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By: Christa Conway

Simple enough, right?  How many “city slickers” do you know that have watched a barrel race and then said, “That doesn’t look too hard.  I think I could do that!”?  That’s when you want to put them on your barrel horse and say, “Have at it!”  Then we’d watch them eat some dirt…but we don’t…because we know…it’s not as easy as it looks.

So, if someone came to you and wanted to start running barrel horses, what would your first offer of advice be?  Would it be to make sure that they have horsemanship skills?  If they can sit a horse pretty good, then do they have the means to get a decent barrel horse to start out with?  Then there are many other steps to be taken…including learning the barrel pattern.  One right and two lefts or one left and two rights.  Either way is with a lot of run in between and finally back home.

I’ve said all that to say this:  A barrel pattern can be kind of a map for our life here on earth.  Let me elaborate a little.

Let’s start with the first barrel; we all start out headed in the same basic direction.  Then, right off the bat, we can have lots go wrong if we get off course.  We may head down the pen too far or even go down the fence.  We may run right over top of it, just get by the barrel a little or turn it too tight and drag it over.   Likewise, there are many directions our younger years can take us, some good, some not so good.  We should all learn from our youthful mistakes and still be looking ahead to what our future holds.  We can’t dwell on the past, we have to move on and use what we learn to be better.  And most of us do get through and move on to the next barrel.

The second barrel is usually the toughest to get and if our first wasn’t the best…then it’s likely to throw us off on our second a little.  But there is a chance for a great second if we work hard to get where we are supposed to be.  The second can be the prettiest barrel of a run and it’s usually the one we will have memories of because the photographer is sitting there to take our picture as we turn.  Likewise, “middle age” is most likely the best time of our lives.  Most of us will get married, have kids, and establish ourselves with our friends and careers.  This is also when we become the person everyone else will remember.  We will have more memories ourselves of this time in our lives as well.  Hopefully we’ve finished our second barrel nicely and can ease right up into the groove of our third barrel.

The third barrel is the easiest one to get, especially if we’ve had a nice second barrel.  Just run up into kicking and don’t look back.  It’s the smoothest turn and usually by that point of the run, we’ll know what kind of run we’re getting.  Hopefully we’ve made the right moves and can be in a great position to head home.  We’ll enter our senior years with a little more ease and knowledge of what’s behind us.  Plenty of wisdom we will have gained from the years before.  We should have our plans laid out and know the rest of the path we need to take to get “home” in our lives too.

Running out of the pen for home has got to be the best part of a barrel race.  The pressures off, the wind in our faces, running as fast as we can go with a partner we trust.  Everything behind us, good or bad, we forget about it at that time and just enjoy the ride.  Knowing where we are going and focusing on nothing but that finish line.  What a rush!  That’s what it should be like when our time comes to go “Home” with our Heavenly Father. We should be ready and with no looking back, head to that finish line with a partner we love and trust…Jesus.

Do you not know that in a race all the runners run, but only one gets the prize?  Run in such a way as to get the prize.  Everyone who competes in the games goes into strict training.  They do it to get a crown that will not last; but we do it to get a crown that will last forever.  Therefore, I do not run like a man beating the air.  No, I beat my body and make it my slave so that after I have preached to others, I myself will not be disqualified for the prize.       1Corinthians 9:24-27

I got really excited when I wrote this, it just seemed to come so easily…maybe because I’ve ran so many barrel patterns in my life!  I hope this will give you all something to think about.  Now, I hope everyone has a nice run!!!

GOT A TESTIMONY???

Send it to me…I’d love to include it next month!

BRA SHOPPIN’-(Cowboy Style)
 

      I ain't much for shopping,
      Or for goin' into town
      Except at cattle-shipping time,
      I ain't too easily found.

      But the day came when I had to go -
      I left the kids with Ma.
      But 'fore I left, she asked me,
      "Would you pick me up a bra?"

      So without thinkin' I said, "Sure,"
      How tough could that job be?
      An' I bent down and kissed her
      An' said, "I'll be back by three."

      Well, I done the things I needed,
      But I started to regret
      Ever offering to buy that thing -
      I worked me up a sweat

      I walked into the ladies shop
      My hat pulled over my eyes,
      I didn't want to take a chance
      On bein' recognized.

      I walked up to the sales clerk -
      I didn't hem or haw -
      I told that lady right straight out,
      "I'm here to buy a bra."

      From behind I heard some snickers,
      So I turned around to see
      Every woman in that store
      Was a'gawkin' right at me!

      "What kind would you be looking for?"
      Well, I just scratched my head.
      I'd only seen one kind before,
      "Thought bras was bras," I said.

