The Appaloosa: My Breed of Choice

In an attempt to juggle school, horses, and a virtually nonexistent social life, I have very
rarely given time to reflect on my life’s path until very recently. I am a junior in high school, and
have just started the daunting process of applying for college. My school provides a sort of
“college counselor,” who helps to guide me towards colleges that would be a good fit for me.
Prior to our first meeting, he asked me to £ill out a form with various questions about me. Some
were as simple as “what classes are your favorite in school or “what is your favorite fictional
character,” but one question that truly made me reflect on who I am was the question that asked
me to “identify a community or “family” that is important to you. Why is this community
important to you and how has it influenced who you are today?” Upon reading this question, I
immediately thought of my Appaloosa family.

I began riding horses when I was six years old, but did not ride Appaloosas until I was
ten. Where I live most people who ride horses show hunter/jumpers, SO I began jumping. While I
loved riding the horses, 1 soon realized that the hunter/jumper discipline was not for me. I found
that the people I rode with were more focused on the competition rather than passion for their
horses. I decided to try riding somewhere else, and by chance found Lora Schuster, an Appaloosa
horse trainer near my house. I began taking lessons, and loved the challenge of learning both the
english and western disciplines as well as the many classes that I could learn to compete in. I not
only learned how to ride a horse, but also how to manage the everyday care that a horse requires.
I was drawn into the Appaloosa breed by the versatility of the horses, but most of all by the

kindness of the people.



I was lucky enough for my parents to buy me my first horse when I was 11. I named him
Ziggy (a name only an 11 year old could come up with). He was a dark chestnut with a large
white blanket, and I loved him... most of the time. While Ziggy was a horse, he had the
personality of a pony. He was stubborn and smart, which was a difficult combination for a novice
rider. My trainer said that we would fight like an old married couple. If he felt that we were done
training, he would stop, and no matter what I did, he would not take one step forward. As the
years passed, we still fought occasionally, but we also began a partnership. I would ride six days
a week rain or shine, working religiously on slowly improving. While our placings at local
shows slowly began to rise, my confidence and abilities as a rider also increased. Although
Ziggy made me a better rider, I could not have done it without the encouragement of my fellow
Appaloosa competitors. When Ziggy and I would struggle, I only got encouraging words from
my peers. I still remember when I fell off for the first time at a horse show when I was 12 years
old. I was so embarrassed because I knew everyone had seen it happen, and I thought I would be
judged. Shortly after it happened as I was getting back on, an older lady whom I had never
spoken to said to me, "Don't worry, kid. We have all been there". I have repeated this phrase to a
certain extent to many others when something negative happens because it is absolutely true. We
have all been there. We have all had highs and lows, and that is what makes the Appaloosa
community special because we are all there for one another. There is no judgement. Everything
another rider is going through has either happened to you personally or probably will eventually
happen. Although the sport is individual, we all stick together because at the end of the day no

one knows your struggles more than someone who has been there and lived it. The Appaloosa






