





Weve all seen themmuddied, bedraggled, groggy from too little sleep or buzzing from too much coffee. There may be a characteristic green smear of horse slobber across the shirt, perhaps an errant wisp of hay clinging to the front of the jeans. Often, they are in the midst of performing one of several familiar tasks: load-bearing (hauling shavings bales, water buckets, heavy saddles); couriering (parking oversized rigs, rushing to the secretarys office with last-minute entries, running to the store for a cold drink or snack); holding (halters, helmets, whips, coolers, brushes, boots, carrots, cell phones); or agreeing (Youre right, the judge at C probably hates chestnut mares. Yes, they should definitely dismiss jackets. I know, I should have parked the trailer in the shade.)

Who are these hardworking, agreeable creatures? They are the ever-patient partners of horse-crazy womenhusbands, boyfriends, fathers, brothersand they are often introduced to planet horse and all its sweaty, expensive glory without knowing any better (or when they do know better, blatantly against their will). They come along for the ride because they love the women in their life, and well, those women love horses.

Now, a man on the inside shares his planethorse experiences, with all the bare-it-all bravery of a desperate individual trying to understand the strange world of which hes become part. With exceptional humor and touching honesty, Menno Kalmann tells of his misadventures in mucking, fencing, foaling, and showing, exposing the intricacies of his relationship with his equestrian wife (and her horses) along the way. Women Are from Venus and So Are Their Horses is laugh-out-loud fun for everyonea one-of-a-kind look at the delicate balance between men, women, and horses, and a hilarious commentary on what can happen when these three (very different) worlds collide.
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Pardon My Dutch

The Netherlands is a tiny little country, with barely enough space to squeeze in proper housing for all its inhabitants. The remaining space is covered by highways, which we use to spend our days stuck in traffic jams. We try to manage by working in our cars, and halfway through the day, we turn our vehicles around and make it home just in time to start enjoying our spare time. After all, that is what we spend our hard-earned money on.

By the end of the afternoon and into the night is when we really get going, rolling up our sleeves and plunging headlong into club life. We go play in our drum and bugle corps, we weave baskets, renovate old-time motorcycles, produce our own soap, fly model airplanes, or we go to an astronomy club to watch the stars together.

And then theres sports, of course; we head for the gym or practice at the soccer field.

Or we visit our riding school.

Ive often wondered at the sheer number of horses one encounters in this densely populated country. Everywhere you look youll see some horse or pony occupying a back yard. Most of the smaller villages dont have their own library or first aid station, but youll always find at least one riding school. Local newspapers are full of ads and results from some minor local competition: dressage; jumping; and pictures of horses drawing small carriages filled with elderly men wearing bowler hats.

The Netherlands is a true equestrian nation.

Sure enough, we have our wooden shoes, but youll mainly find those in the souvenir shops, and you might find some derelict old windmills here and there as well. Theyre folklore, but horses are another story altogether; youll find them anywhere.

A parallel world appears to exist alongside the regular one, and that is the world of horses.

I found out just too lateabout a month after I got married, to be precise. I was aware that my fiance visited a riding school every now and then, but hey, I have visited a steam engine museum several times, to name but an example. To each his own, I thought; people should allow each other space for doing these things.

I had failed to realize that horses are not a hobby but a way of life. Before I knew it, we had to move to some backward hamlet in a far corner of the country where no sane person would want to live. Nonetheless, there was room to build some stables, and have our horses graze on our own patch of land. Thats when the real trouble started.

These days, in all honesty, I dont have any time left for work, though at the same time I really should get a second job to be able to afford our current lifestyle. Moreover, the very modest amount of respect and esteem I enjoy in the regular world just vanishes the moment I set foot in the world of horses. I am an outsider, and apparently, humility is the appropriate attitude to go with my position. There are times when I find myself lying in bed completely exhausted, wondering how on earth I got caught up in all of this. Its baffling, reallyone might write a book about it....


Talking in Code-1

There is a significant complication in my life, and Im pretty sure I will never be able to get around it. Grooming ponies since she was six years old, my wife carved out a niche in the world of horses long before I met her, cleaning out stables all week long just to spend fifteen minutes riding a Shetland pony considered too loopy to suit paying riding school customers. A childhood like that is bound to leave its mark.

There were moments when all of a sudden, without any warning, she just switched from regular conversation to speaking in some unintelligible code and it usually happened when horses are involved somehow. As she was talking day and night about horses, I thought that buying her one might stop all this twaddle. So, this is how it all began!

