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When Manda Kalimian began her mission to help America's wild horses—through rewilding—
to regain their rightful place as a native species of the open plains, little did she know the
challenges ahead would redefine everything she understood about who she thought she was.
Born to Rewild follows Manda as she joins the struggle to rescue wild horses from a program
fraught with bureaucracy, controversy, and the potential to erase the legacy of these beautiful
creatures from land that depends on their very existence. With this journey, Manda joins forces
with new friends in the Native American community-all dedicated to restoring the wild horse to
its natural environment through the process of rewilding. Born to Rewild: Triumphs of a Now
Fearless Woman is an inspirational and passionate story of one woman's dedication to
conservation and the rewilding of America's truly native wild horses.
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a time of crushing change and unrest. The world is at a turning point, and we with it. Our
individual lives and journeys are all interconnected. It is a moment in time to stop and listen to
the voices within ourselves and what they are saying about our individual roles at this time.
What can we do to ensure the health of our planet and civilization, as we know it? What will we
teach our children, who will they be, and what are we leaving them?When something so
powerful and important resonates within, it is our responsibility as humans to follow that voice
and calling. This is one such story.My love and passion for our wild horses have led me on a
journey of self-empowerment, realization, and rewilding. It is through this journey that I am
learning who I am and who I can be. This journey awaits us all if we choose to open our hearts
to hear our innate reason and who we want to be while discovering who we really are.I hope
that by sharing my journey with you that you will be open to seeing your calling. There are no
rules, and there are no prerequisites to finding your path. You just have to ask to be shown; that
is your first step.So, join me on my rewilding journey to save our wild horses. It’s been a crazy
ride, and it’s not over!As you read these pages, you will see that I refer repeatedly to America’s
indigenous people. Many views exist on the correct terminology, and not wishing to offend
anybody; I want to clarify why, at times, I use American Indian in this context. One of the
principal characters on this journey whom you are about to meet, Moses Brings Plenty, A
Lakota Sioux, calls himself an Indian and considers ‘American’ redundant. American is inferred.
Others find this term offensive and prefer Native American. Whatever your view, when I refer to
the original inhabitants of this land, I only do so with the deepest respect.1.
REWILDINGMinutes away from rescuing a team of wild horses that I had promised freedom to,
I thought I was ready—believing that when these horses were set free, I would miraculously
feel the same freedom in my heart and soul. But Mo had some bad news to share with
me.“Manda, Prairie sent me a text and said not to come with the horses today,” he stated,
matter-of-factly.I cocked my head sideways, sure that I didn’t hear him correctly.“What! What do



you mean not to come?” I could feel the blood leave my face, my knees buckling under me.Mo,
reading a text message aloud, “I have a problem. My dad said my aunt wants to fight me for my
land, saying part of it is hers. The Bureau of Indian Affairs (BIA) says I can’t use the land now.
They’re saying I don’t own all the land. It doesn’t belong to me. They want to lease it out. Don’t
come today.”My mouth fell open as I entered his musty hotel room. I didn’t even know where to
start.“Her aunt went to the judge—she’s jealous because all of the land went to Prairie instead
of her. The aunt’s got some kind of ‘in’ with the judge, and even though it’s not legal, they’re
telling Prairie the land isn’t hers,” Mo explained.It sounded like an episode of The Jerry
Springer Show.“Okay.” My heart was beating fast, and I felt a little dizzy. I didn’t know how to
reply or even what to ask next.“Her aunt says if she even sees horses on the land, she’ll shoot
them,” Mo said. I stopped by one of the beds, frozen by his words and mesmerized while I
watched him methodically braid his long hair into two braids. He’d finally decided that the first
braid was satisfactory. He was starting the other as he leaned against the room’s air
conditioning unit. Mo, a Lakota Sioux, was meticulously neat with long braids that extend down
past his hips, but today, his unkempt appearance was giving me even more anxiety.“Prairie’s
driving into the court in Rapid City now to see what she can do.”“Thanks, MO. I can’t believe
this! Is it not her land? Who can I call and what can I do?”I stumbled over to the desk, grabbed
its edge with my left hand to steady myself, and caught my breath. I used my right to frantically
search through my phone, hoping one of my contacts would spark an idea. I wondered if
Senator Chuck Schumer’s office could help or who I knew in politics right now that could put
