Dear C&T Rider

My riding partner and I (both in our 60’s) have just returned from an Isle of Wight

Holiday with our two horses, Harry , a purebred Irish Draught and Troy an ex

American standard bred trotter, and oh yes, nearly forgot, our two husbands which
came in very useful for carrying ‘stuff’ and taking pictures  Carol and I practice Parelli
Natural Horsemanship and ride our horses without bits.

(see:  photographs :  originals available if they cannot be downloaded from Photobucket) 

http://s1067.photobucket.com/albums/u431/taildragger_photo1/?albumview=slideshow
I belong to the Naturally Horses forum and wrote this account for the readers, and as a result

it was suggested that I send this onto you for readers of the C&T riders to share.

It is called ‘The Isle of Wight Adventure’
Just having returned from our horsy holiday, here are some of the highlights from our

Recent  Isle of Wight Trip.
 

Oh how it rained! The misery started in earnest when we arrived at Southampton at six 

o'clock in the morning two weeks ago.  We were too early to check in for our ferry

at 0730, so were told to get lost for an hour.  Where exactly does one 'get lost' with

a horsebox in Southampton Docks, pray?  Well, we found an empty restaurant car 

park next to a frightfully nice manicured municipal park which had dockland frontage,

so we unloaded the horses, put rugs on them and ventured into the park in the pouring

rain.

 

Harry and Troy tucked into the grass and in between mouthfuls, wanted to explore, so we

marched around bandstands, bollards and flowerbeds until they found a spot with

some acceptable greenery to munch.  We all watched in fascination as a simply 

enormous cruise ship passed us by and then turned in towards us to berth.  It

stopped all forward movement and engaged side thrusters which slowly edged it

towards it's disembarkation area.  As it was only a matter of a few yards in front of us

we thought it would be a good idea to demonstrate to the cruise liner Captain how it should

be done properly, so we lined our horses up side by side and in perfect synchronisation

side passed our horses.  The crew obviously appreciated our efforts as all the 

lights above the bridge flashed on and off at us. This amused us no end.

 

We reloaded damply looking over our shoulders for irate park keepers and 

Restaurant Owners as sadly we had left a few hoof prints and a rather untidy legacy 

of poo bits and sodden shavings for the lunchtime diners to negotiate after we had shut

the ramp. Our boarding time arrived and we were loaded onto the ferry for the hour's crossing

to East Cowes.  We opened the top door so the boys could see out, and they settled

right down as if sailing, sirens, deck lowering claxons were an everyday occurrence.

 

Nearly six hours since we left home, in Mid Beds, we arrived at our cottage with its little

adjacent paddock and turned the horses straight out.  We were really pleased that we

had booked two stables as the weather was so bad we ended up by bringing them in

every night.

Having previously been advised by the Isle of Wight Council that there were no riding
restrictions,  We boxed down onto Ryde beach, which is white freshly graded sand and played on the

breakwaters and rode.  Two things of interest happened.  Firstly, Carol and I were

playing 'dodging' with our horses (it is a natural horsemanship excercise) .  The horses get terribly fired up with excitement with

this game and were jumping about and squealing.  A German woman came up to

Carol and asked her what we were doing. Carol said 'playing' and the German woman

said that she thought so, as that is exactly what it looked like. This was a lovely

compliment.  It seems that people have never seen horses on line and being played with before and we

had quite a bit of interest from people in the cafes and passers by.  We spent quite

a lot of our time answering questions and letting people touch. Secondly, a chap with

a babe in arms asked if he could stroke Harry, and as he stood at Harry's shoulder looking

towards his freeze mark, I heard him say to his baby  'look, He’s been Bar Coded!
We also had no end of people asking if we were giving rides.  Perhaps this ought

to be our focus towards paying for the holiday next year!

 

The riding was just amazing.  We paddled, pottered, trotted, cantered and pottered some more

on this beautiful beach when the tide was out. When it wasn't, we jumped the horses

onto the groins, up the ramp and jumped them down from the sea wall onto the beach.

The neds showed every sign of enjoying it too.  There is a really good shot of Harry

about three feet above my head, looking down at me before launching himself onto

the sand. 

 

The only time that Harry gave me a moments concern was after a rather exciting

canter up a little hill on the way home, we jogged though a huge puddle - well it was

a mini lake really. Anyway, half way across Harry decided that the rock protruding

from the centre of the puddle resembled a starving alligator and leaped sideways into

the thorniest bramble bush on the planet. I am still picking the scabs off my legs.

 

The best ride was at Brighstone Down.  All on chalky grass, so no mud and safe

underfoot.  We climbed and climbed until we stood at the highest point on the Isle

of Wight where there was a stone set on a hillock marking this point. Our horses have been taught

to touch anything they are slightly afraid of, and  Harry expressed interested in the stone

so I turned to let him have a good look at it and before I knew what was happening, he had climbed the really steep
hillock and was touching the stone at the top.  The view was utterly spectacular looking

straight down onto the clear blue sea.  There we were in the sunshine and a howling gale 

with our two faithful, brave and much loved horses in this utterly stunning setting.

It was one of those heart filling moments to be remembered for evermore.

 

I don't quite know whether we cause chaos almost everywhere we go, or whether

chaos just follows us.  Whichever way it is we are generally in the middle of it 

when it happens.  On the ferry on the way home, we again opened the top door

so the neds could see out and were feeding them some treats.  The truck drivers

surrounding us also came up and wanted to see and touch the horses.  That

was O.K. but they were talking about it on the passenger deck and some children

overheard and said that they also wanted to see the horses, so we arrived back down

on the freight deck, to find a load of parents and children surrounding the box and

trying to look in.  After a while the crowd grew until Red Funnel came on the P.A.

and asked everyone to clear the freight deck and return to the car and passenger decks. 

This was fine, but both neds had relieved themselves and the deck was awash with

ten gallons of gently sloshing horse wee which was then traipsed all over the ship, into

cars and trucks.

Niiiiiice.

 

We had a great time.  The horses did not put a foot wrong and behaved themselves

whatever we threw at them.  We simply could not have asked for more and are so

very proud of them.  Next...

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

