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Chapter One:
How It All Started

A long time ago in a big red barn is where the story of
my life begins. The big red barn was set on a hilltop,
surrounded by grass so high it would tickle my belly. The
trees were so tall they hung over the rooftop. I remember
how the morning sun rising above the mountains would
make the sky turn bright red. The days started with the
allure of new adventures to experience.
My name is Haystack. I am a horse. I remember playing
with Boots the dog and Specs the rooster behind the barn in
the ﬁeld where my mama, Libby, would watch us.
She was a Mustang that roamed free for the ﬁrst part
of her life. Then one day she and many other horses were
rounded up and sold. They would all one day become rodeo
broncs.
Wesley, my owner, tells the story of the day they were
rounded up, told to him by the old man who helped in this
endeavor. His story went something like this:
On the morning the horses were gathered up the trees
were frozen from the frost; the wind blew so cold, it was like

we were at the North Pole.
So, rounding up these horses quickly was the task at
hand. We parked our trailers at the top of the canyon wall,
in hopes we would ﬁnd the Mustangs at the bottom of the
cliﬀ, warming themselves against the rocks where the sun
had been shining.
There was a long narrow path winding itself to the
bottom of the canyon. So, once we were down the hill, we
ﬂanked them into a huddle and moved them slowly up the
canyon, nice and easy, to the top, where our trailers were
parked.
Once they reached the crest, one little black mare
stopped, looked around, and walked slowly through the
chute gate - as if she had been doing this for years.
We knew at that moment she was the lead mare, and
none of the other herd members argued with her
commands. The rest of the horses quickly followed suit.
“In my ﬁfty years,” said the old cowboy to me, ‘I had
never seen such a thing, especially from a wild horse. I
thought to myself, what a remarkable animal. I wanted to
become friends with this Mustang.’”
Once the horses were loaded into the trailers, we
headed for the ranch. There, they would all be vaccinated
and given a health check by the vet.

During the next few days, the horses were separated
into groups that best ﬁt each horse’s individual abilities.
Some would become bareback broncs, while the others
would become saddle broncs, and the young ones would be
allowed to mature into adults.
“As the horses were divided up, we separated the little
mare into a pen by herself so I could spend time with her
alone. When I approached the mare in the holding pen, she
never ran from me: she continued to back away slowly to a
safe distance, never losing track of my whereabouts. This
caused me to doubt her ability to buck, due to her gentle
nature. I decided if she was not a good bronc, she would
become my riding horse.
The old man who had helped capture her died a short
time later, and he never saw her wonderful rodeo career.
However, it didn’t take long before she became famous with
the cowboys who tried to ride her. You see, in a rodeo,
horses are saddled in a chute. The cowboy is given a lead
rope to hold which is attached to a halter. The horse is let
out in an arena where the rider must stay on for eight
seconds. To this day, my mama still holds the world record
for never being ridden. But, one day she quit bucking and
no one knows why, but I do. I think she wanted to stop
before her record was broken.
After her retirement, she came to Wesley through what
he calls an auction. With Wesley, she became the kind of

horse that any horseman would honor by allowing her to
produce oﬀspring and create a legacy.
From that moment on, I spent the rest of the year
developing into a horse. It was a strange place to be,
because I could hear sounds, but couldn’t see anything. The
space was something like a large balloon ﬁlled with water.
Then one day the water started moving, and I felt
something pushing on me. I didn’t know what to think, but I
wasn’t afraid.
Mama lay down, and suddenly, I was out in the open,
my legs were free, and I could see. I still didn’t know what
had happened, but it was cool. After a while, I heard Mama
call me, and I saw her for the ﬁrst time. She was beautiful.
Her eyes were brown, her mane was black like her coat, and
her forelock was so long you could barely see her eyes.
I thought, “Wow, that’s my mama. No wonder she was
so famous.”
I felt like I had seen the most beautiful horse in the
world, and no one could ever be so lucky.
I heard her whinny at me again, as if she was trying to
tell me something, but what could she want? She had
already licked me dry. However, she kept nudging me and
saying something, but I didn’t understand what she wanted
me to do. Finally, I ﬁgured it out. I had to stand. But how do I
do that? Time after time I fell, and soon enough it seemed
as though I had been doing this forever. But with
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