FOR MARION, THE WHITE MARE OF MY DREAMS,
WHO STILL CARRIES MY SOUL
Rhiannon, who rides her night mare in the moonlight,
Who teaches women to be whole,
Who teaches women to be sovereign
Horses, azurite, purslane, vervain,
Oats, valerian, the black and the white,
She, the horse goddess, the magic one,
Who carries the medicine of the blue-bolted thunders,
Winyan pejuta shunkawakan,
The harbinger of the new consciousness,
Singing little white songbirds, the fertile moon’s great mystery,
Who is Epona, Mare, Godiva, Macha, Edain and Bubona,
She who passes over the threshold, and returns with inspiration,
The white mare is dancing,
The white mare is prancing,
Prancing, she comes with the white mare.
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PROLOGUE
This little story has been brewing in my mind ever since my daughter, Arwen, and I were able to visit the
Ho Rainforest up on the Olympic Peninsula of Washington state around 1990. I was able to show her a
place that spoke to me more deeply than anywhere I had ever been, a place where I had known great
love and happiness. On the long drive back to Texas, Arwen told me a wonderful story about a girl who
was able to perceive the kingdom of faerie. As the years went by, the story morphed and absorbed my
memories of my tomboy happy place, always in the forest, with my beautiful white mare, Marion.
As a child, I learned to avoid all the drama of my dysfunctional Southern family, which had been
traumatized by the Great Depression and World War II. I would just go to my dreamscape with horses
and dogs. This resulted in much consternation for the grown-ups, because i was too self absorbed to
pay attention to them. My free time was spent outdoors, and in bad weather, I would hole up in my room
and make art or read books about dinosaurs, horses, and the biographies of Crazy Horse and Chief
Joseph. I was ousted from the Brownie troop for non conformity. I was made to stand in the hall during
second grade Sunday school, because I refused to believe that God would send me to Presbyterian
Hell.
At the age of 12, my paternal grandfather, who I never really knew, died. When my parents packed up
his belongings, I was told I could keep some of his books, which were bound for the thrift store.
He was a 32nd degree freemason, whatever that is. He wore funny hats that looked like the old cartoon
character, Ferdinand. As a Shriner, he had his picture made riding a camel, who was led around by a
groom. Another was of him dressed in full Native American Plains Indian regalia. I will never know why.
On those big bookshelves, there were innumerable metaphysical texts, including The Yoga Sutras of

Patanjali, by Swami Vivekananda, books on Zen Buddhism, Egyptian sacred rites, astrology, numerology,
and the I Ching. Oh, boy! Now, I really had something interesting to read! I soaked up all I could, and am
still trying to learn how to stand up straight and breathe! For me, these things take time.
The other grandfather, my mom’s beloved Victorian patriarch, fathered eight children, and housed
them all in the only home left standing after Union troops marched through Clifton, Tennessee, on their
way to the battle of Shiloh. He loved to write poetry, and wrote about his old home, sunbeams,
daffodils, Helios and Vesta, and clouds shining with angels. As the seventh son of a seventh son, he was
known in the community for his ability to heal warts on the children with a laying on of his hands.
I don’t know much about my grandmothers, except that they were very dedicated to trying to shape
the lives of their children. The same goes for my own mother, who recently passed away. None of them
seemed to have kept journals, or letters. Back in those days, women were too busy keeping the
households and growing the gardens, figuring out how to survive depressions and terrible wars. They
crocheted, did beautiful embroidery and lace, and tried to make their homes and children beautiful.
Being a Daddy’s girl, I never got to know my mother very well. She lived alone for forty years as a
widow, gardening and vacuuming, starching curtains, growing roses and lilies. A year before she died, I
returned to Tennessee, with hopes to bring her back from the nursing home to her beloved house, but it
was not possible. So I cleaned her home, gardened in her yard, and listened to the songbirds and
cicadas, who are the descendants of the same ones she listened to. Then I would go to the nursing home
and tell her about it. In this way, I finally got to know something about my mom. To her, life was dear,
even though it seemed to terrify her. She liked to stay at home, calling it her velvet rut.
This tale is to let my good children and friends know why I don’t pay attention well. I am preoccupied in
the place where my white mare gallops on, over hills and dales in the moonlight, leaping over all obstacles,
and soaring into other dimensions. From that vantage, life really shines!

