
News from Refuge Ranch              

 the  

   Hitchinô 
                Post 

   Fall 2011 

her.  Often, careless riders will fasten the 
girth far too tight.  This is terribly uncom-
fortable for a horse and can make it diffi-
cult and even painful for them to breathe 
properly and move freely.  In defense, 
horses learn to take a deep breath and 
inflate their stomachs.  When the rider is 
done adjusting the girth, the horse lets 
out the breath and there is slack between 
the strap and the saddle.  Plenty of inex-
perienced riders have found themselves 
on the ground in an ungraceful heap 
when a saddle slips to the side after a 
savvy horse has done just this.  In Lyricôs 
case, however, as soon as a rider would 
move to buckle the girth, she  became so 
terrified she would stagger and nearly go 
down to her knees.   
 
Over time, we have seen a huge change 
in Lyric.  Not only is she much more will-
ing to allow us to catch and halter her, but 
she is calm and steady in the arena, and 
probably the friendliest, best tempered 
mare I have ever worked with.  While we 
still tighten her girth very slowly, and very 
gently in increments, she is not nearly as 
troubled by the process now.  It is so 
gratifying to watch her learn  to trust 
again.  
  
We mentors are regularly humbled by our 
time with the children at the Ranch.  So 
often we come expecting to invest in the 
kids, hoping to give  or  share something 
that will impact them and encourage them 
to grow.  More often than not we are the 
ones who are challenged, stretched, 
grown and blessed through our time with 
them.    This was exactly the case during 
one of my last sessions of the season.    

by Kelly Knight  

       With Chris Daniels  

Meet Savanna.  This spunky, little 
young lady entered the barn that day 
with a bounce in her step.  It was an 
absolutely beautiful, fall day - breezy 
and crisp.  The skies were clear and 
the sun provided just enough warmth 
to keep the wind from being uncomfort-
able.  Savanna sauntered in wearing 
her cowgirl boots and a bright smile on 
her face.  It was my first session with 
her and my initial impression was of a 
comfortable, secure, young cowgirl 
who was right at home on the Ranch. 
She was seemingly full of confidence, 
that is until someone mentioned the 
idea of riding a horse that day.  
 
It was the last Saturday of the season 
and before the session, Chris had pre-
sented me with a challenge - ñTry to 
get her to ride a horse.  Iôd really like to 
see her ride at least once this sea-
son!ò    Though I did not know this at 
the time, I later found out that on Sa-
vannaôs first visit to the Ranch she had 
seen one of our teenage riders take a 
spill.  The horse had gotten spooked by 
a tractor plowing in a field right next to 
the arena.  Even though the girl who 
had fallen off was okay and got back 
on the horse shortly afterwards, seeing 
her fall had left a lasting impression on 
Savanna.   While she had enjoyed 
working with and around the horses on 
the ground, up until this point she had 
been pretty adamant that she was not 
interested in trying to ride. 
 

Not being one to beat around the bush,  
 
 

Trust is a funny thing. 
 
Some give it freely and easily.  Others 
feel that it needs to be earned.  You can 
have someoneôs trust for years, only to 
lose it in an instant.  Perhaps you 
are  trying to regain a lost trust or trying 
to learn how to trust again. 
 
I had never really stopped to consider 
just how much the children who come to 
the Ranch are asked to put  their trust in 
their mentors and for so many of them, 
this is an incredibly difficult thing.  Some 
have experienced a lifetime of lies, loss, 
disappointment, abuse, and betrayal.   
For them, trust is not just difficult, it is 
terrifying!    
 
Even many of the horses at the Ranch 
have a mountain of fear and mistrust to 
overcome. Lyric is an older mare who 
came to live at Refuge about 2 years 
ago.  All we know about Lyricôs back-
ground was that before coming to live 
here, she had been purchased out of a 
fairly bad situation.   Lyric used to be 
one of the hardest horses at the Ranch 
to catch.   As soon as she saw the rope 
and halter she would dash to the oppo-
site side of the paddock.  She wasnôt just 
playing a game like some horses with a 
bit of an ornery streak.  You could tell 
she really didnôt trust people and she 
was frightened by the thought of what 
would happen if she let someone catch 
her.   
  

Not only was she difficult to catch, but 
Lyric was absolutely terrified when any-
one tightened the girth (the strap that 
goes around a horseôs barrel to hold the 
saddle in place) as they prepared to ride  



the last row of Lyrics mane but before I 

could complete the task, Savanna piped 

up, ñCan you just stop doing that, so I 

can get on.ò  I had to laugh out loud.  It 

was evident that she was anxious to get 

on with it, before her new found courage 

left her.  

