








When I was 8 years old I drew a heart on my closet wall with all my ambitions and desires. The larg-
est piece of the heart was owning a horse farm and rescuing animals. I started rescuing at 10 years 
old and never stopped. Taking in birds, squirrels, cats, dogs and horses, I saved them all or at least 
were there with them for their final moments. It wasn't until the age of 42 I was able to buy 10 acres 
and start my dream of a horse farm. Horses have always been my passion and when I moved to 
Georgia to be near family, home sickness of South Carolina took me over.  So I bought a Carolina 
Marsh Tacky, the states heritage breed to remind me of home.  While I love every horse I meet, the 
Tacky won me over through and through. So I bought another and then another and now I have my 
first foal due to be born this spring.  I show in endurance riding, dressage, and give horsemanship 
lessons using my tackys.   

My childhood dreams of raising horses and rescuing animals has come full circle. It's no longer a 
dream drawn on a wall but right in front of my eyes every time I walk out my front door and I'm so 
thankful to be able to share this dream with others.  

Ginger Hipp 
from Manzanita Farm LLC  
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A childhood dream on a closet wall  



 
 

 

Carol Fuller Powell, Founder of BOC, From Extinction to Award Winning: 

 

With 35 years of working in the field of Education and Mental Health, I recognized the value of equine thera-

py when working with children, youth and adults with emotional trauma. I experienced that with highly 

trained professional and natural horsemanship based practices; the outcomes for healing and growth were 

truly remarkable. 

 

My search for the perfect horse with the exact temperament, character and willingness to engage in relation-

ship building began. This is how I found the Baca Herd which had been dispersed from the Baca Chica Farm in 

New Mexico. When I realized they were on the Endangered Equine List, I continued my search across the 

United States for remaining breedable Bacas and transported them to my ranch, Blue Oaks Farm, CA. In 

2015, I founded Blue Oaks Center to pursue my passion and developed an Equine Assisted Learning program 

utilizing the Bacas. I liked the combination of the rare Baca Barb Horse’s gentle spirit and character combined 

with knowledge and skill-based training as it does result in growth for the horse, client and instructor. At Blue 

Oaks Center, it is the cycle of communication and learning that creates the strong bond of healing and sense 

of belonging for our community’s youth, families and seniors. 

 

In addition to Equine Therapy, the Baca Barbs have the ability to achieve in other performing disciplines such 

as Trail Riding, Working Equitation, Dressage, Endurance and Camping. In 2023, the first foal born at BOC has 

achieved national recognition in Working Equitation. Today with the help of our University partners using 

DNA Testing and Analysis, the Bacas’ ancestry was found to be one of the first herds brought to the colonial 

Americas. Because of their ancestry and versatility, I knew I had to do everything possible to prevent their 

extinction. I developed an extensive Preservation Program to maintain a pure bloodline which has proven 

successful. 

 

For more information on Blue Oaks Center’s Baca Preservation Program, please visit our website: 

www.blueoakscenter.org 

 

http://www.blueoakscenter.org
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       An Artist’s           

 

                                                By: Amy E-D Speissegger  

 Sitting in the salon contemplating life, marriage, freedom, and watching my daughter, I looked down 

to see a S.C. Wildlife magazine on the table.  I picked up the magazine and read the article about the Colonial 

Spanish Marsh Tacky horses.  That reminded me of the time when I was nine years old, my dad asked me 

what I wanted to do when I grew up. I said I would own a horse farm on rolling hills. The spirit of the horses I 

was reading about pierced my soul and I decided I had to capture their essence in my artwork.  That day set a 

course of events that changed my life and the lives of my children completely.   

 I called Mr. Lee McKenzie, a breeder, who allowed my mother, daughter, and me to come meet his 

Marsh Tacky horses.  The photographs I took of his horses were used in my series of Marsh Tacky paintings. 

One of the photographs was Madeline when she was 4 years old reaching up to touch Blackberry on the nose 

and Blackberry leaning down touching Madeline’s finger. Sadly, the photo was lost in cyberspace.  We visited 

Mr. McKenzie a few times and I was able to take many beautiful photographs to paint. 

