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I am going through a mid(horse) life crisis. 
I know what you’re thinking. What the heck is that? 
I am trying to find my identity as a rider. 

I got my first horse when I was 12. Misty was a 3-year-old Arabian-Pinto ‘mutt.’ She was greener than 
the grass on the other side of the fence and so was I. I had no business owning her, but she taught me 
so much about unconditional love and she was my best friend. We had 21 beautiful years together and 
I have been trying to find out who I am as a horseback rider ever since she passed six years ago. 

She and I had such a level of trust that I haven’t been able to achieve since. Have you ever
experienced this? I’ve made many attempts at finding that feeling again. I’ve had several horses as 
rehabs and rescues. I have fostered many horses and have trail ridden in 5 states… all of this was a 
great experience! None of the great horses I owned had ‘my heart’ as Misty had. 

So, I went searching. I even bought a gelding after a week of riding in South Dakota and thought he 
was ‘THE ONE.’ That is until he bolted on me in the pasture and couldn’t be slowed down. I got hurt. I 
was black and blue from the top of my leg to my ankles. I have never felt so out of control in my life. I 
was traumatized, to say the least. I sold him to a barrel racer, who wanted speed, and she is doing 
great with him! A horse for all types… I guess. 

After this happened, my husband gave me his mare, Lucy. She was a dun, beefcake of a horse that 
really didn’t go fast. She was perfect for me to help regain my confidence. Meanwhile, my son Devin 
started rodeoing and we bought him a great mount named Pepsi. I don’t know if you have kids in High 
School Rodeo, or have done it yourself, but there’s a rodeo nearly every weekend during the short 
‘warm season’ in Minnesota. So, I had to put my riding ‘career’ on the back burner for a while. 

After a terrible bout with navicular disease, I lost Lucy and my next mount, Kevin, lost his battle with 
laminitis.

I want to do more than trail riding but am not sure what I want to do. So, I set my sights on breakaway 
roping. When my son left for college; Pepsi was waiting to have a job, I decided to use her as my rope 
horse. Soon after, she came up lame on a trail ride. I brought her to the vet, and tried several things 
and ended up injecting her hocks. She’s much better, but I’ll be honest, she’s not firing like she used 
to. I started taking lessons to try to get back my ‘need for speed.’ But, I’m scared. Yep. I’m scared. I 
think after only trail riding on slow horses post my accident, I’ve lost my ‘mojo.’ So, here we are...
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 I am a Hay Chic. I’m not supposed to be scared. I have an image to uphold. That is my 
self-talk. That is also a lie. I am a real person, with real baggage. How can I compete if I can’t get 
myself to want to go fast? I feel like Ricky Bobbie from Talladega Nights after his crash. 

I am surrounded with superior riders at work, Korah is a WPRA barrel racer and roper, Lexi has been 
pulling checks at the barrel racing jackpots and Kris, my business partner, has started her barrel 
racing career. 

I love watching the competition and the technicality of it, but I don’t want to barrel race, that is not my 
passion.

Now what? Who am I? I’m in the middle of my ‘mid(horse) life crisis.' From rodeo mom to ___? I don’t 
know what to do.

Here’s what I do know. God says I am made for more and fear is a tool the enemy uses to keep us 
living mediocre lives. 
I will conquer this and I will find my next passion on top of a horse. I will make it a priority. I will also 
write about it so you can come along on my journey. Who knows… you might be in the same spot I 
am? 

Have you experienced a ‘mid(horse) life crisis?’


