[image: image13.jpg]




INTO THE ABYSS
Hell’s Ice Box.
WHAT LARRY’S STABLE DID FOR ME.
From the head waters, peat bogs and swamps of Ohio to the mountains of Wyoming, Larry’s Stable, during my 71st.
  Year, trained me for a dangerous but exciting adrenalin packed adventure in Wyoming: one more in a series of adventures in my nomadic life. But they didn’t tell me about the ‘badger burrow’ entrance holes scattered on the prairie like mines in a war zone. And to these, ‘badger burrow entrances,’ they became the first real fear of my life.
Al Brock

Dedicated to my wife Ingrid and the grandchildren:

Kaia, William, Alex, and Phil

This Journal is a:
‘YES WE CAN,’ INSPIRATIONAL MINI-STORY THAT EVERYONE SHOULD READ:
DISCOUNT RIDING COUPONS INSERT - $15.00 VALUE  
GREAT BIRTHDAY GIFT.
THROW A PARTY.
Find your way to Larry’s on the GPS systems, hand held or mobile.

315 Johnson Rd. Kent, Ohio 44240

330-631-5010

A bound copy of this story can be purchased from Al Brock: P.O. 2275: Hudson, OH 44236 for $12.00, check only payable to Al Brock – shipping included. A set if coupons included.
INTO THE ABYSS

Hell’s Ice Box

1. Yes, it’s a good day to buy a horse.

2. My boyhood dream began to unfold.

3. Bliss-tiny hands big smiles.
4. I took a fancy to a ‘Tobiano Paint.’

5. I’m as ready as I’ll ever be – Day one 2008.
6. Savageton Café.

7. Extreme Cowboy, Day Two.
8. Back at Hannum Lake.

9. Run-Run-Run.

10. New me – New plan.

11. A cry for help- a horse is through the ice.
12. Back in the saddle.

13. 2010 is closing rapidly.

14. Acknowledgements – for those who inspired me.
15. Some lessons they gave me at the ranch on ranching.

16. A brief: who I am, after retirement.
YES, IT’S A GOOD TIME TO BUY A HORSE.
They helped make my life-long dream come true. 
It was a warm April day in 2008. I was lying in bed awake at 5:00 A.M. I always rise early. As usual, I’m mentally weaving though past events. I retired in 2000. I suddenly stop the mental gymnastics and begin glancing about my ‘crash pad,’ finally settling on the rows and rows of beer cans my older son had collected back in the days. They are high up toward the ceiling in neat rows on a narrow shelf. There sat every imaginable picture and logo one could only find in the creative imaginations of [image: image1.jpg].“\.»& | =
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artists. I focus on a Schmidt beer can in a row of Schmidt beer cans with various scenes of horses, one scene jumps directly at me, not to be a pun, there with a mountainous back-ground is a rodeo scene illustrating a bucking bronco. Ingrid, and I spent the first 14 years of marriage vacationing in the Western National Parks, Alaska via the Alaskan Highway, the Yukon as well as much of Canada from the East Coast up to Hudson Bay and across to Banff with our two sons. We always managed to take in the Cheyenne Rodeo at least every other year. I just ‘wallowed’ in the ambiance of that ‘sport.’ I loved no other entertainment more than the ‘wild-horse-race,’ especially when the ambulances started hauling off the unfortunates. I just stared at the beer can. The longer I stared the thirstier I got for a horse. Yes, it’s a good day to buy a horse. Why not? I was 71 years and had one foot in the grave. What’s to lose?’ The first time I was on a horse I was 5 years old. I sat on one horse of a team of horses that were pulling a hay wagon on the side of a hill, during summer haying, when I lived at the ‘Paul Lowe Place’ in Norwich Ohio. My job was to swat flies, great big flies. For that, I got a ‘Doctor Pepper’ in town at the ‘General Store.’ The next time I was on a horse was when I was 14 working on a farm riding a brown horse through rows of sorghum cane cutting the tassels from the tops of every other row with sheep shearing shears. I rode ‘horses’ with Ingrid and the two boys, Irv and Steve, during our years of vacationing in the ‘West.’ We rode ‘trail horses’ as a family at least a dozen times until the boys graduated from high school. Yes, why not buy a horse of my own now? My life is at the last and having visited 23 countries and 18 islands privately on the ‘economy;’ it’s time to settle down.
MY BOYHOOD DREAM BEGAN TO UNFOLD:
I always wanted a horse.
Larry and Sims were repairing fencing when I popped the question. “I would like to take riding lessons!” “Come next Monday and we’ll see,” was the reply.
It’s Monday and I’m helping Larry catch Julius. In consecutive days, I took 4 lessons from Larry that included the essentials, left, right, back, forward, walk, trot, canter and the all important whoa. Larry is very good at these beginning movements, especially with the kids. As time moved on through the months and year, I began to admire the skill and ease with which Larry brought joy to the youngsters and their parents with these simple lessons that he uses to help them  learn about riding and guiding these mighty steeds. I like to think of the lessons as:  
BLISS
Tiny hands – Big smiles.