      She gave me a disgusted look,
      "Well sir, that's where you're wrong.
      Follow me," I heard her say,
      Like a dog, I tagged along.

      She took me down this alley
      Where bras was on display.
      I thought my jaw would hit the floor
      When I saw that lingerie.

      They had all these different styles
      That I'd never seen before
      I thought I'd go plumb crazy
      'fore I left that women's store.

      They had bras you wear for eighteen hours
      And bras that cross your heart.
      There was bras that lift and separate,
      And that was just the start.


      They had bras that made you feel
      Like you ain't wearing one at all,
      And bras that you can train in
      When you start off when you're small.

      Well, I finally made my mind up -
      Picked a black and lacy one -
      I told the lady, "Bag it up,"
      And figured I was done.

      But then she asked me for the size
      I didn't hesitate
      I knew that measurement by heart,
      "A six-and-seven-eighths."

      "Six and seven eighths you say?
      That really isn't right."
      "Oh, yes ma'am! I'm real positive -
      I measured them last night!"
  
      I thought that she'd go into shock,
      Musta took her by surprise
      When I told her that my wife's bust
      Was the same as my hat size.

      "That's what I used to measure with,
      I figured it was fair,
      But if I'm wrong, I'm sorry ma'am."
      This drew another stare.

      By now a crowd had gathered
      And they all was crackin' up
      When the lady asked to see my hat,
      To measure for the cup.

      When she finally had it figured,
      I gave the gal her pay.
      Then I turned to leave the store,
      Tipped my hat and said, "Good day."

      My wife had heard the story
      'fore I ever made it home.
      She'd talked to fifteen women
      Who called her on the phone.

      She was still a-laughin'
      But by then I didn't care.
      Now she don't ask and I don't shop
      For women's underwear.

      ~ Author Unknown

Q. Half of all Americans live within 50 miles of what?
A. Their birthplace

Q. If you were to spell out numbers, how far would you have to go until you would find the letter "A"?                                                 A. One thousand

Latest News and Words From Friends

Hi Christa

Just got finished reading CBRN - great as usual and realized that I have a horsey tip for you if you're intersted - more along the lines for the horsey people.  I sent it in to the WPRA Tricks of the Trail - don't know if they'll put it in, but thought the people who read your newsletter might want to try it.  

Take care and keep up the good work with the newsletter - I know a lot of people enjoy it!

 

Rachel Thomas

 


Fuel Price Resolution
Author Unknown

All right folks, step right up! You don't want to pay $4.69 for gas, no problem; I have the perfect transportation for your various needs. 

Needs no gas, no oil, or even a battery, just a little grass and water will do these animals fine. Now everyone has different needs, 

so choose from the following Models:

1. Trail Horse-Your average run around town animal. Has the energy to get where you are going, the brain to find the best way to go, big enough to carry the normal sized American.

2. The Arabian- perfect for those who travel long distances in a day and try to multi task while driving. Although the Arabian may not  go to your home or office with out specific instruction, it WILL  go somewhere.

3. The Draft- Calling all soccer moms. This big guy can carry the whole team, their gear and snacks. Just like the big machines, this guy will require more fuel, and his shoes will be more expensive than the compact model.

4. The Western Pleasure- The right car for the high-end white-collar workers. This animal works harder and requires more special knowledge so only the best can figure this out.  Be sure to take your cell phone. You wont be stuck in traffic, you just wont be getting anywhere fast.

5. The Parelli- Salesmen, stay at home moms, and high school kids will all enjoy this dream. You can load him down with flapping Wal-Mart bags, ask him to walk in places a horse wont fit, and you can dance with him as you listen to the latest tunes.

6. The Ranch- The most dependable animal available. He will go wherever you ask him to, at whatever speed is appropriate. You can tie him to the stop sign and he will be there when you get back. Best of all, this model has been specially  engineered to be able to go without water for days and stay fat and slick by  eating sagebrush and dead prairie grass.

Of course all models are available in base colors (sorrel, bay, black) Special order colors are available (dun, gray, palomino) and for an additional fee, custom paint jobs are also available (overo, tobiano, blanket, leopard). 

No horse is sold with a warranty, however maintenance plans are available in the event brakes, steering, or accelerator fail.

Horsey Tidbits

Here are some more helpful hints and old-timer’s secrets…I have used some and some I have not…so I cannot vouch for these.  I have either received them from horsey people or read them on horsey web sites.  Use your judgment…Good Luck!

