




One with theHerd
a spiritual journey

Liz Mitten Ryan
with paintings  
by the author

HERDFRONTMATTER p001-036  2006.11.29  11:54 AM  Page 1



ONE WITH THE HERD2

Text, illustrations, and photographs copyright © 2007 Liz Mitten Ryan.
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by an information storage and
retrieval system—except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review to be printed in a
magazine or newspaper—without permission in writing from the publisher. For information, contact
Communication Creativity, POB 909, Buena Vista, CO 81211, 719-395-8659.

This book contains insights supplied to the author. It is published for general information
and not as a substitute for independent verification by users when circumstances warrant. It is sold
with the understanding that neither the author nor publisher is engaged in rendering any specific psy-
chological, religious, or equine advice. The publisher and author disclaim any personal liability, either
directly or indirectly, for any information presented within. Although the author and publisher have
used care and diligence in the preparation, and made every effort to ensure the accuracy and complete-
ness of information contained in this book, we assume no responsibility for errors, inaccuracies, omis-
sions, or inconsistencies herein.

wwwwww..lliizzmmiitttteennrryyaann..ccoomm wwwwww..oonneewwiitthhtthheehheerrdd..ccoomm

Photographs by: Liz Mitten Ryan, Kevin Ryan, Laurie C. Munsell, April Kendrick

PPuubblliisshheedd aanndd PPrroommootteedd bbyy::

Communications/Creativity, 800-331-8355

DDiissttrriibbuutteedd ttoo tthhee ttrraaddee bbyy::

Pathway Book Service, 800-345-6665

Produced by: PublishingWorks, Exeter, NH

ISBN-13: 978-0-918880-55-0

LCCN: 2006903039

Printed in China

First Printing, 2007

CREDITS:

Reprinted by permission of Sylvia Browne, co-author of Animals on the Other Side.

Adapted from FLASHDANCE ... WHAT A FEELING. Words and Music by GIORGIO
MORODER, KEITH FORSEY and IRENE CARA. © 1983 WB MUSIC CORP., FAMOUS
MUSIC CORPORATION, ALCOR MUSIC and CARUB MUSIC. All Rights Administered by
WB  MUSIC CORP. All Rights Reserved. Used by permission.

From "Mr. Tambourine Man", words and music by Bob Dylan. Copyright © 1964 by Warner Bros.
Inc. Copyright renewed 1992 by Special Rider Music. All rights reserved. In-ternational copyright
secured. Reprinted by permission.

ATTENTION—Equine Organizations, Educational Institutions & Industry Publications: Quantity
discounts are available on bulk purchases of this book for educational purposes, subscription incen-
tives, gifts, or fund raising. Special books or book excerpts, and paintings or photographs, can also be
created to fit your specific needs. For more information, please contact our Special Sales Department
at POB 909, Buena Vista, CO 81211, or call 800-331-8355

HERDFRONTMATTER p001-036 new  2007.1.18  2:59 PM  Page 2

Photo-graphics by Peter Ryan



HERDFRONTMATTER p001-036 new  2007.1.27  3:47 PM  Page 4



TO THE PEOPLE

The story we have to tell is one of peace; we are creatures 

of peace. Our spirits run freely through time, witness to the history of

our species.  Horse energy is powerful, magnificent, as is our form.

We are here to guide you in the ways of spirit, for this is our home.

We have no fight with you; we have been your friends through the

ages.  We are not beneath you, except when we carry you on our

backs.  We are happy to carry you, to that place where we will all

stand together in the sun.

—from the Herd
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ONE WITH THE HERD 9

PROLOGUE

First of all, we are a privileged herd. Living as we would, in the wild—

yet being loved and doted upon—is a rare occurrence in horse-human

relationships. As horses, we are respected, treated as equals; our knowl-

edge and contribution are much sought after. It is hard for people to

communicate with animals when they have preconceived ideas of what

is or is not acceptable in their belief system. 

