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"Hey Ho Hey Ho off to shows we go" Is the tune I whistled in the morning on my way to work. After some months of lessons and schooling, Mean Greenies riders were ready for a training show, perhaps a little too ready. It turned out that I needed to take 14 horses to that show using only a 2-berth trailer, do the math on that. Shirley Green had a way of making things happen, without actually doing much herself. It occurred to me that I had better learn how she does that. First, I learned how to barter for stuff, anything useful. As it were, at that precise moment Cobus caught my eye. He was cuddling a horse he fancied. I thought to myself “what would the madam, do?" Thinking like Shirley went something like this, “I see you want to ride this horse. I can make that happen. However, this horse is one of our best horses, very popular. Cobus, do you have a valid driver’s license? How do feel about towing a horsebox? Then, it will not be a problem for you, just go slow around corners. We are going to a show in the morning; here is the key, see you at 5 am. Thank you, sweetie, darling kisses" and that is how you take 14 horses to a show using only a two berth horsebox.
 After a certain amount of shows, you start packing a cooler box. Believe me, there are only so many eggs and bacon rolls a rider can consume in their career, I had hit my limit. Hence, the show cooler box became a thing. The following words are not often associated with horse shows “we finished by lunchtime." Since I arranged boxing for the horses, I suggested lunch back at the yard “all in favor of crumpets and tea say: “I".  "I" said the riders that were more our friends, than our clients. Hey ho, hey ho, off to lunch we go. I was sure I packed cheese, biscuits, and goose liver pâté. For a girl who packed a spread, I sure drank a lot of lunch. Liquid lunches were somewhat of an institution. When Shirley suggested lunch for the first time I thought, "I could eat something" I mean it is lunch what could go wrong. That was a rookie mistake on my part; for one thing, it could become a liquid lunch with the main course being Buiten Verwagten Buiten Blanc. You would not believe how brave that stuff makes you. I mean, if Hitler served that wine by the case to his soldiers in World War 2, we would be speaking German now. The problem was, there is only one glass of wine between bravery and stupidity. It is notoriously difficult to navigate which glass that is, more so, when drinking with Shirley. She was a pro, and my absolute hero. The morning after the night before, Shirley would say: “I don't understand how I got so sloshed? I only had one glass of wine." Sue, who grew up in Shirley's house would use the opportunities to point out exactly how that happened. "Shirley, you only had one of your glasses!" As far as she went, Shirley would drink from whatever glass was in her reach.
William Shakespeare wrote “To drink provokes a desire, but it takes away the performance.” I learned that the hard way. Alcohol is not renowned for increasing intelligence therefore; I took a few falls, more than a few. Fine let us just say a couple, okay, plus a couple more hard falls. Moreover, after those it was only about three or four more, before I caught on 'show jumping after lunch was a bad idea!' No matter what Mr. Buiten Blanc says, if you cannot see straight, you cannot see a stride and you really should not ride let alone jump. However, liquid lunch was fun and you rationalized going to lunch as follows, “I was fine, really. I didn’t fall off that hard.” While you were telling yourself this bull, you would be looking at a ‘you shaped hole in the ground’ left there after the last, lunch. With that said, this particular lunch was many moons before any of that would happen.  Besides, I can justify it because we were not technically jumping. Shirley was at a Frisian auction, the irony was not lost on me, and it was James' turn to do stupid things.
 I had not dealt with Frisians before, as carriage, diving was not a option. Thor and Tyron were SA driving champions, James as well, that now before the accident. A4x4 quite literality backed over him while cycling. I only met James after the accident and however tragic for James, it boded well for me. I very much doubt I would have survived Shirley Green, Denton Sander and a ‘fully functional’ James Peil. Each of them came with their own very special way of pushing your limits. 

For months now I had been listening to the extended disco version of Thor and Tyron this, Thor and Tyron that. James went on and on about their amazing, so on and so forth and their amazing this and amazing that, and 'oh my sanity!’ I could take no more. "Prove it!" I said to James and my riding minions. "Tell Jack to harness the horses!" I felt like Napoleon in that moment. I drove the carriage a few times before; actually, all I did was hold the reins while the horses trotted around Kyalami. It was much like driving a German engineered automatic vehicle with cruise control. You simply cannot prove awesomeness on cruise control.
