A Stupid Animal

I have never personally considered the horse a very intelligent animal.  From my small study(where I often sit at my computer(I have the daily opportunity to observe a male of the species as it munches grass, swishes its tail, and wanders aimlessly about its three-acre world(a world defined simply by a thin metal wire.  

There are, of course, those who would defend the horse, for it obviously cannot argue in its own behalf.  But what can truly be said that would support the notion of intelligence in such a brainless beast?  Yes, brainless.  Note that single wire which keeps him in check.  Sure, it’s electrified, but he could jump it.  The wire is no more than three-and-a-half feet high.  He’s a young, very well groomed stud, with a rusted-brown color that compliments the bands of muscles in his hindquarters.  No, he’s very capable of jumping the fence, or even breaking it for that matter.  So, why doesn’t he?  

Maybe horses like being held captive.  It’s possible.  Daily, I watch that male through my window and he often just stares back, his head and neck actually hovering over the electric wire.  I often mutter to him, too.  He can’t hear me, though.  He’s nearly two hundred feet away.  However, sometimes he does whinny at me.  This might strike one as humorous or far-fetched, depending on how much credit you give the horse for knowing what he’s doing.   But it is true.  I’ve told friends about this behavior and they always ask, as if I can’t tell the difference, “How do you know he’s really looking at you?”  It’s his ears, I tell them.  As he stands there staring in at me, his ears are perked straight up and turned inward, the hollows facing me.  I can tell he’s tuned every sense toward me in my room.  You might claim that in that there, his attentiveness, lies intelligence.  The horse sees me, maybe recognizes me, attempts to communicate.  Maybe he wants an apple or a carrot.  I don’t know.  But I don’t give him that much credit myself because he does it every day without any prompting or obvious purpose.  He’s a horse.  That’s all I can say.

I guess there was a defining day, though, a day that the horse really demonstrated its lack of intelligence.  I was in my room, as usual(working on an essay(when a woman on horseback came down the road outside my house.  The road runs between my house and the fenced-in three acres across from me.  I might not have noticed her had my neighbor-horse not notified me of their approach.  He was whinnying and shuffling his hooves in agitation.  The other horse, a sleek, black mare, didn’t even give the stud a second look, despite his fuss.  The rider didn’t pay him any attention either.  She was a slender blond, wearing boots, jeans, and a cowboy hat.  From where I sat, the long, golden strands of hair that reached down past her shoulders obscured her face, and there was an obvious beauty in the way that she held herself and controlled the mare, a natural self-confidence.  As I watched, the stud bucked twice then reared back and whinnied.  He was beyond any self-control or intelligent thinking.  That’s when it struck me just how unintelligent horses are.  Even the mare seemed brainless in her casual pass.  Her ears never even perked up once.  Of course, the stud’s ears were rigid, facing the mare.  He snorted and his nostrils flared.  

A minute later, I had to move to another window to keep the rider and mare in sight.  As I did so, I muttered, “stupid horse,” to the stud.  He was half-wild by then, running the length of fence, never taking his eyes off the mare.  There was obviously something on his mind.  One might argue that it was jealousy.  The mare was free, after all.  But there was something too fierce in his eyes and in his breathing to be a simple need to get out for a leg-stretch.  No, the stud’s actions were focused more on the mare herself.  But she never even glanced at him.  

She(the rider, that is(never looked in my direction either.  Unlike the horses, she didn’t even know I was there.  I waited for her to see me though, expecting it, actually wanting her to turn.  I mean, just to see if I recognized her (I live in a very small town).  Maybe she was new to the area or visiting a relative.  I hadn’t seen her before.  I was sure.  But the more I watched her, the more intrigued I became.  I don’t know if it was my imagination or the distance growing between us, but a desire to see her up close was welling in my mind.  In fact, I actually began hoping she would turn around soon and come back my way.  

There was one more window to my right that faced her direction.  I moved to it to see if I could tell where she was going.  Her shoulders swayed fluidly with her hips; they had all along.  She was obviously a horsy person.  I smiled to myself.  There was no turning or return, though.  She kept riding until all I could see was a slender, blond woman in my mind’s eye.  I knew that she was gone, out of reach.  But my mind filled in the visual uncertainties, the gaps in my picture.  She was beautiful and her skin was soft.  She had blue eyes, full lips, and a voice that(cliché as it sounds(truly rang like a bell when she laughed.  Soon, I began to imagine more than that(certain curves traced by intimate fingers, gentle rises, small valleys(but quickly struggled to derail that train of thought.  It was a hot day.  I might have been lonely.  Her nakedness was a nearly impossible image to erase.  

I couldn’t continue to write after that.  Even though she was out of sight, I was absolutely full of her.  I didn’t even leave the window for several minutes, just stood there leaning over the windowsill.  When I finally did move, it was only with a turn of the head.  I looked over at the pasture.  The stud wasn’t crazy any more; in fact, he seemed quite lucid.  The stupid animal was simply standing there, head and neck over the electrified fence, staring back at me.
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