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The author and publisher are not responsible for the reader’s use of the information contained in this book.

Although the author and publisher have made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author and publisher do not assume and hereby disclaim any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

This book is not intended as a substitute for the medical advice of physicians. The reader should regularly consult a physician in matters relating to his/her health and particularly with respect to any symptoms that may require diagnosis or medical attention.
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A Few Words before We Begin 
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In the foreword to Riding Out the Devil I mentioned how the idea for this trilogy came from my son’s battle with ulcerative colitis, a devastating autoimmune disease.

Unless you know how to manage it.

My mission is to spread the word that UC sufferers do not have to let their lives be ruined by it.

My son’s determination and success in overcoming his symptoms compelled me to create a fictional hero who has done the same. As I wrote in the first part of this trilogy: the world is ready for a hero with ulcerative colitis!

Enter Jack Harper, who leads a normal, active life thanks to following the natural diet from a protocol which doesn’t resort to medication. All the food which Jack eats in the story is in line with the real life treatment which my son follows. You can find the details at the back of this book under Ulcerative Colitis.

So, if you or someone you know suffers from ulcerative colitis or Crohn’s disease or any other form of IBD, please check out that site. You can download the protocol for free.

My son healed so fast that he was able to run a marathon in D.C. two months after starting to follow the diet and take the recommended supplements (not meds). Recently he even went skydiving with a friend. You cannot do those activities when you’re in the middle of a flare!

My mother-in-law – who does not suffer from an IBD – started the diet in order to improve her immune system, since 80% of our immune system is in our gut.  Within six months she had lost over 40 lbs and is taking fewer medications. She has more energy and is feeling much healthier as she continues to drop weight – with no extra exercise.

I will now climb off my soap-box and hope you enjoy the continuing story of Jack Harper, the horse healer.

Hilary at Rubesca4@gmail.com
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Chapter One: The Conversation  
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Jack asked the mare to pick up canter.

Her tongue lolling to the left, she threw up her head and lurched into the gait with short choppy steps. 

Jockey-style, he rose out of the saddle and invited the little chestnut to open up under him. She responded by lengthening her stride and settled into a smooth rhythm around the large outdoor arena.  

Her name was Rustica and she was a skinny four year old off the racetrack. Jack took pains to explain to her owner that the ideal program for the Thoroughbred comprised short sessions of work, ideally on alternate days.

Consistent, correct riding would develop her muscles and fill out her body: sympathetic handling and plenty of turn out with other horses would calm her down. 

Her many irritating habits would also disappear.

“But what about that tongue?” Mrs. Payne was an impatient woman. “How are you going to stop it from hanging out?”

“By ignoring it.”

“What? How’s that going to help?”

“Just wait and see,” was Jack’s answer. 

Mrs. Payne scowled, but the trainer remained firm. “Well, I guess you know what you’re doing.”

“I guess I do.” He gave her a disarming smile.

Rustica’s right lead canter was unbalanced and awkward. She preferred galloping in the counter-clockwise direction of most American racecourses and Jack had to ask three times for strike off to the right before she obliged. After a full circuit of the arena he came down to a walk and scratched her withers as a reward. 

He spent the next ten minutes cooling her off on a long rein and pondering his ex-girlfriend’s enigmatic words over the phone at 1:30 a.m. yesterday.

Calling Jill in the U.K. was Jack’s penance from Father Michael, given during Jack’s unanticipated first confession in nearly two decades. He’d visited the priest over an entirely different matter and left as a reinstated, forgiven Catholic.

Jack’s father and then the priest had clarified the cruel nature of his treatment of Jill. And so he had called to tell her how sorry he was for abandoning her seventeen years ago and demanding she terminate her pregnancy with their son.

His plan was to organize a memorial service for Baby Joe – as he’d named him. It would be held in his native England and he fervently hoped she would agree to attend. 

But Jill’s reply was unexpected.

“There’s a lot more to it, Jack,” she said. “We need to talk – in person.”

“We can do that at the memorial service.”

“No, we urgently need to talk before you organize it.”

“Why?” he blurted out. He wanted to make reparation as soon as possible.

“It’s a bit tricky.”

Jack sighed. This is why I work with horses!  They’re straight forward and don’t over-complicate things.

He then recalled that penance wasn’t supposed to be easy. Taking a deep breath he quipped, “O.K. Your place or mine?”

Jill laughed: she lived in the U.K. and would love to visit Jack at his Maryland farm in the U.S.  She would call as soon as she had made the travel arrangements.

Jack breathed a private sigh of relief. He’d just spent a lot of money on that recent trip back to England for his mother’s funeral, not to mention time he could ill afford to be away from his training business.

