Wild Mustangs

by Ann


The ground shakes when they run; the air is full of life around them. They run through the mountains, weave through the trees and splash through the snow. They are what many ranchers, and ranchers of past, call “four-legged parasites.” They are the first who really settled the West. They are the spirits that can not be broken. Yes, I speak of the wild horses that we call the Mustang.


I was raised on a ranch my entire life, working cattle and breaking horses. The ranch that I grew up on is in Roswell, New Mexico, the state that is truly the Land of Enchantment. My father Bret Doolittle taught me how to ride; rope and brake horses. I was always taught that the wild horses, known as the mustang, was a parasite and could strip the land of any or all of its nutrients in a matter of hours, and that just one mustang could ruin a herd of pure-bred horses. I always believed that the wild horse was a horse that you did not want mixed in with your herd of Quarter Horses, or any breed of horse that you might be breeding, but at the age of sixteen, I had an experience that would change my life forever.


On a nice summer morning, I was riding my horse, Noodle, down along the Pecos River. I had been coyote hunting and was tracking a coyote that I had shot, and my horse started acting weird and bucking around. My first thought was that we had found a wild boar’s nest, (a boar is a wild pig). I then found out that it was not wild boars, but a horse. The horse ran past me so fast, that it scared Noodle, and I was bucked of my horse. I remounted my horse and got my rope ready to use. We started the chase, the chase that changed my life forever. I knew that if this black colt was a mustang, there was no chance my father was going to let me keep it, but the adrenalin was pumping through my blood, and all I could think about the chase I was on to capture this horse. I swung the rope above my head, twirling it in circles, faster and faster, until I had the perfect opening. I threw the rope over the colt’s head, tightening the rope and pulling hard, bringing the horse to a stop. Still mounted on my own horse, I looked the colt over, the black horse was a two year old male colt, it also was a mustang.


I lead the colt back to the ranch and put him in an empty corral, then went to help my step-mother start dinner. That night I got on my computer and researched all I could on how to care for and brake wild mustangs.


That summer I worked hard with that mustang, I named him Spirit, because I knew that he had a very spirited soul and was a very spirited horse as well. I spent hour after hour just standing outside the fence of the corral, talking to him so that way he would learn my voice, for the first two weeks. After I thought that he was used to my voice, I started to go into the corral with him. I have always found braking horses easy, but learned quickly that breaking a wild mustang is a lot harder to brake, then braking a Quarter Horse, because a Quarter Horse is bred, born and raised with other broken horses, where as a wild mustang was born in the wild and has never seen or been near a human or another broken horse.


I learned a lot about the nature of mustangs from Spirit that summer I turned sixteen. Although I broke the mustang, I know that I never really could brake the spirit within that mustang’s heart, because the mustang is the very meaning of the word spirited.

When I look back at my past, before I found Spirit, and then look at my present, I realize that to some I may look like a hypocrite, but I assure that I‘m not. Although I was taught that mustangs were bad, I went against all that I’d learned and opened my mind to learn new things about the mustangs for myself and not just believe what I was told, just because it was my father that told me. 


Once I had opened my mind to the idea that wild mustangs were not as bad as people had made them out to be, I learned that mustangs were just never understood and that no one just would not take the time to try to understand them, because the are different. I also convinced my father to open his mind to new things, and to try to understand the mustang.  

   My wild mustang, Spirit, died of colic the winter after I turned seventeen, but I can still remember many of the adventures that I had with him. I will always hold those memories we shared as horse and rider, not only in my mind but also in my heart. As I look back at some of the memories of Spirit and me, I can’t help but realize that I knew Spirit better then anyone else, and that Spirit knew me better then any one ever could. Not a day goes by that I don’t think about him and wish that I could just ride him one more time. 


If you have never rode a mustang than you have no idea what you are missing. For me, riding Spirit was like flying with the wind in my hair, and the feeling of being free.       
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