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Ride a Horse, Not an Elevator
Chapter One - I'm Going!

BY LISA SAUNDERS

SPECIAL TO THE SENTINEL

Ed. Note: Local author Lisa Saunders has given The
Sentinel exclusive serialization rights to her first novel Ride
A Horse, Not An Elevator. Watch for a new illustrated chap-
ter every week in The Sentinel's Youthbeat Section.

For further information about the book or the author,
write to Lisa Sanders in care of Sentinel Schooi Services,
P.O. Box 1272, Rockville, MD 20849-1272 or call 762-
2649.

"Lisa, your mother and I have decided that you can go to
your grandparents' farm by yourself this summer,"
announced Dad as he tripped over a roller skate on my bed-
room floor.

"Yippee!" I yelled, jumping up and down. I couldn't
believe it! I would have Grandma Minnie and Grandpa Max
all to myself and could eat as many cookies as I wanted!
Running to my father, I hugged him tight.

He stroked my hair and continued softly, "You're my lit-
tle baby, Lisa, and I'm going to miss you. But your mother
and I think you'll have a good time. Your mother's brother,
Uncle Jim, is flying into New York city from South
America. We'll take you to meet him at the airport. He'll
rent a car there, then the two of you will drive to your
grandparents'."

After giving me a final pat on the head, Dad returned to
my mother to keep her company while she finished the din-
ner dishes.

Left alone with my thoughts, I sat in my window seat and
looked out at the city lights below. My father often called
me his "little baby," but I had just turned seven that spring.
And I was big for my age. I had long wavy brown hair that
was often messy because I forgot to brush it. I was plump
like my parents. Together we were a happy, chubby family
who lived with our old spotted beagle named Donald Dog.

Nobody knew exactly how old Donald Dog was. He
adopted us when I was a baby. When we lived above a
restaurant, he showed up on our doorstep and never left. He
was short and pudgy with big floppy ears.

But now we lived in a New York City apartment on the
sixteenth floor. From my ‘window, I could see the yellow
cabs darting in and out between the cars and buses on the

street below. They looked like moving toys. The busy ants
on the sidewalk below were actually people hurrying home

- to supper. clutching. their briefcases. Looking out, I could
. see the tops of many tall buildings. Far away was a large

bridge with lights hanging:on it. And many miles beyond

+ that was my grandparents' farm.

I'hugged myself with excitement at the thought of seeing
my grandparents. They were always so happy to see me.
Every morning Grandma Minnie gave me toast cut into lit-
tle tiny squares. The she would braid my hair and give me
rides all over the farm in a wheelbarrow. Their farm was in

" upstate New York in a little town called Apple Valley.

- ‘Sometimes I was lonely because I had no brothers or sis-
ters to play with and many of the children in the apartment

complex made fun of me. They called me "fatso," which-

really hurt my feelings. They all had each other to play
with, and I didn't even have ONE good friend. I was glad to
be going to the farm. Playing with Grandma was almost
like having a best friend! - ; 8 o SeLh {0 0

*'But it had been 4 long time since I'd visited my grandpar-

ents. Perhaps I was too big for their wheelbarrow. What if I

missed my parents and Donald Dog? ~

Worrying me most, however, was riding with Uncle Jim.
‘What if he didn't like me: He hadn't seen me since I was a
newborn. There was a funny picture of the two of us. He
held me out far away from him with my diapered rear end
hanging freely below. Uncle Jim looked at if he were afraid
I would wet him!

I had heard many strange stories about Uncle Jim. Aunt
Heddie, Grandma's sister who also lived in Apple Valley,
loved to tell me that whenever Uncle Jim slept in their
home, he wouldn't let her or Uncle Herbert see him with his
shoes off. And when he was in high school, instead of car-
rying pictures of family members or girlfriends, he carried
photos of prize cows!

‘My mother said that when she and Uncle Jim were little,

he'd cry all the time, whether he had a reason to or not. And.

he was always tattling on my mother. Mom told me that
Uncle Jim never got spanked, but she always did. He didn't
even get in trouble when he hung a dead mouse over her
face when she was lying down on the couch! I thought,
Maybe I'm glad I don't have any brothers or sisters!

When I got into bed that night, Donald Dog joined me,
pawed at the blanket a few times, then settled at my feet. I
gave him a goodnight scratch behind his ears. Satisfied,
Donald laid his head down between his paws, heaved a sigh
so big that his lips puffed out, then closed his eyes and
went to sleep.

My parents came in to say goodnight. "Do you really
think I'll have fun on the farm?" I asked, needing a little
reassurance.

"Of course you will," replied Mom. "I had a wonderful
childhood on the farm. There are all kinds of places to
explore. You'll find many things to play with, including my
old toys. Perhaps Grandpa will teach you how to ride a
horse. He taught me and I was younger than you!"

"A horse!" my father exclaimed in alarm. "Ann, you
don't think they'll put her on a horse, do you?" Turning to
me Dad warned, "Lisa, you've got to remember to be care-
ful around wild animals."

_ "Oh, William!" my mother cried with a laugh. "A trained
horse is not a wild animal! Lisa will be fine."

"Yeah, well," muttered Dad. "Lisa, you be careful just
the same. I you don't want to ride, just tell your grandpar-
ents. I don't want you getting hurt. They'll understand."

‘A horse, I thought happily. I remembered seeing the
police horses in the city parade. I had always dreamed of
owning a horse and riding it where cars couldn't go. The
only thing I had ridden by myself was the elevator in my
apartment building. :

But I didn't want to upset my father so I decided to ask
about something else. "Dad, can you tell me the story about
how Donald Dog rescued me from a wicked old queen?"

My father cleared his throat and put on his story-telling
voice. "Once upon a time," he began dramatically, "when
you were just a little baby, a wicked queen stole you out of
your cirb! Seeing that you were the biggest and smartest
baby around, she wanted you for her own. Your mother and
I were beside ourselves!

"First, I went to the queen's castle, and after bravely slay-
ing the dragon that guarded it, I conducted a thorough
search. But, you were nowhere to be found! Neither was the

ueen.

b "Then Donald Dog came to the rescue. After introducing

“himself, he told us of his keen sense of smell and past suc-

cesses'in rescuing other maidens in distress. So, your moth-

ier gave him your baby blanket to sniff. Then after grabbing

a sword and mounting a white steed, he raced off with his
nose in the air and ears flopping in the breeze to follow
your familiar scent.

"Having trailed you to a secret cave deep within the for-
est, Donald Dog dismounted and quietly sneaked into the
entrance. And there you were with the queen. She was
cooking a horrid smelling stew in a black kettle and singing
you a lullaby, which made you cry because her voice was so
scratchy.

"With one quick thrust of his sword, Donald Dog killed
the queen. Then he lifted you upon his horse to return you
home. When you arrived, there was much rejoicing in the
land. We asked Donald Dog to stay around with us and to
continue to be your protector. He agreed and we all loved
happily ever after."

I smiled sleepily at my father's tale. It was fun imagining
my father bravely fighting a "wild animal” like a dragen
and my gentle dog boldly slaying a queen.

Every story my father told me had a happy ending. Going
to my grandparents' farm would have a happy ending, too -
even if it meant traveling there with a grown-up who might
not like me. After my parents kissed me goodnight, I looked
out my window and watched the lights on the neighboring
buildings go out one-by-one. Content, I closed my eyes and
fell fast asleep.
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