He heard from Jill later that day, giving only her flight details and revealing nothing further. 

Now he spent every spare moment wondering: What was the ‘lot more to it’? 
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Chapter Two: The Bullied Kid 
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Jack felt Rustica’s taut body slowly unwind as she lowered her neck and stretched it out, snorting happily.

He patted her softly: she was a good horse and he was pleased with her progress. 

Looking forward to a well-earned lunch, he dismounted and led the mare out of the arena as a familiar dark blue sedan drove past and parked outside the farm house.

Katie, the Golden Retriever, shot over to the battered vehicle, barking a loud welcome.

Jack groaned. He’d forgotten about the arrival today of the bullied boy Father Michael wanted him to help.

Her tail wagging furiously, the dog circled the priest as he exited his vehicle, while Jack forced his mouth into a welcoming smile. 

The pastor bent down to pat Katie, his voice annoyingly cheerful. “Hello, girl, how’re you doing?” He straightened up and waved. “Jack! I come bearing someone who’ll be of tremendous use to you.” He leaned into the car and said to his passenger, “Come on out! Mr. Harper is looking forward to meeting you.”

I never said that! Jack thought, watching a thin sixteen year old climb out. 

With a start, he recognized him as the boy he’d given his card to when the teenager was being bullied by taller team mates in town. 

A tingle went down his spine. Here, surely, was Divine Providence at work: witnessing that incident had caused Jack to agree to help ‘some kid’ the priest was asking him to take under his wing. Father Michael had said he didn’t believe in coincidences...

Jack led Rustica over and shook his hand. “Hi, Robert, good to see you again.”

“Hello, sir,” Robert took the proffered hand, eyeing the chestnut with anxiety. 

Katie rushed over to the youngster, who fell on his knees in the dust with open arms. The thrilled dog piled into him and licked his face. Robert laughed. “Hey, hello, girl!” 

Jack was ready to pull her off, but there was no need. This boy was a dog lover. 

Katie adored young people and she was missing Joe, the teenager who recently brought his horse to Jack for help. The two of them had formed a strong bond, and she’d been moping ever since Joe’s departure.

She was definitely taking a shine to Robert.

“Do you have a dog?” Jack asked.

Robert stood up. “No, sir. I’d love one, but my dad is allergic to pet hair.”

Katie leaned into his left leg and, being fairly short for his age, the boy didn’t have to lean over far to ruffle her ears.

“Well, it looks as if you have one while you’re on this farm. Katie will be following you everywhere.” 

Robert beamed. “That’s fine by me!”

The Retriever looked up at him with worshiping eyes and he squatted down again to rub her chest.

While the dog had the kid’s attention, Father Michael took Jack to one side. “When Robert heard we were coming over to your place, he told me how you gave him your card after a bullying incident in town.” He grinned. “This was meant to be, don’t you think?”

Jack nodded and rolled his eyes. Was his life ever going to be under his control again, or would his mother be in cahoots with God and this priest until the day he died?

The barn manager walked out of the stable building and took the mare’s reins from his boss. 

Jack introduced him. “Luca is my right hand man, and a very important member of my staff. You’ll have a lot to do with him as well as me.”

Jack liked the way Robert immediately extended his hand to Luca. It showed not only good manners, but also that he wasn’t intimidated by people who treated him with courtesy. He would fit in very well. 

“Welcome aboard, Robert.” Luca gave him a big grin, and led the mare away to her stall while Jack invited his guests to join him for lunch.

“I warn you, my diet is enormously healthy. It may not suit you, but I have to stick to it so I make all my visitors do the same. I only have food in the house that I can eat.”

Robert looked puzzled.

Jack looked at Father Michael, who said, “I thought it best if you told him.”

“Father is referring to the fact that I have ulcerative colitis. It’s an autoimmune disease affecting my digestive system.”

“Sir?” Robert was even more confused.

Jack continued, “If I eat the wrong foods they trigger a reaction in my body, which attacks its own cells. I control the disease with correct diet and supplements.”

It still amazed Jack that he was able to talk openly about this embarrassing condition, which for so many years he’d been desperate to keep secret.  Meeting Joe and helping him overcome his own ulcerative colitis had changed that.

“That sounds painful.”

“It is if I don’t eat properly. So forgive the rather unusual and limited menu.” He ushered them into the kitchen. “Meet another vital member of my staff. This is Luca’s mother, Felicia, chef and housekeeper extraordinaire. Felicia, this is Robert.”

The matronly woman wiped her hands on her apron and surprised the teenager with a hug. “Welcome, welcome!” she cried in her unmistakable Mexican accent. “Hello, Father!” she added.

“Don’t I get a hug, too?” the priest complained, walking towards her.