things right. I was sure it was useless. I was dealing with Indian country where their own legal
system reigned supreme.“Land rights are pretty tricky for us,” Mo explained. “Reservation land
is held ‘in trust’ for us by the federal government. It’s owned and managed by the Bureau of
Indian Affairs, which is totally corrupt. Keeping control of the land keeps the people down
because we can’t utilize it. If you have control of your land, you can farm, you can lease it, you
can do whatever you want. The BIA leases out the land. They give you the money, but the
money is on the dollar. They keep the hedge.”“What does that mean?” my voice rose in volume
and octaves.At that very moment, Mo got a call back from Prairie.“P- put her on speaker,” I
commanded while stuttering.Mo nodded. The connection was horrible. Prairie’s voice kept
cutting in and out.“I’m driving to Rapid City courthouse to see if I can get an order from the
judge,” she said in intermittent bursts.I was already googling the driving distance from Prairie’s
house to the Rapid City Courthouse.“Do you think you’ll be able to resolve this today,” I
whispered as loudly as I could without talking. I was wound up tight, and my desperation was
high.“What?” the line crackled and hissed. “Not far, but I…” And then we lost the signal.It was a
three-and-a-half-hour drive from Prairie’s land to Rapid City, but I didn’t even know if she’d just
left her driveway or was almost there. Who the heck knew if what she was saying was even
true!Oh my god, what was I going to do now, I thought to myself. I sat there for a good long
minute before I looked up at myself in the mirror. How did I get here? What was I thinking? Why
would I think I could even pull something like this off? I looked back down at my well-worn
paddock boots. I couldn’t even look at those. A wave of shame crept from my stomach to my
throat, and I swallowed hard. I’d been working for over a decade to get here, running a non-
profit through all the struggles, hurdles, and successes that come along with small business
life. As a lifelong horsewoman, I thought I was ready. I should have known it was too good to be
true back in October.It was October of 2016 when we had a lead on a property. I remember the
date well, as it was the time of the protests at Standing Rock. I was working with Mo and Jon
on a music video, part of which we filmed in New York City in Times Square and partly out
West in North Dakota. We wanted to create a song to inspire awareness of the plight of



American Indians and wild horses.Thousands of protesters gathered in Cannon Ball, North
Dakota, on a site slated to be dug up to run a controversial oil pipeline, the Dakota Access
Pipeline. It would funnel over a half a million barrels of crude oil each day from North Dakota to
Illinois. It also ran the risk of contaminating the Missouri River and thus the water supply for the
Standing Rock Sioux, a tribe of around 10,000 whose reservation in the central part of North
and South Dakota is the sixth largest in the United States.The project had already disrupted
burial sites sacred to the Sioux. As more protestors gathered, including lots of young people,
the news media started to take notice. The team at my foundation, the Cana Foundation, had
as well. We decided to go out and film the protests so we could include this important piece of
history in our video but also to stand behind the Sioux. Moses Brings Plenty, one of our team
members at Cana and an advocate for wild horses, is Lakota Sioux. He’s a direct descendant
of Brings Plenty, an Oglala Lakota warrior who fought in the Battle of Little Big Horn.As the
founder of Cana and a passionate advocate of American Indian and wild horse rights, I was
determined to go to Standing Rock to help with the filming and simply be there to experience
the protests, but it was a holiday, and my husband Albert insisted that I be with the family. It
wasn’t worth getting into a fight with Albert over something related to my work again. It killed
me that I couldn’t be there myself, but I was glued to my phone and email, receiving regular
dispatches from Mo and Dana, my Long Island assistant who I had sent on my behalf.Mo was
reporting back updates saying that the situation there was becoming intense. For our work with
Cana, he’d spoken with a woman named Ladonna Brave Bull, a Sioux tribe historian, and an
activist. Along with Phyllis Young and Pearl Means, Ladonna was one of the main women
leading the charge.Our goal in visiting the protests was two-fold—capture footage for our
campaign and connect with people who might have land and be willing to take in wild horses.
Our organization was working to help get wild horses out of the holding pens in which tens of
thousands were being held by one of our government organizations, the Bureau of Land
Management. The BLM was rounding up horses and taking them off their rightful lands to favor
cattle ranchers and special interest groups who want to drill and frack.Our goal was to ideally
place these wild horses on American Indian lands, the lands that were originally their home.
