
OK. Reality time. I am 46 years old, diabetic, overweight and have arthritis in my knees. I had a little fat black pony when I was a 
child but after age 12, my pony went away and I didn’t get to ride much for the next 30 years. I always intended to get back to riding, 
but growing up got in the way and riding horses was a thing of the past for most of my life.

As an adult, I returned to riding once or twice a year in the summer with my favorite cousin, Tanya who lived in Michigan. I was not 
a good rider, but I could balance and hang on, so she patiently gave me instruction to keep me from hurting myself or one of her very 
well-trained horses. Tanya never “lost” her little black pony. She had horses most of her life and as an adult became a professional 
equestrian. She trains both horses and people and shows in very high end dressage horse shows. She is 2 years younger than I am and 
has 30+ years  more experience riding over me.

Three years ago, when I decided to take my health more seriously and take up riding as an exercise regime. Tanya was my biggest 
cheerleader. She stepped up her efforts with my summer visits into full lessons and trail rides together. She was fair and honest. I was 
not a great rider, but I was learning, I was growing and getting stronger.

I was taking riding lessons weekly at a farm about a half hour from my 
house. I started taking lessons in a group session with a six year old little 
girl. She and I started out at about the same ability level. We had balance 
and needed technique and skill. We both grew together as riders until 
her family moved away. I tried to continue with the same trainer, but got 
grouped into a class with other riders “my age” and felt I was being held 
back by their abilities, so I decided it was time to move to a different barn.

I didn’t realize the biggest advantage of the first barn where I took lessons 
was their lesson horses. I rode a lot of them and they were mostly all 
very well-behaved and suited to being lesson horses. Other barns I tried 
out didn’t have the same quality of horses for lessons and I found myself 
questioning my decision to leave the first barn even though I found a new 
barn and trainer close to my house that made me feel very comfortable. I 
had to make a change in my philosophy and decided to consider buying my 
own horse. A horse I could grow with and ride whenever I wanted instead of once a week with a trainer.

I called Tanya and told her that I was considering buying my own horse. It was a huge 
decision for me. It would mean not taking lessons anymore, but paying for board instead. 
It would mean that my training would fall on my shoulders, not on the shoulders of a once 
a week trainer. It would mean that I would have to be more of an equestrian and less of a 
person that takes riding lessons. It would mean that the horse I chose would be my biggest 
limitation on how much I could advance my riding skills. Tanya was thrilled to hear of my 
intentions and make me promise not to buy a horse without checking with her first. She is 
my expert and I gladly agreed.

I called Tanya about a couple horses I saw advertised and she gave me good advice and items to watch for in looking at horses. I felt I 
was on my way to finding a nice calm horse to settle in with. I just needed to find the right horse. 

Then one day, a cold day in December, I got a call that I never expected. It was Tanya. She was very upset. She explained that she 
found herself in a situation where she had to rescue some horses from a family member’s barn and she could not afford to keep 
all these horses in the barn where she worked as a trainer. Board is not cheap and horse ownership requires MUCH more than just 
boarding fees. There are farrier fees, vet fees, worming, vaccinations, equipment... you name it, it costs money with a horse. She 
currently was supporting five horses in the barn and just couldn’t continue. Her question to me was simple. “Which one do you want?”

I was stunned, my first question was “who are my choices?” She had two 
rescued horses, both of which I was not all that familiar with, and my 
third choice was Shy. Shy was a horse I was VERY familiar with. She was 
Tanya’s best show horse. I had ridden Shy before and Tanya had given me 
lessons on her before. They were some of my best lessons and I told her 
that I was a much better rider on Shy because she was a much better horse 
than any other I had ever ridden. In 2006 Tanya invited my husband, Mark 
and me to visit with Shy and her new foal Nicky. Tanya had bred her show 
horse and the resulting foal was, as expected, spectacular.

Now, late 2009, Nicky was in training under saddle as Tanya’s new show 



horse and Shy was hanging out in the pasture, giving the occasional lesson, but otherwise, now 20 years old, not being given the 
opportunities to work out as much as she needed. Tanya was willing to part with her only to a member of the family since she felt such 
a connection that she could never sell her.

I, without hesitation, said “I’ll take Shy”. Mark, who wasn’t hearing the whole conversation while we spoke on the phone had a 
confused look on his face when I hung up the phone with tears in my eyes. “I just got a horse”. I 
explained the situation to him and we both sat there in his jeep stunned, numb.

The weeks that followed were filled with anxiety, and preparation. I had to get the arrangements 
made at the barn, I had to buy blankets and a cooler, I needed all the necessary tack, bridle, saddle, 
saddle pads, stirrups, leathers, halter and lead rope, feed, buckets, brushes... you name it, I had to 
buy it. I had to have everything just right for the arrival of Shy, a 20 year old Elite Hanoverian, now 
to be under my care.

Tanya personally delivered Shy the second week of January. It was an unusually warm weekend and 
we did hours of intensive training in the indoor arena. I needed to learn how to communicate with 
my new partner. She was curious, attentive and eager to please. I felt like the queen of the barn with 
her at my side and under my saddle. But I was not the queen of the barn... Shy clearly was.

When Tanya left, suddenly I was 12 years old again with my fat little black pony... but now my 
pony was much taller, much better trained and totally my responsibility. Though the board I pay 

covers feeding, I have chosen to do that myself most days to form 
a strong bond between Shy and myself. It is 
working. She and I are gaining great respect 
for each other. The days are cold and very 
snowy, so riding hasn’t been a possibility most 
days. I have ridden her only twice since she 
arrived so far. When the weather breaks, we 
will ride several times a week, not only in the 
arenas but on the trails around the property 
where she lives. I have great respect for her 
and she seems to care for me as well. It is a 
great partnership and I am thrilled to have her 
as my friend. She is a kind hearted horse with 
a beautiful soul. My friends all want to come 
out and meet her and I am promising a “horse 
warming party” in the spring, but for now, I 
am happy to keep her all to myself.


