
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Blind Essie and Her Horse, Iz

 


by

 


Susan Hart

 


Copyright 2022 Susan Hart

 



Chapter 1

 


Synopsis: The parents of a young blind girl
do everything for her except let her roam outside on her own. One
day she is able to sneak out and in a field below the mountains,
she meets a gentle mare. Together they learn how to be free, learn
how to ride together, and learn out an unbounded love. After a year
Essie feels confident enough to show off her riding skills. Her
parents finally accept the pair and it's all love until a terrible
accident happens. Essie is drawn inward for years until a kind
neighbor eventually solves the problem. This is a wonderful novella
about the power of belief and kindness and emotions. It's for all
ages.

 


Being born blind usually provides limits to
an unfortunate child, but limits to Essie Lander are not something
she handles too well. Almost as stubborn as the dear Helen Keller,
she has her own ways of thinking. From a young age, she at once
began learning not only how to take care of herself, but how to get
her way, as well.

That’s where she took after the infamous
Helen. Born in 1961 she was a baby with no disfiguration anywhere.
She was said to have been the most beautiful baby girl ever born to
Wind & Comfort Hospital in West Central Wyoming. Her parents
had agreed that they didn’t care whether the child was boy or girl,
just as long as it was healthy.

Just like many other parents, this is all
that mattered. Even the Doctors were not able to catch the fact
that Essie was blind before she went home from the hospital. The
tiny baby seemed to find ways to see even as a newborn and no one
suspected a thing. It wasn’t until months later when her mother
would realize that Essie was completely blind.

As she sat holding her in her arms, a bright
light had been turned on just over the child’s head, and it didn’t
affect her in any way. The child didn’t squint or even move to the
brightness of the light. As her mother crept closer to her
daughter, she at once began moving her hands and arms in front of
the child and soon, to her horror, she knew that the baby couldn’t
even see her.

All those moments before when the baby would
coo and laugh at her mother and father’s facial expressions had not
meant that she had seen those funny faces. She had only heard their
squeals of delight when she would react. Essie’s mother and father
took her immediately to a doctor who then sent her on to a
specialist, and trip after trip; they came back with no
answers.

With hope being dashed away when her mother
asked the doctors if there was a surgery that could restore her
sight, her parents Frank and Veronica Lander returned home, ready
and willing to accept her blindness. The surgery could have the
dear baby more harm than good and death was even a possibility, so
of course, it was not an option.

They felt that they would do anything in
their power to give Essie the best of her own little world.

 


 


As Essie began to grow, nothing stopped her
or hardly slowed her down. She learned to crawl as all babies and
would bump into things and just turn around the other way and crawl
again until something else stood in her path.

She hardly ever cried or complained of
anything. When it was time to give up her bottle, she offered it
over to her mommy as she sat on her lap, demanding a “gas” to drink
from. They always found that odd because they couldn’t figure out
how she knew about glasses.

However, they threw it in the trash and she
never turned back. Walking came as no problem and she handled it
the same way as she did crawling. With her parents being ever so
careful to clear the rooms of as much as they could, she would walk
and bump gently into something and turn around, going the other
way.

She was able to hold conversations that
proved to be even more mature than other young toddlers, and
nothing stood in the little girl’s way. She had only one thing
wrong that kept her sheltered from the outside world; her eyes.

 


 


Her mother Veronica, was overly protective of
Essie and at times she may have gone overboard, but in her heart
was the most precious thing to her, her little girl who needed her
mother to be her eyes. Since Veronica had a hard time with letting
go, there were often battles between the two, and you could hear
Essie screaming out at her mother at the top of her lungs,
desperately trying to take her stand. Her main complaint was she
wanted to be outside on her own more, and her mother did not allow
this.

She was never left to her own while she was
outside and at times her mother would try to trick her into
thinking she had gone back inside the house. This never worked,
because Essie knew her mother was standing behind a tree or at the
edge of the sidewalk.

Veronica didn’t keep her child from other
children and Essie had many friends, boys and girls alike. She
decided early on that it was the boys who were the most
interesting. They talked of dogs and horses, fishing and hunting
down frogs, while the girls always talked about dolls and
dresses.

Essie wasn’t a girly girl, and if you had to
label her, she was indeed a tomboy, and proud of it.

 


 


Essie continued to grow and with her growth
came the most amazing beauty. To look into her eyes, you would
never know she was blind. They were ocean sparkling blue and they
just shone when you spoke with her. Her blonde locks, which she
refused to ever cut, hung down the center of her back in fine
little ringlets.