 In 2011, I attended the Kiawah Beach race.  I met Mr. D.P. Lowther without realizing his horse was 

one I photographed and became the next painting I created titled “Sweet Grass Marsh Tacky”.  The painting 

was displayed at The Coastal Discovery Museum "Marsh Tacky Now and Then" Exhibition and received “Best 

in Show” award.  At the 2020 CMTA member’s meeting I took a framed print of the painting for their silent 

auction. D.P. Lowther recognized the horse immediately.  It was his horse “Bubba”, that is now owned by 

Marc Hudson. The original painting is owned by the family of D.P. Lowther. 

Love Story 

“Sweet Grass Marsh Tacky” Bubba Acrylic on board 



  

 While I was a member of the Charleston Artist Guild, I displayed my first “Marsh Tacky Horse” 

painting at Piccolo Spoleto. The following year I displayed “Cypress Marsh Tacky, Blackberry” painting which 

received an “of interest award”.  This painting features Blackberry while she is pregnant standing in the cy-

press nulls of Caw Caw swamp.  She paused before going into the dark swamp, getting prepared to go 

through hard times. The light shines from the swamp onto her depicting God will lead their way. “Cypress 

Marsh Tacky, Blackberry”, painting has been donated to the Hitchcock Woods Foundation 2024 Auction. 

            My first “Marsh Tacky” painting and “Cypress Marsh Tacky, Blackberry” both acrylic on board 

Life at home was getting worse. Painting was holding me together. February 16, 2018, I mustered up the 

courage to take the kids and leave my bad marriage for the first time. Shortly after I left, my mother was diag-

nosed with stage four cancer.  I had to make a tough decision. The kids and I went back in hopes we could 

make the marriage work and I could spend time with my mother in her last days.  Nothing changed.  Moth-

er’s Day, May 11, 2019 my mother crossed the rainbow bridge.  Later that year, November 2019, Madeline 

wanted to go to the Charleston Steeple Chase and see Marsh Tacky horses at the CMTA booth.  Madeline 

spent the day on a Marsh Tacky named Stella and I was at my table a little way from the horses trying to sell a 

painting.  At the end of the day, Loretta came over and started talking with me. She was telling me about her 

son John who breeds Marsh Tacky horses to preserve the horses his great grandfather had. His great grandfa-

ther would wrangle the horses out of the Berkeley County swamps and train them to sell to plantation  

                                       owners.  The more she talked the more I put pieces together.   



Back in 1996 my mother was an ER nurse at Summerville Medical Center. She introduced me to an EMT 

named John.  I rode with him one shift to see if it would be a possible career path. We became friends, but I 

went back to college to get my art education degree and we lost touch.   John was Loretta’s son sitting by the 

horses that Madeline spent the whole day with.  We walked over to the horses and John was sitting in a chair 

with his Argos jacket and leather cowboy hat on. I said John, “I am Amy Dalton, Betsy Dalton’s daughter.”  

John looked at me and said, “You’re the girl that can draw and roller blade!”   

Madeline and Stella at the Charleston Steeple Chase November 2019 

February 16, 2020, exactly two years after the kids and I moved out the first time, Blackjack was born. John 

posted on Facebook he was going to help a friend, PJ, whose mare just had a colt and he didn’t know what to 

do.  PJ did not live far from my Dad’s house. I was taking the kids to my Dad’s to spend the night. If Madeline 

was going to ride horses I wanted her to learn everything she could about horses so we went to see the colt.  

Madeline named him Blackjack.  John and PJ asked me what I was going to do when they saw our interest in 

these horses.  I said, “I am going to get divorced and buy a horse.”  They both laughed and did not believe 

me. March 6, 2020, COVID hit, and the kids and I moved in with my Dad.   

Since we moved we were close to Blackjack and I would take Madeline a few times a week to see him.  PJ 

was impressed with Madeline and how she was working wth Blackjack. He told her he would give her the colt 

if I would paint him a picture of Sasha and Blackjack.  At the time we were living with my dad and brother, I 

had no job, little money, was fighting the wealthy soon to be ex-husband in court, and had no place to put a 

horse.  PJ told Madeline Blackjack could stay there as long as needed so I could get back on my feet.  I paint-

ed Sasha and Blackjack. Thank you, PJ! Blackjack is 4 years old now and the bond between them is amazing.  



Since we moved we were close to Blackjack and I would take Madeline a few times a week to see him.  PJ was 

impressed with Madeline and how she was working with Blackjack. He told her he would give her the colt if I 

would paint him a picture of Sasha and Blackjack.  At the time we were living with my dad and brother, I had 

no job, little money, was fighting the wealthy soon to be ex-husband in court, and had no place to put a 

horse.  PJ told Madeline Blackjack could stay there as long as needed so I could get back on my feet.  I painted 

Sasha and Blackjack. Thank you, PJ! Blackjack is 4 years old now and the bond between them is amazing.  

