
 

 

Just As I Am 
By Crystal Pomposo 

 

My name is Abigail Rodriguez, after my mother. Today was a hard 

day. Today we buried possibly the greatest horse this world has ever 

known. Daisy was an 17 ½ hand belgian mare with kind golden-brown eyes. 

Human-like eyes that could see straight into your soul. Her coat was a 

strawberry roan, speckled in tiny delicate snowflake-like specs, so silky soft 

that you'd never want to stop stroking her. She had a wide blaze down her 

muzzle with a velvety pink nose, 3 white socks and the fluffiest flaxen mane 

and tail I'd ever seen on a horse. My dad used to jokingly call her my hippie 

horse, because her overgrown mane was always falling over her face  

Daisy was rescued by an amazing woman, Amanda Stevens, owner of 

Greenbow Farms. Amanda is a Top tier riding instructor and horse trainer. 

She comes from a long line of salt of the earth horse people. It was exactly 

three weeks to the day I came to Greenbow that Amanda had taken a 
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chance at the auction lot on the gigantic, downtrodden and withdrawn 

mare. She didn't know what made her put her bid in that day, as Daisy was 

not the type of horse that Amanda typically dealt in. Her disciplines were 

dressage and jumping. Her stables well represented her work. Top of the 

line warmbloods and sporthorses collected from around the globe, brought 

to her for training and breeding. She took pride in her horses and her ability 

to find talent. She didn't know why she chose Daisy, but that choice would 

forever change her life.   

I was seven years old when my father, Juan, and I first came to 

Greenbow. He and I traveled the states in our RV, for as long as I can 

remember. He worked as a seasonal ranch hand wherever we landed. My 

father was a gifted man. He performed all manners of field work, repairs, 

builds and cared for many different types of animals. He was especially 

gifted in training horses. He learned alot growing up on his family's rancho 

in Mexico.  There was nothing he couldn't do, except maybe raise a 

daughter, like me, all on his own. You see, I'm not your typical little girl. I 

have Cerebral Palsy. I was born very prematurely via emergency C-section 
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because my mother passed away from cancer during pregnancy. I used to 

think that my father's sullen demeanor was in part due to the blame he 

must have placed on me for my mother's death. She refused any treatment 

because it would have killed me and she wanted to be a mother more than 

anything in the world. She never even had the chance to hold me. Certainly, 

that would be cause enough for my father to resent me. Honestly, I couldn't 

fault him for it. I blamed me too.  

During our travels I endured several lengthy hospital stays in order to 

surgically correct my twisted legs. I was never able to walk or stand but my 

father just couldn't give up on the idea that someday I would be "normal." 

The procedures were awful. Painful and lengthy recoveries followed by 

grueling physical therapy sessions to get me going again. Truthfully, I was 

no closer to walking than the day I'd been born, but he wouldn't accept what 

he considered defeat. Even as a small child I felt I disappointed him. I was 

never what he wanted, never enough. I felt the need to punish myself for it, 

so suffered through my pain in silence. I had resigned myself to a lonely life 

on the road with a man who couldn't accept me for who I was.  
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When my father worked, I was routinely left alone, waiting for his 

return help me with the most basic needs that most people take for 

granted. To pass the time I spent hours drawing fantastical pictures of 

mythical creatures and faraway lands filled with magic and happiness. 

Everyone was happy in my pictures. Even the beastly dragons. I lived in 

those daydreams, completely apart from the rest of the world. 

I remember seeing the vast beauty of Greenbow as we drove up. 

Gazing out of the window at lush pastures, wildflowers in bloom, beautiful 

trees swaying gently in the breeze and purple mountains capped with snow, 

off in the distance. Surely if there was such a thing as magic, this place 

must be teeming with it. I imagined the sizeable estate as a fairy castle and 

the big blue barn and stables that must house all of the magical beasts in 

the realm. This was it! This was the place all of my dreams would become 

realized.  

Amanda came to greet us upon our arrival. She was lovely, tiny 

woman, full of grace and poise, definitely my idea of a fairy princess in 
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disguise. My father pushed my wheelchair as Amanda led us around the 

grounds, giving us a tour and explaining my father's duties as her new 

foreman. I didn't hear a word. My eyes filled with wonder as we passed by 

stalls filled with gleaming monster-like horses. Strong and powerful, 

bursting with energy. They were dragons I decided. We stopped at one stall 

where Amanda introduced her prized Danish Warmblood stallion, Lazarus. 

