
SURKIT'S EQUUELS
"

14" I" .Gr·e>' t"lar-e :3./A Ar'ab i an ."FOOL"

!=r-iend of Faye .E<. nd B\;.l-€i-N·e-+-s.etn
/Sur-kit's Equuels (Fool) was bor-n in June 1975. Her- br-eeding is on

the Cr-abbet-Davenpor-t str-ain on her- sir-e's side and back to Fadl on her-
dam's side. She was the second foal bor-n to the ~elson clan. She was a
dainty foal, hence the name Equuels, which is Latin for- "I ittle hor-se".
The s t ud fee at' t h a t time 1.'..1':<.-:. '$75.00. Foo l has no t gr-cltJmtall in
s t a tur e , but is.huge in h eart , Her- attitude, at times, is s I11>', and she
se es manv gr'eml i ns along the t re t l . Yet on the tr-ail, i t rs CIUt in +ron t
that sh~ wants to be •. She star-ted in competive tr-ail r-ides at the age. of
4 and placed 2nd on her- first ride. She r-eached her- 1,000· miles at the
age of 7, doing both competetive and endur-ance. She placed 5th in UMECRA
Top Ten Competetive in 1982, r-idden bY,Bonnie Kaufman. Dur-ing that year-
she finished 565 miles. Se~er-al times going endurance on Satur-day and
competetive on Suhday, placing in both on sever-al occasions. In 1983 she
placed 2nd in UMECRA 1 imited distance and also had the honor- of Reser-ve
Champ i on 100 tvlile 1./2 Ar-a.bi.an at. Ca.scade, 1.:<.. I Foo l v,lon a lovely bronz e
statue for- her- estacic owner-.

FCled is. .:<. +r-Ien d tl::'me an d i s a J ov tCI be (/,lith. She is also a
e~allenge to r-ide. She and I ar-e lear-ning to.r-ide endur-anee together-.
Fool is ver-sitile, riding the tr-ails in spr-ing, summer- and fall. Dur-ing
the winter-, we hi teh her to our- one hor-se open sleigh and merrily fly
through the_woods or- down the r-oad with sleigh bells ,jingl ing.

Following is a poem about the Fool written by Bonnie Kaufman after
her year' V,I i t h FClc.]. It ,:.ays·it all.

The FClcd

They call you a fool, /
and I guess you are.

Shying at rocks
and ghosts in the gr-ass.

Skimming thr-ough pines
tossing your head to go faster.

They all know the Fool
with coat of icy whi te

And an eye for .mischief
and the spirit of one possessed.

They cal I you a Fool,
but who can outdo.you?

Your legs never tire,
Your ~pirit never wanes.

A fool you may be,
What's wrong with that?

For I'm proud to know you,
You are the Fool.