“Larry specializes in bringing youngsters, from 6 years and up, together with his hand - picked lesson horses. He uses his unique ‘applied riding technique’ clinic style training for these recreational western riding instructions. Larry’s 35 years as a teacher help him bond these cowboys and cowgirls together quickly with the horses and the riding concept. Everyone remains at ease and confident. He and his staff begin with safety and  ‘flat work’ in the training paddock,  then move on to a trail ride along a pastoral lake, past his western style log cabin home, across a meadow and into his woods. Larry never tires of seeing the beaming faces of the youngsters and the delight they get from sitting ‘high-up-on-a-steady-steed,'
 high above their parents and friends. For many of [image: image4.jpg]


them, this is their first time to be above the chaos away from the hassle -- just to sit and glide along through the meadows and woods while listening to the birds and occasionally getting a glimpse of deer, and possibly a turkey is a unique experience. We at Larry’s often hear from mothers and grandparents who remember their lessons at Larry’s long ago. Yes, the kids are in charge. They steer with their tiny hands gripping seasoned leather reins and suck air through puckered quivering lips, a mild thump with a foot or a smack with the reins also helps, and a majestic steed does their bidding. 

I recently used this bit of prose on a new website for Larry’s Stable. 

I TOOK A FANCY TO A ‘TOBIANO PAINT’ 
He’s a gorgeous Horse.

It’s time to buy a horse. While taking lessons, I took a fancy to a ‘Tobiano Paint’ in the north-east turn-out pen. He was constantly running at high speed toward the gate and coming to a home-run slide into the gate at the last second.  As he smiled at me, I could hear him humming, the tune: ‘OH, GIVE ME LAND, LOTS OF LAND UNDER STARRY SKIES ABOVE. DON'T FENCE ME IN. I was fascinated by the approachable expression that’s always on his face that ‘no one’ can ignore.  He’s a real charming Alpha-A with lots of charisma and huspa, naughty but nice. A  Paint is often viewed as a western horse and the West is where I wanted to be. The purchase was made. Ranger was mine and Ranger took his place in the pasture boarding arrangement. Ranger had been named Ranger by a little girl several days before and I decided not to change his name for her sake. For me, the name Ranger is just fine. Even though, I would have named him Adam from the main character in my book, ‘The Frog’s Last Jump,’ where, at the end of the book, the name would have been very appropriate because the reader is left at the end in a quandary, ‘Who is Adam?’  And at this moment, the question is: who is Ranger (?) and will always remain so. 

A saddle and tack were next on the list and don’t forget the grooming paraphernalia along with the hoof pick and oil dressing for hooves. I was ready to go. Every morning for at least two months I stepped and fetched without much difficulty. I had gotten very comfortable with this routine of bringing him to graze on the lush grass surrounding the round-pen and the several pounds of sweet feed I gave him before I saddled and rode the trail that starts just inside the woods at the South end of Hannum Lake, swings around the lake past the cabin and then down the long stretch on the North ridge and into the back forty woods. There, I also often hear singing birds, and see a lot of chipmunks, squirrels, and an occasional deer. The super serenity is just what I needed in the aftermath of too much carousing around the world. 

 The first summer was great. Ranger and I emotionally prospered and progressed. I hit the internet constantly for the answers to my always wanting to know why, why and more why. I learned to admire those who kept me safe; those who were going to make my dream come true. Sims, Dave, Amy, Betsy, Jay, Ann, Vikki, Lanny our pancake breakfast chairman, and others who gave me good advice. The simple things but valuable ones for safe and crucial control of a horse’s submission/obedience/collection i.e. ‘doing’ what you want him to do. In addition to health and hoof care, how to lead a horse, halt, backup, stand at mounting, stand while waiting, and the all important one, ‘whoa’ were some of my first lessons. And had I known then, I would have taken training immediately in ‘Halter Showmanship.’ I highly recommend this training for beginners. Next, how to administer wormer successfully, and load a horse into a trailer were also important instructions from Sims and Dave. You want to get a horse into a trailer? Dave has the magic. There are at least a hundred more, but one, I think, was significant: Ranger would not cross in the water of a small 5 foot stream at Larry’s. He always wanted to jump. And as a beginner, I always ended up with whip lash. Sims came over to the corral one day with a 20 foot longe rope and said. “Let me show you how to get him to cross the creek.” We both rode the 1000 feet to the creek crossing. Sims hooked the longe line to a halter ring under Ranger’s bridle, waded through the creek and walked to the full length of the longe line. He called to me to tell me, “If you’re doing this, stand far enough up the bank so he doesn’t land on you.”  He said, “Horses see that you are on firm ground so they want your spot and will jump onto you. Now take a willow branch from over there and tap him lightly on the hocks. Ah, see him now, he’s wading through.” No more ‘whip lash.’ Although, I must still practice log hopping in the woods. 