The secret is to be clear, open, and absolutely truthful. If you would

know us, you must believe what we tell you. Let go of your fears, and

your need to dominate or use us for a purpose other than our mutual

enlightenment. We are together (and this applies to all life on the phys-

ical plane), searching for the way, the truth, and the life; the clear

reflection here on earth, of our home in spirit. We cannot evolve alone,

or become the perfect picture, when a piece of the puzzle is missing. 

Language, customs, race, species, or religion are not the important fac-

tors in true communication. With pure intent, all hearts and minds are

joined. Our essence is the same, and the memory of that truth is

imprinted in the smallest fabric of our being. We have only to revisit

that place where all is known, all is remembered—our home together
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ONE WITH THE HERD10

as spiritual beings. To get there is to forget everything but being. This is

something horses do well, and is our gift to you. 

Come and be with us without agenda, seeking only what will 

unfold from the interaction; seeking only oneness and truth, and trust

the answers you will find there.

—Limited Edition (L.E.),
Speaking for the Herd 
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ONE WITH THE HERD 15

INTRODUCTION
This is a book about my adventures in HORSE. It is a revelation and a

record of my discovery and spiritual evolution, secluded from the chatter of
society, in the company of my horses, dogs, and cats. Nestled in the hills in
a solar house, without radio, television, or newspapers, I have ample time to
commune with my animals and the
nature that surrounds me. I have
time to be in their midst and to lis-
ten, to meditate, and to absorb the
energy of my happy herd. I don’t
attempt to dominate or even to
structure their comings and goings,
but rather just enjoy their presence,
and cultivate their wisdom.

It has been almost six years now,
and like venturing into a foreign cul-
ture, I have, by way of osmosis, begun
to appreciate the customs; I’ve
learned how to communicate—to
both understand and be understood.
I now send and receive messages tele-
pathically, and I’m beginning to know
a whole new reality through the eyes of my herd. Riding is, more often than not,
an adventure and an exploration that we both enjoy. As in all relationships, time
together is an opportunity to improve our communication and solidify our
bonds of trust. We are equals.

I have always recognized an irrepressible calling to commune with hors-
es, but for years it was buried beneath the more pressing issues of profession,
marriage, and motherhood. When I finally heeded the ever-present call, a
seeming indulgence proved to be the vehicle that would carry me to the crys-
tallization of my life’s path.

This book is bound by the threads of poetry, art, and various entries
from my journal, each a cornerstone in my place of worship, and offerings
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ONE WITH THE HERD16

from the shining spirit of wisdom, truth, joy, freedom, abundance, and love
that is the essence of us all.

Throughout the chapters you will find entries from my journal—prose or
poems—interspersed throughout with my artwork. I started the journal about
a year before we moved to our ranch, so it spans approximately six years of self-
exploration and expression. I have placed the entries in a time line as they hap-
pened in connection with chapters in the book. The art also appears in the order
in which it developed from immersion in my new environment.

As I moved further into my
understanding of horses, I was
called to write a book about my
experience. I found that as my
level of involvement and excite-
ment with the developing book
grew, the horses’ interest and
enthusiasm grew as well. They
knew what was unfolding, not
from anything I had told them,
but from the pictures and con-
cepts we shared in our minds. I
would walk out to tell Prima
about an idea that was developing,
and before I could get the words

out, I could see she was already
there. It was like she was envision-
ing and co-creating with me; our
minds were joined; our ideas
together, part of a larger vision.

The understanding that was
given was that the first book would
set the stage for a second one, which

would be written entirely from the horses’ perspectives and channeled by me.
The horses were also excited about working with people through informal inter-
active workshops and questions directed to the horses via e-mail, which would
provide material for future books.

—L.M.R.

“ Man has dreamed a strange dream of evil, which

exists only in the human mind. He must awake from

this dream, and listen to the truth.”

—Limited Edition (L.E.)
Speaking for the Herd
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ONE WITH THE HERD92

December 2, I was ready to move in, finished or not, so our furniture was
unpacked and moved onto sub-floors. At last, warm and cozy, and quite appre-
ciative of small blessings, we settled into our new home.

