Mary Kate Bueltmann
Writing Assignment 7
03/28/2011
W103
The Pony
	My 6-year-old was fast becoming a raging bitch. Please understand that after what has happened it is extremely hard for me to be honest about how I was feeling about her. Maybe bitch is a little too harsh, but at the very least, I was starting to get fed up with her attitude. I know her mother and I are mostly at fault. Claire was spoiled, she was spiteful, and she would do anything to get her way. Karen and I tried our best to fix her behavior, but she would discover a way to inconvenience us so much that we would just give in. For Christmas, Claire asked for a pony. 
“We’re not getting her a pony,” I told Karen. 
	“I know we’re not getting her a pony, Ted. That’s ridiculous.” Karen replied. Although, later, after searching her computer, I found that she had, in fact, searched for prices of ponies on her computer.
	“No, I’m serious this time, Karen. We are not getting her a pony. This has to stop.”
	“You think this is my fault?!” She screamed, “You bought her the lizards after I drew the line. You still buy her candy every time you pass the candy store. You are the reason she is going to be overweight!” It was true that I bought her candy, but our daughter was in no danger of becoming overweight. She had her mother’s metabolism. And as far as the lizards go, at least they aren’t ponies.
	“Well, what about you?” I said, “Half of my salary goes to The Children’s Place and Gymboree! When I walk past the mannequins in the mall, sometimes I double take because they’re so similarly dressed to Claire!” 
We went back and forth like that, naming all of the things we had each given to our daughter: roller skates, bicycles, moon bounces, Barbies, dolls, nail polish, hula hoops, video games, TV sets, etc. I could on, but I won’t bore you. This time we weren’t giving in. I happen to know that a pony can cost anywhere from 300.00$ to 100,000.00$. I make a lot of money. I’m a physician. But I am not going to own a pony. I don’t have the time or patience to own a pony. Lizards, yes. Ponies, no.
I think I got less sleep than Claire did on Christmas Eve. I had no idea what kind of stunt she’d pull when she realized there was no pony underneath her stacks of presents. I expected her to cry and whine, to make deals with us, or to blackmail us in order to get her beloved pony. None of these things happened. She cried a little, but then she was silent. She went up to her room and left all of her new toys. She didn’t touch them for weeks. I made it my sole purpose to find out what she was planning.
“Claire, honey, did you forget about all your new toys?” I asked her.
“No, I just don’t want them,” She said.
“Why not, dear?”
“Because they’re not a pony,” She smiled at me.
“But darling, remember we talked about how Mommy and Daddy can’t afford a pony right now.
“You can afford a pony if you stop spending so much money on yourselves,” she cooed. It sounds disgusting, I know, but you couldn’t possibly deny her, she’s so damn cute.  
Mustering up all my strength, I replied, “We’re not going to buy you a pony, sweetheart.”
“But what if I really needed it? What if I couldn’t breathe without it?” She asked innocently.
At this point, having gotten her to regress to hypotheticals, I was feeling as though I had just triumphed, so I said absent-mindedly, “If you couldn’t breathe without a pony, I would get you a pony.” She then proceeded to hold her breath until I decided to give in. Luckily, she had tried this act before and failed. I wasn’t worried.
“That’s not going to work, Claire-Bear,” I laughed and went into the other room to read my book, but before I could manage to lock myself in my study, my wife stormed in. She had just been to the hair salon, so I would normally expect her to be in a good mood. Her hair looked ravishing, but her face was livid.
“What’s wrong, dear?” I asked (though I was not in the least bit curious what was wrong).
“Your daughter is what’s wrong!” she shrieked, “She won’t shut up about that damn pony!”
“Shh! She’ll hear you,” I said.
	“I don’t care if she hears me, I’m so fucking tired of her bullshit!”
	“Karen, please.”
	“I think we should just get her the pony.”
	“Karen! No. We’re not getting her a pony. Don’t you see what a pony stands for? What does every little girl ask for when they’re little? A pony. Do you know how many little girls actually get a pony? I’m sure Claire will not be at any disadvantage after not having a pony, so please, just wait this out and let her forget about it,” I begged. At that remark, Karen stormed off again, probably to drown her sorrows in a bottle of wine.
	I thought I had finally won. When Claire came home from school the next day she seemed very content, even cheerful. When I asked her what she learned in school, she had a longwinded response about some service animals article in Time for Kids that the teacher read. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and took her Roseart craft kit (one of her Christmas presents!) up to her room. Karen and I looked at each other and smiled. It was a glorious moment. Naturally, it didn’t last.
	Claire flounced downstairs, reeking of the perfume her mother decided to buy her for Christmas. 
	“Have you decided?” she asked. Karen and I honestly had no idea what she was talking about. 
	“What, darling?” Karen replied.
	“The pony. You said you would talk to Daddy and make him reconsider!”
	“WHAT!” I was livid. I worse than livid. “Claire, for the last time, YOU ARE NOT GETTING A PONY. STOP ASKING. GO UPSTAIRS AND PLAY WITH YOUR CORNACOPIA OF OTHER EXPENSIVE TOYS!” It must have been convincing, because it worked. She ran, simpering, upstairs. I turned to Karen then and released a storm upon her, but I didn’t finish. A bloodcurdling scream came from the bathroom.
	Karen and I raced each other up the stairs to see what was the cause of it. Claire was bloodsoaked. Her eyes were mangled, and on the floor were the scissors from her Roseart craft kit. Karen passed out. I was left alone with my blinded, screaming daughter and my guilt. She clawed at her eyes as if somehow that would take the gouges out and bring back her vision. I picked her up and washed the blood from her face. All that was left were her pale, vacant sockets. She turned her face toward me. Then she handed me the article that her teacher had showed them. The title read, “Seeing-Eye Ponies, Dogs of the Future”.
	“Can I have a pony now, Daddy?”
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