
Shadow Mountain Farm 

Winter News – 2015 

Happy New Year everyone! 

Brrrrrrr! It was 4 degrees on my cabin porch thermometer this morning. Brrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!  I came in 30 

minutes ago from the morning chores, peeled off all of my warm layers, had a hot cup of coffee, and am 

now writing this winter news. The pugs, Trudy and Annie Sue, are snuggled into a fleece throw I put on 

the couch for them, with a small space heater blowing on them. Snug as two pugs in a rug! My little, old 

log cabin (built back in the early 1800’s by Cherokee Indians – that’s pretty OLD) does get a bit cold and 

drafty on days this frigid. Putting a roaring fire in the wood stove will solve that problem, and it will 

actually get so hot inside that I have to crack a window. 

Last night, just before dark, I took the horses a second feeding of hay on the John Deere tractor, and 

they swarmed about me like hungry sharks, instead of the calm, peaceful herd they usually are. Each 

one for themselves, in survival mode, to make sure they got the food they needed to get them through 

the cold. They get extra hay and corn in weather like this, and this morning I was happy to know I had 

given them enough, and met their needs, because when I arrived in the field with their hay, they were 

back to their docile selves, basking in the warm, morning sun, full and content. No sign of sharks 

anywhere! 

Speaking of the horses, there is a new member to the SMF herd, Firefly! I got her in October . She is a 

coming 4 year old, 13.1 hand chestnut pony with a flaxen mane and tail, and a blaze on her face. Her 

breeding is interesting, and was an accident, when her Rocky Mountain sire got out and bred with a 

Welsh/Arabian cross pony mare. The result – Firefly! She has the typical color of the Rocky Mountain 

horse (but is not gaited), and has a pretty dished face like the Welsh/Arabian. She is SUPER friendly, and 

loves people and attention. She is obviously still green at age 3, but she was trained first to pull a cart, 

and then ridden around by kids all summer, where she typically followed the horse in front of her. So, 

she is now learning how to be ridden properly, and what all the different aides are, and what it means to 

give to pressure. She is extremely willing and picks up on things well. Besides myself, several girls have 

ridden her in the fall camps, and some lessons as well. It took me about 3 weeks to get Firefly totally 

introduced to the Big Herd (19 of them). As this process was under way, she lived in the Critter Field 

amongst  the goats, and took great joy in galloping around and trying to get them to play “horse” with 

her.  The 6 goats were not too keen on the idea at first, but eventually realized she meant no harm, and 

befriended her. If she got too rambunctious, they would retreat into their little goat house, where 

Firefly, much to her dismay, could not fit through the door! One of the cutest things about Firefly, which 

I was very taken aback by at first, was that the guy’s kids had completely cut off her forelock because it 

had gotten so many cockleburs in it. It was not so attractive freshly chopped off, but now it is several 

inches long, and sticks straight up, which is the most adorable thing ever. Of-course it will only be that 

way for a while, because I will let it grow out, and I know it will be gorgeous on her, long and flowing. 
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I have been riding lots, as always. You would think that after 44 years of riding (and not a year went by 

where I did not at least ride some) I would have had enough, but NEVER! For me life without horses and 

riding would not be much of a life at all. I love it all more now than ever, and when I say ALL, I mean it > 

riding, grooming, feeding, caretaking, farming, and of-course teaching, which allows me to share it all 

with others, in hope that it will bring some joy and satisfaction into their lives as it does mine. 

Rain, my bay pinto Arab/Saddlebred mare, has become my main endurance horse. I just love to ride her, 

and enjoy her spunky spirit, that makes me feel when I am aboard her that we are flying without wings. 

She is so bold and brave, and loves to soar down the trail as much as I do. We have developed a close 

bond, kindred spirits, I guess you could say. I did four endurance rides on her this fall ( two 30 milers 

which were back to back consecutive days, and two 50’s) and she has proven herself to be a Top Ten 

horse, even though I am constantly trying to pace her and get her to slow down (for what I think is her 

own good, though she seems to disagree). She is just not the kind of horse you can ride slow, and before 

you know it, you are crossing the finish line in 6
th

, 3
rd

, 5
th

, and 7
th

  place (which were her finishes this 

fall). I don’t like to know what place I’m in because I don’t want my competitive side to take over, so I 

choose not to ask the timer on my way out on a fresh loop. When I cross the finish, sometimes I’m with 

other people, but just as often it’s just us, Rain and me. I always think I am farther back then we end up, 

because I usually start out somewhere between 10
th

 and 20
th 

, out of typically 30 to 40 riders. I must 

admit, it is kind of a nice surprise to find out how well she has done. She really puts herself there, 

through passing some on the trail, but more typically passing them in the pulse box, when her heartrate 

comes down quicker.  Anyway, despite where we finish (because to me that is the least important) Rain 

and I have a great time together. I take care of her and she takes care of me, and I finish with a happy, 

healthy horse (which is the most important.) 

Well, the day is getting on, and I just realized it is well past lunch time. Plus, I don’t think I can stand to 

sit at the computer any longer, not my favorite thing anyway, no need to worry about me becoming too 

attached to anything tech-related. I did actually get a new cell phone for Christmas, don’t get too 

excited, just a flip style. When I turned my old one in (and it was really old) the lady helping me said, “Oh 

wow, I remember these phones”, like it was some kind of extraordinary  antique. My husband, Randy, 

said, “She hardly ever turns it on.” The lady looked at me and said, “You must lead a lot less stressful life 

than most of us.” I had never really thought about it, but maybe I do! 

Wishing you all a wonderful year in 2015.  Bundle up ( I love to get bundled) and get out and enjoy the 

sunny, cold days, which actually feel extremely invigorating and refreshing. It is hard to imagine 

swimming the horses through Big Pond right now, actually impossible since it is frozen. “The cold never 

bothered me anyway”. Get it, “Frozen”! Sorry. The warm (and hot) days of summer will be back before 

you know it, which means it will be time for Summer Camp at Shadow Mountain. Can’t wait! I look 

forward to seeing you soon, and as always, until then, “Just say NEIGH!” 