 On that premise, I asked "Ahoy James, how about we go off-road through the field?" pointing to the servitude next to Mean Greenies. It led to an open field with a discarded track where some trainers use to train racehorses. We would only have to cross one tarred road and we would be 4x4ing again between Inanda country base and Clooney farm. At the top, we would meet the gravel road leading to Sun Valley. I had a plan and it would have worked, if it were not for that one pesky glass of wine. James thought it was a smashing idea. Conceivably three glasses of wine earlier, he may have given it a bit more thought. In his defense, perhaps he thought I knew the terrain. It would be a fair assumption, seeing as I rode out on horseback, and he did not. We set off with me in the driver's seat. James and Wayne were standing on the back for counterbalance. Erika and Cobus were next to me on the front seat. The two horses and James were champions in their prime. Except this was not their prime. They had not been ‘off-road’ in a long time.
 As we were crossing the tar road, I thought, “Perhaps now is a good time to mention that there is a stream of running water upfront, with somewhat of a deep ditch connected to it”. In retrospect, the word ravine would have been more accurate to describe it. I had the words water, deep and ditch all lined up. Instead, what I heard myself say was “Hey James, there is a bit of water in the front." He did not seem to think that it was a problem. Perhaps, I did not explain it properly. I would give it another go and so I lined up the required words "water, deep and ditch" I may have even lined up a "hell of a" for effect. Alas again I heard myself say "Hey James," but this time I said it with big eyes. Of course, this would have been more effective if James was not behind me. "There is a bit of water in the front!” Perhaps, I used the wrong words after all what’s in a word? Some of them should have brought the seriousness of the situation across. I got water and in front, correct. There were no obvious signs of panic or even a sense of urgency from James. After careful consideration and meticulous assessment of the circumstances, I concluded, if James was not going to panic, far be it from me to do so.
My thoughts on the subject were as follows “James boasted about his horses and he must be standing by that. Good on James, putting his life on the line to prove his point, and so relaxed about it; he must really trust these horses”. Another thought surfaced: “Perhaps if James can stay calm in a situation like this, maybe James does not understand the situation." My sense of self-preservation kicked in "wait a minute, did I mention the ravine?" The thought was not finished when we reached the top of the last hill. There in front of us lay the decent to what was clearly more than a bit of water. It was visual confirmation about that ravine, which I thought I mentioned but obviously did not.  It was also appropriately the moment that James decided to panic. I remember James frantically grabbed the reins out my hands. He flicked the reins hard on the horses’ bums yelling “Thor! Tyron! YAH! YAH! YAH! There it was, that moment when your life flashes before your eyes. Everything slows down, and it is just slow enough so that you can reassess your earlier assessment of the situation that your dumb ass, now finds itself in. 
The sequences of the events that follow are in the order that my brain managed to take snapshots. The first was of us thundering down the hill going fast. To this day, I have yet to see any Frisian hitting speeds even close to what James got from Thor and Tyron. The carriage and weight of the passengers were pushing the horses downhill. We were now moving even faster. James did not attempt to slow us down. I assumed we needed the pace considering the laws of physics. The next snapshot was of the carriage and the horses forming a V. I distinctly remember my nose very, very close to Thor's ass. I thought, "Now there's something you don't see every day!" You do not need to be a champion carriage driver or even a sober one to know that when your face is that close to your driving horse’s ass you are in real deep shit, so to speak. The next two snapshots my brain could freeze in my memory, was of the countryside whizzing by. Then finally, there is one last snapshot where the horses and carriage are stationary at the top, where the field met the gravel road. We all sat in stunned silence for a few moments, just appreciating the little things in life. The blue sky, the green grass and that no one needed to contact “crisis control.”  James's voice eventually broke the silence "So, Ginny, I think I should drive home, yes?” he let that sink in before he added "on the road" I didn't get to drive much after that, I can’t imagine why?
James never had to launch into that speech explaining the awesomeness of Frisians ever again. I would beat him to the punch and tell this story. Those 3 veterans, the 2 horses and James, were truly amazing. I do not know how they pulled our judgment-impaired asses out of that ditch not losing a single passenger. Imagine the weight of the carriage and add to that the weight of 5 adults. Now think of that moment where the horses and carriage formed a V. That makes you appreciate the awesome power of the horse. I have great respect for it. After all, it has pulled my ass out the fire on more than one occasion; this was just one of the very memorable ones. We went on to have many more Sunday fun-days playing with the Frisians although not one that involved the carriage, for obvious reasons. The next time James asked Jack to harness the horses on a Sunday afternoon" Jack said "No, do it yourself" and cut the call. He was a wise man our Jack.
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