Ett paradis for en hast
eller
graset ar gronare pa andra sidan staketet

Hon var nog den vackraste hasten man kunde tanka, rod farg med en perfekt
blas. Manen var tindrande vit och kraftig. Att hon var vacker det var sjalv-
klart. Kanske var det de magiska bla 6gonen som gjorde att hon visste det.

Hon var inte dum!

Redan som liten visste hon att hon letade efter det basta. Som den dar dagen
da hon stod pa boxvila och hagkompisen gick forbi. Det var klart att man
skulle hanga med, kanske bar det av till Paradiset. Med ett skutt 6ver box-
kanten (som var 130 cm hog), var hon snart ute. Visserligen gjorde det lite

ont i saret, men vad gjorde det. Hon var val for farao islanning, sa lite talde
man ju. Men vad hjalpte det. Snabbt blev man infangad och nu bommades

ocksa den dversta luckan for och sa stod man dar i ett riktigt fangelse istal-

let.

Over allt annat dlskade hon mat, sarskilt det dar s6ta goda graset, s& nar
maten tog slut tog hon saken i egna fotter, eller kanske ska vi séga med sin
egen bringa. Utan el i hagarna var det bara att lagga manken till s gick
de flesta staket sonder. Hon tog ibland med sig hagkompisarna pad ldnga
vandringar i grannskapet sa att de skulle verleva nar maten borjade tryta
I hagarna. Men inte hittade hon Paradiset dar. Kanske for att matte jamt
aterbordade henne till de magra hagarna jamnt.

Inte ens den dag nar hon spréackte grinden till bryggan hittade hon vad hon
sokte. Vil ute pd bryggan upptdckte hon att det stora maffiga grdset hon sett
bara var utblommad vass, nagot som inte ens en islandshést ar sa intresse-

rad av.

Men hon trodde att hon hittat vad hon ville ha den dar dagen da hon sag det
sota sockergraset i den lilla paddocken. Det var helt ljuvligt gott och rena
Paradiset. Och nog hade man kunnat sta en langre stund an det blev, men
matte kom snart (ndja snart och snart - hon var ju ca 30 mil darifran nar

budet nadde henne).

Men &ven annat an gras kunde locka henne, nar man skulle traffa den nya
flocken delade tvdabeningarna av hagen bara med trad. Varfor det? Det var
val trevligare om alla kunde ga tillsammans, och lite roligt var det ju att se
hur pojkarna gjorde upp om rangordningen. Det blev lite kndligare nar det

var el som delade av hagen, men smart som hon var sa gick hon ut ur hagen

pa ett stélle for att sedan ga in till pojkarna lite langre bort. Det var paradi-
siskt roligt att se hur pojkarna dansade runt och brostade upp sig for varan-
dra. Men inte heller detta varade i en evighet.

Nu stod hon pa sina onda foétter, men det gjorde inte sa mycket just nu, for
hon at det godaste hon nagonsin hade atit. En hel bytta full med havre,
applen och annat gott. Havre som hon bara hade snikat at sig nagon enstaka
gdng ndgra korn av ndr de legat pa marken. Nu fick hon hel fullblodsportion.



Sd fick hon se de grona dngderna pa andra sidan av en trdgrind. Skulle hon
hitta till Paradiset nu? Hon tog sats! Bara det inte skulle bli som ndr hon
hoppade éver bommen i transporten och blev hdngande i grimman. Men det
var inte sa latt att ta i for kung och fosterland, nar fétterna gjorde sa ont. For
aven om hon mérkade som en &kta islanning, gjorde det ont. Sa i stéllet for
att flyga over grinden, kraschade hon rakt igenom den.

Hon stod flimtande pd andra sidan, med fotterna brett isdr och huvudet

nedat. Stickor frdn grinden flog i luften och sakta dalade ett moln av rétt
stickelhdar mot marken.

Langsamt ratade hon pa sig. Hon stod pa en 6ppen stapp med en kulle med

ndgra trdd ldngre bort. Ddr stod en hdstflock och tittade pa henne. En svart

hdist losgjorde sig fran flocken och kom langsamt strosande mot henne sam-

tidigt som hon skakade pa hela huvudet och sa for sig sjalv, den hasten - den
h&sten.

