	Why did she do that? How could she agree to that? Why did my mother let her then fifteen-year-old daughter go with a man eighteen years her senior. True, it was only an evening to Yonkers Raceway, to watch the trotters run. True, she knew the man. I worked for him on his horse farm. I lived with him and his family on the weekends and in the summers. She liked him. Did she trust him? We will never know now. They are both dead. But would she have let me go if she knew the unbelievable ramifications of that evening? Would any of this have transpired had I not lost my father at ten years of age? We’ll never know.
	I met Anton at a stable where I helped out in exchange for my riding lessons. He boarded a few horses there each winter, in order to use their indoor riding ring. After school hours, he would bring the oldest of his seven children to ride. I hung around and watched him school his son over some very big jumps. I was in awe of his horses. They were winning show jumpers. Sometimes, Anton would ask me to cool out the horses when he was in a hurry. I jumped at the chance to help out.
	When I was thirteen, my mother purchased for me, my own horse. We made a deal that I would work after school and on the weekends to pay for the horse’s board.
	At age fourteen, Anton offered to take my horse in at his farm in Mount Kisco, NY, in exchange for my working for him. After school I would take the bus from Scarsdale to Armonk, then walk the extra five miles to the farm. My mother would pick me up around 5:30 after she finished her day at work. Two or three of Anton’s kids and myself would spend the weekends at the farm.
	Anton taught me to ride horses. He taught me to drive a car. He was a substitue for a father I no longer had. His family were substitutes for brothers and sisters. I had three siblings, but the nearest one in age to me was eight years older. By the time my father passed away, all of my siblings were no longer living at home, one married and two in college. His wife, on the other hand, was not a substitute for anything.
	Back to the night at Yonkers Raceway. One of Anton’s employees drove the Cadillac. Anton sat in the middle and I sat against the door on the passenger side. I forget how I got asked to accompany them, but I was thrilled. 	
	I remember turning my head to the left to answer some question that Anton had asked me. That instant will be branded into my brain forever. I looked up into his handsome face. I was so close to him that I could feel his breath on my forehead. In slow motion, I watched his lips lean down as he claimed my mouth. The world stopped; the silence was deafening. I had kissed a few boys in high school, but this was nothing like that.
	I remember being shocked, not sexually aroused. I must have known that I was in love with him. I just didn’t know what kind of love. I kissed him right back.
	When he leaned away, I turned and faced the passenger side window. It was dark, and I could see my reflection in the window. I stared hard at my eyes, making sure it was me that I was looking at. At that moment I considered myself to be the luckiest girl in the world, but my own eyes were telling me a very different story.
	At the Raceway, Anton took my hand and told me not to leave his side.
	Years later, when we spoke of that night, he would laugh and say that I was so eager for that kiss, that I shoved my tongue down his throat. That was not true. I had no idea how to kiss. I had no idea how to love. He taught me all of those things, along with riding horses and driving cars.