The horses as usual took everything in their stride, moving into the luxu-
ry of their new accommodations as if they had lived there forever. There were
six large box stalls, twelve feet square, and a center aisle that was twelve feet
wide. The stalls, all open, and the center aisle were bedded with a foot of saw-
dust. The floor had been carefully laid for drainage, starting with large rocks
and working up to crushed rock, so it was dry and easy to clean. A large saw-
dust bin extended from the back corner of the barn to the floor above, where
two large doors opened to the driveway outside for a sawdust truck to access.
Next to the sawdust was the ladder to the top of the barn—and our quar-
ters—and behind the ladder, at the end of the center aisle, was the tack and
mechanical room.

We had planned for a solar house, so batteries were kept behind the tack
room in an insulated space, which also doubled as a wine and root cellar.
During cold weather, the tack room was heated by a propane wall heater.
Wooden saddle racks lined the walls, with pegs for bridles and halters, and a
big tack box sat in the corner next to some floor-to-ceiling shelves. It was the
only part of the barn actually located under our living quarters, so we weren’t
bothered by noise—although you could definitely hear the serious banging of
a cast horse, or a war going on. The stalls all had one or more feedboxes con-
nected to the upper level by plastic tubes, and grain was stored above. I had
only to climb the ladder, mix the food, and pour it down the tubes. I used a
yacht braid rope that clipped in place across the stall opening for feeding, but
the rest of the time the barn was open and the horses could use it as they
pleased.

Generally in the morning there were snoozing horses everywhere; bodies
stretched out, legs extended, and heads on their soft pillow of sawdust. Until
then I’d had no idea how soundly horses slept, or that they snored. Mira’s
babies all snored, which was a wonderful sound! All those horses, relaxed fully,
without a care in the world. This tranquil state seemed to permeate their days.

There were two large wooden hay feeders in the paddock outside, built to
a height where the horses could get their heads over the top, or eat hay
through slats along the sides. There was a shelf along both sides to catch their
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favorite crumbs of alfalfa that fell from the hay. I usually fed them a mixture
of pasture grass with a bit of alfalfa. It was always available year-round to
encourage the horses to return from the fields each day.

They developed a routine almost immediately, and their days had a natu-
ral cycle. They could be seen returning between six and seven each morning,
head to tail usually, unless something had excited them. There were four gates
out at different sides of the 10-acre foal pasture, which surrounded the inner
paddock. When excited, the herd generally split—some running in the end
gate, and others along the road and in the side gate. This increased their exhil-
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ONE WITH THE HERD94

aration, with the additional thrill of being separated, and there was always a
contest to see who was the most expressive and impressive.

They would run in, leaping and bucking, do two laps of the inner paddock
with the hay feeders—the paddock was 100 yards square, and had three
gates—out one of the gates, around the pasture again, and in another gate.
Depending on the level of excitement, this could carry on for several laps. I
have never seen such beautiful movement: passage, piaffe, and canter pirou-
ettes, all done with an elevation never witnessed under saddle, and all
absolutely breathtaking. Most days they would calmly wander in, one after
another, and take their places at the hay feeder, or below my window to beg
for handouts.

Nowadays during the summer, I usually take my coffee and sit in the sun,
back against the east wall by the door. I allow several feet of sawdust to spill
forth from the front door for that purpose, and horses sprawl next to me for a
morning sunbath. I grain them an hour or so after their return (when the grass
is sparse), or give them a few treats, and then we have a grooming session. My
horses really enjoy this free-form exercise. I pull out the brushes, shedders,
scissors, and so on, and one by one, they come over for attention. They will
even stand stock-still for a trim of their ears, under their chins, or their feet.
They love to be looked after.

There are some who want all the grooming (Winnie, Epona, and Magic
are the worst offenders), and will sidle in and place their head under the brush
when I am in mid-stroke on another customer. I find this morning grooming
a time when I can check not only their physical condition, but also their men-

tal and emotional states. I always talk to my horses,
telling each one how special he or she is, pointing
out some wonderful attribute, such as how sweet
they were to groom so-and-so, or how I enjoyed
watching them leap and dive when they galloped in
that day. I love each one and tell them so often. I
explain what is going on in their lives, or mine, and

ask for their input. I tell them how special they are to me and why. All of this
takes place informally, as the interaction is on an as-needed basis.