Det var hennes fostermor som kom fram till henne och sa.
Valkommen till Paradiset!

Har dr en tillvaro precis som vi vill ha det. Det finns sa mycket spdnnande att
gora hdr. Men det finns inga dumma insekter - det dr vdl hdrligt.

Det finns t.ex. olika underlag att vilja pa. Det dr sa skont att springa pd
torvsjon det sviktar sa bra. Och sarskilt fullbloden alskar att galoppera dar.
De springer fram och tillbaka och hovarna dundrar mot marken och man kan
kanna hur marken skakar. Men det &r skont att springa pa andra underlag
ocksa, som t.ex. i harlig mjuk sng, dar snon sprutar om hovarna. Och du som
gillar vatten, du kommer sékert att gilla att springa pa stranden dar vattnet
skvatter och det gnisslar faktiskt om hovarna ibland pa vissa stéllen i sanden.
Det later sa roligt.

Och ndr man dr varm behover man bara stdlla sig uppe pd en hojd, sd finns
det en svalkande vind. Jag gillar ibland nar det blaser snostorm och man
vander rumpan mot vinden sa att svansen riktigt kittlar en under magen.

Vet du att man kan fa en egen tvabening nar man vill. Vill man rida, dra vagn
eller jobba i skogen eller pa angen ar det bara att 6nska det. Och man be-
stammer sjalv nar man inte har lust langre. Tvabeningarna har ocksa béttre
balans hér, alla kan sitta barbacka och ingen har nagra tyglar som de hénger
i heller, utan vi ar helt fria. Man kan t.o.m. satta av dem med en liten gladje-

bock och de star pa benen eller gor en fin kullerbytta utan att sld sig.

Vill du bli borstad eller ryktad sd finns det tvabeningar som star redo vid
massagestationen, ungefdir som putsarfiskar du vet. Du kan énska dig en sdr-
skild putsare om du vill.

Och vill man ha fol sa ar det bara att bestamma sig, du som alltid tittar sa
langtansfullt pa nyfodda fol. Men vet du, ibland kan de vara jobbiga, fast de



blir ju stora ndgon gang ocksa.

Mat finns det alla mojliga sorter av ocksd, och inte blir man tjock av den
heller. Det finns havrefdlt och grdasmattor och vilda stippdngar och riktiga
fjallhedar. Du maste bara testa sotgraset. Det vaxer vid kallan med kallt
harligt sprattelvatten. Vatten som bubblar, sa det kittlar sa skont pa nosen.
Och inte langt ddrifrdn finns ett dkta isldndskt spa. Men hdrligt luktande
lera. Dit tinkte jag mig nu, Ska du hinga med?

Hon tittade pa den svarta hasten som vande om och borjade trava ivag med
raska steg. Islandsk spa, vad var det, tja det lat val inte sa jatteskont, men
sotgras och sprattlande vatten - det lat roligt.

Sa bestamde hon sig och pep ett iii och bockade ivag med en glad bakatkick
och en liten prutt.

Det var kanske inte ett sa dumt stélle hon hamnat pa.

Ljostindra fran \Vela
29/5 2009 - 11/2 2022

Akvarell av Isabelle Scharin



A paradise for a horse
or
the grass is greener on the other side of the fence

She was probably the most beautiful horse imaginable, red in color with a
perfect blaze. The man was sparkling white and dense. She was beautiful and
it was obvious. Maybe it was the magic blue eyes that made her know. She
was not stupid!

Even as a foal, she knew she was looking for the best. Like that day when,
she was on standing still to recover, and her friend passed by. It was clear
that she would keep up, maybe it was off to Paradise. With a shot over the
edge of the box (which was 130 cm high), she was soon out. Admittedly, it
hurt a little in the wound, but what did it matter. She was an Icelander for
God'’s sake, so she could tolerate a lot. But it did not helped to be out. She
was quickly captured and now the top door was also closed and she was in a
real prison instead.

Above all else, she loved food, especially sweet good grass, so when the food
ran out she took matters into her own hands, or maybe we should say with
her own chest. Without electricity in the pastures, it was just a matter of add-
ing the chest and most of the fences broke. She sometimes took her pasture
companions on long walks in the neighborhood so that they would survive
when the food began to run out in the pastures. But she did not find Paradise
there. Maybe because Mum always returned her to the lean pastures.

