
“Stick em up!” 

A cool breeze drifted through the leaves of trees, the morning sun still warming up for the 

day ahead. Birds chirped outside the window, flocking to the birdfeeders outside the window. 

My eyes fluttered open, taking in the gray ceiling above. I turned my head to the left and looked 

at the time shown by the clock on the nightstand. It read 6:30 am, time to get up. I pulled the 

bedspread off me as quietly as I could, conscious of my wife, still sleeping beside me. I picked 

up the jeans and a tee shirt, and made my way to the bathroom to get dressed. That was how it 

went since we had moved to Alberta. I would get up as silently as possible, and then get ready in 

the bathroom. I did so now, and then tiptoed past the kid’s room and down the stairs. In the 

kitchen, I grabbed a smoothie and frozen sausage and egg sandwich, tossing the sandwich in the 

toaster and bringing the smoothie outside with me. Making my breakfast the previous night and 

then heating it up in the morning was another thing I did to let my family get their rest. Grabbing 

my jacket and boots, I stepped onto the porch, breathing in the fresh spring air. I walked down 

the steps, and onto the gravel driveway that led down from the road into a fork, the right path 

going to the garage and the left one around the house to the barn. I followed the left path to the 

backyard. The contractors were still working on the back porch and right now, it was still a 3-

foot drop to the ground from the back door. I walked further down the driveway, along the fence 

line to the barn complex. There was a large indoor arena on the right side, with a smaller outdoor 

arena attached to it. In the middle was the main barn, where we kept my horses. Off to the side 

was a smaller barn that housed the client horses we were currently training.  I entered the main 

barn, and grabbed a grain cart from the storage room, setting down my now empty smoothie 

glass on a shelf. I fed all the horses on the left first, starting with Luna, and then made my way 



all the way down to Knight. As I made my way back up the isle on the right, my wife Trish 

walked in.  

 “Mornin’ LJ!” she said with a smile, “I brought your sandwich.” 

 “Oh, thanks. You can put it down on the bin there.” I replied, pointing to a feed bin on 

the floor. 

 “No good morning for your wonderful wife?” Trish said jokingly. 

 “Sorry, I’m a little preoccupied with the show coming up and all.” I said, ashamed. 

 “Hon its fine I was joking. I know you have a lot on your mind right now. I’m going to 

go and take down the bird feeders for a cleaning, and then I can help you set up the arena if 

you’d like.” She said, giving me a kiss on the cheek. 

 “Yeah that’d be great thanks.” She left the barn, and I headed into the tack room, 

grabbing Rally’s bridle from a hook. I quickly tacked him up, and then slid the headpiece and 

brow band over his head. The cheek piece was a little loose, and so I tightened the buckle, 

careful not to let the two pieces come apart and fall off. Then, I led him into the arena. We 

needed to continue our training and prepare for the AQHA National Reining Competition. 

Reining is a sport in which a rider and horse complete a series of spins, turns, and slides all with 

the rider using one hand on the rein. I had been the champion four years in a row, and I was not 

intending to lose this year. However, the horse that carried me those last four years had passed. 

Rally found me early this year, and he has been great so far. However, we still need some work, 

and the competition is only a week away.  



The next few days we practiced hard, and I think we both felt more confidant by 

Thursday, with two days until the show. I walked up the driveway from the barn Thursday night, 

ready to eat dinner and then go right to bed. I through the door to find a gun aimed directly at my 

face. Well, a finger gun.  

“Stick em up dad!” Said my son Tyler, pointing a rubber band finger gun at me. 

“Put that down kiddo. I’m too tired for games tonight.” He looked disappointed. “Sorry.” 

I added. He turned it away from me, and launched the rubber band into the living room, 

managing to hook it onto the staircase railing.  

“Nice shot!” I laughed. He smiled, and then went to retrieve it. A while later, we sat 

down to dinner.  

“How’s that bird feeder going?” I asked Trish.  

“I finished cleaning it, but I haven’t put it back up yet.”  

“Okay.” I nodded.  

“Today---” my other son Micah started. 

“Don’t talk with food in your mouth.” Trish interrupted. 

“Today I saw a hawk on the way to school!” He finished. 

“Cool!” Trish responded.  

“Well,” I said “I better be get to night check so I can head to bed. Big day tomorrow.”  

“Yeah.” Trish said.  

“I’ll come too!” Tyler volunteered.  



“Alright then bud let’s go.” We walked out of the house and down the driveway to the 

barn. Hitting the left barn first, we made our way up the aisle, topping water buckets off and 

making sure all the horses were alright. Ty had brought his rubber band, and launched it off 

again near the tack room.  

“I thought you were supposed to be helping!” He said nothing, but smiled. “Go get it.” 