I remember reading somewhere that you can raise the status of a herd
member by grooming them in front of the herd. This also works the opposite

I love each one and tell them so often. 

I explain what is going on in their lives,

or mine, and ask for their input.

I tell them how special they are to me

and why. 
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way, when you embarrass a difficult horse into cooperating by making an
example of them.

I remember shortly after we’d moved to Gateway, Prima went through a
stage where suddenly, for no apparent reason, this imprinted two-year-old
would not let me touch the top of her head. I couldn’t put a halter on easily or
remove burrs from her forelock. I was concerned that if she were injured, I
would not be able to treat her. It was very important to be able to touch every
area of the horses’ bodies for this very reason. My attempts at gentle ambush
while she was otherwise distracted were not working. My barn help at the
time was a fellow named Lone Eagle, an English-blend native, six-foot-two
and 230 pounds, a mostly gentle horseman. He was very proud of his rapport
with horses. It was his idea that if we made an example of Prima in front of
the herd, she would be shamed into submission. I agreed that he should try.

After breakfast one morning, he cross-tied Prima in her stall while the
other horses watched. Lone Eagle stroked the “safe” areas on Prima’s body,
moving closer and closer to her untouchable zone. Half an hour later, we
could see the other horses, who were shut in their stalls, all saying, “Come
on, Prima—let him touch your head, for heaven’s sake!” She gave in to peer
pressure, and that was the end of the issue. After that she would give a slight
pull away when approached, and then remember that no harm had come to
her, and people could be trusted. Then, she actually seemed to enjoy the
attention. It is interesting that some horses maintain that reserve, I suppose
as a vestige of their wildness, and it has to be re-won by each new person
that comes into their lives.
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“Harmony” — painting by the author
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FOR JOY

For joy.
I watch them buck and dive and roll,

loving the earth and sky,
at home in the meadow,
belly deep in the lake,

splashing and drinking;
their bed a pillow of soft cotton grass.

One with the wind,
They wander wild and free.

Yet still they let me enter
their sacred space,

and giving me their trust;
carry me to their world

a privileged passenger,

for joy.

ONE WITH THE HERD96
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Chapter 5

Naked Into Truth
FINDING THE ANSWERS

THIS IS PROBABLY A GOOD TIME TO DIGRESS into some
barn-help stories. Edition Warmbloods have had a color-
ful array to date. I am not sure whether the revolving door

has to do with something the horses cook up when they don’t like
a person, or some character flaw that I possess and am somehow
oblivious to (perhaps having to do with my missing left brain). My
friends, who are varied and many, are equally puzzled. I think of
myself as easygoing, open, and friendly. Some of the barn help last
for weeks, while others last as long as a year and a half (to date).
But so far, all have left at some point.

Lone Eagle was our first helper, and definitely the most knowl-
edgeable. He had done all his farming with horses, and was highly
entertaining (especially after consuming 40 ounces of alcohol). He
pulled into Gateway on his first day, parked just past the front
entrance in a grove of aspen, and lived in a made-over Safeway
truck for just about a year. He was very talented at woodworking,
and raised our posts and beams and built rail fences in addition to
helping me with the horses. Then he’d retire each evening to his Taj
Mahal to down a bottle of whatever was handy. Not surprisingly,
there were good days and bad days.

Lone Eagle was immaculate in his housekeeping, and he liked
to bake bread. He used very little water—in fact, just forty-five gal-
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Well, that invited a barrage of hostility, based on age-old
horse-handler truisms, to which I answered, “Whatever you
think,” and slunk out. What is the point of trying to force your
understanding on another? We must all find the gift in our
own lessons.