I can't seem to pay $5-$7 per pair of jeans to have them starched at the cleaners and have found a great way to get them starched and save money.  I mix the starch to the strength I like in a bucket with a lid - the bucket should be wide and deep enough to get at least one pair of jeans in it.  I dunk the jeans and line them up to make the creases and then hang them on the line.  I then let the starch from the jeans drip into the bucket. I usually run my hands down them to help get the starch out and to make the crease a little bit better.  When I'm done I put the lid on and can save the starch for next time.  I have two buckets - one strength for jeans and one strength for shirts.  They dry great, are easy to iron, easy on the wallet and beats the spray bottle I used to use!  I try to mix as much as I'm going to use and haven't stored a lot for very long (usually a week or two) I don't know how it will store for much longer.  I'm guessing it should do ok.

About Me and My Family

I included this in the first newsletter, but I thought I’d put it in here again for those who may not know me.

 My name is Christa Conway.  Most of you know me from the barrel races around central Indiana.   I am married to Vick Conway and we have two kids, Garrett (6) and Gracie (2).  We live in Muncie, Indiana and we barrel race.  Of course, that means we are horse crazy.  We’ve done a little bit of every aspect of it…from futurities to rodeo.  We have anywhere from ten to 20 horses in our barn at any given time.  We train a few outside horses, so it varies.  My whole family is into the barrel-racing scene.  My dad sells tack, my mom rides, my aunts, uncles and cousins ride.  My grandpa rides and coaches us.

I am a born-again Christian.  I love Jesus.  I know that he loves me.  I know that He died for my sins and everyone else’s.  I try to be like Him, but have a long, long way to go.

I want to share some of my blessings in this newsletter, and I hope I realize even more blessings through it.  I hope everyone who reads it gets something out of it.  I know that each time I write it, I learn more about myself.    I hope that Jesus’ love speaks through this newsletter.

Prayer Requests

This newsletter is becoming a great way to get the word out to our horse-show family when someone is in need of prayer.  If everyone would just take a few minutes when you receive your letter and pray over it and the names on this list…we may see miracles happen. 

One day someone's mother died.  And on that clear, cold morning, in the warmth of her bedroom, the daughter was struck with the pain of learning that sometimes there isn't any more.  No more hugs, no more lucky moments to celebrate together, no more
phone calls just to chat, no more "just one minute."
Sometimes, what we care about the most goes away … never to return before we can say good-bye, say "I Love You."
So while we have it . . . it's best we love it . . and care for it and fix it when it's broken . . . and take good care of it when it's sick.
This is true for marriage...and friendships....
children with bad report cards; and dogs with bad hips; and aging parents and grandparents. We keep them because they are worth it, because we cherish them.
Some things we keep -- like a best friend who moved away or a classmate we grew up with. There are just some things that make us happy, no matter what.
Life is important, and so are the people we know and so, we keep them close.

Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours.

Mark 11:24


Kicks And Giggles

After the christening of his baby brother in church, Jason sobbed all the way home in the back seat of the car.  His father asked him three times what was wrong.  Finally, the boy replied, "That preacher said he wanted us brought up in a Christian home, and I wanted to stay with you guys."

A father was at the beach with his children when the four-year-old son ran up to him, grabbed his hand, and led him to the shore where a seagull lay dead in the sand.  "Daddy, what happened to him?" the son asked.  "He died and went to Heaven," the Dad replied.  The boy thought a moment and then said,  "Did God throw him back down?"

Hang On

I had a friend get really discouraged with barrel racing a few weeks ago at a horse show.  She was so down about it, enough that she was considering quitting altogether.  Several of us were trying to convince her that we all have paid our dues in one way or another…sometimes as a rider and sometimes it happens when we start a young horse.  Everything takes time and sometimes it takes A LOT of time.

You know that old saying, “It’s always darkest just before the light.”?  That is so true.  My mom was telling my friend not to give up because the devil knows when God is about to shower us with blessings and that is when he’s going to throw everything he’s got at us.  He wants us to give up before the blessings can occur.  He doesn’t want us to see the fruits of our labors, and if we give up and quit, then we won’t.

I think my friend got a real example of how this works.  She went home from the show and within two days she got a chance to buy the horse that she had wanted from the time she got involved in barrel racing.  It was the same horse that had given her the “barrel-racing bug.”  Little did she know that God was working on this huge blessing all along.  Had the devil won and she quit…she would’ve never known.

Her experience gave her a reassurance that God is always at work.  It also reminded me that when things seem their worst…we just need to hang on and know that God is in control and a blessing is just around the corner.