Reconnecting these wild horses with native communities was a natural fit for helping to restore
the environment while helping indigenous communities to reconnect to the spirituality of the
horse—and, in turn, their self-empowerment. These efforts were part of larger rewilding
initiatives to help the environment go back to a previous, more natural state.Ladonna
introduced Mo to her daughter, Prairie. Prairie had about 5,000 acres near Standing Rock, and
Ladonna said she might be willing to take some horses.“I spoke with Prairie,” Mo said over the
phone. “She wants to take a couple of hundred horses.”“That’s unbelievable,” I said, nearly
jumping up and down in the hallway of my Long Island stables. “We have to see the land. Find
out if there’s running water, if it’s fenced...”I reeled through a list of thoughts and questions as I
marched into my office, ready to try and find satellite imagery of Prairie’s land. I wanted to act
fast so as not to lose this opportunity. This could be the lead I needed to finally accomplish my
goal of releasing wild horses on native lands. It wasn’t only a dream. It was my purpose and my
job to change the fate and destiny of these wild horses and our environment.My plan was to
adopt as many horses as I could from the BLM to get them out of the holding pens where they
were living these trapped and unnatural lives and rewild them; set them free. Our foundation
would handle the adoption process, and someone like Prairie would then host the horses on
her land. Our foundation would then help the locals to create healing and teaching programs
for the community around these wild horses that were now working to revitalize the
lands.Adopting a wild horse is a big deal for anyone, but especially for me, with a publicly



facing foundation with alliances with politicians and celebrities. It was my lifelong goal to rewild
horses and lands, but I was still not one to rush into this without thinking through the details—
even though I’d already waited over a decade. There was always something new to consider on
all fronts.Through my connections with Steve Israel, a New York State Congressman, I’d been
introduced to some BLM higher-ups. I knew about the general adoption process, but it got a bit
more stringent when one asked for dozens of horses. Steve advised me on the do’s and
don’ts.“Never ask the BLM to pay for the shipping,” Steve told me on a visit to my Long Island
farm, as he walked my horse Rusty around the meadow. Steve had visited my farm a few times
and grown quite close to Rusty. “Make it as easy as you can for them to say yes and want to
work with you.”He gave Rusty a pat on the neck and stroked his white nose. A chestnut colored
horse, Rusty was one of our show horses and as sweet as can be. On my Long Island farm, I
had a number of horses, including a few rescues.A newly anointed horse lover and advocate,
Steve had served as a Congressman for 16 years, so he knew a thing or two about politics. I
had met him in 2015 at the Hampton Classic, a prestigious annual equestrian sporting event
on Long Island. He was participating in a panel discussion for the ASPCA fighting against
horse slaughter alongside Georgina Bloomberg and several organizations, including mine. We
hit it off immediately. When you start to get to know Washington, you quickly figure out the key
players who are pro-animal, pro-horse, and approachable. Steve was one of them.There were
plenty of choices for horses to adopt, too many. In the early 1900s, roughly 2,000,000 wild
horses roamed the U.S. freely. Today, there are around 67,000 with another 70,000 in these
BLM government holding facilities. Most people are unaware that almost 120,000,000 of their
U.S. federal tax dollars every year are going to a program that rounds up wild horses by
helicopter and warehouses them in corrals and pastures—sometimes for three or four years
and sometimes for the remainder of their lives—all using U.S. federal tax dollars.According to
The Wild Free-Roaming Horses and Burros Act of 1971, “wild free-roaming horses and burros
are living symbols of the historic and pioneer spirit of the West. They contribute to the diversity
of life forms within the Nation and enrich the lives of the American people. It is the policy of
Congress that wild free-roaming horses and burros shall be protected from capture, branding,
harassment, or death; and to accomplish this, they are to be considered in the area where
presently found, as an integral part of the natural system of the public lands.”This act also put
the BLM in charge of managing these wild horse herds. The BLM maintains that they oversee
these horses for their health and well-being and the management of the public lands these
horses call home––not for the benefit of corporate greed, serving special interest groups such
as oil fracking, drilling, and large corporate cattle farming that exports meat to China and other
global destinations.One would think that they would want to give the horses away and help
transport them to get them out of these holding pens, but there was bureaucracy at every level.
