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Riding Out the Turbulence is a tale about one of the characters in The Jack Harper Trilogy. If I told you who, I’d ruin the story.

Sorry about that.

Books in The Jack Harper Trilogy

Riding Out the Devil (Book 1)

Riding Out the Tempest (Book 2)

Riding Out the Rough (Book 3)

Books in The Father Michael Trilogy 

(Continuation from The Jack Harper Trilogy)

Riding Out the Wager (book 1)

Riding Out the Regrets (Book 2)

Riding Out the Wreckage (Book 3)

For more details on these and other books, go to:

https://hilarywalkerbooks.com

This story is dedicated to the memory of Callow Double Clover aka “CD”

A beautiful Irish Draft/Thoroughbred cross gelding my husband and I bought in Ireland when he was five years old, CD is among the last of the progeny of the famous Clover Hill stallion.

Generous to a fault, and kind to nervous or beginner riders, he excelled at showjumping, eventing and dressage and was enormous fun to be around. 

He passed away on 1st February 2017 at the age of 26. 

After 22 glorious years together, losing him has been very hard. 
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Rest in Peace
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The Arrival

American Eagle’s Embraer ERJ-145 touched down lightly on the runway at Albermarle Airport at precisely 1:55 p.m. and Timothy Shepherd appreciated its punctuality. 

The flight had only lasted one hour and 26 minutes, but he hated turbulence. The jet was small, and being buffeted about by strong winds had given the successful financial adviser a nasty taste of vulnerability which didn’t suit him at all. 

And after the grand bustle of New York’s La Guardia, how disagreeable it was to be greeted by this sleepy airport in Charlottesville, Virginia!

He was making this trip over Thanksgiving to keep the parents happy and placate his sister Stella. She would do the Christmas duty, which he’d done last year.

Timothy hadn’t been back since then and his mother had threatened, “Your dad has a weak heart so you’d better get your sorry rear end home. You’ll regret it if you don’t!”

Mr. Shepherd Sr. stood at the luggage carousel waiting for his son to appear. Tall and upright, the retired English teacher looked as if he’d been farming all his life, in an olive green Barbour jacket, and beige corduroys hanging loosely over his heavy boots.

He didn’t appear to Timothy at all as if he had a heart condition. His face had the ruddy complexion you’d expect from a man who cycled ten miles a day, weather permitting, and who spent the rest of his time taking care of three horses and small acreage.

Timothy was vexed. Mom had conned him into this visit!

He hugged his dad awkwardly, and made use of the half hour drive back home to shift his thoughts, from the client he’d hoped to bag before Thanksgiving, to slow life in the Virginia hills.
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He took as much as he could stand of his mother’s enthusiastic greeting and thanking God for his safe arrival before announcing that he wanted to pay a visit to his old horse. Anything to escape this parental clinginess!

“He’s getting on a bit,” his father warned.

“It’s only been a year, Dad. He can’t have changed that much.”

Mr. Shepherd patted him on the shoulder. “He’ll be pleased to see you again.”

The temperatures were close to New York coldness, and as Timothy stepped outside a chilly breeze whipped his face.  He pulled the parka hood over his freezing ears and plunged bare hands into the jacket pockets as he braced himself for the short walk down to the barn.

The stalls opened onto a rubber-matted area under an overhang. From there the horses could wander out at will into their large paddock. But it was almost bereft of grass and the blanketed animals were eagerly tearing strands off a large round bale of hay under the extended roof.

All three turned their heads towards the sound of Timothy’s footsteps on the frozen path. 

His own horse whinnied a loud greeting of recognition and Timothy felt a pang of guilt at not having been to see Double Cream, or DC, for so long. 

It was hard to gauge the horse’s body condition, with his blanket on. But his face was gaunt and dominated by soft brown eyes, as large and kind as ever. The once dappled legs were covered in white hairs, longer and thicker than in previous winters.

Timothy approached the fence, cursing himself for not bringing a treat. With slightly unsteady steps, the old horse walked over to meet him.

Timothy bent down and grabbed as much dead grass as he could to offer the gelding. “Hello, old boy!”

DC gently took the tuft, his eyes half closed. Timothy stroked the gelding’s wide forehead and pulled affectionately on the furry ears, as his mind wandered back over their rewarding years of partnership. 

He’d been the same age as DC when his parents acquired the five year old. 

The Irish Draft cross had been bought for Mr. Shepherd. But when he realized what a quiet, well-mannered animal he’d had the good fortune to find, it wasn’t long before his son and daughter were riding the horse, too. First on, then later off, the leading rein.

In a reversal of the usual situation, the girl Stella lost interest while Timothy really took to DC.  

He recalled how the quiet gray had created the erroneous impression that all horses take care of their riders. Timothy grew up believing that every equine will slow down when he feels his passenger losing balance in the saddle, and thought it was normal for a horse to do his best to get over that fence, no matter how badly he was presented at it. 

Timothy pictured the tack room walls: they were covered in ribbons from their show-jumping and eventing successes.

They would go on long trail rides to vary DC’s workload. The horse would walk into the trailer with no hesitation and show Pimento, his father’s anxious chestnut gelding - bought after Timothy took DC over - that it was safe to enter the conveyance.

DC’s relaxed attitude along any path or through water had calmed Pimento. This enabled parent and child to take their two horses anywhere, and some of their best father and son chats had taken place on those rides.

Timothy picked another handful of grass. “Next time I’ll bring treats with me.” He stroked the animal’s soft muzzle then walked back to the house.

Aromas from the kitchen announced that roast pork was on the dinner menu. His mother stood over the stove tending the gravy, while his father placed the cutlery and napkins on the dining room table next door.

“DC looks a little wobbly, Dad.”

“Son, I’m afraid he has cancer.”

Timothy breathed in sharply. “Is he in any pain?”

“Not that I can see. But we need to keep an eye on him.”

Helping his mother carry the food to the table, Timothy realized that he’d not thought about New York and his clients for a full hour. It felt unexpectedly good.

They said grace and Timothy made an awkward Sign of the Cross with his parents. He did it to prevent an argument, not from any conviction.

While Mr. Shepherd fed the horses after the meal, Timothy assisted his mother in the kitchen, grateful that she kept the conversation firmly off the Catholic Church.
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Thanksgiving
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The next morning was Thanksgiving Day. At 6:30 a.m. Timothy accompanied his dad to the barn while Mom turned on the oven and dressed the turkey.

As DC made his faltering way to the water trough, Timothy studiously avoided his father’s eyes.

Mr. Shepherd cleared his throat noisily. “You coming to Mass with us this morning, son?”

“Dad, you know I don’t believe that stuff anymore.”

“You’ll make your Mom sad.”

“Isn’t that better than being a hypocrite?”

“I can’t say that I agree. What happened to ‘honor thy mother’?”

“I can honor her by keeping an eye on the turkey while you’re both in church.”

“I think God would rather you came to church and let Him keep an eye on the turkey.”

“Well, think of me as God’s hands in the kitchen.”

His father sighed deeply.

Together they finished their barn chores and walked back to the house. But not without furtive looks at the gray horse taking unsure steps into the paddock and balancing uneasily on the toes of his hind hooves to urinate.

Mr. Shepherd caught Timothy’s eye, and his son nodded sadly.

I know, Dad, I know.
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