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The Old Lady and Winston

By Cindy Borgne

 

Lightning flashed and the sky rumbled as I pulled into the
school’s parking lot. Dark clouds loomed above the dark bricked
building, looking about to burst at any moment. I maneuvered my car
as close as possible, competing with other parents for a spot
nearest to the entrance.

I stopped the car and glanced at my kids in the back seat.
Denny, my twelve-year old boy wrinkled his freckles, brooding. He
wanted something extra. With me being laid-off, I told him no. His
brown hair stuck up because he usually forgot to comb it in the
morning. Suzy, my eight-year old girl, had her hood over her light
brown curls as if she worried about them sagging in the rain.

“Hurry kids, make a run for it.”

They grabbed their backpacks and raced for the door with the
other children. After they entered, thunder cracked overhead
followed by a steady rain. I chuckled once in satisfaction that
they made it inside before getting soaked.

As I drove home along the country road, the windshield wipers
kept a steady beat to the morning’s music. The rain started to let
up.

Several car lengths ahead I began to see a black, moving figure
along the other side of the road. As I neared, thin arms and legs
became visible with a gray patch of hair on top. A little old lady
stood slightly hunched over in the ditch waving her arms at cars
with her gray, frizzy hair on end. She swayed from gusts of wind,
clinging to a thin black coat she had draped over her
shoulders.

Normally I’m hesitant to stop for strangers, but I couldn’t pass
and feel right about it. Besides, this frail elderly woman didn’t
pose much of a threat. While I used a nearby driveway to turn
around, a truck sprayed water onto her. The blast of air pushed her
off her feet. She fell into the ditch and out of my view.

I pulled over, ripped my car door open and ran over. The older
woman struggled to climb up the side of the ditch.

I took her hand and helped her out. “What’s going on?”

“There’s a fire and Winston won’t come out!” She pointed past a
row of tall pine trees at a big Victorian era house, white with
three brown-shingled peaks. A two hundred foot gravel driveway led
to the house.

I popped the door open. “Get in!”

“Thank you, young lady!”

I ran around to the driver’s side. She sat down, drenching the
seat.

“I’m Wendy.”

“Thank you so much, Wendy. My name’s Helen.” She shivered and
grumbled. “Oh, that Winston! He’s so stubborn and old. He just
won’t listen!”

I drove over to the beautiful house, but saw no smoke or
flames.

“Hurry!” she begged. “You might be able to put it out before it
gets worse.”

“Call emergency!” I stopped the car and raced into the house,
going through the open front door.

It was like entering an antique shop with a grandfather clock in
the kitchen and a spinning wheel in the living room. I detected a
somewhat musty smell, but no scent of smoke anywhere.

 I raced up and down the stairs, searching all three
levels. “Winston! Winston, where are you?” I found no Winston and
no flames. Out of breath I came back to the kitchen.

The old woman stood there dripping and wrinkled her already
wrinkled face at me. “Not in here. The barn!” She pointed out the
window.

Flames and smoke came from a small red barn behind the house.
Fortunately, it wasn’t near anything else that could catch
fire.

“Winston’s out there?”

“Yes, lightning hit the roof. Hurry now! Hurry!”

“Did you call emergency?”

“I don’t have a phone, dear.”

I fumbled around for my cell phone and looked up. “Get my cell
phone! It’s in the car!” I ran out the back door.

Helen stepped to the back porch. “What’s a cell phone?”

Smoke and flames covered the back half of the barn. I opened the
front door and held my breath as a black cloud billowed out.
“Winston?”

A tan horse jolted himself back and forth into the walls of his
stall, panicking with a lead- line dangling from his halter. Blood
dripped down scrapes on his back legs. An engraved wood plaque hung
on the stall door that read “Winston.”

“He’s a horse!”

His nose flared as if he struggled to breath. Sparks from the
burning ceiling fell onto bales of hay at the back of the barn,
igniting them immediately. I opened the stall door and grabbed the
line. Winston tossed his head back and pulled, yanking the line out
of my hands. I took off my jacket, waited a moment for him to stop
moving and took the line again. His head went up again. I
maintained a firm grip, but didn’t pull. He bobbed his head and
slowly lowered it. I tossed my jacket over his eyes, tied it on
with the sleeves and gently tugged on the line.

Gradually he allowed me to pull him out of the barn. I pulled
him over to a fenced pasture at a safe distance from the fire, took
the jacket off his face and removed the lead-line. He let out a
loud whinny and charged off, kicking with his back legs. I laughed;
relieved he wasn’t hurt. Winston went galloping around happily,
seeming younger than the woman suggested.

Helen walked halfway toward the barn as most of it was in a roar
of flames. I jogged up to her.

She held my cell phone in her hand. “Is this what you
wanted?”

I took it and called for the fire department. “They’re coming,
but I’m afraid it’s too late to save your barn.”

“Oh, that’s okay. At least I still have Winston.” She looked up
thoughtfully. “I hope he doesn’t mind staying outside for
awhile.”

“Maybe you could eventually get a metal pole barn. It would be
safe from lightning.”

“What a good idea. Do you think you could help me find a person
who would set it up?”

“Sure, you know you were lucky. I used to have horses once
myself.”

“Honey, there are no coincidences. I knew God would send the
right person to help.”

I smiled. “That’s a nice thought.”

“Feel free to come over and ride old Winston. He sure needs the
exercise.”

I was suddenly startled by her invitation. On the way to school
my son had asked me about riding lessons. I had to tell him I
couldn’t afford it.

“Would you mind if I taught my son to ride with Winston?”

“Of course not! Winston is a nice steady horse for
beginners.”

Now I could teach him myself. At that moment, I knew another
coincidence occurred. The old woman smiled at me again as if saying
once more. Honey, there are no coincidences.

 

————————

I recently published my novel "Vallar". Here is a small
blurb. 

 

Set in the future on Mars… ..

 

Ian Connors is a psychic who uses his special talent to serve
the most powerful corporate syndicate on the planet, Marscorp. But
a disturbing vision and a horrible loss cause Ian to doubt his
loyalties to a corrupt, dictatorial admiral.

Unwilling to be a pawn in the Admiral's dangerous game, Ian must
find a way to escape and protect a girl he sees himself with in the
future. His only hope may lie with a new organization known as
Vallar - an alliance of rebel organizations willing to fight for
their survival.

 

You can read the first 15% free at Smashwords. 

 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/47752

 

For more about my books visit:www.cindyborgne.com
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	ThunderSnow
(2011)
Marla goes snowmobiling during a strange snowstorm in April. She
finds something unexpected in the woods.
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