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It Felt Good When I Won That Medal


Around ten years of age, I won my first medal and blue ribbon for a saddle riding/ Fancy Show competition. It took my horse Missy and I about six months to practice for this one competition. We had to impress a column of around ten judges and achieve way better that the four other girls competing. I was not nervous until the day of the performing came and it was our turn to show our competition. I had the jitters waiting for my named to be called for our level of riding. 


I slowly started brushing Missy’s mane and braided both her tail and mane. Her tail had and elegant touch of glitter shining. Her mane was braided into eight different small braids finished off with pink bows. I insisted that there would be braids to make her look more professional. My palms started sweating badly. I felt my heart beat through my ear drums. At that moment, an old rival of mine Shelby S. came up to my truck and trailer and pushed my bucket of oats over I had set out for Missy. 

I was angered, but I couldn’t let that get to me. She was trying to pressure me out of the competition. I would not give up that easy. I continued to brush Missy, and she came to the outside of the stall we were in. “You know you should not even think about trying to win.” She whispered from outside the stall. Her words didn’t bother me. I knew I was ready for what lie ahead.

“We will just have to see who wins, it might not be one of us.” I gently let her have it with a soft tone.

The judges called our names and motioned the camera men to watch the competitors. I can’t believe this, it’s the moment I get to show my family all I have been working on. I couldn’t wait to jump right up on Missy. I wasn’t looking for a first place win, but I did want second. The four other girls, including Shelby, pulled out on to the section before I could, but that was ok. Once the music started they motioned us to go one by one. 

I was on the intermediate level because of my age. The girls fifteen and older got to jump for competitions. Us young kids ten to fourteen years of age were able to just ride for comps. I ended up doing well going around every corner and posting the whole time and riding in just the right way. Missy was a little slow but just graceful enough to “woo” the judges.  I won. :]  