Around his stall were what must have been hundreds of bright ribbons, a 

glowing testimony to his merits. He stomped the ground, pawing and 

snorting. He was black as night and shine like a dark river in the moonlight. 

This dragon must be king of the dragons, I thought to myself. 

We stopped again at the opposite end of the main barn, at the 

entrance to the office. My dad parked my chair right outside the door when 

he went in to speak more with Amanda. My eyes settled on the last stall 

right across from the office. It was dark over there but I heard a soft 

snorting and nicker from within. I unlocked my brakes and quietly rolled 

myself to the stall door, my eyes slowly adjusting to the giant shadow in the 

corner. My child's mind thought the looming figure within must be at least 
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20 feet tall! I saw the gleam of eyes as the beast slowly walked towards 

me. Curious, I reach my hand out. The creature leans it's enourmous head 

out of the stall and right into my palm. My heat stopped a moment. She 

was the most beautiful horse I'd ever seen! She must be as big as an 

elephant! She breathed heavily sniffing at my hand, she snorts then plants 

the stickiest wet kiss on my hand. I shriek and pull back at the unexpected 

contact and immediately feel regret pulsing through me. Just as she jerks 

her head up at the start, my father and Amanda come running from the 

office.  

"No! Careful! She's new and I'm not sure if she's safe yet!" I felt tears 

welling up inside me. I'd scared the beautiful horse and upset my dad's new 

boss. Why couldn't I ever do anything right?! Amanda immediately softened 

her tone and before my dad's stern look turned into a scolding, she 

explained how she'd found Daisy at the auction. She said to my dad, 

"there's just something about her. I felt it back at the auction and I can't 

explain it. Unfortunately, since she's been here she barely eats and just 

wants to stay in the corner of her stall, her head hanging. I was worried 
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something may be wrong with her. The vet says she checks out but it looks 

like she very recently had a foal. We think she may have lost it and be in 

mourning. Honestly, I don't know what to do with her. I may not be the right 

person to get her back on track." 

My father stepped forward, "I may be able to help you with that." He 

held his hand out to Daisy, but she backed up a few paces and turned her 

head away. They left me again to go back into the office. I rolled back to 

the stall door, quiet as a mouse. I whispered, "I'm sorry, Daisy. I didn't mean 

to scare you." I reached out my hand once again. She came close letting 

me pet her pink velvety nose. She leaned into the touch, enjoying the 

contact. "I'm sorry about your baby," I whispered to her, "My mommy died, 

so I'm sad just like you." I leaned in and gave her a gentle kiss on her nose. 

She licked my cheek in return, this time I didn't shriek.  

Every day after that for what felt like eternity in kid time (but was 

most likely only a couple months), I returned daily to visit with Daisy while 

my dad worked the farm. I spent hours drawing her in my sketchbook. 

 



8 
 

Turning her into a pegasus often because Daisy and I decided that flying 

would be the most fun us two girls could have together. Sometimes I'd read 

stories to her or sing songs that I'd make up about our adventures. And I 

always tried to bring a snack for her. A little something I'd steal away from 

my breakfast or lunch. Her favorite was peanut butter crackers.  

My dad would bring her out to the round pen to work her in the 

evenings. Each time, I would watch from the rails. Imagining it was me in 

there with her. Progress was slow for him and I could tell he was frustrated 

but he had to be patient with such a big powerful animal. So he kept going. 

A few times I asked, "Dad? Can I try? Please?" I so badly wanted to ride her. 

I just knew I could do it, that Daisy and I would make the most perfect 

team. "No, Abby. It's not safe for you. You know you can't ride with your 

legs. If you got hurt I don't think I could handle it." My heart would sink at 

those words. I just knew I could if he'd let me.  

Late one night, a storm rolled in. Thunder and lightning, sheeting rain. 

Dad and I were in the barn as he was securing the doors and windows to 
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avoid spooking the horses. I was sitting by Daisy's stall, drawing, paying no 

heed to the turmoil. Amanda came rushing in, "Juan! I need your help in the 

lower pasture! A panel blew down and I have three loose horses running 

around in this mess!" 