“Sasha and Blackjack” Acrylic on canvas 

My goal was to learn everything about these horses. The true history, their heritage, their behavior, social 

patterns, confirmation, genetics, everything. In order to do so I had to engross myself in all of their world to 

be the best equine painter I could be. First, I had to learn to ride. I called John. He thought I was a rich stay at 

home mom going through a midlife crisis and I was not really serious about riding.  He put me on a green 

quarter horse named Ginger, his Dad, Mr. Johnny, and he were training.  He figured if Ginger threw me and I 

hit the ground I would be done wasting his time.  Little did John know, how much hard times had made me 

tough and stubborn.  Ginger tossed me a foot off her back and I landed hard on the ground.  I got back up, 

and rode her again.   

A few months went by and Mr. Ricky Warren had a few Marsh Tacky horses for sell.  John advised if I was go-

ing to own a Marsh Tacky I needed one of those horses because they were high quality with great lineage. 

Madeline and I met Mr. Ricky and Mrs. Tammy Warren. I picked Lil Darlin and bought her with a gold coin.  

John and his dad, took Lil Darlin for me back to John’s place.  Every other weekend John and Mr. Johnny 

would teach me how to train Lil Darlin in the old ways like John’s great grandfather trained the Colonial Span-

ish horses he got out of the swamps in Berkeley county.  I took what I learned, showed Madeline, and she                       

      trained Blackjack.  



Photograph of Lil Darlin in the middle and her pasture mates at Mr. Warren’s place. 

In September 5, 2021, my dad passed over the rainbow bridge. The kids and I moved to the country and 

started Hardihood Acres.  My artwork is taking off, with commissioned jobs, and future plans for my equine 

art. Hardihood Acres and our Colonial Spanish Marsh Tacky breeding program is developing and growing. 

My mother was right all along.  John is my best friend, the love of my life, a great father, and has a passion 

for the Colonial Spanish horses as big as mine.  Finally, in 2022, after 26 years apart, encouragement from the 

kids, we got married.   Today we live happily on Hardihood Acres with our combined Colonial Spanish Marsh 

Tacky herds, two teenagers, four dogs, three cats and bunch of chickens. 

Photo of John and Amy Speissegger 



















Registrar’s Report—April, 2024 

by Gretchen Patterson 

 

Registration of horses continues a steady upslope with an upswing of the Marsh Tacky horses of  

South Carolina. In 2000, HOA started the numbering system with #1000 and today, we are at 

#2425. This is our twentieth-fourth year as a registry and we are still going strong.  

 

I encourage breeders to keep good records of their foals and offer a buyer a completed application 

when a sale occurs. The Colonial Spanish Horse is an antique breed now in the 21st century. Every 

Mustanger must realize the importance of recording the names and bloodlines of each horse for 

future generations. When selling a registered horse, please fill out a transfer form to go with the 

registration certificate.  

 

To make registration easier, HOA has payment by PayPal which is available through the website 

at: http://www.horseoftheamericas.com 

 

The online application can be emailed along with the registration photos. Please submit pictures 

in one of three formats: regular photographs; digital scans on photographic paper or via email. I 

would like to stress that digital pictures must be printed on glossy paper. I cannot use pictures that 

are printed on regular copy paper.  

 

If you send pictures via email, try to reduce the size to 1 mb to 800 kb and should be formatted 

and saved as a .jpg, .png, or tiff. Picture files 

saved as a .gif extension have been compressed 

and do not reproduce well.  

 

All photos should be taken in open space, 

preferably in the morning or early afternoon. 

Pictures with lots of shadows do not scan well, and 

the horse’s true color is difficult to reproduce. 

Trees or other busy landscape should be out of the 

background whenever possible. I require pictures 

of both sides as well as a front, a rear, and a good 

facial. If a horse has unusual white patterns on the 

head, a close-up photo is also needed.  

 

For more information or assistance, please contact 

Gretchen Patterson, 14750 Hillside Ridge, San 

Antonio, TX 78233 or by email: 

glpatterson62@gmail.com. My telephone is 903-

407-3260. You can also leave me a message on the HOA Facebook page. 

 

One Dance Left & Gretchen Patterson 