There have been many seasoned horse people who have
approached my barn in fear and trepidation. Some refuse to
enter the paddock, feeling unsafe with a dozen or so large crea-
tures that move at will, sometimes at considerable speed. It’s
interesting, because I have noticed two distinct horse-people
types: those who love, and those who fear. This does not mean
one shouldn’t employ a healthy sense of attention to one’s sur-
roundings. Horses are powerful vehicles, and like driving a car,
you should proceed with caution. What I am referring to is a
strong distrust, possibly based on earlier bad encounters. But
with horses, this distrust simply backfires, and often ends up
creating the feared situation.

The horse lovers’ approach is one of altruistic fascination.
The self is forgotten, and they are lost in communion with the
horse. These are the worshippers; horses are their religion, and
provide the awe-inspiring inspiration for a richer life. The fear-
ful ones have not yet connected with horses at this level, and
seem to view horses more as work, or sports equipment. They
read the instructions and are careful not to get hurt.

I used to be very much like the latter group, but now,
proximity is everything; a divine encounter, and an encounter
with the divine. Horse immersion to me is that ultimate expe-
rience. I can happily mingle with a dozen horses, welcoming
them to interact at their own discretion or to simply share
with me their energy as a group. When I was new at this and
not able to understand each nuance, I would cringe when one
of them lifted a foot, sure that a kick would follow. Over time
I realized how acutely aware they are, able to lift a hind foot
and scratch a particular spot behind one ear. They knew pre-
cisely where I was in relation to that foot, and in fact, had they
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“Our possessions are few, but they are essential for immortality:

Connection to God and all his creation; Truth, which means a

snake must not try to pretend he is anything other, and

Fidelity, to all that is good; to all that is God.”

—Limited Edition (L.E.)
Speaking for the Herd

Magic and Liz

LOVE was inside her—it had
been there all along, in everything;
in her parents, her friends; in the
little bugs living in the garden. It
was just easier to see it here, in
nature, surrounded by the glory of
life; in its simplicity, away from the
hustle, and the rush and the strug-
gle for achievement.

There was nothing to achieve
that she didn’t have already. It was
so clear in those summers by the
sea when she had felt at one with
every little bird and every blade of
grass and every creature that did
so perfectly what it was supposed
to. It simply loved.

Suddenly she understood. There
was one enormous force of love; it
was in the air, in the trees, and all
the earth, like a river, flowing
everywhere, and all of nature
flowed with it. Now she knew it
was inside of her as much as it
was everywhere else, but she had
been too busy looking for it. She
had been looking everywhere for
the one thing she’d had all along.
Looking with her eyes; not know-
ing that it was her eyes.

Her search was over. She had
found LOVE and it would be with
her always. It was with her in the
wind and the trees and the sea and
the sky, and in every creature and
in every man. She saw them all
through her eyes, and her eyes
were filled with LOVE.

147ONE WITH THE HERD
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ONE WITH THE HERD148

wanted to dominate me, they could have moved me with a casual blunder
forward, or an “I didn’t realize you were there” maneuver.

I discovered they were masters at this when I started Parelli. “Oh, excuse
me—did I step in your circle and make you move your feet?” Prima would say,
using skillful body language. It was a game to her, and she taught me to read
her language well. I remember her pleasure when at last I won the game.
Horses are comfortable when they have established a leader and no longer
need to play the challenge game.

I watched the herd and how they all bowed to L.E.s’ will. She was a mas-
ter, and needed only a subtle look and a particular set of her body to accom-
plish her will. Not even my little Diva, a most adept street fighter, would
even consider another option, and I never saw L.E. do more than just hint
at what she might do. It seemed that the middle mares, Diva and Mira, and
some of the younger ones like Winnie and Luxy, had to work hard to main-
tain or advance their order in the herd, while L.E. effortlessly remained the
undisputed leader.

I watched L.E. and began to train like she did. Just a glance at a horse’s
shoulder or hind quarter would move it, but there had to be a certain tip to
the head, a concentration of focus that was unmistakably clear. We often play
a game called “Stick-to-me.” I am the benevolent leader and treat dispenser, as
this game is meant to be fun and based on positive reinforcement, a human
adaptation of horse language. Treats can take the form of food, scratches, or
effusive compliments, and serve as an opportunity for one-on-one companion-
ship. The horses love this game, and line up to go with me, or even approach
me at an opportune time and ask for it. A crook of my finger and eye contact
with the particular horse and off we go, usually at a run to get out the gate
before the others try to follow. I have to quickly close the gate behind us, or I’d
have two or three horses fighting to be the only one to play the game with me.