Grandpa’s Hands

Author Unknown

Grandpa, some ninety plus years, sat feebly on the patio bench. He didn't move, just sat with his head down staring at his hands. When I sat down beside him he didn't acknowledge my presence and the longer I sat I wondered if he was OK. Finally, not really wanting to disturb him but
wanting to check on him at the same time, I asked him if he was OK. He raised his head and looked at me and smiled. "Yes, I'm fine,
thank you for asking," he said in a clear, strong voice. "I didn't mean to
disturb you, Grandpa, but you were just sitting here staring at your hands
and I wanted to make sure you were OK," I explained to him.

"Have you ever looked at your hands he asked? I mean really looked at
your hands?”

I slowly opened my hands and stared down at them. I turned them over, palms up and then palms down. "No, I guess I had never really looked at my hands," as I tried to figure out the point he was making.

Grandpa smiled and related this story: "Stop and think for a moment about the hands you have, how they have served you well throughout your years. These hands, though wrinkled, shriveled and weak have been the
tools I have used all my life to reach out and grab and embrace life.  They braced and caught my fall when as a toddler I crashed upon the floor. "They put food in my mouth and clothes on my back. "As a child my mother taught me to fold them in prayer. They tied my shoes and pulled on my
boots. "They held my rifle and wiped my tears when I went off to war.  They have been dirty, scraped and raw, swollen and bent. They were uneasy and clumsy when I tried to hold my newborn son. "Decorated with my wedding band they showed the world that I was married and loved someone special.
They wrote the letters home and trembled and shook when I buried my parents and spouse and walked my daughter down the aisle. Yet, they were strong and sure when I dug my buddy out of a foxhole and lifted a plow off of my best friend's foot. "They have held children, consoled neighbors,
and shook in fists of anger when I didn't understand. "They have covered my face, combed my hair, and washed and cleansed the rest of my body.  "They have been sticky and wet, bent and broken, dried and raw.

"And to this day when not much of anything else of me works real well these hands hold me up, lay me down, and again continue to fold in prayer.  "These hands are the mark of where I've been and the ruggedness of my
life. "But more importantly it will be these hands that God will reach out
and take when he leads me home.

"And with my hands He will lift me to His side, and there I will use these hands to touch the face of Christ."

I will never look at my hands the same again. But I remember God reached out and took my grandpa's hands and led him home.  When my hands are hurt or sore, or when I stroke the face of my children and wife, I think
of grandpa. I know he has been stroked and caressed and held by the hands
of God. I, too, want to touch the face of God and feel His hands upon my
face.

*Prayer for Unsaved* 
Many of us have family members and/or friends that are not sure where they will spend eternity. Her is a passage from the bible to pray as intercession for them:

I have not stopped giving thanks for you, remembering you in my prayers.  I keep asking that the God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the glorious Father, may give you the Spirit of wisdom and revelation, so that you may know him better.  I pray also that the eyes of your heart may be enlightened in order that you may know the hope to which he has called you, the riches of his glorious inheritance in the saints, and his incomparably great power for us who believe.  That power is like the working of his mighty strength, which he exerted in Christ when he raised him from the dead and seated him at his right hand in the heavenly realms, far above all rule and authority, power and dominion, and every title that can be given, not only in the present age but also in the one to come.  And God placed all things under his feet and appointed him to be head over everything for the church, which is his body, the fullness of him who fills everything in every way.  

Ephesians 1:16-23

Last & most important thought…
Jesus died on the cross as the final sacrifice.  When He was resurrected on the 3rd day, he defeated Satan for us.  All we have to do is believe that He beat death and acknowledge it with our words.  If we believe that and accept Him as our savior…we are promised eternal life with Him in Heaven.  You can’t earn your way into Heaven; you have to believe your way there.  So many people think they “aren’t good enough” to get to Heaven.  But salvation is a GIFT from God.  The bible tells me so…

All we have to do is accept that wonderful gift.  I know I have…won’t you?  

For God so loved the world that He gave His one and only Son that whosoever believes in Him shall not perish but have eternal life.

John 3:16 
That if you confess with your mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” and believe in your heart that God raised him from the dead you will be saved.  For it is with your heart that you believe and are justified, and it is with your mouth that you confess and are saved.

Romans 10: 9-10

Email/Mailing List
 If you want to be added to the list, just send me your address and I’ll be glad to get a newsletter to you.  I send out hundreds via email and over fifty regular post.  So, whether you are on the web or not…I can get one to you if you want!
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Contact Me

Christa Conway     12601 S. 200 W. Muncie, IN  47302

vcgconway@msn.com
(765) 755-3427

(765) 744-7363

www.conwaycustoms.homestead.com
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