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Sue was fed up.  Things hadn’t been going all that well for us and she wanted to go 

on a “real vacation”.  We had been to the beach a couple of times and off on a get away 

weekend or two; but she wanted a real vacation.  One that was far away from anything 

faintly familiar and one that all she had to do was eat, sleep and be waited on.  The only 

trouble was that Bill wasn’t much for resort hotels, sight seeing, crowds and particularly 

amusement parks.  Mike’s only interest was amusement parks.  We had a problem. 

I should mention that Bill is 58 years old; worn down and starting a new job. His 

idea of a vacation is sitting on the back porch with his feet up, sipping wine and watching 

the flowers grow.  Chasing over God’s great earth in search of a “real vacation” was 

about as likely to happen as green grass in a pigpen.  Besides, there was a pile of siding 

on the garage floor that was looking forward to being a part of the house someday. 

Sue is younger and I dare say no more.  She was having a particularly difficult time.  

She had finally had to give up on her business after three years of long hours and a 

Herculean effort to make it work.  It just didn’t want to go, so she set it aside; but she was 

ready to play.  She even threatened to “play by herself if need be”.   

Knowing full well that Mike didn’t want to go anywhere but an amusement park, and 

also knowing that Sue wouldn’t leave Mike home, Bill didn’t budge. He just refused to 

go to an amusement park; the porch was looking more and more certain.  He even planted 

some morning glories so he could have some action during the day (for those of you who 

don’t know, they open and close everyday; they also climb high so you don’t have to 

bend over to look at them). 

Michael, by the way, is our nine year old son.  His primary goal in life is to beat 

every computer game known to man and please don’t bother him unless you are talking 

action.  Action like in an amusement park with plenty of hair raising rides and roller 

coasters; or possibly supper, but only if it is pasta and sauce.  All other situations or 

endeavors are non essential and irrelevant.  

Things were looking good for Bill; he was beginning to taste the wine.  Then it 

happened.  He was outside, working his fingers to the bone, trying to provide for his 

family when Sue came flying out of the house; well maybe it was more like floating on 

air with a strong wind behind her.  Anyhow, she was all enthusiastic and alive with 

excitement.   

“Guess what I just found on the internet?  Bill couldn’t wait to hear.  “I found this 

outfitter in Denver who will arrange the whole trip for us.  All we have to do is get on the 

airplane.  He will do all the rest, make all the arrangements, meet us at the airport, take us 

to the ranch and pick us up again when it is time to go home.” 

Bill’s reaction; “Ranch! What ranch?  I’m not going to any dude ranch.  I’m not 

going riding on any dude ranch.  The last time we did that all I could see was the south 

end of a horse going north.  Horseback riding is more than riding in a straight line, 

plodding along one after the other like a bunch of army ants.  If I go riding I want some 

action; at least a fast walk or even a jog.” 

But Honey, it’s not like that.  Ever heard that before guys? The American Safari 

Horse Ranch assigns us a wrangler and we can ride all we want. We get a bungalow all to 

ourselves, three meals a day and it is not a resort hotel.  It’s way out in the boonies.  

Besides you know how much you like to ride. 

Sue really had Bill stumped there.  He had had his own horse since he was eleven or 

twelve.  His dad had been in the cavalry about the time Poncho Via was poking around 



the Texas borders and was an exhibition rider for a couple of years after that.  Bill learned 

a lot from his dad and a lot on his own.  He rode everywhere, every day.  Restraint wasn’t 

exactly an often used word in his vocabulary.  In fact, if you listened real carefully, you 

could often hear “there goes that wild kid again; somebody really ought to speak to his 

father”.  But that is another story. 

Sue on the other hand had taken one or two lessons and was struggling to be a 

beginner.  Mike had never been on a horse.  Bill thought they had been watching too 

many cowboy stories.  If he had been thinking straight, he would have taken them on a 

two or three hour jaunt somewhere nearby.  That would have fixed it.  Trouble is all he 

could think about was his fading morning glories and evaporating wine. 

So Sue, Bill and Mike got on the airplane and finally arrived at their vacation 

destination. The American Safari Horse Ranch near Fairplay, Colorado; a dude ranch it 

definitely was not.  It was a place to ride horses; if you didn’t intend to do just that, then 

you would be better off leaving, or not going in the first place.   

Bill loved it at first sight.  There was a rambling old, one story ranch house that 

consisted primarily of dining rooms, a kitchen, a small office and a counter at which you 

transacted all business.  It was rustic and non pretentious. There were sheds and barns 

and corrals; and horses.  When do we ride? 

The ranch is located at about ten thousand feet, in a high mountain valley.  There 

were hills all about, but not high mountain peaks.  It was beautiful and peaceful; there 

was nowhere to go; there was nothing to do other than eat, sleep and ride. It was just what 

Sue needed and just what Bill wanted.  Well almost. 