When she climbed onto the mounting 
platform, it was obvious she was still 
more than a little nervous.   Lori, a good 
friend who usually brings Savanna to the 
Ranch, was watching the session and 
suggested that we pray together and ask 
God to watch over us and keep us 
safe.   We did just that, and finally Sa-
vanna took a big breath and hoisted her-
self into the saddle.  The first few, slow 
steps Lyric took away from the platform 

I asked, ñSo, which horse do you want 

to ride, Savanna?ò  All of the earlier 

confidence seemed to melt away as 

she sheepishly hid behind the nearest 

adult.  Getting her on a horse was obvi-

ously not going to be an easy task.  For 

the moment, we decided to find a horse 

to groom and pamper instead.  After 

careful consideration, Savanna decided 

Lyric could use a trip to the horsie day 

spa.  As I look back now, 

I am fascinated at how 

God consistently 

matches up kids and 

horses whose stories and 

struggles seem to closely 

parallel each other. It was 

no coincidence that the 

girl struggling with confi-

dence chose a horse who 

understood that same 

struggle so well.  

I chose to tie Lyric to a 
post with a good view of 
the riding arena, where 
another session was in 
progress.  I was hoping 
the general contact with 
the horse while grooming 
would relax Savanna and 
build her confidence 
around the horses.  I also 
hoped that watching her 
friend who was riding in 
the arena nearby might 
pique her own interest.  
 
We went to the barn to 
get Lyricôs grooming 
bucket and on our way 
back to the hitching post 
we stopped next to 
a stack of straw bales with a saddle on 
top.   With a grin,  I told Savanna to 
step on up and take a ride on ñBuck-

wheatò ~ the calmest horse on the 
ranch.  As she sidled up to old Buck-
wheat, she stated very clearly that this 
did NOT mean that she would be riding 
a real horse that day.  I nodded in un-
derstanding and after some fun with 
Buckwheat we turned our attention 
back to the real horse she had chosen. 
 
She began brushing Lyric, taking spe-
cial care to try and flick away as much 
dust from her coat as she could.   As 
we worked, I began to notice her atten-
tion was drifting.   She would brush for 
a moment, then she would stop and 
watch the scene in the arena, then she 
would brush some more.  

caused Savannaôs eyes to double in 

size as she released a small, nervous 

whimper.  But as we carefully made our 

first lap around the arena her expres-

sion began to soften into a relaxed 

smile.  After several laps, her white 

knuckled grip on the saddle horn had 

begun to relax and she even  lifted her 

arms into the air as she playfully called 

out, ñLook, Lori!  No hands!ò    

We rode for a while 

longer, Savanna jab-

bering away and 

laughing, obviously 

enjoying her time in 

the saddle.  As we 

neared the end of the 

session,  I asked Lyric 

to stop and told Sa-

vanna that she could 

dismount.   Imagine 

my surprise and de-

light when she looked 

down at me and 

asked, ñDo I have to 

get off?ò    

Unfortunately, the an-

swer was, ñYes,ò our 

session time was al-

most over.  But she 

was not giving up that 

easily     

ñCan we just walk her 

around in here a little 

bit?ò  She was so en-

joying her time with 

Lyric that she was 

searching for any opportunity to 

stay with her.  I was torn.  I knew 

we were out of time, but I was ecstatic 

that she wanted to stay with Lyric.   

I found myself saying, ñWell, if you 

want to do that, how óbout I get up on 

her back and you lead?ò Now, donôt 

ask me what possessed me to say 

such a thing.  Weôll just say it must 

have been the Spirit! 

She grinned from ear to ear and said, 

ñOK!ò 

I put on the helmet and buckled the 
chin strap.   ñAwesome.  I didnôt get a 
chance to ride yet today and I was 
really hoping to be able to.  So youôll be 
helping me out.ò  

Savanna, checking to make sure Kelly is doing okay as she rides Lyric 

I began showing her how to band Lyricôs 
mane in a basket weave design but 
more and more she lost interest in what 
we were doing and honed in on what 
was going on in the arena.  Then sud-
denly, to my surprise, she announced, ñI 
think I want to ride after all.ò  A smile 
spread across my face.  Perhaps it was-
nôt going to be so hard after all.   We 
gathered our equipment and got busy 
tacking up.  I went back to quickly band  

 

  



Once again we lined Lyric up at the mounting platform.  I slid 
into the saddle and reached for my stirrups.  As I situated my-
self, I suddenly became very aware of the fact that I had no 
reins and I began to get really nervous.  What was I think-
ing?!  I was letting a girl, who only an hour ago had wanted 
nothing to do with handling a horse, lead me around the 
arena.  If something went wrong, I was completely helpless.  It 
is difficult to describe how vulnerable it feels to have absolutely 
no control up there on the back of the horse.  But we took a 
few steps away from the platform and everything was alright.  I 
talked and asked questions to distract myself.  We walked a 
few more steps.  Savanna smiled as she looked up to check 
on me.  More steps.  We were nearly halfway around the arena 
without incident.  I began to relax and loosen my own white 
knuckled grip on the saddle.   Savanna was proving very capa-
ble and Lyric was being an angel as usual.  Everything went 
smoothly and  then suddenly we were back at the platform and 
it was my turn to say - ñDo I have to get down?ò   It was an im-
portant moment of perspective for me - understanding what it 
was like to sit in that saddle, with absolutely no control over the 
situation, putting all of my trust in the person on the ground 
handling the horse.  And it was no easy thing.  For a control 
freak like myself, this was monumental!  I can only  imagine for 
kids who have learned that they cannot trust anyone, this can 
be truly paralyzing.    
 

