Gumba

For an Arabian, he was a plain-looking horse.  We bought three three-year-olds the day we bought Senador.  They all had the same Arabian sire.  Senador was the only one of the three that had had no saddle training.

For some reason I took Senador under my wing.  I had a fulltime job then in the city.  For the next four years or so, I made a commitment to work with him at least four days per week.  Every night after work I’d start dinner for my family, then “pull my boots on’.  Like many other duties in life, it was at this point a commitment.  It was not always a lot of fun.

Senador was difficult.  His way of spooking was to go straight up in the air – often with a 180-degree change of direction mid-air.  He had no inborn confidence.  Despite the many dozens of horses I’ve trained as trail horses, I never successfully used Senador as a dependable lead horse.  He wasn’t brave enough.

In time Senador became more beautiful.  He was a pleasure to ride in the arena – smooth gaits, smooth transitions.  I wished I’d known then what I know now, as I’d have helped him to become even more wonderful.

Senador was “one of the boys” in the horse corral.  He could be turned out with any other horse.  His happiest spot on a trail was not in the front (as I said before) nor in the rear (oh my gosh, don’t leave me!!!) – but safely ensconced in the middle of the pack.  He excelled in Arabian breed classes – where he could again be part of the herd – but not in dressage (oh my gosh, I’m all alone again!)

When Senador was nine years old, I quit my day job to become a fulltime riding instructor.  At times I was tempted to use Senador, whom I nicknamed “Gumba”, as a school horse.  “He would make a great equitation mount,” I told myself, “so rhythmical, so smooth”.

The time came.  One of my students seemed to need Senador.  Her parents were divorced.  There were definitely days when Courtney was “down”.  Senador helped me to convince Courtney of how special she was.  Indeed they did become a most remarkable pair.

For thirteen years Senador was my “best school horse”.  He was a most generous soul and helpmate.  Somehow I felt he, in his own way, was repaying me for all those years I believed in him.  Senador taught hundreds of students to canter.  He produced smiling champions in countless show rings.

But we all age.  Senador had trouble shedding his winter coat.  Cushing’s syndrome robbed him of his beauty and vitality.  We did not have the wonder drug “pergolide” in those days.  Cushings eventually took Gumba’s life.

After countless trail rides, horse shows, parades, horse expos and over 1000 riding lessons, I miss my beloved helpmate still - with all my heart and soul.
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