“It’s gone,” he said then. “I can’t find it.” 

“You’re no good.” I said jokingly, “C’mon let’s get the client barn.”  We did, and then 

headed up to bed.  

I awoke the next morning, on my own. Soon after realizing this fact, I turned and looked 

at the clock. 8o’clock! Shoot! The show was in two hours! I shook Trish, waking her.  

“Hon! We overslept somehow. We need to go now or we’re going to be late!” 

“Oh dear.” She said, getting out of bed. I threw on some clothes and rushed downstairs. I 

ran out the back door and leapt off the porch, hitting the ground running. In the barn, I grabbed a 

halter and lead rope. I walked to Rally’s stall, so as not to startle the horses, and got the halter on. 

I lead him out of the barn and then tied him to a post. As I was heading back into the barn, I saw 

Trish backing the trailer towards the barn. I went into the tack room and grabbed our tack, then 

went back out and put it in the trailer. Quickly as possible, I lead Rally into the trailer and then 

hopped in the truck, thanking Trish. 

“The kids are getting our stuff ready. I’ll go help them and we’ll take the van and meet 

you there. You have a long drive.” 

“Alright. Thanks. Why did we wake up so late?” I said, puzzled.  



“The birds. I took the feeder down and so they didn’t come and wake us like they usually 

do.”  

“Oh. I should have set an alarm. I just didn’t think to I was so used to waking up just 

when I needed to.”  

“Yeah. Well you better get going if you want to make it!” Trish said. I gave her a kiss out 

the window and then then pulled away down the driveway. I drove out onto the main road, and 

towards the highway. It was an hour and a half drive to Calgary, where the competition would 

take place this year. I just had to hope there was no traffic, and that I wouldn’t be first to show. 

An hour and forty-five minutes later I arrived. I pulled past the two big horse statues on 

either side of the gate and down the long drive. I passed other riders warming up in small arenas 

on either side of the drive. Pulling into the trailer parking, I could see the big main arena. The 

stands were packed, and I could see some roping going on in the middle. After I parked, I walked 

over to the sign up booth, and gave my name and horses name. 

“Okay!” said the woman at the booth, “You have stall 13, and you’ll be going in at 10:45, 

which is in… 30 minutes!” 

 “Sounds good thank you!” I said, and then ran back to the truck. I got Rally out, and one 

of the stable hands helped me bring him to the stall, where he would stay until he needed to be 

tacked up. I ran to the restroom, and then back to my truck. That had all taken 20 minutes. I 

hurried to the stalls, and brought Rally back to the trailer where I had my tack. The same hand 

helped me tack him up. I handed him the equipment, and he put it on. I had no time to do a tack 

check, but I was fairly confident everything checked out. With two minutes to spare, I walked 

Rally over to the arena gate.  I climbed onto his back and situated my feet in the stirrups.  



 “Leo Johnson Fleming on Rally Runner!” said the announcer. I took a deep breath, and 

nodded to the men at the gate. They opened the doors, and I spurred Rally out. We did a few 

slower loops, and then turned down the center, getting ready for a slide. We raced down the 

center of the arena as fast as we could, and then I pulled back on the reins and pressed my spurs 

into his side. He tucked his rear in, and slid his hooves in the sand, standing back up at the finish. 

The crowd cheered, and I smiled. We loped off again, and circled the arena a few more times. 

We did another slide, and from there we went into a spin, Rally’s rear hooves planted, spinning 

his front ones around and around. The crowd cheered again, and we went around the other 

direction. I steered us down the center, and we went into one of the last slides. As I pulled the 

reins back, it felt like something snapped. I looked down, and saw that the cheek band appeared 

to have fallen apart, but it was still hanging together. I tried to keep calm, and finished the show 

with the bridle intact.  

 I finished with an excellent time, and as I trotted through the gate, I saw Trish and the 

kids waving from the stands. I smiled at them, and then hopped down. I lead Rally over to the 

stalls. I was inspecting the bridle as my family came over. 

 “Guys look at this,” I started, “I think my cheek band clasp broke, but there’s a rubber 

band stuck in here.”  

 “What?” Trish said, surprised.  

 “Hey that’s mine!” said Tyler. 

 “Well how did it get here?” I asked surprised. Then I remembered the night before the 

show, Tyler helping me do night check, and launching his rubber band into the tack room. It 

must have somehow gotten itself lodged in the bridle.  



 “Ty, I think your rubber band just saved my time! And a lot of money.” He smiled, happy 

that he had helped. 

 “That’s crazy.” said Trish. 

 “Yeah. Well, I’m going to collect my prize money. I’ll see you guys at home.” As I was 

driving home a while later, I took the rubber band out of my pocket. I looked at it and laughed. 

What a coincidence.  

 


