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Sheila stared out a tiny, cracked apartment window that overlooked the dark and oppressive streets of Manhattan’s lower east side. Routinely, the landlord skimped on the heat and she buried herself in a blanket. She was so cold-her fingers numb.  


She hated her life, hated her husband for bringing her here. He’d promised her Park Avenue and given her lower East Side. He’d promised a loving household filled with children. He’d given her multiple beatings stemming from his own frustrated, alcoholic existence. 


A tear-stained painting of her mother’s old farmhouse perched precariously on her lap. In his youth, her husband had painted the picture for her birthday – the only thing he’d ever given her that she’d cherished.


She could almost picture herself in the setting. The steps from the screened-in porch met a winding, country road circling around a lake. Almost daily, she’d ridden her horse, Crackers, down this road and into town. 


 Her ice-cold fingers touched the painting and felt gravel. Strange. She thought she smelled fresh clumps of mowed grass mingling with blueberry pancakes and heard the neighing of horses in the back pasture. Couldn’t be.


Mesmerized, she imagined floating clouds hovering high in the sky, as she fell into a stupor.


Sheila woke and felt herself swaying from side to side. Disoriented, she imagined she heard the clip clop of horses’ hooves rising from somewhere below, and then realized this was not her imagination.  She felt the sun’s rays warming her cold cheeks, while soft breezes caressed her bruised shoulders and the soft coat of her old horse healed her spirit. If this were a dream, she prayed she’d never wake from its compelling illusions.

* * * 


For a long time, her husband searched for his missing wife.  The police nearly arrested him for her murder, but never found evidence she was even dead.


Then one day, while looking at the painting, he noticed the figure of a girl riding a horse.


“I’ll be damned,” he said. “I never noticed that before.” He decided he was hallucinating. Drunk again.

