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I donned my jeans, boots, and straw hat from my Urban Cowboy days, and Ed and I drove to where he boarded his two polo horses, Flash and PK.
Ed saddled the horses and cupped his hands to help me onto Flash because the top of my head barely reached the horses’ muzzles. Once situated on the tiny English saddle, Ed told me, “Hang out here. I’ll run PK. Then, we’ll switch.” He wiped his sweaty, too-tall forehead and ran PK across the pasture for the next twenty minutes.
I still felt tight, on edge, but I breathed deep, took in the co-mingled scent of horse, grass, and manure, telling myself you’re okay, relax.
Ed came back, hoisted me onto PK, and I began to cry.
“Aw, you’re good,” he said, patting my leg. “Just walk PK, cool him off, and we’ll go for a nice ride, okay?” With that, he sped off on Flash.
PK breathed hard, snorted, and refused to walk. He took two steps, stopped, shook his head. I cried harder, feeling alone, scared without Carl.
PK began trotting, bouncing me in the saddle. I tried to stop him, but he picked up speed. I yelled for Ed, pulled on the reins, but PK ran even faster. I screamed and sobbed, tried to hold on but soon lost the reins, and grabbed his mane as he bolted toward the barn.
Ahead, I saw the fencing PK needed to wind us through, so I forced myself to calm down and talk to him. As he approached the first opened gate, I lost my grip and slammed into the post. The impact tossed me back across the horse. I fell to the left, but my boot caught in the stirrup.
I hit the ground, finally. PK kept running.

