“Charlbs used 10 ba able to call up Cocksucker any time of day and say, ‘Cocksucker, come over here and suck
rmy cock! ™ & cowboy nismed Jason told me. “Cocksucker really liked Chartie,” he added fondly. “Sha liked him o lot*

Thie is & story Bbout woman in rodea. 1's not about the wormnen who ropa calves or race horses arcund barreds,
o thesse days, gat tosged off bulls for a living. That's another story altogethar, This is & story about the women who
follow roden, or mose specilically, tha womean who follow roded Cowiys.

There's Nasty Wandy, T, Tammy, and Angie. There's & girl called Fisheyes, whom the cowbaoys told me |
would know on sight. In Canada, there's someona called Motorcross, for no raason that anyons remembens
There's Hoe-Down, who's handy with a MasterCard, and Dawn, who will spend a week's paychock on 8
bulirkdar, |f he asks her to. There's a liitle woman in Montana named Andres, whaom a cowboy San always go
homa with a1 the end of the night, if ha hasa't found anyone better. And thera are the famous Clarksville,
Texas, girla: Petarbally, Blondysocks, Grapenuts, Copenhagen, Tiny Tim, Hammerhead, Skoals-a-Lintle, and
Cocksuckar, who Tkes Charlie s kot

Buckla Bunnies like cowboys anough to scraw random ones rapaciously, often several st a time, and
then provide breakfast, laundry services, telephones, and madical attention the next morning. They like
cowboys enough to pay their rodes entry feas, which can run anywhare from $50 10 $500, dapanding on
the prastiga of tha dwvisnt

Buckie Bunniea travel Thay hang out behind tha bucking chutes at every rodeo with sbi-packs snd ice-packs,
waiting for the cowboys to finish temgting death in the ring. They stand in pairs at country bars, laughing crazily, as
if standing with o girtiriend in a stranga bar s the most fun & person can heve in this ife, They fill arenas with ther
tight jenns, their pink blouses with the geometric holes cut out of the backs, and thair Loni Anderson hair, When
tha rodeo ks over, tha bullridens limp out of the ring with the adrenaline nesh of firing-squad survhvors, grabbing
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bsers and girds. And eveny night the grabbed girls shrisk and lasugh, as i all of this
astention g a big tat surpriss

“W you're & top cowboy,” Lason salkd, “gatting lakd b never a probiem =

“WWhat il you're ot 8 0P cowboy™

“it'e still not @ problem. 1's just that the 1op cowboys have mdne selaction ™

A cowboy's trophy bell buckle is sngraved with every kind of necessary prood.
“Champion Bullirider,” it might read, “San Antonia Stock Show and Rodea, 1993
if's the shape of a shield and a ttle bigger than a nice bar of scap Since if's a
hidecus offense to wear a buckle that you didn't sam yoursed!, it's a pretty safe
vy b0 bell quickly who matiers and who dossn'L

A cowboy willl pass through a crovwd with one hand casually on his buckle,
touching it and shifting It Hike it's & satellite dlsh emitting and receiving
inorrmation. Which, of oourss, it 5. The buckds ks cormvanisntly portable, & rophy
that only comes off when the [sans come olf, &l which pobnl it work s done,
arnytacna. Girle i bars konssld o Sguat i front of guys 1o read the buckdes Closely, o
paature rich with promise for later, In & spor without any protection, a buckie is
s cnly posnt of imulnerability on a cowboy's body, And in a community whera
drsorce and desertion ane epedemic, a buckle is the only tokon of real warth

O morming, boned In San Antonso, | called 88 local pawn shopa and had this
coearnation 88 times: “HL Do you hanve amy rodes belt buckies in stock?™

*ho, ma'am, we sure don't”

*How about wadding rinsga™

“Yiem, mo'am, wa'vie oot hundreds of wedding rings.~

it maans something bto be ghven & ball buckls. Wives get balt buckiss.
Sweathearts got balt buckles. Mothers got belt bucklies. Bucklo Bunniss,

| ezl harve used a buckde mysell, becauso the Bunnies dkdn’t war!
to talk to mea. | was ondy in Texas 1of o feww days balons word got
pround that | was asking folks about gattiing arownd. IT's o small
woirld 10F B Be) #tata. | wid in Uvalde, interviining & candidats in a
ber webian & wOrman Came running cver, “Don't talk to herl™ she yolled,
pointing &1 me. “She's doing & story about Buckle Bunnies Then
gfg ran back out onld the dance Noor. Her friend walchad. than
turmeed o mae “A Tow more drinks and sha'll bo taldng her shirt off,”
ke Bald aacly, hon wallted away, Sha wouldn't ghva rma hes ramo

“Tou enly Carme ovar BaCEun Bomaond Wohd you | wa & Buckls
Buanrry,” higaasd & gart in thiy Soers bar

| il meorredy troaubla desrnying this cormincingly

Sha weani on. “Well, you can write whalever you want, but | think thaio's anough
WD with the world that we don’l have 1o worry about ather poogle’s busingss
And # o girl wants ko run around, or dio of a dissase, then that's her business. And
| &'l caie what poeophe thenk sbout ma ™