Shockingly the Bureau would rather turn a blind eye as the horses were shipped to slaughter in
Canada or Mexico than appear to work with wild horse advocates. Of course, it depends on
what side of the aisle you are standing.This brings to mind an occurrence back in 2009 where
the secretary of the interior—who oversees the Bureau of Land Management and is supposed
to protect the horses—allowed his friend and business associate in the ranching industry
[name purposely omitted] to buy nearly 1800 wild horses over a three-year period for the
purpose of selling them off to slaughter. A sweet deal for his friend who purchased the horses
from the US government for $10.00 each and then sold them for several hundred dollars each
to kill-buyers. The secretary of the interior was even nicer to his friend by allowing us taxpayers
to foot the $140,000.00 cost to truck those horses off to slaughter. In the end, the buyer
pocketed $154,000.00 while we the people paid $140,000.00 for transportation. Imagine the



things that go on that we don’t find out about.In the years I’ve spent getting to this point I have
had my eyes opened to suspicious goings-on at every level. I’ve grown savvier and achieved
more and more significant results. It has certainly been like rolling a boulder up a hill,
sometimes by myself, but as the years have worn on, I’ve grown stronger in my resolve. It
hasn’t gotten easier; I am just getting better at figuring it out.Mo went to see Prairie’s land, and
I checked it out virtually to see where the water and fence lines lay. Though Prairie said she
could take 100 horses, we decided that it might be best to start with 50. This would-be part of
the proof of concept that I needed to show that it was possible to rehome and rewild horses on
native land.Steve had constantly advised me that the only way I’d convince other politicians
that rewilding these wild horses was not only possible but in all of our best interests—was to do
it and then have a sheet of paper that proved the results. It was all about the easy, turnkey
solution in Washington, but this challenge was anything but simple.This trip to Standing Rock
yielded more than potential land. It also connected me to the film world. I had met filmmaker
Shannon Kring through a friend, and I introduced her to Mo. She was going to be at Standing
Rock, making a documentary called End of the Line, featuring the story of the women at
Standing Rock during the occupation. Sometimes meetings happen for a reason. If you believe
in serendipity like me, then you also know this to be true. Being able to document our efforts
was key. That’s where Shannon would come in.It took several weeks, but we figured out all of
the details; I had to do this right. This was not only my dream and goal, but it would be good for
our press efforts—which in turn would be helpful in Washington and subsequently good for the
horses. I was dotting all my i’s and crossing my T’s.Prairie signed an agreement with my
foundation to care for the 50 wild horses. The BLM agreed to sell the foundation 50 horses for
$10 each. I had no say in where the horses came from or what age they were. They gave me
all the older horses that were harder to sell or adopt out from holding pens at a federal
penitentiary in Colorado, where the horses were imprisoned. That was fine with me as I knew
the horses would have a home and be looked after.I started to prepare for a trip to Colorado.
The team I’d assemble would pick up the horses from the prison and transport them to Prairie’s
land. I purchased a stock trailer that Mo would be driving. I then hired two commercial shippers
to take the remaining 38 horses. We were all rendezvousing at the Canon City facility at a
specified time on the day of pick-up. I enlisted Shannon Kring to film the whole thing so that we
could use the footage for social media, a documentary, and as part of our proof of concept. It
was a whole lot of planning!We chose a date to pick up the horses, and there was a lot of back
and forth with the BLM. When I’d eventually reached a final plan, I called up Dean Bolstad,
Division Chief of the Wild Horse and Burro Program in the Washington, DC office.“Manda, I am
pleasantly surprised. Many individuals have approached the BLM and have ideas about
providing homes for older wild horses, but few follow through when they realize how expensive
it is to care for horses. I am very thankful for your Foundation’s willingness and ability to provide
homes for horses and especially for those that are older and not normally desired.”The BLM
does allow people to adopt horses out of these holding pens, but caring for a wild horse isn’t
easy, especially if you’re planning to ride that horse eventually. They often need a lot of
training.“Of course, the Colorado facility just wants to give us the older horses that are harder
to adopt,” I told Mo. “But I don’t care. They’re older and wiser.”“They’ll know what to do with the
land better,” Mo said. “They’ve survived this long. They deserve to be saved.”We were to pick
up 50 horses from the WHIP program, the Wild Horse Inmate Program, at the Canon City
Correctional Center in Colorado. The BLM runs programs at prisons throughout the American
West. Inmates work with wild horses that have been rounded up from rangelands. They train or
‘gentle’ them so that they can be adopted out into new homes. Inmates learn a lot about



themselves while learning new skills and the horses gain a chance at a new home and their
own ticket to get out of prison. From the healing perspective, horses are man’s mirror, so they
reflect back to you the good, the bad, and the ugly––the perfect teacher to help inmates heal
and rehabilitate.I’d invested so much in this Colorado trip. Not only the years of my life trying to
