
 

DO ANGELS RIDE PONIES?

 

by MaryAnn Diorio, PhD, MFA

 

Illustrated by Valeria Wicker

 

 

 

TopNotch Press

PO Box 1185

Merchantville, NJ 08109


Copyright 2015 by MaryAnn Diorio, PhD

All rights reserved. This book is protected by the copyright laws of the United States of America and by International Copyright Law. This book may not be copied, reprinted, or published—in whole or in part—without the prior written permission of the author. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

Diorio, MaryAnn

Do Angels Ride Ponies?

ISBN: 978-0-93007-18-5

Illustrated by Valeria Wicker

Edited by Gina L. Diorio, M.A.


Dedicated to Jamie Brazzell

1986 Easter Seals Poster Child

Thank you, Jamie, for inspiring this story!

 

“Anything is possible if a person believes.”

~ Mark 9: 23 NLT ~


Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

About the Author …

About the Artist …

Other Books by Dr. MaryAnn Diorio


Chapter One

Eight-year-old Jeremiah Bentley slammed the lever of his electric wheelchair into forward and rumbled down the gravelly driveway toward the stable. With his free hand, he shielded his spectacled eyes from the blazing September sun that cast long shadows over the flat farmland of southern New Jersey.

“Hey, Jerry, watch this,” his twelve-year-old brother, David, shouted as Jeremiah approached the training ring.

In a cloud of dust, Jeremiah steered his wheelchair up to the worn, split-rail fence surrounding the ring and came to a quick stop. He turned off the ignition key and looked through the fence rails. Proudly mounted on Thunder, his Palomino pony, David was preparing to jump over a stack of wooden poles.

Jeremiah watched David and Thunder pick up speed as they circled the training ring. Then, like an arrow flying through the air, boy and horse sailed smoothly over the poles and landed in a sudden swish of dust.

Jeremiah's heart sailed with them.

“Great job, David,” Jeremiah shouted, his words slurring just slightly. He blinked back the tears that suddenly filled his eyes. More than anything else in the whole world, he wanted to ride a pony.

Sometimes it was hard for him not to envy his brother. Jeremiah often wondered why he had been the one born with cerebral palsy. Not that he wished CP on David—or on anyone, for that matter. But sitting in a wheelchair day after day was like being a bird with a forever-broken wing.

His eyes followed David and Thunder as they circled the ring once more. If only he were free like David. But the doctors said he would never walk, let alone ride a pony.

Swallowing the lump in his throat, Jeremiah turned on the ignition key and steered his wheelchair toward the large colonial farmhouse where he and David lived with their father and mother. A gentle breeze rippled through his hair as the hot sun beat on his face. Too much sun meant more ugly freckles he didn’t need or want.

Jeremiah approached the farmhouse. “I wonder if angels ride ponies,” he mumbled to himself. A thought sprang to his mind. If angels ride ponies, at least he’d be able to ride a pony with the angels when he got to heaven.

Jeremiah pictured himself astride a beautiful Shetland pony, galloping through the lush, green fields of Heaven. He could feel the rush of the wind blowing on his face and the warmth of the sun enfolding him in its brightness. He would name his pony Dream Boy, and they would be together forever.

His mother was sitting on the porch when Jeremiah rode up the ramp.

“Mom, do angels ride ponies?”

Mrs. Bentley looked up from the book she was reading and brushed back a wisp of auburn hair from her face. “Why do you want to know?” She closed her book and rested it on her lap.

“Because if they do, then I'll be able to ride a pony with the angels when I get to Heaven.”

Mrs. Bentley's eyes filled with tears. “Jeremiah, I wish as much as you do that you could ride a pony.” Her voice held a gentle quiver. “And I wish I knew if angels ride them. But, I just don't know.”
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Jeremiah, however, had to know. He steered his wheelchair toward the big screen door that led into the house.

“Where are you going?” Mom asked.

“I'm going to ask Dad if angels ride ponies.”

“He's in his office preparing a lecture.”

