
I quickly glanced at the other horses to make sure all was well. That
rattlesnake was still out there somewhere. Irish, the filly whom I had just
taught the joy of trotting, was curled up like a sleeping cat. Zuper, our
handsome, permanently retired gelding, stood guard over her.

I looked down at my work boots to make sure nothing was slithering
under them. My bootlaces caught the moonlight as I strode quickly and
steadily down the driveway. Compared to my office days, my shoes were
rugged, my jeans loose, and my physique muscular and fit. In my twen-
ties, I was an out-of-shape, pale chain-smoker whose job never required
anything more physical than hefting big blue payroll binders.

In that moment, I decided that very few women celebrate their forty-
fourth birthday this way, and that it would make an excellent story to tell
my nephews. They already thought I was a rock star just because I rode
horses every day. This story would knock them dead.

It was guaranteed that the rest of the day would be better — with such
a dubious start, my birthday was bound to improve.

Back at the house, I fell asleep quickly and had scattered, surreal
dreams about my past life as an accountant mixed up with horse images —
of racehorses wandering in file rooms, saddles stacked next to industrial-
sized calculators, and Spider splashing in the office water cooler, his head
normal and his universe benevolent once again.

hours later, my birthday morning began with an early call from
Damon. I was excited to report that Spider had stabilized — his breathing
was steady and his swelling had leveled off. With his huge oval head and
puppy eyes, he resembled a sweet-faced raptor.

We agreed on a plan — Damon and his new partner, Dr. Matt Evans,
would examine Spider at : a.m. They were due back here midafternoon
for a standing surgery on another racehorse, and they would recheck Spi-
der then.

I was thoroughly disheveled, sleepless, and punchy from the middle-
of-the-night nursing sessions. But I was cheerful — Spider was doing
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