CHAPTER ONE
THE WAGER

Once upon a time, not so very long ago, in the northern coastland forest of California, there lived a
girl named Grace. Gracie was a dreamer. And not just the kind who dreams at night, but the kind who
dreams in the daytime, too. Dreams that feel like they are really happening! You know....the kind where
you feel with all your senses, and you can decide to do anything you want in the world of your
imagination. With the encouragement and understanding of her quiet father, Grace discovered that she
could will herself to dream, and so could dream good things into the world, just by imagining them, on
purpose. To dream adventures with the love coming out of her heart! Love for horses, music, and
redwood trees.......
This story begins with the day a dark-haired, blue-eyed Scottish horse trainer, named Angus, won a
bet. It was a cloudless, blustery spring day for the Championship Horse Trials, where the known favorite
was the magnificent Beatris. Angus had been with Beatris since she was born, and she had always been
his favorite of all the family horses. Beatris was the culmination of many generations of the best and
most capable horses of his family’s tradition of horsemanship. Her name meant “Blessed Traveler”, and in
the next three days, Angus knew that she would really give the spectators something fine to see. Now,
Angus certainly enjoyed winning prize money, but he did not like to wager on his horses. It felt to him
like taking unfair advantage, because he always seemed to know who would win. It was not
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guesswork, just that he could innately tell what each horse was capable of. This time, however, he was
honor bound to wager, because that boorish corporate big shot American had just waltzed through the
barn, and insulted his mare! He had come swaggering down the aisle, looking in one stall after another.
Angus, helping Beatris settle in for the night, was kneeling in the deep wood shavings behind the stall
door, wrapping her leg, when the man stopped and spoke to her. She extended her face to him, but drew
back suddenly, as she caught his acrid smell. He sneered at her. “So, you’re the favorite, hunh? You
want some sugar? Forget it, big nose! I’m not betting on the likes of you, not on a mare, and an ugly one
at that!” Just at that moment, Angus rose up from the straw, and the good ole boy from the U.S.A.
found himself eye to eye with a very angry groom. You can only imagine the conversation that followed!
The result was not a duel, as it would have been in the old days, but a wager.
So, three days later, after Beatris and he had claimed the golden trophy, Angus found himself to be
the owner of a "cozy cottage in the heart of the redwood forest of the Pacific Northwest!"
This happened soon before the wedding. His new bride, the fabulous and fiery Marian, liked the idea
of getting away from it all with her new husband, and she was always up for an adventure! “Ho’ can we
lose?” she asked, “Since ye won it wi’ yer temper, frae a scoondrel whose folk fortune came frae cuttin’
the fair redwoods, it’s probably a wreck, but we can fix it up an‘ sell it, an make enaw tae remodel ‘at old
croft up at yer faither’s! It’ll be a workin’ honeymoon! An’ it’ll gie Beatris time to make a bairn!” So, off
they went, to the pacific northwest of America, to claim their prize, sight unseen.
Well, Marian was right........ Jesterville, California was a real embarrassment! It was once a bustling
logging village that grew right in the middle of what had been a virgin redwood forest of the first order.
Dust bowl immigrants, gold rush failures, and families from Russia and Finland came to cut the giant trees,
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for the city builders. The loggers hoped to earn enough to make a home for their families. But, after
only a hundred and fifty years, most of the trees had been cut down, and the work was gone.
No one could deny that this place was about as ugly as a town could possibly be. It especially was
painful to look at, because you could not help but imagine what it had once been in beauty, home to the
tallest and oldest trees on earth. Jesterville looked like someone had quickly hacked down everything
that grew, and then dumped planeloads of junk trucks and cars, dilapidated cottages and rusty trailers,
old tires and garbage, among all the huge tree stumps. A giant tree stump served as a bench right in front
of the market store! Across the street, at the hardware store, were two grotesque chainsaw sculptures
of redwood, one of a foolish looking bear, and the other of a very sad native chief, holding a prayer pipe.
There was a dirty old gas station, and a little laundromat, which also served as the post office. The old
movie theater stood abandoned next to the DQ, the only cafe in town. The dilapidated taxidermy shop
was where the geezers hung around the wood stove, to play checkers and philosophize. You could walk
from one end of town to the other, on a street full of watery potholes, since the pavement hadn't been
repaired in years.
So you can imagine the extreme disillusionment felt by the young couple when they arrived to claim
their “prize cottage”, and found it to be a dilapidated, moldy ruin, occupied by a family of skunks! And
there was so much trash!
Everyone in town watched with fascination as the happy couple from Scotland and Wales began the
slow work of making the place livable. Each day, before getting to work, Angus walked up to the forest
with his highland pipes, playing to the clear-cut stumps, and then to the living trees, a practice which
soon became the talk of the village. To end the day, they would sit on the porch, and Marian would play
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her grandmother’s harp, which soon drew out strolling curious neighbors. People eyed them suspiciously,
and no one attempted to make friends with them.
It wasn't long before Marian was expecting a child, and her mother came from Wales as soon as she got
the good news. “Call me Granny, now!” she said, when they picked her up at the airport. She wasn’t
about to miss the birth of her first grandchild! Granny loved to tramp through the forest with her
daughter, but after a couple of months, Marian grew tired, and she stayed close to the old house.
Granny walked daily to gather flowers and herbs for the young mother, but try as she might, things
turned out the way they did. As Grace entered the world, Marian left it.
Angus withdrew into the deepest grief, and for months did nothing but stare into the fire, while he held
his new daughter in his arms. He named her Grace, for the way he felt when he first beheld her. So
Granny stayed with him to mother the baby, and to help Angus.
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