Not even the day she cracked the gate to the bridge did she find what she
was looking for. Once out on the bridge, she discovered that the large grass
she had seen was only bloomed reeds, something that not even an Icelandic

horse is so interested in.

But she thought she had found what she wanted that day when she saw the

sweet sugar grass in the little paddock. It was absolutely delicious and pure

Paradise. And probably she could have stood for a longer time than it was,

but Mum came soon (well soon and soon - she was about 300 km from there
when the message reached her).

But even other things than grass could attract her, when you would meet the
new flock, the two-legged part of the pasture only shared non-electircal wire.
Why? It would have been nicer if everyone could go together, and it was a bit
fun to see how the boys made up for the ranking. It got a little lumpier when
it was electricity that divided the pasture, but smart as she was, she went out
of the pasture in one place and then went in to the boys a little further away,
with no electricity. It was paradisiacal fun to see the boys dancing around
and cheering for each other. But even this did not last forever.

Now she stood on her hurting feet, but it was really OK now, for she ate the

best she had ever eaten. A whole bucket full of oats, apples and other good-

ies. Oats that she had only snuck a few grains of once in a while when they
were lying on the ground. Now she got a whole race horse portion.



Then she saw the green meadows on the other side of a wooden gate. Would
she find Paradise now? She took the plunge! Only it would not be like when
she jumped over the barrier in the transport and got stuck in the halter. It was
not so easy to take in for king and motherland, when the feet hurt so much.
Because even though she did not show it, like a real Icelander, it hurt. So
instead of flying over the gate, she crashed straight through it.

She stood panting on the other side, her feet wide apart and her head down.
Sticks from the gate flew in the air and slowly a cloud of red hair fell to the
ground.

Slowly she straightened up. She was standing on an open steppe with a hill
and a few trees. There was a herd of horses looking at her. A black horse
detached itself from the herd and slowly came strolling towards her while she
shook her whole head and said to herself, that horse - that horse.

It was her foster mother who came up to her and said.
Welcome to Paradise!

Here is a life just the way we want it. There is so much exciting to do here.
And there are no stupid insects - that’s great.

There are e.g. different surfaces to choose. It’s so nice to run on the peat lake
it swing so well. And especially thoroughbreds love to gallop there. They run
back and forth and the hooves thunder towards the ground and you can feel
how the ground shakes. But it is nice to run on other surfaces as well, in lo-
vely soft snow, where the snow sprays in the air. And you who like water, you
will surely like to run on the beach where the water splashes and it actually
squeaks about the hooves sometimes in some places in the sand. It sounds so
funny.

And when you are warm, you only need to stand on a hill, when there is a

cooling wind. I sometimes like when there is a snow blizzard and you turn

your butt towards the wind so that the tail really tickles you under the sto-
mach.

Do you know that you can get your own human whenever you want. If you
want to ride, pull a cart or work in the forest or in the meadow, you just have
to wish for it. And you decide for yourself when you no longer have the desire.
The humans also have better balance here, everyone can sit bareback and no
one has any reins that they hang in either, we are completely free. You can put

them off with a small buck and they stand on their feet or do a nice somer-

sault without hitting themselves.

If you want to be brushed or groomed, there are humans that are ready at the
massage station, much like cleaner fishes, you know. You can request a spe-
cial cleaner if you want.



And if you want foals, you just have to decide, you who always look so
longingly at newborn foals. But you know, sometimes they can be annoying,
although they grow up at last as well.

There are all kinds of food too, and you do not get fat from it either. There
are oat fields and lawns and wild steppe meadows and real mountain moors.
You just have to test the sweet grass. It grows at the source with cold won-
derful sparkling water. Water that bubbles, so it tickles so nicely on the nose.
And not far from there is an authentic Icelandic spa. With wonderfully smel-
ling clay. That’s where I thought to go now, Are you going to keep up?

She looked at the black horse that turned around and started trotting away
with quick steps. Icelandic spa, what was that, well it did not sound very
nice, but sweet grass and sparkling water - it sounded fun.

So she decided - and pep a iii and bent away with a happy kick back and a
little fart.

Maybe it was not such a stupid place she ended up in.
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