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I had no interest in Ed until he said he owned two horses. With only a fringe of dark hair encircling his bald head, he had a big nose and laughed in a strange, snorting kind of way. But he had horses, and I loved horses even though I spent little time on or around them.
I begged my parents for a horse for years. A family friend even wanted to give me a purebred Appaloosa pony, but my parents didn't believe I'd care for it once the real work began. They were probably right. But whenever a horse opportunity presented itself, I jumped on it.
The timing was right for a distraction, especially the equine kind. I had been in a mentally and emotionally abusive affair with Carl for eighteen months. We worked together, but thankfully, not in the same building. He was married and had two teenage kids. I knew being with him was wrong on many levels, but I couldn't pull myself away. I ended it a hundred times and then ran back for more. He was my heroin in human form.
Again, I repeated what I had always done with relationships--get into a new one to get me out of the old one. I had done that since I was thirteen years old. I was thirty-five now.
When Ed asked if I wanted to go for a ride after work on Friday, May 3, 1991, I jumped at the chance. I had not seen or talked to Carl in eight days, the longest time since we got together eighteen months before. I was in physical withdrawal. I couldn't stop crying. I couldn't think or eat or sleep. I needed a distraction, and Ed and his horses sounded like the perfect solution.



