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It’s February… the month set aside for jewelers, card manufacturers, and florists to make their bank 
for the year. I hope you have not been inundated with hearts and bows and everything pink and red. 
While I do not celebrate Valentine’s day, it does remind me to be thankful for my loved ones and to 
outwardly express those feelings, towards humans and animals. 

Misty was my heart horse. She was a three-year-old, green-broke
Arab Pinto. I had never owned a horse before, so my mom had this
great idea to get Misty so we could ‘grow up’ together. I would not
suggest this. I don’t know how a green horse + a green rider didn’t =
black & blue! I must have given my guardian angels a run for their
money because I was fearless and Misty was incredibly athletic. She
had a spook that sent her jumping ten feet sideways, but together,
we were unstoppable.
 
My mom has always said that we ‘saved’ her, as we bought her from a man that was starving her. This 
may be true, but I can tell you, she definitely saved me. I never really ‘fit in’ while growing up. I was 
awkwardly tall and had way too much energy. I didn’t have much for friends and was subject to
bullying. Misty would stand there and let me cry in her mane to get out all my 'teenage angst.’ She 
would nuzzle me like she cared and understood. She kept me from chasing boys and helped me to 
keep my priorities straight when I started dating my husband, Craig. I wouldn’t be who I am today 
without her. She is the only reason I did not take my own life. I had considered it many times... but if I 
were gone, who would take care of Misty?
 
Misty grew old way too early. She fought Cushings disease and insulin resistance, common to most 
Arabs. This taught me even more about loving and caring for horses. She eventually lost her battle 
with a terrible respiratory infection that her compromised immune system couldn’t kick. I had to
euthanize her at the age of 24. I still have dreams of her breath that smelled like Doritos. 

How do you find another ‘heart horse?’ It has been years since she’s passed. I have fostered and 
owned many horses willing to take her place but I haven’t met ‘the one.’ I thought I had two different 
heart horses, Lucy and Kevin. Looking back now, I think they were just the ones that I spent the most 
time with. 

(Misty)
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I loved Lucy. She was a beautiful dun, Quarter Horse with Navicular
disease. I tried my hardest to fix her. Even with going through Lyme
treatments and corrective shoeing, she was such a lover. I spent
every day researching and studying pictures of her feet, but I
couldn’t save her either.

Then came Kevin. He was a crabby, palomino, Kentucky Mountain
Saddle Horse. He was a founder rehab I purchased and he quickly
became my favorite. We spent lots of time riding together and then
therapy time together when his insulin resistance became
unmanageable. He was in so much pain and no matter how perfect
his diet and exercise routine was, he was miserable. I euthanized
him in August 2018. 
 
This got me thinking… I loved both of these horses so much, but
neither one was the ‘heart horse’ I’d been searching for. They got
the most attention because I had to tend to their needs and
research how to make them better. I spent a lot of time with them
and was closed off to the rest of my herd that wanted to become
‘mine.’ I call this the “squeaky wheel syndrome.” Where you have to
pay so much attention and time on a specific ‘problem’ horse that
the rest of the horses in your herd don’t get the love they deserve.
I have noticed similar things in my family. Only the squeaky wheels
get the attention. Don’t let this happen in your herd (or family).
Keep an open heart and the set intention to show love to all. This
can completely change the dynamics of the herd. It only takes a
couple minutes to show love without an ulterior motive with some
rubs and some hugs. Who knows you might already have that
heart horse in your pasture.

Who is your heart horse?

(Lucy)

(Kevin)