Jeremiah opened the wide screen door, wheeled over the threshold into the living room, and steered down the hallway toward his father's office. The door was open.

“Dad,” he asked, wheeling into the office, “do angels ride ponies?”

“Hmm? What did you say?” Dr. Bentley grunted without looking up from his papers.

Jeremiah raised his voice a bit. “Do angels ride ponies?”

Dr. Bentley stopped reading and peered at his son over his glasses. “Why do you ask?”

“Because if they do, then I'll be able to ride a pony with the angels when I get to Heaven.”

Dr. Bentley placed his papers on the desk, removed his glasses, and looked at Jeremiah. “Son, I don't even know if there are angels, let alone if they ride ponies.”

“But I have to know, Dad. I have to know if I'll ever be able to ride a pony.”

Dr. Bentley cleared his throat and centered his gaze on Jeremiah. “You will never be able to ride a pony, Jeremiah,” he said flatly.

“But maybe I will, Dad!”

“Jeremiah, haven’t I repeatedly told you not to expect the impossible. I know it's difficult for you to accept, but you have to face the facts.” With that, he turned once more to his papers.

Face the facts. Face the facts. That's what his father always said. He had been saying it ever since Jeremiah could remember. Face the fact that he would never walk. Face the fact that he would never climb a tree. And now, face the fact that he would never ride a pony.

What if facing the facts was what kept people from achieving their dreams?
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Chapter Two

Jeremiah fought back the tears and returned to the porch.

“What did your father say?” Mom asked as he came up beside her.

“He said I'll never be able to ride a pony, and I have to face the facts.”

Mom remained silent.

“I'll be back later,” Jeremiah mumbled then wheeled away.

With his heart in his feet, he drove down the ramp and headed toward the stable. Maybe Jake, the farmhand, would know if angels ride ponies.

Jeremiah wheeled down the gravelly driveway that led to the stable. The wide, flat fields of southern New Jersey stretched before him, their edges touching the purple-blue horizon. In the air, a soft haze hung suspended, like a ripe apple ready to fall, while in the distance, a warbler sang steadily.

When Jeremiah reached the stable, Jake was busy stacking hay. Although he was very old, he still had the strength of a much younger man. His clear brown eyes, framed by thick gray brows, brightened a face that had grown rugged from years of working outdoors. A shock of white hair crowned his head then trailed down his cheeks like two rivers emptying into a short, but full, white beard.

“Howdy, Jeremiah.” Jake tossed a bale of hay onto the already huge stack. “What's up, son?”

Jeremiah wheeled closer to the old man. “Do angels ride ponies?”

Jake stopped, planted his pitchfork on the ground, and leaned on it. A smile spread across his ruddy face. “Indeed, they do. Why, angels ride fiery horses. The Good Book says so.”

“You mean the Bible?”

“Yep. Angels on horses of fire took Elijah to heaven. And, in the part called Revelation, the Good Book says that we'll ride on white horses ourselves.”

Jeremiah's heart beat faster. “Does that mean when I get to Heaven, I'll be able to ride a pony?”

“You sure will. And a big pony at that.” Jake stood up straight and smiled, then grew serious. “But why do you have to wait till you get to Heaven to ride a pony? Why can't you ride one right here and now?”

“‘Cause I have CP.” Jeremiah stared at the ground.

Jake threw down the pitchfork and stuffed his calloused hands into his pockets. “What's that got to do with anything?”

“The doctors said I'll never be able to ride a pony, and my dad says I have to face the facts.”

Jake leaned toward Jeremiah and almost whispered. “You know, son, a famous writer named Cervantes once said that facts are the enemy of truth.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that what looks impossible isn't necessarily so.”

Jeremiah wrinkled his nose. “I don't understand.”

“Look at the bumblebee.” Jake’s eyes sparkled with a smile. “According to the Law of Aerodynamics, the bumblebee shouldn't be able to fly. But the bumblebee doesn't know that. So it flies anyway because it believes it can fly.”

Jeremiah pondered the old man's words. “Now I understand, Jake. If I believe I can
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