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A WHITE HORSE ESCAPES
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THERE WAS a white horse, on a quiet winter morning when
snow covered the streets gently and was not deep, and the sky was
swept with vibrant stars, except in the east, where dawn was begin-
ning in a light blue flood. The air was motionless, but would soon
start to move as the sun came up and winds from Canada came
charging down the Hudson.

The horse had escaped from his master’s small clapboard stable
in Brooklyn. He trotted alone over the carriage road of the Williams-
burg Bridge, before the light, while the toll keeper was sleeping
by his stove and many stars were still blazing above the city. Fresh
snow on the bridge muffled his hoofbeats, and he sometimes
turned his head and looked behind him to see if he was being fol-
lowed. He was warm from his own effort and he breathed steadily,
having loped four or five miles through the dead of Brooklyn past
silent churches and shuttered stores. Far to the south, in the black,
ice-choked waters of the Narrows, a sparkling light marked the

ferry on its way to Manhattan, where only market men were up,
waiting for the fishing boats to glide down through Hell Gate and

the night.




