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Happy Trails

Early January, 2003 
It’s snowing hard, and I’m 8½ months pregnant. We’ve 

recently moved to Barrington Hills. My husband is away on business, and 

I’ve got to feed the horse and muck the stall. As a former city kid, keeping 

horses at home is a new experience for me. I go out to the garage and try to 

jam my swollen, pregnant feet into my snowboots. I can’t get my left foot in. 

I push, say a not-nice word, and stomp down, hard. That’s when I feel a dis-

turbingly warm, squishy something under my foot. I scream an even less-nice 

word as I peer inside the boot and see what had, until seconds ago, been a live 

mouse….Remind me again why I wanted to live in the “country?” 

Late May, 2003  
It’s a lovely, warm, summer’s-coming-soon day, the sort of day when a mom 

with a four-month-old might brave her first-ever trail ride in Barrington 

Hills, on a neighbor’s reliable quarter horse. “Have you done much trail rid-

ing?” asks Jane, an American Airlines pilot and skilled horsewoman. “A little,” 

I say, by which I actually mean “none.” I’ve done most of my limited riding in 

an arena, like so many city dwellers these days. “You’re in for a treat,” she says. 

“We’ll do the forest preserve and Galloping Hill, then cut over to the private 

trails, and finish up with the Walgreen loop.” I have no idea what she’s talk-

ing about. Galloping? I’m just hoping to stay on the horse and not embarrass 

myself too badly.

We mount up and saunter out into her backyard – located a scant two 

miles from what would soon be a strip mall with a Target – and then into the 

forest. Within seconds, it looks like remote northern Wisconsin. I can’t hear 

or see any traffic. There are native wildflowers popping up, rolling hills, and 

big old sheltering oaks. Deer watch us, motionless, from a few feet away. All 

I hear is the satisfying soft crunch of the horses’ bare feet on the twigs along 

the path.  

“Are you ready to trot?” Jane asks when we reach a large field with a trail 

around the edge. I’m not falling off yet, so I say yes, let’s try it. We cover a 

lot of ground at a comfortable jog, and I get to see a fair amount of Spring 

Creek Forest Preserve. It’s beautiful and peaceful; we see the occasional hiker 

or another horse and rider, but mostly it’s us and the unspoiled landscape. It 

occurs to me that this is what most of Barrington Hills must have looked like 

50 years ago. Or 100, or more. I surprise myself by feeling a quick, nervous 

pang for my new hometown and its open land: I hope they don’t pave para-

dise and put up a parking lot!

And then we head out of the forest and into the miles of private bridle 

paths (maintained by and for the Riding Club of Barrington Hills, by gener-

ous permission of the landowners) that wend through the village. We pass 

an older woman working in her garden as we cross the bridle path through 

her yard. “Lovely day,” she says to us. Jane inquires, “How’s your husband  

doing?” The woman replies, “Oh, much better, thank you. Have a nice ride.” 

She smiles and goes back to work. 

We head off in yet another direction (how on earth my guide does this 

without a compass is remarkable to me, but then she flies jets across the  

Atlantic for a living, while I sit in meeting rooms with lawyers for a living). 

Our horses carry us down a narrow tree-lined path, green above us and green 

below. Suddenly, as we round the bend, I am Alice in Wonderland, and above 

me is a canopy of flowering crabapple trees, their branches entwining above 

the trail, their pale pink fragrant blossoms floating down onto us as we swish 

by. It’s magical. We’re only a few miles from downtown Barrington – but a 

world away.

“That’s the Walgreen house,” says Jane. “My son used to play with their 

son. This loop will curve around and lead us back to my house.” I haven’t the 

slightest idea where we are. Somewhere in Barrington Hills, to be sure, for 

there’s no other place like this that I’ve ever been. We are in a miraculous little 

part of the world, a place in which those of us who live and work in cities can 

escape the boardrooms and jets to ride the trails with the same animals that 

carried people across this vast prairie 150 years ago. I now see first-hand how 

in Barrington Hills, the tradition of neighbors riding to meet neighbors has 

been kept alive in a unique and very special way. I may not know precisely 

where I am, but I know I don’t want to be anywhere else.
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Kristina Anderson lives in Barrington Hills with her husband, David Cook, her 

daughters Amelia (pictured above with the author) and Kate, and one horse, 

one pony, and three cats. When not being involuntarily dismounted from her 

horse, Kristina owns and operates Anderson Legal Search, an executive search 

firm for attorneys.
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