We walk together to the adventure playground, and accomplish various
tasks that are difficult and scary for the horse. There are wooden bridges to
walk across, plastic swim noodles strung between trees to walk through, logs
to jump over, tarps to walk on, and tires, both small and large, to climb up on.

The purpose of the game is to lead the horse happily away from the herd
without any mechanical aids, so that it’s all their choice, and teach them to
watch my body language and depend on me. It always amazes me how much
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“Patience” — painting by the author

“White Light” — painting by the author
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ONE WITH THE HERD150

more quickly they do things for positive reward, rather than threat of punish-
ment. They have developed a curious and happy attitude, knowing that they
are free to participate or not. I am always careful not to stretch their limits to
the point where they run back to the herd. I give them time to think about it,
or maybe run back a short way if spooked, and then encourage them again. I
believe this develops their capacity to reason out situations and trust my judg-
ment rather than just acting blindly in a fearful situation. In the end, they will
jump much higher out of love and trust than fear.

Magic, at a year old, had the hardest time with these challenges. Like her
mother Diva (and most horses), she had an innate discomfort when it came to
stepping on things. I had to use a halter to coax her to step on to the wooden
bridge (similar to a mock bridge, it’s just eight inches off the ground) for the first
time. It took lots of horse treats, but soon, her confidence grew. I remember
watching her one day after our session, when the herd was grazing in the play-
ground. Magic showed off her newfound strength by walking to the center of
the bridge and stopping, waiting until the whole herd had noticed her. Then, to
upstage her, first Picasso and then Matisse ran back and forth over the bridge.

“Guardian Angel” — painting by the author
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Picasso at seven months decided he would solicit a stick-to-me game with
D.J., my friend Nikki’s seven-year-old son. D.J. caught on very quickly and
would run circles in the snow, Picasso cantering after him or screeching to a
halt when he stopped and moving every part quickly away when advanced
upon. Picasso had taught D.J. the game! It was a wonderful sight, watching the
two youngsters play as friends.

The babies are the most easily taught. They are very open to cooperat-
ing and exploring new activities. It seemed the older horses took a bit longer
to process this new relationship. Where before they’d always been led to the
ring, now they were invited. There was healthy skepticism to be overcome,
as they had already experienced the common aids of bit and crop and the
repetitive boring work in the ring. They had to be sold on this new form of
play that soon became as enjoyable for them as it did for me. I found if it was
interspersed with more traditional training, they still remained willing and
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ONE WITH THE HERD186

birds hit. I ran out to hold them upright and save them, but they were both
stone dead. I always save birds when they hit the window, but that might be
one or two a year. The next day we heard about the suicide bombers.

So now I will explain my theory, and the title to this chapter,“Larger than
Life.”

Larger, of course, means more visible. The visibility of the spiritual realm
of life is, I believe, a gift that horses bring to us. Being empathic creatures, and
living as all animals do, at the crossroads of the spiritual and the physical
worlds, they interact with our higher spiritual selves. When we spend time in
their presence, we open to their world. As I wrote before, it’s like being
immersed in a foreign culture. After time we absorb the language and the cus-
toms. Immersion in HORSE leads to communication and understanding in
the spiritual realm. We grow comfortable in their world, a world of crystalline
insight, where pictures and feelings flash clearly across MIND and MIND is
a timeless connection to a higher truth (meaning Universal Mind,) to which
we are all connected.

Beyond the dimension that is known to the ego lies the simple truth that
is clearly obvious to animals, and equally obscure to us humans:

We are all one with God, and God is all there is: relax and enjoy the
experience.
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Michaelangelo, age 2

“Animals interconnect, species-to-species to man, — and that is how

we can help you.”

—PremiereEdition (Prima)
Speaking for the Herd
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