get to this point, but financially. I’d paid the BLM upfront for the horses. I’d purchased an
expensive new shipping trailer, bought six airline tickets to fly to Colorado for myself and a film
crew and staff, and on and on.My assistant Dana and I flew out to Colorado. Mo and his wife
Sara Ann drove up from Kansas. Jon, a Native American musician, actor, and model who was
performing a song for our music video, flew down from Canada too. We were all meeting in
Canon City because the next morning, we’d be picking up the horses from the prison. Separate
from having my kids, this was the greatest moment of my life. I was actually going to be doing
what I set out to do, begin my journey to help free these wild horses, and to heal people and
land.Canon City is about two hours south of Denver. It’s an old mining town with a small
population and lots of Victorian and Classical Revival buildings listed on the National Register
of Historic Places. Just outside of town are also several prisons. We drove along Main Street
past a red brick two-story building dating back to the late 19th century. I imagined the miners
and brothel workers milling around outside during the rowdy Gold Rush days. Today, tourists,
mostly families traveling on summer holidays, took photos for their social media, and the
occasional new parolee made a call from the one payphone on Main Street or grabbed a drink
at the local watering hole.We pulled into the Ramada Inn late that evening. After squabbling
and confusion over our rooms at check-in, we dashed to a bar for food and drinks before it
closed.I’m a vegetarian, so I ordered my usual on-the-road house salad and a cheese
quesadilla. I’m not a big drinker but decided to order a cocktail to celebrate. I shouldn’t have
had one margarita because later I couldn’t sleep. I was too excited and nervous about the next
morning. You know what they say about margaritas; “One keeps you up, but five keep you
down.”A little after midnight, I decided to walk out front just to do something with my time. Mo
was standing in the entranceway, wearing cowboy boots, Wrangler jeans, and a flannel shirt
with his long black braids instantly recognizable sticking out from under a baseball cap.Mo, or
Moses Brings Plenty, is what many people refer to as American Indian. Mo himself just likes to
be called Indian. Being American, he says, is inferred, as they are, in fact, the first Americans.I
couldn’t sleep. I fiddled with a strand of hair. My long blonde hair is one of my signatures.
Running halfway down my back, I’ve worn it long since I was in my early thirties and can’t
imagine myself without it.I remember when I was a little girl, my father used to come home
from work and give my sister and me what he called ‘the comb test,’ combing our very long hair
with a comb to make sure it was free of knots. I have kept my hair long most of my life. I guess I
feel it is the connection to who I am or the Indian in me.“It’s going to be great,” Mo patted me
on the shoulder. “Try to get some sleep.”I could tell that Mo was as nervous and excited as I
was. As he would often say about our work with Cana, “We are saving lives.” That made me a
little nervous, too, as it was such a big responsibility.I looked up at the night sky. I’m always
amazed by the brightness of the stars once you get away from the city, and how big, yet close,
the sky feels when you go out West. It makes you feel like you are a part of something bigger
than yourself. It was a reason that I liked spending so much time in places like Colorado.I
awoke fitfully throughout the rest of the night. My hotel had one of those through the wall A.C.
units, and it kept going on and off, so eventually, I just turned it off and opened the windows. In
fact, any little thing would have distracted me and kept me awake at that point. I was too
excited for tomorrow but now regretted not having the other four margaritas.Around 6 am, I
decided to go down early to see if there was hot water in the lobby. Thankfully, there was. I



poured some into my Cana Foundation mug along with my bag of turmeric tea that would
hopefully calm my nerves.I was slipping in and out of consciousness as I lay on the itchy plaid
couch in the lobby. Suddenly, 6:55 rolled around. Dana tapped me on the leg. I woke with a
start to see Shannon and her videographer Mike Jones at the ready.“Good morning,” Shannon
beamed. She had L.A. white teeth and unnaturally blue eyes. I blinked a few times to make
sure I wasn’t seeing things. Nope. She’d gotten colored contacts since the last time I’d seen
her. Must be trending in La-La Land.A mix of perky and intense, Shannon wasn’t wasting any
time with small talk or catching up. She was no-nonsense when it came to business, and I
respected that.Like so many filmmakers, Shannon straddled many production roles; a
documentarian, humanitarian, and on-camera host. She’d been working for months on filming
a documentary about Standing Rock when Mo originally met her. Since he trusted her, I did,
too. With shoulder-length bleached blonde hair and porcelain skin, she often stood out in the
world that was her so-called beat; Native American issues.“Well, we’re not allowed to film at the
prison,” I started. Shannon interrupted.“So, I will film you all here as we talk logistics this
morning, and then we can film the drive with you or Mo on the way to the prison. Once we pick
up the horses, we can pull over briefly to get some footage of them in the trailer, before we
head to the Reservation where Prairie’s land is.”“Okay,” I mumbled sleepily, glad that she’d
already thought through the potential process. I had too many other things filling my brain to
take on everything.“The big thing is that we need to capture your reactions, as well as Mo’s,
along with footage of the wild horses being released off the trailer to freedom for the first time.
