
Meltdown and Buckaroo by V. Rivers

My last meltdown reminded me that my life can be like playing a game of Buckaroo. For folk who 
are not familiar with it, Buckaroo is a children’s game that involves a spring loaded plastic equine. 
The aim of the game is to place as many of the objects included in the box, onto the horse’s back 
without making it buck, thereby scattering all the pieces in one catastrophic second.
It’s a game that requires practice, a steady hand, and a patient nature to play well. Most often, the 
horse will buck under weight, no matter how skilled or careful the players are. On one particular 
day, the horse might manage to carry many loads, on another, a single lasso will break it.

The weight on my back can come from a ‘pick n mix’ of sources. Often, it’s not a single piece laid 
on top of me that sets it off, but a combination of factors that builds to create a reaction – an 
accumulation of pressure on my nervous system that makes stability impossible in that moment.  It 
may be that, for whatever reason, I have not been able to do the work it takes to clear off the weight 
that has built over the previous days. It may be that one, overly brutal shot from a careless, or 
unaware hand, acts like a trigger for the weight I carry in my body as trauma. 
There are many possible triggers, but a meltdown seems to happen as a result of overwhelm, and a 
lack of opportunity to regulate my nervous system, including my sensory system. The world I live 
in, that is, the world outside my home, is not exactly designed with my system in mind, and 
avoiding exhaustion has become a way of life. Is it any wonder that engaging with that world, 
solely on its terms, has been at times, unbearable?

As I work towards an acceptance of myself,  and my neurological make-up, I sit not only with 
awareness of my spring, but an acceptance of the repercussions that can come with it. A meltdown 
that happens in private, at home, means I can generally give myself everything I need to recover, 
although it still takes time. A meltdown in public, can mean humiliation, misunderstanding, and 
shame, at the very least, and depending on where the meltdown occurs, I might be vulnerable to 
abuse, or even legal consequences. