My story begins in the grey mist of a wet, west coast day.
Matthew was a young boy from a school I worked at as a
counsellor. I met him for the first time in early September
while I was out on playground supervision.

[ heard screaming, then turned to see Matthew burst forth from behind the school. He was on the run and right behind him followed his ever
loving support teacher. He smiled as she wrapped her arms around him and they carried on toward the playground. Matthew had autism and
running off at random was a concern for all of us. It was hoped that if he could develop more of a relationship with the people and places in his
life, he would run away less, and respond to people more. We talked with his family about animal assisted therapy and they thought bringing
him out to meet the horses would be a wonderful idea.

Once Matthew was out of the car, Guinness, our English Mastiff went over to greet him. Matthew was mesmerized for a moment by his drool.
Ever patient and kind, Guinness allowed the poking fingers to grab at his mouth. The moment ended as quickly as it began as Matthew made
a dash toward the front on the yard. We watched as he turned around, looking for pursuers, but because there was no risk of him running into
traffic, the staff and I thought we would let him enjoy his little run and observe what he'd do with all the space. Bubbling with excitement,
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Matthew broke stride when we called out, “Where is Guinness?” “Let’s go pat Guinness.
One of the support teachers began to jog toward the dog, inviting Matthew to follow. He
decided instead to continue his run, vocalizing all the while.

When it came time to introduce Matthew to the horses, he was unaffected by their size
and, except for the brief drool moment, the yelling had yet to stop. I wondered silently if
there would be anything here for him, and mid-thought, Grace, our Tennessee Walking
Horse and queen bee of the herd, walked right up to him and put her nose to his head.

Quiet. Like a switch had been turned.
Matthew kept his head bowed while Grace whiffled his hair.
Quiet.

We lifted Matthew into the saddle. Side walkers took their positions as we walked across
the lawn. The only sound we could hear was Grace’s footfall on the grass. As we carried
on with our walkabout, I started to hear a hum. I looked around to see where the sound
was coming from and caught the eyes of one of the support teachers. We both looked up.
The sound was coming from Matthew. He was humming. Not the kind of humming that
accompanies disassociation, but the kind that comes from a place of sheer joy.

There he was, sitting atop this rolling sea — for when Grace moves out it is like riding an
ocean swell — with a smile on his face and a song in his heart. When we stopped he put
his hand on Grace’s neck.

Quiet. A smile.

Once again, the land was wrapped in silence, but this time the silence was filled with the
sound of connection, the meeting of two hearts, one belonging to a boy and the other to
a horse.

The mist began to thicken, enough to form a drop or two of water on the face of each
adult. We stared in wonder as Matthew stroked Grace’s neck and as we lifted him down
from atop her back, he remained smiling, all the way to the car.

[ waved goodbye as the car pulled down the driveway. The fairy tale ending to this story
would have me tell you of how the skies opened up as they drove away, revealing a brilliant
rainbow arching across the land but the skies in fact remained grey. What was alight with
colour, was Matthew’s smile, as he glanced out the window toward the horses.

Quiet. Smiles...

HOW HORSES HELP US BECOME OUR OWN MASTERPIECE

Sandra Wallin is a registered clinical counselor. an educator,

author and presenter, who divides her professional time between
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therapist, Sandra often combines the arts with equine guided
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Sandra’s thoughts on this series: Horses have inspired artists }rﬁ
throughout the ages and in turn, those of us who look upon their art are captivated
by the beauty and majesty of the horse. The cave drawings in Lasceaux, Leonardo's
sculptures, and the finger paintings that adorn kindergarten classrooms, created by little
girls who dream of being a horse.

What | want to share however, is a new way of looking at horses, through stories that
pay homage to the master artist in each horse. Instead of the painted, they are now the

painters, transforming the at times tattered canvas of the human spirit into glowing

Main Photo - Matthew is relaxed and
Joyful on Grace.

I - Matthew is intrigued by Guinness

our English Mastiff and Drool Meister.

2 - Matthew inspects Guinness while
Chiron observes the pair.

3 - Quiet... Smile...

masterpieces, alive with the colours of love, compassion and joy.

Fall 2010 HORSES IN ART 31