They got assigned a guide, but not horses.  Where you went, he went.  Actually it 

was the other way around, where he went you went.  Not nose to tail, but in a wide line 

like a cavalry skirmish.  Trouble was, you never got to CHARGE.  The fact is, you never 

got above a sedate walk. 

After the first ten minutes of looking around, Bill got bored.  So he kinda wandered 

off to the side a little.  Then a little more until the wrangler started to get a little anxious; 

he waved and hollered; Bill waved back.  The wrangler trots over toward Bill; he 

couldn’t sit a trot; he had to stand in the stirrups. Bill would have liked to turn it into a 

game of tag, but he gave up and returned to the pack and watched Sue and Mike having 

the time of their lives. Oh my, this was starting to look serious; they liked horseback 

riding. 

It was a great vacation. Bill ate fantastic barbeque, went for a sedate ride twice a day 

and snoozed the rest of the time. Then it was time to go home. They were almost there 

when Sue had a “wonderful idea”. “Let’s get some horses of our own. We have plenty of 

land for pasture and we can build some stalls in the old heifer barn.” 

What happened to wine, morning glories and blissful relaxation? Bill wondered. It 

was gone. We now settled into the grueling experience of cleaning junk out of the heifer 

barn, building horse stalls and putting up fence all in the guise of fun for the whole 

family. Funny thing, Bill never heard anybody laughing while they were doing it. It was 

just complaints. “Dad, do I have to help? It’s too hot out here.” 

Have you ever tried to take down old barbed wire? Five strands high; there had to be 

two miles of it. It grabs you when you are not looking and dares you to move a muscle. 

By the time we were done Bill had used up three shirts and four pairs of jeans; his hands 

looked like cube steaks. He couldn’t remember when he had such fun.  



Then it happened, the first horse arrived. Sasha, a beautiful, sorrel Appendix mare; 

maybe a little high strung when she was excited. How were we to know that she was 

excited more than she was calm?  The first clue was when she arrived with a bucket of 

SoCalm. Her previous owner had to keep her sedated to ride her. Bill was ecstatic; a 

horse with spirit. Ho boy, this was going to be a blast. 

Sasha it seems had never been ridden outside an arena, at least that is the way she 

acted. On her maiden voyage with Bill, she sailed forth across the pasture and into a 

wooded lane. A puddle! He can’t possible want me to walk through this. I’ll just jump it. 

Oh my God a bird, a horse eating bird. I have to get out of here but first I have to get rid 

of this idiot on my back. A few bucks and jumps ought to fix that. What! He’s still there 

and he seems a little upset. Did you hear what he just called me; I’ve never been so 

insulted in my life. Oh look, I saw some green grass over there. I am kinda hungry after 

all this exercise; I’ll just walk along and stop to get some. 

I think you get the idea, Sasha was a handful and a never ending source of 

entertainment and excitement but what a thrill to ride. She became a wonderful trail horse 

once she learned about birds, deer, bushes and also some manners. 

No way could Sue or Mike learn to ride on Sasha so shortly after we bought Cooper. 

He was barely tall enough to be called a horse but he was a perfect lesson horse; totally 

unflappable. If you gave him the wrong cue, he just did nothing and simply stood there 

waiting for the right one. It was certainly frustrating to an inexperienced rider and Sue 

spent a lot of time riding in circles, doing figure eights and learning the correct cues. 

After a couple of days, Sue felt confident enough to venture forth on a trail ride out 

through our back lot and along one of our woodland trails.  You have to realize that 

Cooper was not a Sasha. His favorite gate was stop, his favorite cue was whoa and his 

forward speed was almost fast enough to be a walk. This was fine for Sue; she could 

concentrate on posture and cues and not have to worry about falling off. 

Bill was riding Sasha and it was obviously a problem for her. She couldn’t walk that 

slowly. She tried, she really did. She walked sideways, took three or four steps then 

turned around to see what Cooper was doing. She tried a ballet step or two; you know the 

kind where they jump around on their toes. Bill didn’t like that much but what was a 

horse supposed to do, she just could not walk that slow. 

Bill finally came up with a solution. He rode over to a hedge row and cut a long 

slender branch, skinned the leaves off, rode back to Sue and handed her the switch. “Here 

take this, give Cooper a walk fast cue and whack him on the rear until he can manage a 

fast walk.” So it finally happened. Cooper decided he really could keep up with Sasha’s 

slow walk.  

Sue became an excellent horse woman and we bought her Louie, a trailwise quarter 

horse. It took awhile for them to understand each other but they eventually bonded and 

Louie spent many a pleasant hour trying to put one over on Sue which he only 

occasionally managed to do. 

Bill bought Doc, a Paso Fino with a gate as smooth as a rocking chair. He and Sue, 

Doc and Louie spent many happy hours riding the wooded trails and byways of the 

countryside far and near. If you ask Bill if it was worth all the work, he will tell you that 

there is nothing in this world like riding hand in hand down a woodland trail with your 

sweetheart, wondering what is around the next corner or over the top of the next hill. 
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