Well, | do. And she hoated me. Finding a woman who wants 10 10l about her
axparinces as o Buckio Bunmy W like finding & Fronchman who wants 1o talk
oo his exporbances a6 o Mazl collaborator

But guess what? Getting the cowboys 1o talk was no problem at all. In
San Antonio, | mat Kirby, a bareback rider who wanted nothing more out
of e than to set ma straight “We don call them Buckies Bunnies anmymone.” he
paid. “That's o “TOs axpression. These daye, we call tham good old dirty-legped
roded whorea™

Kirtry hid pome swoll stories. He sought ma out cne night in Cowbaoy Corner o
tedl meo hin favorite Buckis Bunny moment. It was about this gird in Somanville,
Teomas, who everyonn tried to scrow, and how he chased her down o road and
caught e finally, and thiry screveed in the middle of the higivay wndil a car came
and scared har and she ran off into a barbed wire fence and cut her tithes all up,
Kirtry was @ million laughs

| changed my approach. “I'm doing a siory about Buckie Bunnles," | staried
Telling woman, dhopping the |ittle Toxss Pwo-shed of infuendd and deldion. “Can
s Rl Pl PTG BB Hham T

Thery wore delighted to talk. Every woman had an alibd for why she harsell was
legitirmntely 8% 1P rocen. ERPer sba was o cowbay's wila of gififriand, or o ehse
widuntoer, o & formmer Barmed recor, of the deughier of an obd bulirder, 0F & rodeo



braak up 8o aften becauss cowboys have sax with their horses

Than | called my sister to complain that the only thing & woman can ba in
Texas is somabody’s good girl or somabody’s bad girl. “Or somabody's
govamar.” sha addod

Theen | caliad a friend In Philadalphia and sha told me to watch what | wrota,
uniess | wanted 1o become the Salmon Rushdie of redeo. She called my story
“Thiz SancAntonic Versas ™

On vy kast night in San Antonio, | went to & place called Midnight Rodeo—one of
thosae sirangse Taxas bars big as Kmart, sunk in soma apic parking lot | mat
Tonya, who was born on an Austin ranch, but now worked in the city. Sha was
smart and funny and har halr wasn't big. | asked her about cowboys, and she told
it straight. “Nona of tham are warth 8 shit.” she said. “They can't keop a job, Thay
chaat on thelr wives. They'ra never home. They're lazy, and you can't trust them
Mona of tham are worth one shiL"

Az a visual aid, good old dirty-lagged Kirby came over just then. He was
stagperingly drunk, and he wanied to alk to me Some more about girks. *1 got a
baautiful gird Fil probably marry someday,” he said “Somatimes | like being nica
o girls, like, ‘Hay, how ya' doing, nice 1o meat you.' Other thmes, | just go anownd
lika, “Fuck you, bitch! Suck my fucking dick!" *

| was writing all of thés down. *You'ra going to make someons a great hushand
somaday,” | sald.

Kirby considerad this. Than he howled, “Hey! I'm young, I'm dumb, and F'm
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Thary just think they know him bacause thoy recognize his name ™

Jenniler sommaad I ppry with this onawar

Latar, | was interviewing a bullrider namod Hohia, whan the bartondar nakag
hirm, D youw think all wosnsn should b tres ted with raspactT™

“Every woman should b treated with respect,” Ronnie said

“WWhat about Buckle Bunnéas?" | askaed

“That's difierent Buckls Bunnies SonT count *

Hall, who wants not to count? Sluts? Whores? Trash? Who wanis 1o sign up for
that mailing list? For all the cowboy talk about the freedom of the lifestyle, rodea
i= basically a small town on tha move, o road show of the sama baslls, they BRMmG
CowWDoyE, the game bars, tha same girle. I's & circus, end EVBIYOrS KWs you
don't se0 the world when you run sway with the circus. You just ses the insida of
the same grimy circus t8nt from Baaumont to Bufialo and back

In & community wherns the only libaeral thing around s the use of ma Kaup,
it's not surprising that mo woman is ready o stand up and g8y it laud, I"m a
dirty-legged rodeo whore, and I'm prowd. Which |s & shame, because they
subsidize the whole show. Without their cash and ass, tha spart eould not
exist a8 It doas, and if Buckle Bunnies gver unionized, the changes would coma
fast and hard

But there's no danger of this. Tha athic of rodeo forbids boat-rocking from
any angle, and the urge 1o conform shovws wp in weird ways. Ona night in Houston,
the annowncer asked the 58,000 spectators, “1s amyone hene ot from Tems?™ A
dagd silanca fall over tha Astrodoma. 1t was axa ctly as if ha'd
asked, "Who hera likes taking it up the ass™ If thare weare any
among us who wara guilty, wa weren't talking. | sure didn't
voluntaar, | may be from out of iown, but I'm not stupid. When in
Hausion, lch bin aing Taxan

A bullrider named Will £aid to me one night, “Buckle Bunnies get
o bad rap. But when you're 1,000 miles from kome and brokg and
hart, and it's 200 Ak In lowa, and the bar s cloging, they' e pratty
fbtd o have around.”

[eontinued on page 164)