Having to pay less attention to staying in the saddle as time marched forward, I began to become inquisitive as to why such a good horse and a beautiful one at that, was sent to market. I also began to be more observant of the other happenings at the stable. To me everything is always ‘why.’  The explosion of horsing in the last 50 years should have brought a system by which a horses’ history travels with the horse as we do now with autos. So much depends on what was, my horse’s life like before he came to me. Where are the buttons, what was he trained for etc.? 
The literature on Ranger’s genetic make-up, places him in the ‘barrel-racing’ league as is many of his cousins. He’s very high spirited, full of energy, busy, active, and always wanting to ‘move,’ run-run-run. He isn’t just fast; he’s quick but also very alert. He’s a very ‘sound horse.’ Meanwhile, the thoughts of ‘who is Ranger?’ were becoming suppressed with my fascination about what he is to me. When I approached him at that pen in anticipation of buying him, he had an anxious look on his face. “Get me out of here, back to the open range and to my friends.” I paid the money and fulfilled his wish. For that, he talks to me and I reply. We have good intellectual discussions. He eagerly awaits my arrival. We walk from the field hand in hand, mostly no lead rope. Through the first season he rode easily. He ran and ran; without me, but on his own time. When I called, he would come bursting up-from the lake, gallop across in front of me and disappear behind a barn. In a few moments he would peak around the corner of the barn and grin at me, then come trotting. Often, when he’s at the rolls of hay he’ll sneak behind one or behind a horse and pretend to hide. He loves to run through the flocks of geese that feed in the pasture and scatter them to all points of the compass. To watch him ‘strut’ in what I call an Amish, buggy horse, trot is something to see. He thinks he’s ‘safety director’ for he’ll often run, to what he thinks is a rescue,  such as - to herd other horses away from the tractor as it passes through them to some task, even though, they would have eventually moved, on their own, without his warning. He plays constantly. He plays ‘tug of war’ with other horses. He holds a stick or large weed in his mouth and another horse will attempt to take it away from him. One of the most unusual responses from Ranger was: Marko, our feed-hay-etc., man ask me to help him with some carpentry at the cabin. I told him Ranger was in the woods grazing and I needed to fetch him first. It was one of those beautiful days when the horses want to remain out as long as possible. I was on my way back to the barn walking as I do often with Ranger by my side as if he were a dog. We were adjacent to the gas well when I spotted Marko driving the ‘gater’ at the edge of the woods at least 500 feet from us on his way to the cabin. I had intended to ride with him. I stopped, cupped my hands over my mouth and screamed-Marko. He kept going, I screamed again. Meanwhile, Ranger had gone further on; about 25 feet.  On my second attempt, Ranger turned and began returning to me. He arrived on my third try. He stood behind me with his head over my right shoulder, almost touching me, raised his head to the north east, pointed his muzzle into the air, luckily above my ear, and screamed a sound barrier defying Guinea Hen call. Marko kept going. Ranger called again. Marko did not acknowledge. I could almost hear the air being sucked into Ranger’s lungs for the third try. This time Marko stopped turned and looked our way. He turned about and headed toward us. As soon as Ranger was sure that Marko was headed our way he turned and continued toward the barn leaving me there to wait for Marko.
I was actually contemplating writing a children’s book with hand sketches. Sketches can say much more than pictures, but I do not sketch and hiring someone would be too expensive.
 The support of management and fellow boarders is super. At 71 most people think my ‘age group’ should be in a wheel chair. Dave and Amy, introduced me to ‘off site’ trail riding, to the local ‘open’ shows, to the 4-H summer weeks at the local Fairs, and to the therapeutic rides in October at the Polo Fields at the Chagrin Reservation. The year of this writing, 2010, the ‘Therapeutic Ride,’ sponsored by Fieldstone Farm, included a ‘Ride-A-Thon,’ a variation of an, ‘Extreme Cowboy Event.’ 
I checked out ‘cow sorting,’ ‘cow cutting.’ I tried my hand at barrel racing at the local fair grounds; I was having a good time. I was reading and reading. I was relying on ‘Horse and Rider,’ and Larry’s stable guardians to keep me in the saddle and Ranger healthy. I entered the Fun Show’s event ‘poles’ and out of a field of 8 Ranger took third place.  I say Ranger because I was co-piloting. I often wonder, if a skilled rider would take him under their wing, what is his potential?
I’M AS READY AS I’ll EVER  BE.
Day One – Fall 2008.
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Fall is here and the invitation from Jake, the Forman of a ’70,000’ acre ranch south west of Gillette Wyoming, to participate  in ‘collecting
, cutting, and inoculating’ calves at the October’s round-up would soon be expiring.  I said to myself. “You’re as ready as you’ll ever be. Go for it. I loaded my tack into my truck and pointed its nose toward route 90 and west. I had no idea what I was getting myself into. I had faith in my training and coaching at Larry’s and that alone spurred me forward even though they expected the entire collecting operation to last at least 7 hours a day for 10 days.
I arrived in mid October. It was 20˚ when we loaded the horses into a trailer. There were 4 of us, Jake the Forman, Chris his wife, and Nick, a 26 year old multi talented ranch hand, and me. A last minute check in the saddle-bags for extra tack, food, and drink found no problems so we’re off over the frozen prairie. By and by, we stopped and unloaded the horses in the shadow of ‘Pumpkin Butte.’ My horse for this day was to be a 15 hand palomino gelding named Coors, but I would change to a horse named Whip within several days. Whip is a ‘bulldogger’s horse that only approaches a ‘cow’ from the left. Thusly, I would only need to concern myself with being whipped toward one side. “Its horses from here on,” Jake called out as he handed me the reins. “This ain’t no dude ranch Bud; ‘they called me Bud,’ last chance, is this what you want to do?” Without [image: image6.jpg]


