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I never again want to hear about 
how complicated women’s clothes 
are.  Those chaps had more buckles 
than the shoe section at The Gap 
and they all fastened in extremely 
unseemly places.  Despite Lee’s 
recommendations, I debated going 
without them at first, thinking them 
hot and complicated, but by the end 
of the day  I wouldn’t have traded 
them for my saddle.  
 
By the time we 
were ready to 
go I was hitch-
ing and fasten-
ing and tight-
e n in g  a n d 
straightening 
like a real cow-
boy—and then 
Lee brought 
my horse up.  
He handed me 
the reigns to a stately looking horse 
that I could tell was going to be a 

handful from the first 
minute I got on him.  
That horse just stood 
there.  I didn’t know 
what he meant by that, so 
I just went with it, but I 
kept a close eye on 
him—it was obvious he 
had something cooking.  
At least I was still on 
him.   
 
(I may need to take a 
second here and explain 
the significance of this 
accomplishment.  My 
early relationships with 
horses consisted of the 
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I  began to panic just a little when I 
realized that all that stood between 

me and death by cactus was the mood 
of my horse and the sturdiness of his 
legs—and we hadn’t even left the city 
limits yet.   
 
Our trip to my friend’s Grandmother’s 
ranch in Colonial Juarez, Mexico in 
April began as any other trip to 
Grandma’s: passports, birth certificates, 
blood work, you know, the usual.  We 
pulled into Mexico in the back of 
‘Uncle Lee’s’ truck after he rescued us 
from the Mexican check point where 
my friends and I were denied entrance 
to the country three hours south of the 
border.  I wonder if they realized that 
we were already there? 
 
The next morning bright and early (8 is 
still early) Lee handed us each a pair of 
chaps and a cowboy hat.  I figured out 
what to do with the cowboy hat alright 
(it straps to that tie right behind the 
saddle) but the chaps were another 
story.   

arrangement I had with Cindy the 
farm beast when I was 10.  When 
Cindy was done with me riding her, 
she would just roll over.  If I was 

quick enough to jump 
off of her back and get 
out of the way before 
she did a complete 
circle and crushed me 
with her massive horse 
torso, fine.  If not, well 
then that was ok too.  
Cindy is no longer with 
us, but she had the last 
laugh as she has 
scarred my relationship 
with horses for life.)   

 
After my current horse and I had a 
minute to establish our relationship 
(he would go forward and I would 
want to go where he was headed), 
Lee loaded everyone’s saddle bags 
with hot dogs and Cokes (I was grate-
ful for the Cokes—working at Rural 
Water has made me  leery of any wa-
ter not attached to a Consumer Confi-
dence Report)  and we rode off to the 
mountains.  
 
Ten hours later I could hardly walk.   
 
Every time Lee would yell to the 
front of the caravan “Give each other  
a little room and keep moving!”  I 
knew we were in for something 

(Continued on page 24) 

I wore chaps for the 
first time in my life and 
man alive that’s not just 

a clever name. 
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crazy.  That was Lee-speak for: “This part of the ride is in-
sanely steep and  ridiculously rocky, and really should never 
be attempted by humans—let alone ones on top of a large 
mammal.  I’m sure you’ll do fine.”  
 
As the day wore on, I became increasingly grateful for the 
Western style saddle and its indispensable horn. That piece 
of leather saved me from hurtling off the front of the horse 
to what in my mind was inevitable death at least 15 times 
before lunch alone.  
 
Well, that and the fact that I’m a smooth talker.  I coaxed 
my horse through rivers and up and down craggy hills, en-
couraging him ever so calmly to take the safest route while 
not falling down, if at all possible.  I think he really appreci-
ated my support.   
 
We stopped for lunch four hours into the ride.  While most 
of the crew went down to the river, waded in the cool water, 
hiked up to the old Mexican-Indian ruins overlooking the 
ravine, and enjoyed a cold Coke and a hot dog cooked over 
an open fire, I stayed behind for a minute, contemplating the 
best method of getting from my horse to the ground without 
using the joints in the lower half of my body.   
 