Her mother actually taught the young girl how
to curl her hair with her fingers alone. She would spend each
evening twisting her hair around her little fingers, repeatedly,
until they would stay in place. Then she would rub some gel that
her mother had given her, locking the curls in place.

She may have been a tomboy, but her hair was
her pride, until she met face to face with what would become not
only her pride, but also her new set of eyes.


Chapter 2

 


Essie Landers' room was filled with just
about everything imaginable. Her mother had a habit of trying too
hard most of the time, trying so hard to find just what Essie
needed. However, one failure after another left the young girl
searching on her own for what would become the other part of her
heart.

She used to love to listen to her mother
read, and her favorite books were about Helen Keller and Anne
Frank. She took great interest in strong women and these two were
her favorites. With Helen having the same problems with her sight,
she could relate to the story of Helen, and when she found out that
Helen went on to become very famous and a teacher as well, she was
inspired beyond belief.

Then, when her mother introduced her to the
stories of Anne Frank, the young Essie chose a life of strength and
independence. For a while, she used both Helen and Anne as
bartering tools, trying to make demands for certain rights, and she
always came out on the losing end.

Her mother tried to explain to Essie that she
always asked for the same thing; to be allowed to roam the
outdoors, but that was not going to happen.

One warm spring day while her mother was tied
up with getting laundry and household chores done early in the
morning, Essie made her way out the back door and never turned
around as she usually did in obedience.

This time, she kept walking, feeling her way
and using her senses to find her way to the lavender field behind
their home. She would raise her little nose in the air and let it
be led in the direction of the wonderful aroma. She hadn’t been
gone too long when she heard some movement in the grass behind her
as she was walking.

She could tell that something or someone was
following her, and the dear girl knew no fear. As she slowed her
walking down to nearly a crawl, she felt the brush of something
very soft swish across her face. Reaching out to touch what had
whipped so gently across her forehead and cheeks, she grabbed with
her fingers to hold its presence.

What had been following her was a lone,
blonde mare with the most beautiful tail and mane bleached from the
sun. Even though Essie could not see the beauty in this horse, she
used her fingers to trail along the body of the horse, and when her
hands rubbed the mane that fell down the horses’ side, she found
her love.

Immediately, she screamed out in delight and
she wrapped her arms around this gentle horse.

Wind River Mountain Range lay just beyond her
parent’s home, quite a distance away, but she was sure that this
horse had come down from the mountain. As Essie stood under this
beautiful creature, the mare allowed Essie to stroke her mane and
there they shared what most people never experience with an animal
all their lives.

In the quietness of that spring filled day,
she told her new friend every secret she had ever known, and
whispered her dreams into the mare’s ears. It was as if the tender
creature understood each word, even when Essie told her that she
would return the next day.

 


 


When Essie found a way to return to the
lavender field the following day, there stood her newfound
companion, waiting patiently under a shady tree. A relationship had
begun and it would become a bond that no one, not even Veronica,
could ever interfere with. The first day that she touched her new
friend, she immediately knew the name she would give her; Izabelle,
which soon shortened to Iz.

By the time she met Iz, she was thirteen
years old. Until the day they met, Essie had already determined
that her life was over. She felt like she had aged way beyond her
years and couldn’t relate with anyone she knew. She had been
spending day after day in dreams only she could dream.

Her mother, even as much as her mother loved
her, couldn’t understand why her daughter only wanted more than
they could give her. The day she found Iz, was the day she came
back to life. Her dreams had been answered and now she would find
ways to live out those dreams.

Essie had fallen in love with the idea of
owning a horse of her own. Some of the boys that she had played
with through the years had ponies and horses of their own. She
would sit and listen for hours to their stories they would tell
about their afternoons they spent riding their horses.

Some of the boys competed in horse shows,
even traveling around the state, competing for titles and bringing
home ribbons and trophies. This was her secret dream that she had
to hold onto for years that her mama couldn’t bear to hear. With Iz
coming to her to make her friendship known, meant that the kindling
love was meant to be and sent directly from God, and there was
nothing that meant more to her now.

 


 


Each day, she made it a point to meet Iz in
the field, and it became a daily ritual for her mother to lie down
and take a nap about the same time. This is when Essie would sneak
off and spend time with Iz. Each day, she would work up the courage
to do something new and eventually she was able to crawl up on top
of Iz and without speaking a word, Iz began walking around the
field, giving Essie the ride of her life.

They began with only slow walks and as the
days drew on, Iz began into slow trots. Amazingly, the horse
somehow knew to take extra precaution so her young rider wouldn’t
fall from her. Essie began little experiments of her own, because
she
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