hesitation, I answered, “Yes” and grasp Coor’s mane and the saddle cantle as I slid my boot into the stirrup and whispered silently. “Sorry I left you at home Ranger but you know my feelings and belief that the two senior male bread winners in our family should never put themselves together into harm’s way. Besides while you are sunning yourself at the edge of beautiful Hannum Lake, I’m freezing my ass off out here.” With that piece of philosophy, up I went. I turned Coors toward Pumpkin Butte. “Not so fast.” Jake held up a hand, to signal to stay put, and than began to raise my stirrups and explain. “At your skill level you’ll bust your butt, so you’ll need to ride like a jockey, lean over the horn and ride with your knees.”  I interrupt, “In this position, what’s going to keep me from busting something else as well as keep me above the saddle?”  He smiled, “Fear will keep you above the saddle as well as off the ‘horn.’ Yes, fear is a wonderfully strong [image: image7.jpg]


motivator.” 
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Nick spoke up, “I have a belt buckle from the ‘Cowboy Church Network’ for you. Put it in your shirt pocket. It reads, ‘Ridin’ for Jesus. Yes Bud ‘Ridin’ for Jesus. And ‘God be with you for today may be your day to die.’”
And with that we’re off, Jake and Nick into the draws, gullies, gorges and canyons to drive the cows and their calves up onto the rolling grass lands where Chris and me, each one of us on opposite sides, would round up the cows and caves and drive them forward to where we could cross over to one side and assemble them into a single herd in order to drive them to a collection corral for separating, inoculating, weighing and checking tags. 
SAVAGETON CAFÉ
Beer and B.S.

Later that evening, after we finally closed the gates on the calves, we headed to the Savageton Café, the only remaining building out on the prairie of the one time 1896 town of Savageton. 

[image: image9.jpg]


 “We found four chairs at a table in the midst of a herd of rowdy cowboys and oilmen. Chris explained that the Savageton Café – 41 miles from Gillette, was a favorite for off shift oil crews. We ordered tumble weed seasoned beef burgers mixed with rattle snake, and prairie dog, (so they told me) and a side of crispy fries and beers.  I was so beat–up from hassling the cows and calves, being that I was using my knees as shock absorbers all day, that I was within 99 percent of needing a wheel chair. My thoughts were scanning the hours and minutes of this day, when I remembered a question I had saved for Jake. I turned to him and ask, "What happens to Coors when he steps into one of those badger holes?” Before replying, Jake downs some beer, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, a hand so weathered from the winter’s ice laden winds and summer’s  sun dry hot air, you ‘would-of’ thought he was wearing gloves, “First, our horses don’t step into the badger holes. But to calm you anxiety, we shoot him, drag him the 25 feet to where you are lying in a pitiful lifeless heap and bury the both of you together. Oh, we wouldn’t forget to pin to your jacket the nice western belt buckle Nick gave you for good luck, “‘Ridin’ for Jesus,” before we toss in the dirt and cow dung. Let me take a look at it again. Just look at them pretty words lined with mother of pearl. Yes, Coors steps into a badger hole and you’ll certainly get to ride not just for Jesus but with Jesus.”

That night, I dreamt I was racing, in my truck, down route 50 south of Gillette. The intermittent white lines were flashing past the headlights. They soon turned into ‘badger burrow’ entrance holes and I was riding Coors. Soon, I found myself flying through the air past stars and a lot of space junk. Coors was nowhere to be seen. On and on, I tumbled through space until I noticed that I was approaching a sun. Its warm rays beckoning and calling; “come home to me and you’ll be safe away from your nomadic life in that chaos called earth.” I was becoming warmer and warmer. I closed my eyes to shut out the brightness and that is when I woke up with sweaty palms, brow and a thumping heart to the call by Jake, “Day two, lets go!”
EXTREME COWBOY, 
‘AL BROCK STYLE.’
Day Two
[image: image2.jpg]



into the abyss with Jesus still tucked into my shirt pocket

Nick said, ‘God be with you for today may be your day to die.’

