Led by the Master….

I am not a horse trainer. I am but a mere student of God. He is the teacher. He is my trainer. He is my Master. I follow His lead. 

I am not here to apply a method of horsemanship….I am here to exemplify a relationship.

I am not here to promote ability…but represent humility….I am nothing without my Master. God has entrusted me with a passion, equipped me with some understanding and imparted upon me grace for a very large fleshy creature….the horse.

A few years ago I was overwhelmed with a desire to attain a childhood dream of owning a horse. My husband with his wisdom insisted that I find someone to teach me the basics and required I taste of the entire equine experience…specifically…I must scoop poop.

Undaunted, in fact ignited by this “privilege”….I began to absorb all that I could about this creature who God Himself designed for our pleasure. 

I would love to be able to stand before you and say that…I was a natural, it all came so quickly for me…but I can’t. In fact, my adult body seemed to rebel against everything my intellect had learned and knew to do.  Like a small child I felt fearful and overwhelmed by this magnificently large presence. I was awkward uncoordinated and baffled by how much I needed to know and didn’t. 

My breaking point in this “horse thing” was a few months after I first started. I was in the round pen with my first horse, a high strung thoroughbred with a nose to sniff green from a hundred miles away. She knew I was a beginner and she wasn’t going to cut me any slack. I was desperately trying to apply the head knowledge and wealth of round pen principles I had learned and studied what to do, but when it came right down to it she knew I had fear and she was going to win. She circled that round pen with a stiff neck and flared nostrils…I attempted to ask her to make a submissive turn…she had my number…when fear is involved…size wins. She turned in and came at me with teeth bared and ears pinned with a look of hate in her eyes….I jumped for dear life out of that circle and dove for safety to the ground outside.

Dirt streaked tears smeared my face as I sat on the ground outside that pen watching her buck and kick and reel in the power of her victory. 

“Lord, why did I want this? Why can’t I do this? I will never get this!” The enemy was trying to work me…fear and doubt are his handprint and I was ready to give up. Then the Lord spoke to my heart….”Daughter, look at this creature. She believes she has won and is in control…but all she has done is separate herself from her master. She is not at peace, nor is she content. She has isolated herself from the one her life depends on…you.”

Broken hearted, defeated, unequipped…I began to seek the Lord for wisdom, understanding, grace. I pleaded with the Lord to release me from fear. ‘For God has not given me a spirit of fear, but of love, power and a sound mind’.  I knew it would take complete dependency on Him to release me and empower me with a sound mind to move forward and apply what He was teaching me.


The Lord began to show me that the horse was a metaphor for my heart toward Him. My desperately wicked ways keep me from following my Master. My own heart and need for control keep me from submitting to His authority in my life. The end result…Aimee resists, pushes for her own way and isolates herself from God. Pride, my ways are better than yours Lord. Total sin, I had created for myself a God of convenience I would run to when things got tough but refused to surrender my daily sin. End result I wasn’t living my life for Christ…I was living my life for me. 


As I was set free from my powerful delusion of control, I started to see more and more of my own ways in that horse flesh. Sins such as, over reacting, over sensitivity, will, pride, fear, anger, resentment, and frustration started to become identifiable as I sorted through my own myriad of emotions. 


The Lord showed me that He had appointed me master over this horse. My responsibility was great as I was to lead, guide, instruct, teach and care for this student so that she could fulfill the calling that God had designed her for. She could rest in the safety of knowing that what I had for her was good. Everything I teach her has a purpose that she may not understand yet. My perspective is greater than hers and she must learn to lean on my understanding and not her own.


Do you see the application…. God is the superior being…He is my Master. I may not always understand where He is leading me because I do not have full knowledge of the circumstances….but He does. All I have to do is submit, turn from my old ways, follow Him and lean on Him. Thank you Lord!

