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About this time four years ago, I was picking up my five-month-old weanling from a rescue agency drop point. A Premarin foal, he had been herded into the trailer in Canada, herded out of the trailer in Colorado, and had essentially no other interactions with people. Similarly, I had never raised or trained a horse that young, and all I knew about him was that he looked adorable in that one picture online, he needed a home, and my mare needed a companion. When he arrived he was quickly adopted into the hearts of our family. But underneath the cuddly emotions I was a bit overwhelmed at what I had taken on, and thankful that I had a couple of years to focus on socialization and ground manners before having to know how to train him. Those years flew by quickly, and when I turned around, he was three years old and ready to begin. I did not feel ready to begin at all. 

Luckily, during that time my mare and I had become a part of Centaur Rising. I was able to calm my panic about this youngster by knowing that if I could just get him in the trailer, I would have support. So we began on the lunge line, and one lesson at a time we moved forward. He was surprisingly well mannered and I was riding him in no time. In one clinic, just before winter set in, we even cantered. 

Then the winter came, and he spent the months at home in the snow being loved, growing, and waiting for spring to resume training. He had turned four years old, and somehow he had discovered his body and his power and his opinions. He flipped around on the lunge line and when I got on he bucked in place and refused to take a single step forward. I was leaning heavily on Centaur Rising for the support to keep working positively and compassionately. I needed their structure and encouragement, as I otherwise would have crumbled into frustration and fear, lost my temper and chickened out. 

This summer, Jordan and I entered our first horse show at introductory level. He was all strung out with his nose in the air, my elbows were stiff, and we broke into the trot a couple times when we shouldn’t have, but all I felt was gratitude as we completed an essentially accurate test with no fuss. He went forward willingly, and was curious about the unusually active atmosphere but afraid of nothing. Maybe next time it won’t go as smoothly, and we continue to work through challenges, but in Jordan’s face I see a long-term partnership built on respect and trust. When a friend asked me, “Are you breaking that horse?” I had to think about those words. I am proud to be raising and training a horse that has his spirit intact and maybe even looks forward to the work. 

