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A GIRL AND

HER HORSE.

8y Mia Nicuowson /f Paorocrarny By Leon WERDINGER

n third grade, half the girls I knew were horse crazy. Never mind

most of them had come no closer to a real steed than the mechanical
drugstore variety. Their passion was genuine, driving them to reel about
the playground in pony-tailed herds, tossing their heads and stamping the
blacktop with their Mary Janes. Horsey girls collected figurines of appaloosas

and palominos. A few even spent time with real horses,
and one attended something called horse camp where
girls rode their own dedicared mount each day—for nvo
enrire wocks.

I played along with the equine craze, but my hen
wasnit in it My parents grew up on farms, and o them
the idea of riding lessons was abour as sensible as paying
someone to let you shovel manure. We lived in own. We

wraveled by car. Horses were out. The unlikelihood of ac-
rual horses in my life dimmed the fantasy considerably.
Two hundred miles and light years away in rural
Haines, Ore., a weenager named Alice Trindle was
living the dream. Raised on a cattle ranch, Trindle is
the real thing, a skilled horsewoman who began riding
at 4, sitting behind her brother Mike and clutching
his belr. Alice rode her horse Token bareback uniil










