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     Most people who show horses know the satisfied feeling they get when 
they have a good ride. Well the satisfaction intensifies when you are 
publicly recognized for that ride, that’s exactly what happened to me on 
August 11th 2006 at the Iowa State Fair. 
     It was a beautiful clear night, a great night to go to the fair. There were 
hundreds of people taking in the fair and I remember feeling really excited 
to be part of it. The State FFA Horse Show had been going on throughout 
the day and while I ended up not showing that day I kept busy supporting 
my fellow FFA chapter members who did. Around mid afternoon you 
started to notice a hum of excitement in the horse barn and you would see 
more and more girls with their hair in curlers. As you walked down the 
isles you would see parents and support people grooming and polishing, 
saddles and silver and horses and girls. I remember thinking its only two 
in the afternoon why are they all getting ready so early? I’m normally not 
a big beauty queen kinda girl, but I knew I had to be very sparkly in this 
competition. I knew I was going to be competing against a lot of beautiful 
girls from across the state in a competition that has been dominated by 
girls on Quarter Horses and Paints. That’s when the first nervous jitters hit 

me, my friend Janelle was on her way to do my hair but wouldn’t get here until 5:30 at the earliest. Since I decided it 
was to early to get me ready I might as well work on getting my partner ready. My partner for this competition was a 
nine year old purebred Arabian gelding named BR Khasino Khash, Khash for short. 
     The State Fairgrounds had gotten several inches of rain the day before and the outdoor warm up area next to West 
Arena was to muddy to do much warm up work so I lunged Khash lightly and then decided to jump on and see how he 
was feeling. He was very good he seemed like he really enjoyed all the excitement. After the brief warmup, I gave 
Khash a bath and put him in his stall to rest. By now its 4:30 pm and time to feed the horses. After feeding, I put on 
most of my outfit and did my makeup and then sat down to meditate and try to keep myself calm. I kept thinking to 
myself all I want is a good ride, a ride that the association would be proud of. The excitement in the barn was starting 
to rise as the 6:30 start time was fast approaching. I knew I had plenty of time, the Junior Cowgirl Queen contest was 
first and it consisted of three cuts and a final. Janelle arrived around 6:15 and then the serious work started on my hair. 
I had purchased a hair piece that matched my hair when I was at Youth Nationals, after curling my hair we added the 
hair piece to make “big hair”. You have to have “big hair” in the Cowgirl Queen contest and you have to keep your hat 
on NO MATTER WHAT. Those are two of the most important unwritten rules. As we worked on my hair, my mom 
was working on Khash. Every hair was combed, the mane and tail were tangle free, the hooves were polished. The 
silver on the saddle sparkled. After a few reinforced stitches on some loose rhinestones we were ready. I have to say 
the getting ready is a lot of fun, but after you’re ready the waiting for your turn is really hard. It seemed like the clock 
never moved, every once in awhile the announcer would update us on the happenings in the pavilion. Then it would be 
silent again for what seemed like forever and just when you would 
begin to worry that you had missed something the announcer would 
come on to say the next cut was going in. When the waiting between 
announcements became too much then one of my friends or my dad 
would either call other friends that were in the pavilion or would run up 
to see what was going on.  
     My nerves really started to intensify when I heard they were 
announcing the results of the Junior Cowgirl Queen contest. Finally it 
was time. I was really feeling ready. My family and friends went to join 
other friends in the Pavilion. My mom and I walked Khash up to the 
Pavilion through the sea of people. As we drew closer I began to run my 
horsemanship reminders through my head. Sit back, roll hips forward, 
chin up, right arm kept tight to side and keep everything nice and calm. 
The words that are always uttered to me by Grandma Pat. 
     When we reached the pavilion I climbed aboard Khash and walked 
him around. Then I positioned myself in line to be able to get into the 
arena about mid way through the cut. I met a girl named Kelsey when I 



