I used to work with horses, and sometimes was asked to trouble-shoot in especially difficult (read “hopeless”) cases. Celsius was a huge creature, and used to derive great glee from running away with his rider, grabbing the bit in his teeth and racing hell-bent for the barn. In my effort to help Celsius become a happy, cooperative equine pal (thereby avoiding becoming dog food), I set up a woodpile and an oil barrel a few meters apart, just outside the barn. I also removed his saddle and all the harsh gear in his mouth, so he’d know this wasn’t about control by force. Every time poor Celsius took off with me, I’d get my foot down on one rein so he’d have to lower his head a bit, look at me, and slow his stride. Then I’d steer him over to the oil barrel/woodpile combo, where we’d do figure-eights until he was bushed. It didn’t take Celsius long to realize that any actions toward a dangerous joyride resulted in those danged, endless figure-eights. Celsius stopped running away with people (unless they were male; I couldn’t help him with his gender issues) and was sold to a 14 year old girl with whom he was loving and gentle as a kitten. This brilliant little girl discovered Celsius’ talent for tight turns (all those figure-eights!) and began barrel racing with him – a sport he thoroughly enjoyed. When I passed through town a couple of years later, Celsius and his rider were the Junior State Barrel Racing Champions. Take that, Purina. 