I eventually opted for the release, tip and 
slide, after which I enjoyed the view of the 
underbelly of my steed for a time as my knees 
slowly regained strength and I could noncha-
lantly catch up with the others.    
 
By the time we had finished our lunch I was 
feeling a bit more limber and able to tackle the 
saddle again.  We “re-chapped up” (Forgive me 
all of you real cowboys out there who I have just 
butchered a word for something you do on a regu-
lar basis.  I have never “chapped up” before, much 
less “re-chapped.”  I have no idea what to call it when 
you put chaps on after you have taken them off once 
already—cut me some slack—at least I’m chapping.)  
and  turned our horses homeward, I began replaying our 
journey in my mind.  I was just settling into thoughts of 
how cool I was for having come such  a long way over 
such treacherous terrain on this ferocious beast, when 
Lee’s 10-year old son, Dane, rode up next to me.   
 
Now Dane is not your every-day 10-year-old.  He’s 
been able to heel a steer 5 seconds out of the chute since 
he was  born.  As Dane and I were trotting along and dis-
cussing the difficulty of the days events, I asked Dane how 
his father knew whether or not we were able to handle a ride 
like the one we had just conquered.  That’s when Dane in-
formed me that, spectacular as I was for having accom-
plished such a dangerous journey, I did it all while riding 
his little brother’s horse.     
 
That took the wind out of my sails. Not only was his brother 
4 years old, but he never touched the reigns.  Ever.  He just 

(Continued from page 23) rode along-side us on another docile animal, contemplating 
Sponge-Bob Square Pants and dutifully informing his father 
of his aching rear-end every 15 minutes while the horse 
picked his own way over the rocky terrain.   
 
Yes, that’s right—I had conquered the Mexican outback 
thinking I was accomplishing something grand by coaxing 
and nudging and kicking and encouraging my ride every 
step of the way, while my horse just wished someone would 
fix the horrible screeching noise coming from that thing on 
his back so he could concentrate. 
 
We spent the next little while riding in silence as I mulled 
over this new concept.  Our succeeding on the trail ride that 
day had little to do with riding ability or the difficulty of the 
trail we were navigating.  It started long before the morning 
we showed up in chaps and even before our plans to go to 
Mexico had ever evolved.  The day’s success began in Lee’s 
training arena years before.   
 

Lee knew we would do fine on the mountain not 
because he trusted us, but because he trusted his 
horses.  They were sure-footed and agile and 
they had walked this path before—and he knew 

they could do it again.  It didn’t matter that I 
showed up for that trail ride armed with only 
Uncle Lee’s chaps and the rocky experiences 
I encountered on Cindy when I was 10.  I 

could have been on any one of the animals 
that came through Lee’s arena and I would 

have had a successful day on that 
mountain.  It was his legacy.  

 
As I thought about this concept, 
my mind turned to another legacy.  
I have more than 15 aunts and un-
cles and over 50 first cousins on 
my Mother’s side.  We were all 
together for the first time in almost 
as long as I can remember this past 
February in Montana for my 
Grandmother’s funeral.  She was 
92 years old.  I looked around the 
room that bitter-sweet day at the 

gathering of the awesome men and 
women that have all come through 

the arena of that amazing woman.   
 
I never knew my Grandma when she was in the middle 

of raising 11 children.  I never saw her working a Mon-
tana ranch with my Grandpa or feeding the cattle alongside 
the men and then coming in the house and getting dinner for 
everyone before finishing the rest of the chores.  But when I 
am told of her amazing past and of the tremendous things 
she accomplished and the hardships she endured with a 
smile, I know how she handled whatever life sent her way.  
I have seen her legacy.  I know my Mom. 
 
I would ride a horse from Lee’s ranch any day. 