The temperature had dropped to 10˚ and there was at least 6 inches of snow when we mounted in preparation for collecting more cows and their calves. I slip a numb hand inside my jacket and feel the 44 magnum revolver sleeping snugly in its shoulder holster. A  Taurus Tracker with a 5½” barrel and 5 chambers, 4 of them are loaded alternately with 300 grain hard cast Federals and 300 grain JHP/HTP Hornady. These 300 grain bullets are specifically designed for killing bears. The 5th chamber, where the hammer will fall first, is loaded with a lion killer Hornady FTX 225 grain. My hand lingers there a moment for assurance, that if I became unseated and live, I’ll be able to defend myself against the marauding mountain lions; there are lion tracks everywhere, also those of coyotes, along with some bobcat and an occasional bear footprint can be seen in this new blanket of snow. It had already been cold for the past 5 days and now this new, more wicked and cruel, weather would certainly make the predators even more desperate for warm blood and fresh meat. I fumble with the lanyard to make sure it’s securely fastened to the butt of the gun and still looped around my neck. I quickly review the alterations that were done on my saddle in preparation for descending into canyons, cold and bitter canyons. A saddler had cut away parts of the fenders on my saddle, installed ‘bucking bumpers,’ slipped a leather strap through the pommel to be used as a ‘suicide handle’ to hold-on-to in lieu of a ‘mountain trail saddle with an eight inch high cantle.’ The altered fenders are to let them clear the cinch D-rings when going down steep trails, the suicide handle is for going up steep trails at a gallop, and magnum ammo is to defend myself when none of the above work sufficiently to keep me in the saddle. Finding everything in order, I grip the ‘suicide handle’ firmly and lean forward as I tap ‘Whip’ gently with my heels and he obligingly begins following Jake, who has already begun descending. As Whip firms up his footing on the slippery trail, I tilt a wee-bit back in the saddle for balance. Chris follows me and Nick brings up the rear. So began the hour’s journey to the bottom.
Each subsequent day, for the next 10 days-fortunately warmer and snow free days, brought me closer to nature from a horse’s perspective. Thusly, my dream of a moment as a Westerner had been made possible by Larry and those who cared to come forward and coach, coddle, scold, and direct a stranger in his late years to successful, or better yet, survivable  horsemanship. 
BACK AT HANNUM LAKE:

With cow collecting still fresh in my aching bones.

The end of October was warm, in the 80es. I did my usual tacking up but Ranger interfered with the effort in as much as he kept sniffing the cinch and bickering. I used my own tack out west and he apparently noticed that I’d been unfaithful. Nevertheless, I continued and rode in the round pen for 15 minutes or so then into the paddock. Things were going well so I went out on the trail. A beautiful day was my fortune. Autumn leaves rustling, chipmunks and squirrels scampering about, hawks overhead and dragonflies darting about on the several swampy areas of the wooded-meadow areas. I was still holding him back even though I had done some ‘short run’ galloping on the ranch.  Later in 2010, I would start letting Ranger gallop through the muck flats and up past the gas well to the level area by the indoor arena under the watchful eye of Kim. Kim rides a wonderful 15 hand grey gelding even though she is a mule trainer during the summer in Idaho at an aunt’s ranch. I think though, she is now also attending college in Boise.
RUN-RUN-RUN
A runaholic.
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At the moment, I’m still searching for the reason why Ranger periodically comes thundering out of the woods, alone, and down the tree lined trail that leads into and out of the maze of trails in the stable’s woods, a very heavy contrail of dust bellowing out behind him. He always looks like he’s crop dusting. He crosses ~200 feet of a mildly hilly grazing area and up an embankment, through a small stand of very large very old ‘old fashioned’ apple trees then over to the indoor arena; almost a ¾ mile distance from start to finish; not counting the actual woods because we never know in what part of the woods he starts his run. If I’m in the area, he comes to me, head higher than usual. He dances around me for a few moments like a little kid that needs to go potty but still wants to continue playing before coming in for dinner. 
I’m jumping ahead to 2010 momentarily in order to connect two ‘run-run-run’ activities. 
A similar activity of his’ likewise’ spurs me on to improve my riding skills. I call this one ‘Calvary Charge at Hannum Lake:’ The most recent  ‘charge’ was in late November 2010 with 2 inches of snow on the ground. Sims had just returned with the tractor after putting out more rolls of hay in the pasture by the woods; the woods that shields the stables from Hannum Lake where Larry’s[image: image11.jpg]


 rustic western style cabin is huddling from the cold at the north end, just before the ridge that runs along the back of the farm. I open the gate for Sims and comment about the unusual misty fog that is settling slowly into the wooded draw shielding the area from our eyes. I start to give my usual bellowing screaming call to Ranger, the call to chow, when suddenly I see him bursting from behind the cabin and start running along the ridge in a race that would make a day at Santa Anita seam meek and weak. His beautiful bay tobiano markings silhouetted against the darkening sky. He’s moving so fast that I’m wondering if the half dozen horses behind him are not in fact wolves. While I’m still contemplating, Ranger and his herd curve toward us, with the 6 followers, strung out – ‘dress right dress’ - in a perpendicular line some 10 yards behind him. They all vanish into the draw. One second, two seconds, three and the mist  explodes at our side of the draw as Ranger’s ‘galloping-torso’ rips a hole in the mist that appears as would a hole from a bullet exiting; framing Ranger in its jagged opening. Several more seconds and he’s directly in front of the hay – his herd parting and going around both sides of the roll of hay as he goes airborne, feet tucked under, up and across  the first roll of hay. My heart stops. He lands smoothly and the momentum carries him ~100 feet before he turns to avoid the fence at the round pen. He trots over and I bring him through the gate and around the front way to the white barn and back to the open air stables and into his stall.
“Back to chronological order.”
Winter began setting in, and a very bad winter it was, bringing to a close the 2008 riding season. 