Just like the kids that come to the ranch, I struggle with my 
own trust issues.   Not being able to trust someone that you 
love is very painful.  Even more agonizing is losing your trust in 
your Savior.  Several years ago, I had a miscarriage.  Before 
this, I had faced some painful situations where someone very 
close to me betrayed my trust, but I always held tight to my 
Savior knowing that regardless of how many times someone 
let me down or betrayed me, I knew I could always place my 
trust in Jesus, who loves me more than anyone else possibly 
could.  Immediately after my miscarriage I thought that my faith 
was strong enough to carry me through.  It wasnôt until the 
month of my babyôs due date that I felt the bitterness creeping 

in. 
 

ñGod, if you REALLY loved me, you would 
have given me a miracle.  You have the 
power to do ANYTHING, yet you chose to 
do nothing.ò   I was so angry at God!  I 
looked around my small corner of the 
world and saw so many hurting children 
and thought ñWhy?!  Why would you bless 
these women with these precious children 
- women who abuse and neglect, women 
who tear their children down and show 
them no love?  Yet you chose not to save 
my unborn child and let me be a mom.  I 
would have been a good mom.  I was 
afraid to get pregnant to begin with, but I 
trusted You to make everything turn out 
right.  I trusted You and You let me down, 
because You didnôt give me what I wanted 
and You let me get hurt instead.ò   
 

We are so limited in our view of life and 
we get so caught up in our immediate cir-
cumstances that we cannot see past our 
pain.  The reality is that even when it 
doesnôt  feel like God is there, He is.   He 
sees my broken heart and His heart  
breaks right along with me.    

Knowing that my Savior hurts when I hurt even though He 
can see the bigger picture is more than a comfort to 
me.  Allowing this truth to penetrate my heart is enabling me 
to rebuild my trust in God.  I am trusting that the struggles  I 
am going through are being woven into the big plan that God 
has for my life, and that He will make them into something 
beautiful.  Even the painful parts.  ñWe know that in every-
thing God works for the good of those who love 
Himò (Romans 8:28a).  God has a happy ending for my 
story.  Whether that happy ending comes this side of Heaven 
or the day that I enter His kingdom, I will choose to trust 
Him.  He carries me through the valleys and celebrates with 
me on the mountain tops.  Through my struggles and as I 
seek to trust Him even as He allows pain in my life, my faith 
has grown more mature.  I can truly say, ñBlessed be the 
name of the Lord,ò no matter where I am at on my journey. 
 
So whether you are trusting someone to lead you around on 
a horse or you are trusting God to hold your breaking heart, 
donôt let fear or the lies of Satan steal your joy or keep you 
from experiencing the good that God has for you.  Savanna 
chose to trust me and Lyric, and conquered her fear of riding 
a horse.  She was rewarded with an afternoon full of smiles, 
laughter and good memories - and perhaps an experience 
that will make it that much easier to trust next time.    I chose 
to trust  Savanna and Lyric and received the reward of per-
spective - understanding what we do at the Ranch from a 
childôs view on the back of a horse.   Most importantly, I have 
chosen to trust Him despite my circumstances, and the re-
ward has been the most vital perspective of all:  He is the 
only one who can hold my heart and my tomorrow in His 
hand.  Come what may, He is worthy of my trust.  
 

Isaiah 12:2 

Surely God is my salvation; I will trust and not be afraid. The LORD, the 
LORD, is my strength and my song; he has become my salvation."  



Meet Jackie & Rachel 

Refuge Kids! 

                     Jackie,  age 14 
 

Why do you come to the Ranch?  The first time my mom 
made me but now because I want to. . .to learn more about 
horses. 
 
Who is your favorite horse and why?  Lyric, because she 
is gentle and experienced which makes her easier to learn 
from. 
 
Do you have a favorite memory at the Ranch?  Cantering 
 
What is your favorite chore at the Ranch?  Brushing the 
horses 
 
What is one thing you have learned about yourself from 
coming to the Ranch?  Express yourself! 
 
 
 

      Rachel, age 11 
 
Who is your favorite animal at the Ranch?  �7�L�W�X�V�������+�H�·�V��
protective and likes to play around. 
 
What is it about horses that you love so much?  Their per-
sonality.  That thy like to be ridden or groomed.  I like it 
when they roll around in the dirt then they come rub on 
you and get you all dirty.  
 
What is the hardest thing you have ever done at the 
Ranch?  Learning how to canter. 
 
What is one thing you have learned about yourself from 
coming to the Ranch?  God is always in you. 
 
Do you have a favorite memory at the Ranch?  Meeting 
all the animals. 
 
Is there anything else you would like to share about Ref-
uge?  Come!!!  I LOVE IT! 
 
 