According to the advertisement, the horse had already been broken to some extent. If it had some mild dents and scratches, I was pretty sure we could fix it up. We might be able to get a discount after all, my first car hadnt been entirely intact either.

The horse dealer assured us that the horse had a nice forehand. Being a squash fan myself, I couldnt help but wonder what its backhand and overhead smash would be like. My wife went on to ask him, Do you ride him under saddle? A brief mental sketch resulted in a visual image, which seemed sensible, making sure that the rider remained on top of the saddle, with the horse safely underneath.

I felt pretty confident that I could get the hang of this language and I tried hard: frog, fetlock, hindquarters, and longeing, but somewhere around running martingale, I gave up.

I find myself sauntering over to our backyard arena and seeing my wife bounding around, clinging to her beloved nag: He feels a bit lame, dont you think? I hesitate to answer as I watch them. Who am I to judge? Im sure she finds some of the things I like to do pretty lame as well. Later on, after unsaddling and the obligatory Thats it, I quit, period! she treats me to an elaborate debriefing on all the specifics.
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Hes not in front of my leg, and he is constantly four-beat cantering. Shes definitely lost me there; I have no clue how to interpret this. And, when he is going round, the hind legsthey keep falling out!

I gaze at her in desperation. Will I need to go out in the dark and search the arena for lost legs? Later on, as we sit in the car, she confides her intention of riding forward and down for a bit. I can only applaud such a decision, the more so because I understand at least half of it. Forward riding has the advantage of seeing whats in front of you, and going down seems wise enough as long as youre not flying a Boeing over the Hudson.

I am learning; it cant be that difficult....


Talking in Code-2

The first few times I went along to my wifes riding lessons I was fairly self-assured. Even though I was just a spectator, I was under strict orders to pay full attention as doing so would enable me to contribute to training at home in sensible ways.

But then, after a few weeks, just to confuse me, I guess, my wife and her trainer suddenly started her riding at a higher level, with new exercises and movements. Of course, these were accompanied by all new jargon as well. Your horse is in three parts! Now, I am well aware that horses can get sick or even die, but to my knowledge they usually do so neatly in one piece instead of falling apart into separate components.

But after a while, I was confident that I had pretty much mastered the vocabulary. For instance, I figured out that collection doesnt mean wanting to obtain as many horses as you canjust as well because we only have a stall and a halfbut instead says something about the way a horse is ridden.

There was a brief moment of confusion when I heard the instructor mention self-carriage. I suppose that emancipation is all well and good, but why bother driving over here if the horse and rider are asked to just carry themselves?

Then, finally, when the horse is asked to perform some move with an unintelligible French name, I am certain I hear the instructor announce that the hindquarters are not underneath. Oh please! I think even I would have noticed that; I seriously doubt whether my wife would have managed to stay on with such an important part of the horse missing.

It has been another exciting day, lessons, handling the rest of the horses; the usual equestrian housekeeping. This evening we are both exhausted as we finally get home.

After Ive hung my coat on one of those whimsical coat hooks made of horseshoes and stirrups, brushed my teeth using the toothbrush with the horses head I got for my birthday, and draped my clothes over the rack made of horses bits, I finally doze off under my blanket decorated in a straw pattern dotted with carrots, content in the knowledge that tomorrow will be my equestrian day off.

Despite the fact that my wife has spent about 17 hours with our horses this Saturday, she feels she hasnt had enough horse time so plans to get up early tomorrow morning and drive all the way to the other side of the Netherlands. Some large equestrian event is being organized and, of course, she cant let the occasion just slip by. As it turns out, my presence is not required. Of course, I will be allowed to review the entire affair later by means of the three hours of tape I have to record from some obscure sports channel.

So, I can look forward to a quiet and horse-free Sundayexcept, that is, for feeding; cleaning out the stables; taking the


OEBPS/images/3.jpg
Women Are from Venus
and So Are Their Horses

A Grown Man’s Musings on the
Opposite Sex in the Saddle

»_. Menno Kalmann
o

Dedication
For my wife, to whom | plediged myself
through sickness, health, and horses

Translated by Jeroen van Swaaij
Cartoons by Jeanne Kioepfer








OEBPS/images/8.jpg
The shoulder™

 keeps Folli

g out! /-
P

2








OEBPS/images/9781570765032_cover.jpg
and soére
Their Horses

A Grown Man’s
Musings
onh the

Opposite Sex
in the Saddle *¥