NEW  ME - NEW  PLAN
To compensate for a weak kidney in 2009, I began thinking about changing my riding strategy for 2010.

In the spring of 2009, I took up riding where I’d left off in 2008’s November wintry blustering weather. By April, the weather was good and serious riding was beginning. This is when I was asked to accompany a group from the Stable on a trail ride into the Quarry. It’s very difficult for me to describe the area’s terrain, the flora, fauna and jungle like condition. The area is ~200 acres of an abandoned gravel pit mining operation, with abandoned buildings and railroad tracks along with innumerable pieces of equipment littered everywhere. A spider web of un-marked trails, leading to somewhere and at the same time to nowhere was to be our adventure. All, including Ranger were having a good time. By and by, we stumbled upon an open grassy area that looked like an abandoned air strip from the bootleg days of the 20es.  A challenge to a race had only two participants. We ‘yellow-bellies’ were shuttled to a branch trail, ‘trail head’ to wait on the champion. You wouldn’t believe it, but as the two jockeys and their horses pass perpendicular to us in the distance at a full gallop, the horse on the inside, our side, saw us loitering a few feet down the wooded trail and thought that she was missing the turn so she turned. Well guess what? The horse came to us rider less. After a few moments to catch his breath, the rider hiked the 100 feet to us and claimed his horse. Ranger is still having a good time as we wander aimlessly with abandonment and light headiness, not to mention euphoria. We came to a tree-branch infested trail of ~30 degrees. At the top, we found a mini-wooded-ridge just a few feet wide before dropping off onto a flat spinney, sickly soggy flat area bordered by a stream on one side and a ~20 foot railroad embankment on the other side. Up we went, then down then up again and onto the railroad track and down the ties to the entrance trail which is now the exit trail to the road back to the Stable. The only deviation from etiquette was Ranger whistling cat-calls to the mares in the several family-owned stables along the route home. He thinks he’s a lover. 
During May and June, riding was good and Ranger is ok with all that.  But in early July, a cantankerous kidney stone brought me to a crawl and limited my time in the saddle for the rest of the season. Because the kidney in question reacted adversely to heat, I chose to ride between 5:00 p.m. and 8:00 p.m., mostly with Dave and Amy on Larry’s trails. Dave and Amy’s horses are generally calm which helped me keep cool and my kidney is thanking them for that. 
2010: A CALL FOR HELP - a horse is through the ice!
2010 started out on a fragile note. A tragic mishap luckily turned out ok.
Early in the New Year, I rose one morning and decided to go to the stable early.  Unusual for me, I normally spend at least an hour in McDonalds before going to see Ranger? Upon arrival, Laura asked me to help her open the trailer door where the hay is stored. Before I could get started, Larry drove rapidly into the parking lot. He exited his truck and looked around then started punching numbers on his phone. “What’s up I called?” “A horse is through the ice.” Immediately, I got into my car and drove the 500 feet to the lake. Yes, beautiful and serene Hannum Lake was holding a horse hostage in its ice field. I sized up the situation in a split second. Not knowing how long he’d been in the water, I estimated we had only 15 minutes before he died. My job all my working life required rapid recon and immediate action. Plan in head, I drove back to the tack shack and engaged Laura in the rescue plan. “Find the ax used at the Tack Shack’s wood burning stove. Bring it back to me at the lake.” I sped back. Larry was already performing the first very difficult task on the thin ice at the edge of the hole in which Frazier was submerged up to his ears, eyes, and nostrils. Frazier looked like an alligator. Larry, lying flat, was securing a rope around Frazier’s head. Laura arrived within seconds with the ax.  Simultaneously, the first sheriff’s deputy arrived. I gave him the rope Larry had just fastened to Frazier, “Stand by the shore-do not move.” I jogged 10ft. to thicker ice and started chopping a 3 foot wide channel toward the bank which was ~20 feet away. I rapidly became exhausted and turned the effort over to a newly arrived sheriff’s deputy. I was shouting commands as if I were a drill sergeant. More people from the fire and police department were arriving. More people from the stable were arriving with towels and horse blankets. The channel was open. I made it loud and clear. “You people there grasp the rope, go to the bank over there, on 3 pull hard and fast because he’ll be in deep water for ~10 feet and will be too numb to swim. The operation was going perfectly and everyone united as a team. Success was just minute’s away if we can get to the barn. Mike, a vet, had already been called. Frazier, with a new dry blanket on, was led to the road some ~10 feet away. Larry brought his truck’s bumper up against and under Frazier’s buttocks to keep him from falling backwards. If Frazier went down, it would be the end. Larry got out of his truck and gave him a shot - more women arrived and held Frazier upright. Success was slipping rapidly. I called to Laura, “Get another horse down here quick, for moral support. In moments she was trotting down the road with her horse Valentino. When Valentino was within ~50 feet of us, he whinnied, Frazier answered and Valentino came up rapidly and started some kissy facing and air exchange. We could see new life in Frazier. He began to move once more with people holding him upright and Larry pushing from behind with the truck. Where was channel 5? As Frazier entered the parking lot, he whinnied loudly - here I am. All went into the indoor arena and there he was given medication. All turned out well, unity in action, unity without prejudice, unity for the common good of the organization, animals and people. What more could be ask of anyone who belongs to a successful organization. Success measured by the cooperation of all available members for a common good and goal. Some we can save, some we lose, but what’s most important is to do our best in very difficult circumstances. No one likes to see a horse die in a struggle against nature’s ever vigilant attempt to test an animal’s strength for survival of the fittest.
 