“Holy men no need hugs,” she announced, backing away from him. “Seet down, seet down! I bring food!”

Jack was grateful to her for not complaining about the unannounced extra mouths to feed.
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Father Michael said grace, and Jack noticed that Robert went through the motions of joining in, but without conviction. The priest appeared not to notice.

Over the meal Jack explained his daily routine of riding the horses with Luca and his other rider, Frank, and performing stable chores. Robert would be involved in the handling of the horses on the ground as well as feeding, watering and cleaning stalls.

He observed, “You seemed a little wary of the horse I was holding just now.”

“I’ve never been around a horse before, sir. It was kinda big.”

Jack laughed. “Actually, she’s a very little mare. You’ll see some bigger horses later on. But you’ll get used to them,” he added encouragingly. “Those fellows who were pestering you in town are nothing in comparison. And horses respect leadership from their humans – just as bullies respect those who stand up to them. Working here you’ll learn some useful tips for dealing with people who try to shove you around.”

“That would be great, Mr. Harper. I want to learn everything I can.”

Father Michael smiled at him approvingly.

Jack said, “’Mr. Jack’ will do nicely, Robert.”

After lunch he accompanied the priest to his car. 

Predictably, the ever-zealous cleric used this opportunity to give the trainer another task. “Jack, technically Robert’s parents are parishioners. But they don’t go to Mass regularly, so their son’s faith is weak, to say the least. This would be a good chance for you to share yours.”

Jack grimaced. “I’ve only just come back into the Catholic Church myself, Father! And don’t forget – I still have some reservations. I’m not qualified to help Robert.”

“You’re exactly the right person, Jack. You came back to the Church despite your objections, and can point Robert in the right direction – including encouraging him to come to me about any questions you can’t answer yet. And don’t forget, I’m always available to discuss your issues with the faith, too.” He opened his car door. “Just see what you can do for Robert whenever the occasion arises.”

Jack’s eyes narrowed. “It’ll cost extra, Father – a lot extra.” Robert’s parents were happily paying for Jack to spend time building up their son’s self-esteem, even though he would be working on the farm.

“You can’t put a price on faith, Jack. Good-bye!” 

That priest had an uncanny knack of wrangling things out of him. But how was a newbie like himself supposed to evangelize a kid?

He shook his head and walked back into the house.
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Chapter Three: Robert 
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With Katie’s help, Robert quickly settled into the farm routine. It was agreed that his mother would drop him off at 7:30 a.m. Monday through Friday, and pick him up at 4 p.m. 

Jack eased him into working around horses by giving him tasks which didn’t involve direct contact with them. He wanted to accustom the lad to their presence without his having to get close to them.

Frank and Luca showed him how to rinse out the water buckets in each stall and fill them with fresh water. He learned to make up feeds and give each horse the right hay quantity.

Throughout the day he helped clean stalls so they didn’t need tidying after the horses were turned out in the evening. 

Robert started each morning on those chores. During that time the three men brought in the horses, then joined him. If Jack and his staff performed the same menial tasks as the newcomer, Robert would – Jack hoped – feel part of a team instead of low man on the totem pole. 

Luca and Frank would treat the boy with respect, and Robert was polite with them.

And, as predicted, Katie became the boy’s shadow.

At the end of the day the four of them would sit in the barn aisle on assorted stools and tack trunks cleaning the saddles and bridles. Luca and Frank downed a cold beer while Jack and Robert drank bottles of cold water from the fridge in the tack room.

The July days were hot, and the team was glad to rest in the cross-breeze wafting through the central aisle to rehydrate before continuing their work.

With the contented Retriever lying next to him, Robert helped wipe down the bridles and wash off the bits without getting water on the bridle leather. He was shown how to dismantle a bridle and put it back together.

“We pull the bridles apart and clean them thoroughly once a week,” Jack told him. “That way the leather stays supple and lasts longer.”

He was taught how to apply special soap to the saddles, wash the saddle pads and get horse sweat off the girths. He swept the barn and learned how to roll exercise bandages the correct way. 

By the time Friday of Robert’s first week rolled around, it was clear the boy’s help was considerably speeding up completion of the day’s chores. As a result he was running out of things to do while the three men rode and Jack was concerned that he would become bored. 

Until he saw the kid using his spare time to teach Katie tricks.

The horse trainer was riding in the outdoor arena with Luca and Frank, trying to get their sessions in before the July heat became too much for man and beast alike, when he spotted Robert with the dog by the front doors of the barn.

Jack had never formally trained the animal. But when Robert motioned her to sit, she instantly obeyed and he gave her a reward.  He asked her to lie down and Katie dropped to the ground.

“Good girl!” Robert said, giving her another treat. “Break!”