was waiting in line and we talked about how excited we were and wished each other good luck. Kelsey was also 
wearing a lavendar/periwinkle blue out fit and we joked that we probably shouldn’t go in together. It was time, they 
called my class, the second cut of three, 21 of the 62 girls entered, in the Senior Cowgirl Queen Contest. I was totally 
ready my adrenaline was at its highest and I went in. Khash felt great and he entered the arena at a beautiful jog. The 
first way around went great, the lope was executed just as I had hoped and I felt really good. We reversed and still 
going good. The announcer asked for the lope. I cued Khash for the right lead just as he got into it a bay gelding came 
flying by and kicked out at us. Khash spooked slightly but I reassured him and all was ok. We dropped to the jog and 
entered the lineup. I remember thinking to myself in the line-up that, that was my best and whatever happens, happens. 
Finally the announcer keyed the mic “our first semifinalist”, I took a deep breath.and hoped, “Representing the Iowa 
Arabian Horse Association” Lynnae Bigler from Decorah. I was like “holy moly” that’s me. I was so excited, I was 
speechless, and anyone who knows me knows that’s pretty excited. I had just made the finals. I couldn’t believe it. I 
was so excited that I completely forgot what the announcer had told us to do if we were named. We were supposed to 
just walk forward but not me I walked Khash forward and around and headed towards the outgate just like we were in 
a regular class at one of our shows. Oh well I didn’t care I had made the finals. 
     I had a short break before the finals to touch up makeup and to fix up Khash. I was totally on cloud nine. I kept 
telling myself anything else that happens tonite is just icing on the cake. I entered the finals with even more confidence 
Khash was acting and feeling great. All the noise and chaos didn’t seem to phase him. I felt so lucky to have the 
chance to show such a great horse. We all entered the arena at a jog and continued on to perform all three gaits. When 
we were told to reverse, “I thought “Oh Baby” half way there. I kept telling myself stay calm, take it easy and breathe. 
Well it was time to line up but it wasn’t over yet we still had to complete the pattern. The pattern consisted of walking 
to the judges, answering a question, when finished back 5 steps and execute a 360 degree turn to the right stop and turn 
back 90 degrees to the left, Lope off on the left lead and continue around the arena performing the queen salute, at the 
marker perform a sliding stop. 
     I had to wait for 13 girls to perform their patterns before I got to go. Then it was my turn I walked to the judges and 
was asked “How do I see myself impacting the equine industry in the future.” After I was done answering, I completed 
my pattern and loped off on the left lead and all I could think was I can’t lose my hat. I gave Khash a little gas as we 
rounded the corner and he took off down the arena. He was booking it and as we rounded the last corner I thought I 
had better just sit back and say WHOA! We hadn’t put sliders on so it wasn’t a great sliding stop but better than a lot 
of them. I gave my three salutes to the crowd and then turned to salute the judges but must have miss counted because 
I think I saluted them 5 or 6 times. After all patterns had been completed we returned to the line-up. We waited for 
scores to be tabulated, which felt like it took forever. I was really anxious to find out who won. It was time the 
announcer named the first attendant, “representing the Iowa (my heart jumped into my throat) Stock Horse 
Association. It wasn’t me.Then “Our second attendant representing the Iowa Arabian Horse Association, Lynnae 
Bigler from Decorah, Iowa, I was in shock. My mouth just dropped wide open and I went over to accept my plaque, 
chair, and congrats from the judges. I took my place next to the other attendant and waited for two more attendants and 
the queen to join us. It was a lot of fun and very exciting to 
see the girl named Kelsey , the other girl in periwinkle 
blue, that I had wished good luck earlier in the evening 
win the crown. It was a fantastic experience. By the time I 
got over to where my friends and family were sitting I had 
gotten my mouth to close and I was beaming from ear to 
ear and according to my mom my speechlessness had 
definitely passed. 
     I want to thank all my friends and family for all their 
help, love and support. I know I couldn’t have done it 
without them. I want to thank the Iowa Arabian Horse 
Association for allowing me to represent them in this 
contest. It really made my 2006 Iowa State Fair extra 
special. I would like to give special thanks to Grandma Pat 
“The General” Forehand for the countless hours of 
horsemanship lessons and to Sylvia Beahr and the Beahr 
Ridge bunch for all their support. Finally I want to thank 
Erin Partlow for allowing me to use Khash for this, he was 
awesome and we had a blast. 

Lynnae Bigler, 2006 IaAHA Senior Queen ~ 2006 Iowa Cowgirl Queen 
Attendant w/BR Khasino Khash 