BACK IN THE SADDLE.

Quiet kidneys.
My health improved steadily in the spring of 2010 despite chopping ice and other strenuous chores such as mucking Ranger’s stall, allowing me the luxury of implementing a new approach I had toyed with in late 2009. First, I put Ranger on a 12% protein pellet feed diet  from ADM Alliance Nutrition®   their Ohio Performance Plus 81496AAA fortified food and he dropped ~50 pounds. Next, I start his day around 9:00 A.M. on the Tack Shack’s front lawn. I put ‘roll on fly repellant’ around his eyes, ears and across his croup, before allowing him to graze there for about a ½ hour while I groom him. I then tack up and ride between ½ and 1 hour in the paddock, and then on the trail for an hour or so. The final element of the new plan is to give him plenty of turn-out time in the afternoon. I try to average 3 hours a day unless I’m riding. This arrangement is still working out very well. These changes brought big changes in Ranger’s “ride” in as much as ‘sitting the seat’ for me became more comfortable. During this year I rode 71 times at Larry’s and, on many occasions, ‘off site’ trails including the Therapeutic Ride at the Polo Fields and some ‘contesting’ at Randolph Fair Grounds. Ranger is always very happy at the Polo Fields and we don’t know why. He came to Larry from an auction stable only a few miles away from these Fields and maybe he had been ridden at the Polo Field’s extensive tree and meadow lined trails.  
Each time I give Ranger more freedom and there after the next time he is more cooperative. In mid-summer, a man arrived at the stables we called Tex. He wanted to teach barrel-racing. He taught me the fundamentals of barrel racing and especially helping me develop a better ‘whoa.’ I learned a lot that changed the whole relationship between Ranger and me. The summer progressed and riding became better and easier. I’m still looking forward to some cow sorting experience. On the ranch, I was not permitted to participate in the sorting unless there was a fence or holding stanchion between me and the livestock. Although, the first day before we embarked with a loaded trailer of horses, I was asked to ride through ~100 cows in a pen to see how ‘I’ reacted to being surrounded by nervous bellowing cows.  The sorting, during my stay, was done on foot. In my opinion, it was a tricky task indeed for Jake and Nick. Good training for running with the bulls at Pamplona Spain.
           These several excursions to Wyoming where tremendously helpful, and is a major factor in closing the gap toward the goal of horse and rider harmony back home.

2010 IS CLOSING RAPIDLY.
I took 4th place in the October’s Fun Fair’s Flag event in a field of a dozen youngsters. Ranger is happy. The first fire was started in the Tack Shack’s wood stove with its new chimney, a restoration by Dave Woods. The temperature is hovering around freezing so I’ve begun to feed Ranger a mixture of cracked corn and field oats along with the stable’s 100% ADM extruded high protein grain. The cold west by north west winds will soon begin coming down from Canada and across Lake Erie,
 not forgetting the blizzards that sometimes reach us from the Rockies. Finding someone who will be able to chop a hole in Hannum Lake for water for the non-stabled horses is always a challenge. The snow is not far behind. So it is with Ohio weather. So be it. Spring will bring the warm days when the maple sap climbs up the tree roots into the buckets then into the ‘reduction’ vats
 and onto our pancakes and sausages at the ‘pancake breakfasts’ at the Community Hall in Parkman. We need to get more boarders to attend. Nice project for someone who loves pancakes drowning in real maple syrup. Oh, and I’m certain that following spring’s arrival, we’ll again experience many new adventures as well as new surprises.  As I’ve already mentioned, we launched a new website late in the summer: still-a-work-in-progress: 
More ‘niceties’ will follow in our quest to give opportunity to the many youngsters who have not yet experienced ‘BLISS’ on a steady steed at  Larry’s Stable on Hannum Lake. 
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When all else fails!

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS – FOR THOSE WHO INSPIRED ME.
Thanking Larry, owner of Larry’s Stable at Hannum Lake, for keeping horse ownership and equestrianism affordable. And to those who keep the wheels at Larry’s oiled so that the rest of us can have fun.

