As I sat down to write this I tried to remember how many years I had been a member of the saddle club.  I know that it has been at least 15 years and maybe more than that.  Those of you who have ridden with me will remember me riding a Palomino named Murphy.  Murphy is 24 this spring and has been permanently retired due to bad stifle joints.  He is happy to spend his retirement standing guard over our two brood mares.  Not a bad life for an old boy. 
The decision my father made to buy me a horse when I was 15 forever changed my life for the better.  I have made countless friends through my association with horses and I treasure each and every one.
 I am pictured here with my three year old filly Annie.   Four years ago I got the bright idea that I would raise a baby and train it myself to replace Murphy.  Considering that I am 48 I often ask myself, what was I thinking?  Fortunately I was blessed with a baby with a great disposition.  This coupled with the fact that she and I have developed a very trusting relationship over the last three years has made it a positive experience.  An injury last summer delayed the start of her training until this spring.  She is making good progress and we hope to make it to a trail ride maybe by fall.  The injury actually was a blessing in disguise since she just now stands 14 hands.  The extra year gave her time to heal and grow.  Although I have to say it’s pretty handy having a short horse when it comes to getting on and off.
Happy Trails

Cheryl
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