My dad ran out after her, yelling at me to stay put. I chuckled to 

myself, yeah where was I going anyway? Ever try pushing a wheelchair 

through the mud? I continued drawing with Daisy resting her nose on the 

top of my head. "Look Daisy! This is me and you!" I had drawn us as one, a 

centaur I suppose. It was a great work of art and an accurate depiction in 

my fanciful child's mind. Suddenly, there was a loud crash of thunder. Then 

the splitting of wood followed by frantic horse sounds. I then see Lazarus 

crashing and bucking through the barn. His eyes were wild with fear. I tried 

to roll out of his way but I wasn't fast enough. He slammed into my chair, 

sending me flying. I hit the ground hard, splitting my head, I felt blood 

gushing immediately. Lazarus danced around me in terror. I covered my 

head and waited to be trampled by the mad horse.  
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Before I knew it Daisy burst through her stall, rearing above me. Her 

big powerful forelegs boxing at Lazarus. Warning him to back away. She 

then stood over me until he trotted safely across the barn. I cried in relief 

and horror. Big huge sobs. I felt her breath on me as she checked me over, 

licking my head. I pulled myself up and saw my chair was wrecked. What 

could I do?! My head hurt badly and I knew I needed my dad. "Daisy. Please. 

Help me," I pleaded through sobs to my giant gaurdian. As if she 

understood me, she laid down next to me very carefully and lowered her 

neck to me. I grabbed fistfuls of fluffy mane, pulling myself astride her. She 

very slowly stood up. Miraculously I stayed on. I held on for dear life and 

said, "Daisy, find Dad." Again she knew what to do. She carried me steadily 

through the storm. My mind was spinning. I was on Daisy! I was walking! 

But I felt dizzy and tired....I heard Amanda and my dad shouting nearby 

before blacking out.  

I don't remember anything else before waking up in the hospital with 

stitches and a concussion. I saw Amanda sitting next to my dad, holding 
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his hand as he sobbed. "I'm so sorry I left you alone! I promise I'll never do 

that again!" My dad frantically searched over me making sure I was ok.  

"Dad, I'm ok. I'm ok, I promise! Daisy saved me," I continued to tell 

them the harrowing tale of my heroic rescue by my giant friend. I probably 

embellished quite a bit as I often did in those days, but both my dad and 

Amanda listened very intently with amazement written in their faces. I 

ended with, " Dad, I want to ride. I can do it. Please let me ride Daisy." 

From that day on, every evening my father and Amanda worked with 

Daisy and me as a team. Amanda taught me to ride like a professional and 

my dad trained daisy to listen to verbal cues and respond to my hands. 

They even designed a special saddle for me that made it safer to ride. 

During this time, dad and Amanda became very close and eventually fell in 

love. I had never seen my dad happy before. He was laughing and smiling 

all the time. It was wonderful.   

I'll never forget the day I first felt "normal". Not a typical boring 

normal, but the feeling that it was ok to just be ME. All of my differences 
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made me who I was as a person. Not just disabled. Not a disappointment 

to my father or myself. I was just another girl. Special in my own unique 

ways. And all those special things about me were ok. It was perfectly ok 

that I couldn't use my legs. What a glorious day. And one I often share with 

the children like me who I counsel now as an adult. I was cantering around 

the big arena for the first time. I felt the wind whipping my face and through 

my hair. This must be flying! Daisy and I were finally flying! I felt free, light 

and capable of anything. I reached my hands in the air and felt myself soar I 

closed my eyes, trusting Daisy to be my eyes and my legs. It felt so good. I 

could feel her breath and mine as one, her heat beating along with mine, 

our bodies were as one. It was magic! Real magic. In Daisy I had legs that 

worked. I could fly! We could do anything! Joy filled my heart as I opened 

my eyes and my gaze met my father's. I could see in him his acceptance. 

His love. He was proud of me. He was content. I was enough, just as I am. 

That moment has shaped me into the woman I am today and will forever 

live in my heart.  

 



13 
 

 Less than a year later, Amanda and my father were married and we 

all lived in the "Greenbow Castle" as I affectionately call it. It's been 22 

years since that fateful day that changed all of our lives. My enormous best 

friend, Daisy and I have spent many wonderful years together, travelling 

around the world with my parents, teaching workshops about therapeutic 

riding for children with disabilities. I spend my time helping counsel those 

children and parents and helping them find grants and access to horses 

like Daisy. Although, deep in my heart I know there will never be another 

horse like my Daisy. She was magic.  

   

 


