“The animal shall not be measured by man. In a world older and more complete than ours, 
they move finished and complete.”
— Henry Beston
The Space Beyond Hoofbeats
Chapter One – Speaking at Last
This book has been waiting a long time. I think I’ve been waiting too — to be brave enough to say what I really see.
I see horses who look perfect. Coats shining. Plaits tight. Every step controlled. I see double bridles, spurs, whips, draw reins, and nosebands so tight a horse can’t breathe or yawn or stretch. I see marks under saddles, tension in necks, eyes that used to be bright now dull and empty. And I see it being called love.
We say we do it for partnership, for progress, for precision — but mostly, we do it for us. For achievement. For approval. For the picture of success we’ve all been taught to chase. We tell ourselves the horses are fine because they perform well. Because they win. Because they don’t fight back. But quiet isn’t always peace. Stillness isn’t always softness.
I see people who say they love their horses while crushing the very spirit that makes them who they are. And I recognise it, because I’ve lived it.
For years, I looked fine on the outside and was breaking on the inside. I smiled, achieved, and kept going while being gaslit, diminished, and unseen. I made myself small so other people could stay comfortable. I stayed quiet because speaking up made things worse. I thought that if I could just get everything right, maybe I’d be safe.
That pattern started long before adulthood. As a child I was told I was too much — too sensitive, too emotional, too intense. So I learned to be careful, clever, and quiet. From the outside it looked like success; inside it was survival.
And that’s what I see in so many horses. They start out full of life — curious, brave, willing — and we love that until it becomes inconvenient. Then we start managing it. We call it discipline, but it’s control. We want them to be safe, obedient, impressive. We take their brilliance and tone it down until it fits what we want. We reward the shutdown, not the spirit.
When I came back to horses, I couldn’t hide anymore. They didn’t care what I looked like or how together I seemed. They met me where I was — anxious, tired, and raw — and they didn’t turn away. No one had ever done that before.
That’s when I started to see what was really going on — in me and in them. The way we try to control what we don’t understand. The way we dominate what frightens us. The way we mistake obedience for harmony.
And I keep asking the same question: why do we need to dominate what we could celebrate? Why are we so afraid of the wild, free, magnificent part — in them and in ourselves?
The more time I spend with horses, the more I realise none of this is new. Long before competition and control, people lived alongside horses with respect. They understood rhythm, breath, and the shared heartbeat. They listened. They gave thanks. Somewhere along the way we traded that knowing for trophies and technique. We stopped listening.
Maybe this isn’t about learning something new. Maybe it’s about remembering what we used to know — the wisdom, the honesty, the soul of Horse.
That’s what this book is for. It’s not a method or a training guide. It’s a conversation. You’ll find stories, science, and ideas to help you look at horses — and yourself — differently. There are small, practical ways to slow down, notice, and start listening again.
How can we change the world of equine, one horse at a time? This book isn’t about wagging fingers, spouting science or hugging trees it’s about steps that we can all take to partner with Horse is all his myth, magnificence and presence one breath at a time.
It’s an invitation to step away from the noise of achievement and control and ask something simpler:
What might happen if we stopped trying to master Horse — and started listening to them instead? 

