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‘The Gelding Flu’ 

Not to be sexist or anything… but geldings are wusses. I have had horses for nearly 30 years and 
have always been a ‘mare person’. I have always admired how a mare will make you work for the 
relationship, and ask ‘why?’ I am a ‘why’ kind of person, too. 

Don’t get me wrong, I appreciate geldings, they tend to be the most willing partners. The big problem? 
They seem to have the lowest pain tolerance of the species… My opinion is based on my personal 
experiences. I think its kind of like a case of the ‘man flu.’ “Nothing has ever been this bad. I’ve never 
been this sick. Will you get me water? I’m so cold.” You’ve heard it all before…

My first real experience with this was a horse named, Tank. He was a big, red appendix Quarter Horse 
I was given to rehab from navicular. He was trick trained and became a bulldozer if there were treats 
in sight. He was excited to do anything. He was my husbands faithful mount for a couple years. A 
good ‘beer drinking buddy.’ Then, he got an abscess. You would have thought he broke his leg. He 
refused to walk, even for a treat! I know a trick for helping horses blow abscesses quick (you can see 
it on haychix.com), so it only took a day and a half but you’d think it was years! Meanwhile, a couple of 
my mares were brewing abscesses and you wouldn’t even know it. They carried on like normal, and 
blew the abscess a few days later.
 
When I was trimming for a living, it seemed that if a horse was tender after a trim, it was more than 
likely a gelding. I rehabbed several horses, but it always seemed there were more geldings that 
needed to be ‘mommed.’ 

This brings us to Kevin… He was a palomino, Kentucky Mountain Saddle Horse. He had a severe 
case of the ‘gelding flu.’ Actually, it was laminitis. He was the kind of horse that was the crabbiest in 
the pasture, he loved to be taken care of and he sucked to trim. Even with copious amounts of bute 
and cushions to make him comfortable, he would rip his foot out from my death grip like it was
nothing. I loved Kevin, he and I spent a ton of time together. We even had a workout program we 
shared on Instagram and Snapchat… ‘Cardio with Kevin’ where we went for walks to get his
metabolism to work a little better. He was a trooper, even with the regular blood draws, trimming and 
boots. He ultimately lost his battle with laminitis, as his kidneys were starting to get fatigued and he 
wasn’t able to get on the other side of it. I miss Kevin.
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Since Kevin was my main riding partner, I had to get a ‘backup’ horse.
I purchased Major, a beautiful blue roan Fox Trotter gelding. Major
had never taken a lame step and acted more like a stallion than a
gelding. That was, until he foundered from a load of hay we got. It was
so uncharacteristic of him to be sore. He refused to even walk up for
water or food. I wasn’t sure he was laminitis, since his symptoms and
the way he looked when he walked didn’t seem like any other
foundered horse I’d seen. I ended up taking him to the vet, twice. It
was just straight up laminitic. He is on the mend now and God must
have known I had learned all kinds of new tricks to help that issue at a
recent clinic I attended. Since finding out, I have glued on easyshoes
and he’s moving better than he has in a couple weeks. He’s just such
a wuss. He acts as if he needs a blanket when the temp drops below
40… and he is not lacking in coat. He constantly places shavings in
his mane and tail (on purpose) so I’ll brush him and tell him he’s pretty.
 
It makes me wonder if God makes geldings so ‘needy’ that we feel
obligated to nurture and ‘mom’ them. It could be a strategy to make us
want to love on them more than if they were strong and self-sufficient.
I still love my mares… but these guys are really growing on me.    
  
Do you have a gelding like this?  


