Never Give Up…Even Through The Toughest Times

CJRA Finals. The single most important time of the summer for me. Why? Because all the miles I traveled throughout the summer to rodeos here and there are all coming down to this. Coming into the finals, I was sitting in third. I wanted to come out on top in the big number one hole. Operation Goal in effect. Nothing was going to go wrong that weekend. I was not going to let it, or so I thought.

Wednesday August 13,2008


“Mom, will you please go enter me for one last exhibition? My last run was horrible and I don’t want to leave like that.”


“Mercedes, no you don’t need to it is okay.” 


“No please? It won’t count for anything but I still would like to.”


“Fine, I will go enter you, just ride good.”


As I entered the arena through the big green gate, I took my opponents in. The three huge metal barrels shaped in a cloverleaf pattern. I was determined to have a good clean run around the 3 defeating barrels this time . No mistakes. No Brain Farts. Nothing. Facing JLO, my colt I was training, I took off towards the first barrel. The turn was okay, not perfect but hey she was just starting. As I guided her towards the second barrel we started to gain speed. Faster than I had gone on her before. Coming up to the second barrel she stumbled in a hole and shouldered into the barrel leaving nothing but my shin to take the brutal hit. Circling around the 50 gallon barrel I saw it hit the ground and roll. A barrel racers worst fear because due to that mistake, you now have 5 seconds added to your final time. Being a good competitor, I didn’t let that mistake slow me down. Now hustling to the third and final barrel, my adrenaline was running sky high by now. After completing the not so pretty turn, we were running full out towards the gate.


Not until I had calmed down and the adrenaline rush wore off did I realize that my left pant leg was soaked in blood from the knee down and my leg was throbbing uncontrollably. Instantly that discomfort feeling of nausea over came me. “No…no…this couldn’t be happening right now.”


“Way to ride her. You rode her like crap Mercedes. Don’t you know what reins are for?” my dad barked at me. 


“DAD! Stop! Okay? I…I think I split my shin open on second.”


Instantly parents, friends, little kids, horses, and a volunteer EMT were crowding me way too much and starting to make me claustrophobic. The next 30 minutes were a blurr, I don’t remember much except someone saying, “Look! It is like a river of blood!” and “I think you are going to need stitches honey.” 


The only thing that was running repeatedly through my now dizzy head was, CJRA Finals are in two days. CJRA Finals are in two day. OH MY GOD! FREAK OUT!


“Mercedes? Are you listening to me? You are going to need stitches, do you want them?” 


“No im not getting them okay? I am afraid they will just get torn out this weekend.”


Throughout the rest of the night, a wave of butterflies and nerves became my new best friend along with the already previous ones I had for the past week and they settled in my stomach. I couldn’t practice, my leg was sore and throbbing, and most importantly finals were in two days. Those three things were continuously running relays through my mind at all times. Due to them I couldn’t fall asleep at night, I couldn’t eat,  and I couldn’t focus. 


On the Brightside, the only fun I had with my little dilemma was getting tons and tons of vet wrap each one in a different crazy color to wrap my not so pretty shin up. My personal favorites: zebra and lime green!


Nothing could take my mind off of my bad luck. Family, friends, siblings, and other competitors kept telling me it would be okay. But in my eyes it wouldn’t be okay. The bad attitude had overcome my positive attitude and pushed me confidence out to make room for itself. Finals were a day away now and I still had a gaping hole in my leg brought nausea to me every time we met. 


With my mind elsewhere, the first day of finals snuck up on me and caught me off guard. There were here. Today was the day to see if I could overcome my roadblock. Eagerly I got out of bed( a little too eager if you ask me thanks to those dang nerves!), and began to clean and re-wrap my burden. Stepping out of the trailer I greeted my parents and a slight drizzle of rain, then set off to get my horse. With my I-Pod blasting, I walked to the stalls where my horse was contained., meeting many of my friends along the way. All had to stop and here the infamous story of how I got my newest scar.


Finally Pepsi was saddled, my number attached neatly to my back, I-Pod in, leg wrapped, and I was more than ready to full fill my goal. Nothing could stop me I decided while circling Pepsi in the crowded  and muddy warm-up arena. I was going to push past this detour in the road bearing a grin and I was going to win.


However, as time drug on I realized I had one small problem. I had not stepped off in a week, let alone with a hole in my leg. I wasn’t sure if it was going to hurt or not and frankly I was kind of scared to do it. But I needed to be reassured the I still could do it perfectly like before. I was not going to think about my leg, I was just going to do it, well easier said than done. Finally I gathered all my courage that was sitting at my feet and straightened Pepsi out. Once a clearing opened up, I let him have his head and away we went. My adrenaline kicked in and the great muscle memory took over. My step offs were picture perfect. You wouldn’t even be able to tell that I had a crater carved in to my leg unless you knew about it. Best of all, it didn’t hurt. Not even one little bitty twinge of pain. Even though that brought me confidence up, I still couldn’t convince myself that everything would be okay. That bad attitude was reminding me he was still living in my head every chance he got. 


When my even was starting, I guided Pepsi through the crowded area to claim my favorite spot to watch from. Being third, I had a long wait until me because they ran from last place to first place. That meant me, myself, my nerves, and my mind had time to think about everything that could happen. The thought of my leg never left me.


Feeling sick, having cotton mouth, and fidgeting with everything left me no choice but to walk around. Finally after seeming like forever the loud announcer called my name to get ready. Sending yet another group of nerves to my stomach. I took my coat off, warmed my bright orange string up, and thought about my huge obstacle. I couldn’t even think of my run.  “This is it, it is all or nothing, just go and make your run,” were my last thoughts before entering the muddy arena. I lined Pepsi up with the stake, took a couple deep breaths, and turned him around letting him have his head to run. Leaving my adrenaline and muscle memory to guide me through my run, I stepped off as a surge of yucky, muddy water hit me. Moving on through it, I got to my goat and then my muscle memory kicked in because I can’t remember the exact details. Before I knew what I was doing, my hands were in the air signaling that I was done. I stepped back and waited for the agonizing six seconds to be over with.


While waiting for the terrible six seconds, a thought occurred, “I ended up helping myself by thinking about my leg more than my run.” After everything was all said and done and really set in that my leg was going to be okay, I was kind of, sort of, happy that I had something to take my mind off the run. Why? Because if I had thought about my run instead I would have screwed it up. As for my next two runs, I did awesome. Overall I ended up 2nd for the year. Not because of my leg, it was caused by only me, myself, and I. 


Looking back on those past three days, I see them as an obstacle that God put before me to test my strength, determination, and will to keep going. I left finals with many prizes and a lot of money  but more importantly, I left with a lesson learned to push through the hardest things and the toughest times. I learned how to take my bale of straw, and turn it into gold.

