My Mind Should Come When It’s Called
Wild is not his true nature.

He wants to do the work at hand.

To fly down the mountainside

the rider’s knees as his guide.

This horse was weaned on kindness,

Curiosity, an intent to please.

Trained with clarity, he will do it

if he knows what I mean.

He rears up his head rebellious

to go against the lead, his own way.

One thousand pounds of resistance

pulls and crashes backwards

when I let go.

Given his head, who knows 

where he would go.

There would be trouble for sure.

He would find his way home

wounded, hungry and tired.

He nuzzles my arm, nibbles my skin.

Happy to be of service, my friend.

When we ride together we are one forever;

And wait daily for the moment

To do it again.
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