I would like to thank all the people at Larry’s Stable and Larry who helped me compress 20 years experience into two years. Thanks to Carl at Carl’s Tack Store in Randolph for his excellent advice and honest appraisals. Thanks to Horse & Rider Magazine for the excellent articles of advice and encouragement in my odyssey. I especially want to thank the Christenson Ranch for inviting me onto their ranch that I might experience real western life on a working ranch. To thank Jake, Chris, Nick, and Billy for introducing me to the Cowboy Church of  Mike Morrison Ministries in Gillette and for keeping me alive on the prairie, ‘Savageton Café,’ and for giving me an insider look at old fashioned ranching where death is only a second away from a hoof, whether a horse’s or cow’s, from a mishap while mounted and from a misjudgment while being amongst the predators who are everywhere seeking substance for their survival and not to forget during branding and inoculating calves in the clam-shell holding equipment and in the shuts leading to and from the equipment. Thanking my good luck in buying an excellent horse without me having any prior knowledge of equestrianism. Thanking God for creating the beauty of the prairie, the mountains, the plains, floral and fauna thereof, and thanking Him for keeping Larry’s wooded trails ‘out-of-the-clutches-of-developers’ so far so that we can enjoy them. 
Thanking Rudy Stolz, a resident of Landsberg, who, last year, arranged a tour of four stables in the vicinity of Landsberg Germany:  Two English riding academes, one Western stable and one Spanish Lipizzaner stable. And also thanking Rudy for the excellent ‘steak’ lunches he cooked for us, in the gourmet kitchen at the stable where he boarded, during the week I visited. We rode on a ‘coach’ drawn by Halflinger carriage horses ‘by-way-of’ ‘farm machinery-equipment roads’ i.e. across ‘cultivated’ fields to a small village to buy the meat from a specialist who raises and prepares Le Bœuf - beef-ala –  Bavarian Art. Thanking Alois Stüchl, a Landsberger, who has invited me to ride his horse and/or his girlfriend’s horse the next time I’m in Landsberg. Thanking Raimund Stolz, of Landsberg, who arranged all the horsey activity during my stay with him and his family on the Hudson-Landsberg SisterCity exchange tour in 2009. 

This Journal is also from Ranger and he asks you to read it as an inspirational and encouraging works for those who have ‘butterflies in their stomach’ when they are faced with any of life’s challenges. He also invites you to stop by the stable and meet him.
SOME LESSONS THEY GAVE ME AT THE RANCH ON RANCHING.

1. How to shoe a horse.

2. How to properly ‘string’ barbed wire fencing.

3. How to weld ‘gas well piping’ to make fences, gates and pens.

4. How to herd cows’ and calves.

5. How to herd sheep with a 4 wheeler ATV.

6. Which way to go, if lost. Carry a compass. The buttes are the beacons.
7. How to inoculate.

8. How to correctly use a ‘cattle’ prod.

9. How to load calves onto an 18 wheeler.

10. In most cases, a cell phone will not work when in gullies etc. Hike to higher ground and keep trying as you go up.
A BRIEF: WHO I AM, AFTER RETIREMENT.

I retired in 2000. I wandered around Europe collecting material for my book. If you add all the days I lived in Germany and traveled in Europe and Africa on the ‘economy,’ together they would add up to ~5 years. I lived two years in Manhattan, and sailed the inner ‘Sound’ of Long Island Sound; next on my list was Japan, then Beijing China and a walk on the ‘Great Wall.’ Afterward, a year in Santa Monica sailing off the California coast was my good fortune along with a visit to Catalina Island, (excellent horse stable and an excellent tack museum there),  then a trip to Wine Country, down to Palm Springs and   Death Valley. I was no stranger to California. In the three months after High School Graduation before starting college at Ohio State U., a friend and I drove to California and wandered from the ‘Donner Pass’ to the Red Woods, to Tahoe Lake, Carson City Nevada, the Mojave desert, and Yosemite Park,  down into Mexico sleeping on beaches and other not so comfy places. We  visited  Denver on the way out, on the way back we stopped in Phoenix and slept on a picnic bench on the Eastern part of town from where we could see all the way past the capital building to the other side of town; and yet only 54 years ago. 
 Ingrid arrived to meet me late in the fall in Santa Monica for some vacation time for herself. But before we headed east, we traveled to Celaya Mexico where she had some business consulting details to complete. We had a wonderful time touring the area as well as Mexico City, Inca ruins, volcanoes etc. and were graciously, with red carpet style hospitality; welcomed into and hosted by three of the Rotary Clubs of Celaya. 
Al Brock:  alphaapaint@gmail.com
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Thanking God for creating the beauty of the prairie, the mountains, the plains, floral and fauna thereof, and thanking Him for keeping Larry’s wooded trails ‘out-of-the-clutches-of-developers’ so far so that we can enjoy them. 











� Age, Charles G. Hess, Texas  H&R pg.10 Nov. 2010


 � A mounted horse of warfare.


� � HYPERLINK "https://sites.google.com/site/larrysstableathannumlake/" �https://sites.google.com/site/larrysstableathannumlake/�








�  “collecting, I’m told is the collecting of the herd owner’s to sort out their brands-and not the collecting of cows??


�  Horse & Rider Magazine, October 2009-page 10. And Horse & Rider, August 2010, page 14.


� I find that, we, Ohio is one of several severe rugged winter states for horses: H&R Nov. 2010, pg. 41.


� � HYPERLINK "http://www.culinary-yours.com/Maple_Syrup.html" �http://www.culinary-yours.com/Maple_Syrup.html� excellent website on maple syrup!


  � HYPERLINK "https://sites.google.com/site/larrysstableathannumlake/welcome" �https://sites.google.com/site/larrysstableathannumlake/welcome�
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