A Cowgirl at Heart

I’ve always been a cowgirl at heart.  Born and raised in the West, I’ve had a horse since I was ten years old.  My first was a Welsh Morgan mare that had a passion for rearing and running through trees.  The first time I saw her, my dad threw me on her back.  I had only a halter and lead rope to hang onto.  My dad slapped her on the rump.  I held on for dear life as she galloped up a hill through the trees, jumped a stream and galloped full speed toward the barn.  

In the years to come, I rode everywhere bareback - over rocks, through rivers, over jumps, along country roads, and down railroad tracks.  I fell off plenty, got stepped on, rolled on, fallen on, dragged behind, and bitten.  Nothing deterred me.  

At 25, I got a western saddle.  As my children were born, I got more.  Trail riding is one of my kids’ favorite memories.  We lived near some great trails.  We rode on them often.  

At 50, I wanted to learn to ride “dressage” before I died.  I’d watched the Olympic Games and admired the grace and beauty of the horse and rider teams.  It didn’t look very hard to me.  With no speed or high jumps, how hard could it be?

I went to a training facility near my home.  I did not want to use their school horses.  I wanted to learn on one of my own.  I had recently purchased my first-ever horse trailer.  On the day of my lesson I packed up my big bay gelding.  I drove to the lesson barn - just like I knew what I was doing.  

I soon learned I did not know how to post a trot.  As a heavy-set 50 year old, it wasn’t easy either!  I was only able to make it one-fourth of the way around the arena before I had to stop and catch my breath.  When asked if I wanted to ride with a group of women, I cringed.  I couldn’t imagine anyone looking as poor in riding breeches as I did!

I nearly quit on a number of occasions - until I realized that riding was helping me to feel better and have more energy.  I got off the couch more often.  Much of my stiffness went away.  People started to notice that my color and demeanor had improved.  I felt confident and happy.  It showed!

It’s been two years since my first lesson.  I now ride 3-4 times a week.  I didn’t need lessons, but it makes me proud to know I have come so far since the first day in the arena.

I continue to take lessons because it feels good to be continually learning.  The art of dressage saved my life.  It improved my self-esteem.  It helped me feel younger.  It increased my stamina and balance.  It gave me something to be passionate about.  Would I do it again?  You bet!
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