The Annie in My Eyes
It’s a “Black Beauty” story.  Born a racehorse, then trained as a jumper, Annie was in her later years a teenager’s friend.  The teenager grew up and went away to college.  What are parents to do?  No one wanted Annie.  She was getting old, you know.  Her gaits were no longer elastic and proud.  A therapeutic riding program tried to use her but couldn’t keep her.  Annie came home looking sadder than before.

Annie’s owner’s parents called us,  “Please come to look at Annie.  Maybe you can use her as a school horse.”  We went to look at the mare.  I could tell when Annie stepped from her stall that she was unsound.  “We can’t use her,” I said.  “She’s lame.  She can’t trot.  She can’t carry anyone.  She can’t even walk without limping.  You need to find her a retirement home.”

I went home but couldn’t forget about Annie.  We were overburdened ourselves with older horses no longer of much use as school horses.  We had to take care of our senior citizens.  They’d lived with us for 15, 20, 25 years.  We couldn’t afford to take care of Annie too.

Annie’s owners persisted.  “We’ve given her a thorough vet exam.  The vet says she’s sound.  Please come to look at her again.  We can help pay for you to keep her.  We’ll give you hockey tickets,,,,”  We went to look at Annie again.

We learned that the mare had had some good basic training.  She was able to do “school figures” (circles and turns).  I trotted Annie.  She was uneven, but my husband said she didn’t appear to be in pain.  We brought her home.

Annie was still a sad-looking creature.  She stood by herself in the corral.  Unlike all of the other horses, Annie’s eyes were dead.  Annie was tuning out the world.  She didn’t care.

Every time I was near Annie I spoke to her, “Pretty girl, sweet pretty girl, we’re so glad you’re here.”  Was it true?  Who cares?  One becomes what we see in our mind’s eye.  In time, Annie’s eyes came alive – even if only briefly in the beginning.

We started to use Annie in riding lessons.  I corrected students who dismissed her as a beaten-down nag.  I helped them to see what I saw in Annie: a sleek and beautiful dancer.  As we incorporated the training pyramid - first rhythm, then suppleness; I surprised even myself with the outcome.  Inside there was indeed a gorgeous, definitely sound and smooth-moving horse.  No old nag here.

Every day I counter the prejudices – a horse that is too small, too heavy, too old, too stiff, too slow, too distracted, too tense, too dense, too difficult – a rider who is too small, too heavy, too old, too stiff, too slow, too distracted, too tense, too dense, too difficult…  Inside every one of them I see rhythm, balance, partnership and beauty.

Please visit Centaur Rising.  Witness the miracles.  Be part of one too!

Kristann Cooper, with an MS in counseling psychology, is Executive Director of Centaur Rising.  The 501©(3) nonprofit organization works to restore Man’s connection with Nature.  The welfare of all horses is our primary mission, as is the promise of personal growth for humans.  This is accomplished through the teaching of classical horsemanship.  Please visit our website at www.CentaurRising.org.  Reach us at info@CentaurRising.org or 303-838-5086.  Your financial support is very much needed for our work to continue.  Thank you!
