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He was an equestrian or a horseman , perhaps if this story played out in America he would be called an old school cowboy. someone once inquired why I am able to handle horses the way I do as not a single member of my family had any horse knowledge. With the exception, that my grandmother rode a camel across the Namib Desert to deliver a baby, I believe she rode out of necessity, so perhaps my grandmother had some influence , however this story is about the people who made me who I am and that is for lack of a better description a “cowboy” .
I had only been working for Shirley Green, a well-known horse dealer in Kyalami, for a couple of weeks when Denton Sander arrived at the yard. There was a kind of hushed excitement among the young riders. I can remember” blond” Tessa, as appose to “dark hair” Tessa, telling me how something amazing was about to happen, she was not wrong.
Shirley was clearly testing me when she told me to tack up my horse and wait in the arena. Shirley was less than impressed with Sweet Enchantment. I'm guessing for reasons A, there was nothing sweet about that mare and B, she felt there was only room for one crazy bitch on the property and it wasn't going be the mare.
 In Shirley's defence I could not have chosen a worse horse for myself,  by the time I met her I had invested too much in that horse and I was not about to give up. I've since discovered that I really don't know when to quit. I guess that stems from the fact that I don't like losing. If you like losing it means you are a loser and let's face it second is just first for the losers. What?  So l am a little competitive, sue me. Shirley gave me one month in order for Sweet enchantment to improve or she was going up for sale. More than likely the plan was to sell her to Denny cause honestly he was indeed the right man for that horse nevertheless I've explained where I stood on that issue, she was not for sale and I had better perform in that lesson or I would be out of a job.
Thus, I found myself riding my psychotic horse in a lesson with my new boss, taught by some person in a cowboy hat who I did not know. it was petrifying even so I was determined. That feeling of being terrified but determined would remain consistent during my encounters with Denny in the years that followed.
I can still see Denny walking up the driveway. I can remember him laughing that deep distinct Denny laugh. I watched him approaching the arena, and a voice in my head said: "Oh s!*t, something wicked this way comes.” 
As I expected Sweet Enchantment was bucking and freaking out, in other words just being herself, you would think she has never had a saddle on her, in short the mare was trying my patients yet Denny was calm and told me not to get upset with her,  all I had to do was sit really still. He held her head in his arm close to his chest and whispered in her ear then he rubbed her eye until she was almost asleep. Calmly and quietly Denny walked her up to the jump with minimal effort, she popped over it. I was amazed, you must understand this was a horse who break out in a cold sweat just walking into the jumping arena, she freaked out in wide open spaces as well. Denny did his whisper, eyeball move a few more times. And whatever voodoo horse magic words Denny whispered in her ear they worked. She understood perhaps for the first time what was required from her or  perhaps for lack of a better explanation, she was under Denny's spell. All I had to do for the rest of the lesson was 1. Sit really still 2. Stick her nose right up Must Haves bum and follow Shirley. That seemed doable however the jumps got higher and higher. In spite of this what really made me want to vomit off the side of my horse was how wide the jumps got. Should you be wondering how wide it could possibly have gotten, wide enough to park Shirley's Pajero in between the parallel bars, that’s how wide. 
Around 1.35m high and Pajero wide I remember Shirley looking back over her shoulder at me saying "Ginni" as she called me, "it'll be fine just stay close to me. You'll be fine." This was my boss talking to me so there was a certain amount of pressure and concern wrapped in her statement. This was my dream, all I ever wanted to do was to jump. I remember watching the A grades as a child. When I saw Anneli Wucherphenning on Audi Olympian, I knew that is what I wanted. Of course, at the time, I had no concept of what it would take to get there, although as I watched Denny building that enormous jump, I knew the moment was right now and it would shape my future. 
When Denny had finished building the fence we cantered off on what felt like the longest approach ever ridden, me following Shirley's lead very closely. We turned the corner and I can't say I recall what happened next until the moment we were airborne. We hung in the air for what must have been a split second but to me, it felt like forever and there was my first experience with “hang time.” I caught myself thinking, "Should my feet and head be parallel right now? No! Well, oh s!*t! I'm going to hold the mane. Shirley said grab the mane." What better way to prove her hypothesis. Besides there really was not much else for me to do, but grab mane and hope that Shirley was right. I remember her hooves touching ground on landing. Indecently if you can see your horse's hooves on landing, you are not doing it right! I managed to find the saddle and stop the mare before she was halfway down the driveway. I could hear Denny laughing behind me that distinct deep Denny laugh. It was his "you can’t believe I made you jump this impossibly huge fence, can you?" laugh. I would hear that laugh frequently over the next couple of years. It always made me feel invincible.
 The thing about Denton Sander was he made you feel like there simply was no fence too big, no ditch too deep, nothing so ridiculously wide that it could not be jumped.  It was his magic my horse knew that Denny was different the first time he whispered in her ear. She would always try harder when he was in the arena. She was on voice command in Denny's lessons, walk, trot, canter whatever the man said she did it. I did very little and tried not to interfere, it is harder than you imagine, believe me. Such was their connection that if Denton got upset with a pony in our lesson, he would personally have to come and talk to Sweetie explaining that he was not upset with her, and she should calm herself. If I wasn't on Sweet Enchantment she would still be doing exactly what Denny told her to. I wonder if she picked that up from me, after all, it didn't matter who I was riding. I would always do exactly what Denny told me to do.
The particular trait of mine would lead to another quite uniquely Denton phenomenon “blind trust.” No matter what crazy high, ridiculously wide, very insane, jump Denny put in front of me, I jumped it. To me it meant that the crazy bastard (Denny) actually believed, me and whatever horse or pony, I happen to be sitting on at the time could jump it. At the same time, it must have dawned on Denny that no matter what crazy high, ridiculously wide, very insane, jump he puts in front of me, no matter what I was riding, I was going to jump it. Or die trying at the very least, we schooled and sold a lot of really good horses and ponies this way. 
Faith and blind trust aside, I had the surreal experience of watching angry Denny teach a lesson. I mean he could get foaming at the mouth, hide the woman and children, run for cover mother pucker, angry. I decided right there and then, it simply was not worth questioning the man's sanity, if he said jump then I'm jumping. Nothing the poles, uprights, or gravity itself could do to me would be as difficult to recover from, as Denton's anger. It makes me proud to know that he never had to direct his anger at me. 
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