Church of Boulder. With a new
moon rising and show clouds hanging low in the sky,
visibility was limited as I wound my way up the familiar
stretch of Boulder Canyon toward my home. Siicking close
to the canyon wall, slowly, [ drove through the snow, all
the while contemplating the meaning of “Unity.” What
does it really mean-this concept of oneness?

Suddenly, out of nowhere, 1 came upon a horse running
wildly, back-and-forth across the nartow, two-lane road,
sliding as she maneuvered uphill in the snow. The
unexpected sight of her scared me half to death; she was
scared, too. So I stopped and turned on the hazard lights,
not surc what to do next. But this much I knew: Boulder
Canyon was no place for a horse . . . especially at night . ..
when it’s snowing. For a brief moment I watched her and,
she, looking over her shoulder, watched me. And then [ did
the only thing I could think of to do: I'rolled down my
window and talked to her,

“Don’t be scared. I"m not geing to hurt you,” 1 said
softly. “Please, you have to get out of the road. . .” She
stopped running, eyeing me
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same vital energy that animated her form, gave life to
mine, albeit in different packages.

It was as if time stood still for me and that horse on the
canyon. [ whispered, “T see you.” Just then a car came
barreling around the corner and slammed on the brakes at
the sight of us. My new friend freaked out and started
running around my car. She had no bridle or halter to grab,
so there was little I could do but work out a plan with the
man in the car to help get the horse out of the road.

We agreed - he would stay with the horse and warn
oncoming cars with flashing lights, and | would drive the
remaining three miles up the canyon and gei the local
police to help us. The rest of the story played out like a
scene from The Andy Griffith Show. [ ran into the police
station and exclaimed with excitement: “There’s a horse in
the middle of the canyon.” To which the officer replied,
“Yeah, what does the horse look like?”

What? So I described the horse and told them of the man
T had left behind waiting for help and discovered that the
officers knew the horse - or at least (Continued on next puge.)
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sugpiciously. “Please, come here . . .
you have to get out of the road,”
I pleaded. Slowly, she turned and
walked toward me.

“Come here, girl, I'm not going to
hart you . . . I want to help yow,” 1

continued, coaxing her with promises
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of safety while holding out my hand to
her through the open window. She
approached my car, towering high
above it, and lowered her head (o meet
me at eye level. As T touched the side
of her face I saw something in her eyes
that changed me. In that moment, I
caught a glimpse of her spirit and T
understood with acute awareness what
I had only intellectualized until then -
that the same life force that moved
through her flowed through me. The
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