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On the Ranch

The wind whipped past the horse and his
rider. Ben thrilled at the surge and power of
the muscular sorrel beneath him as its

hooves thundered across the ground. 
When the end post flashed past, Ben pulled

back on the reins, and Git-Away immediately
slowed to an easy canter along the fence rail. Ben
knew there was still a lot of pent-up energy inside
this quarter horse, but Git-Away had been trained
well and was responsive to his rider’s signals. Ben
allowed Git-Away to lope along the inside of the
oval track. 

The morning was crisp and fresh in the high
desert country of southern California. But it
would soon be another hot summer day. Already
Ben could feel the sun beginning to burn his face
and arms. 

The horse ranch where Ben worked was well
laid out. The ranch buildings were clustered to the
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left of the track where the horses were exercised.
“Git-Away is in fine form!” said Dr. Roberts,

the ranch owner, from the first row of seats in the
stands. He enjoyed watching the short-distance
runners go through their early morning exercises.
“He will be ready for the run in Sacramento next
week.” 

Dr. Roberts got up and strode toward the sta-
bles. “You’re doing fine work here, Ben. I can tell
that your father taught you how to work. It is not
easy to find good help these days. Most young
fellows from the East don’t make the grade on a
horse ranch. They get tired of all the hard work
and leave. One young greenhorn told me after
only a week that he had thought he was going to
work at a horse ranch, but all he’d done was clean
out stalls and exercise the brood mares. He was
upset because he wasn’t riding the fast horses in
the ring. I told him he was free to leave. I could
tell he was not interested in working. He just
wanted the excitement.”

Dr. Roberts paused. He looked at Ben riding
Git-Away alongside him. “Do you enjoy it here? Do
you miss your family in the East?”

Ben paused.  “I . . . I really like it here,” he
stammered. “It is so different from life at home,
from life in the East.”

“Well, I sure hope you stay. You and Steve are
among the best workers I’ve ever had.”

Dr. Roberts strode away towards the sprawling
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ranch house that spread out in an ell shape under
the huge oak trees. The irrigated lawn was a lush
green and cropped close by regular mowing. The
island of green surrounding the house included
the shrubbery that spread out under the large
windows. The dusty driveway and the brown
landscape beyond made the lawn look unnaturally
green. 

Dr. Roberts had wisely checked water sources
before he had bought the two-thousand-acre
ranch. The little house the previous owner had
built under the spreading live oaks was barely
noticed by the doctor and his wife when they first
looked at the ranch. They would never have
dreamed of living in such cramped, outdated
quarters. 

Soon a swarm of carpenters had demolished
the old cottage and replaced it with a new cedar-
sided house that settled in among the oaks as if it
had been there for a long time. Dr. Roberts was a
wealthy man. There was no lack of money for
expensive quarter horses. 

Dr. Roberts had started an abortion clinic at the
edge of an affluent neighborhood that sprawled
across the hills overlooking the Pacific. It had been
far more successful than he had ever imagined.
The clinic was discreetly placed where it wouldn’t
attract a lot of attention. But word had spread
about his services, and in only a few years, he was
so busy that he had to hire an additional doctor.
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Ben knew the source of the money that funded
the ranch and paid the workers. It bothered him
sometimes when he picked up his paycheck.

Ben had responded eagerly when his friend
Steve had invited him to go along to California. 

“You’ll love it out there,” he had told Ben.
“There are wide open spaces and lots of sky and
good jobs. Hard workers can get great jobs on
horse ranches. They let you live on the ranch and
the pay is good. Often you get long weekends,
and city life out there is great. The ocean is not
far away, and it never gets that cold. Forget all
the snow and cold weather of the eastern states.
You need to start a new life anyway somewhere
else.”

It did not take Ben long to decide. In contrast
to Steve’s easy manner, Ben found it difficult to
express himself and make new friends. But he
and Steve had been friends for years. He knew
he would never have gone out West by himself,
but it would not be hard to go with Steve. Ben
left with hardly a thought of what he was leav-
ing behind.

“Good boy,” Ben spoke gently to Git-Away. Ben
was comfortable around horses, for he had grown
up with them on the farm in Pennsylvania. He
dismounted and led the horse into the cool alley-
way between the horse stalls. Other horses
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paused in their feeding and nickered a welcome.
Dr. Roberts did not keep an enormous spread, but
the horses he owned were top-of-the-line. He had
studied racing bloodlines for years before he had
opened his stables.

Dr. Roberts’ questions echoed in Ben’s head as
he sponged sweat off Git-Away’s warm sides. His
mind traveled back to his childhood. 

As a little one he joined the large family that
filled the two-story farmhouse and worked in the
barn and among the fertile fields. Hard work
was expected from all the children, and Ben had
learned early to work. Twice a day there were
milking and other chores to be done. In the
summer the fieldwork was sandwiched in
between the milkings. The long summer
evenings were often filled with the endless work
of a farm. 

In many ways, his twenty-one years on the
farm had been good. Plenty of room for a boy to
roam, plenty of good food to nourish the body, the
rough-and-tumble of play with his brothers and
sisters—they all were fond memories to Ben. Still,
it had not been hard for him to leave for the West,
even though he knew his parents did not approve
at all. 

Religion was a strong backbone of Ben’s rural
community. The churches were filled every
Sunday to capacity. Ben had gone to church
with his parents all during his growing-up
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