We may need to ask you all to position yourself a certain way and film you saying something
you say once or twice. You know, repeating yourself for the camera. We’ve just got one camera,
so we need to make the most of it and catch what we can when we can.”This isn’t Hollywood, I
thought to myself. But then I guess it could have been. We were rescuing imprisoned wild
horses and setting them free on Native American land. It was a dramatic story. I had to keep
pinching myself to make sure it was all real.“We have a drone to capture the horses when they
first get off the trucks,” Shannon started.“Wait, wait, wait,” I finally focused and then snapped,
“These horses have just been totally traumatized. They’ve been chased by helicopters, loaded
onto trucks, and driven hours from their homelands to a federal prison. Now we’re taking them
to a whole new environment. I don’t think we need to be buzzing them with drones.”I may have
been a little on edge from the lack of sleep. That and I just didn’t want to mess up this final part
of my and the horses’ journey.“Oh, of course,” Shannon took a step back and put her hands on
her hips. She gave a look to Mike to invite him into the conversation.“We’ll fly the drone really
high, so it won’t even bother the horses,” he said with what sounded like a Canadian accent,
his right hand running through the scruff on his cheeks and chin. With grayish-brown hair and
freckles, he had a youthful yet worn look. Even though I would guess he was in his mid-40s, he
had the look of a well-seasoned traveling photographer. “But it would be good to capture them
running. You know, that first taste of freedom.”“Of course,” I said calmly, bringing my tone down
several notches to make up for my little outburst.I looked at my watch. It was already 7:15.
Dana was seated on the arm of the couch. Shannon and Mike were obviously here. Jon was
yawning as he grabbed coffee. Where were Mo and Sara Ann?Shannon careened over to chat
with Jon while Mike began setting up a tripod, his muscular arms snapping open the legs like
they were toothpicks. I pulled out my phone and dialed Mo. No one picked up. I sent a text.
Where are you? We’re downstairs.
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Monica Butschek, “An Honest, Vulnerable Memoir About Wild Horse Advocacy. I listened to
Born to Rewild on Audible, and thoroughly enjoyed listening to Manda tell her story of
becoming a wild horse advocate. She speaks as though we were best friends sitting down
together after not catching up for quite some time. Everything she shares is extremely
relatable, from the shock and disillusionment at learning the equestrian industry's dark secret
that riding horses are often left at auction to wind up in slaughterhouses - YES, that lesson
horse your child is learning to ride on could very well be on someone's dinner table after his or
her business use is over - to the shock and horror of discovering that our nation's magnificent
wild horses are brutally chased by helicopters, stampeding them into holding pens where they,
too, often wind up facing a terrifying and cruel death in Canada or Mexico's slaughterhouses.
Manda candidly shares her soul calling to help the horses by rewilding them, that is, keeping
and returning them to their rightful place on our public lands, along with rewilding the lands
themselves. If you care about Nature, the planet, and the animals who depend upon us to keep
their homes as Nature intended, then this refreshingly honest and vulnerable memoir is for you.”

Julia, “An inspiring and thoroughly enjoyable read. Born to Rewild is an inspirational book
which illustrates how much one woman can achieve by following her heart and taking one step
at a time towards what she knows to be right and good. Manda Kalimian writes in a style that



is so thoroughly accessible and entertaining that her story reads like a page-turning adventure.
I felt as if I was right there with her, rooting for her on her journey, as she grew and learned
placed herself in situations far outside of her comfort zone to pursue her passion for rescuing,
protecting and "rewilding" America's wild horses. Her message is educational but also one of
encouragement. I loved this book.”

Penny L, “Manda Kalimian's journey in furthering the movement to rewild America's horses is
inspiring!. To be honest, I’d never heard of “rewilding” before picking up Manda’s book, Born to
Rewild. What an education! The book is a testament to what one woman can do with a
passion for horses and sheer will. To speaking before the venerable Cambridge Conservation
Forum to such influential people as Hillary Clinton, Manda has tirelessly fought for the
protection and rewilding of America’s wild horses. Manda is a true inspiration and the book
was a delight to read!”

The book by Manda Kalimian, has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 3 people have provided feedback.
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