The dog jumped up and followed her new master into the barn.

Jack smiled. So that’s where the boy’s real passion lies!

A few days later, when Mrs. Riceman arrived to pick up her son, Jack saw Robert’s disappointment. He was loath to part from Katie, lying next to him in the barn aisle. Reluctantly he rose from the tack trunk and the Retriever padded alongside him. 

Jack said, “Hey, I see you’ve been working with Katie.”

“Sorry, Mr. Jack. I sometimes have some time between chores. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all. She’s much better behaved now.” On impulse he said, “I wonder, would you be willing to stick around an extra hour in the evenings to work with her?” More time with the dog every day would be a reward for his hard work. 

Jack sensed his two staff members staring at him. Like their boss, they had no idea what Robert could teach Katie that would make her useful for farm life. It wasn’t as if they needed her for cattle or sheep herding. What had got into the horse trainer?

No matter, Jack told himself, the point was to make Robert feel good about himself. Success in training Katie would be part of that process regardless of whether or not it benefitted Jack’s business.

His mother’s voice echoed in his head:  You don’t need me anymore to help you act on your better instincts. 

Seeing Mrs. Riceman walking towards the barn, Robert hastily answered, “That would be awesome! I know tomorrow’s Saturday, my day off, but could I come back just for a few hours? You know, to reinforce what I’ve taught her this week?”

Jack nodded. “Sure. If your mother doesn’t mind, I’ve no objection.”

Robert approached her with Katie on his heels. “Mom, can you bring me back tomorrow? Mr. Jack wants me to train his dog. I’ve already taught her some stuff. Watch.”

The kid gave a demonstration. Katie perfectly executed the command to sit, lie down, and back away – a move which Jack hadn’t yet seen her do.

He looked at Luca and Frank, who had come out to observe. “Now that could come in handy.”

They gave him a sardonic smile. “Sure thing, boss,” Luca said. 

Jack’s eyes narrowed.

Robert’s mother said, “Great job!”

“So I can come back tomorrow?”

She wouldn’t refuse her son, considering how his short time on the farm had already improved his outlook. She glanced at Jack, who gave the thumbs up and she beamed. “Are you sure you don’t mind having Robert for an extra day, Mr. Harper?” To her son she said, “You make sure you help out before spending time with the dog, right?”

“Sure thing, Mom. Thank you, Mr. Jack and see you tomorrow, Katie!” 

He told her to sit while he got into the Camry. The dog looked wistfully after the car as it drove away.

Jack whistled and she reluctantly returned with him and the two grinning men to the barn. He scowled: “Not a word from either of you!”

*
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Watching Robert work with Katie that Saturday was a welcome distraction. Jill was scheduled to arrive tomorrow at 1:50 p.m. and her ex-boyfriend was becoming increasingly nervous about this reunion.

Before setting off for Dulles, Jack would attend his first Sunday Mass as a returned Catholic – and he wished these two highly emotional events weren’t happening so close together. He strongly suspected that Someone Upstairs had arranged this on purpose. 

‘There are no such things as coincidences.’

But those were tomorrow’s problems. 

Today Jack was impressed with Robert. True to his word he diligently carried out barn duties before playing with Katie.

Saturdays were ‘spa’ days for certain horses. Most of them were ridden on the five weekdays but there were exceptions like Rustica. These animals were ridden on alternate days. 

The more skittish ones, or those that were sore or sour, were given chiropractic treatment and/or massages on Saturdays, as Jack had no time for those during the week.

He invited Robert to watch him with the little ex-racehorse in her stall. 

“I haven’t finished making up evening feeds,” he said.

“I know, but today’s a slow day, and Luca is happy to pick up the slack for you.”

The teenager stood obligingly in the aisle and observed Jack working with the mare.

“I bet you’re wondering why I want you to see me do this.’

“Yes sir, to be honest, I am.”

“Well, you’re being so helpful with the chores around here that we’re getting through them fast. And I know you want to work with Katie, but I was hoping to give you more confidence around the horses first.”

Jack grinned at the boy, who looked poised to flee. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to make you come in the stall this second. I just want you to see how calm horses can be, and how we can help them reach that state.”

Robert leaned over the half-door looking more relaxed.

Within moments Jack could see he was mesmerized as the mare transformed under the trainer’s hands.

Jack ran his fingertips along what he called the horse’s bladder meridian, lightly running them over a line behind the mare’s poll, a couple of inches down from the central line of her body.

“I’m following the method devised by Jim Masterson[1], in his book ‘Beyond Massage,’[2]” Jack explained. “Watch for her to blink or yawn when I get to certain places. There she goes!”

As he touched her neck about a foot behind her poll, Rustica blinked. Jack kept his fingers on
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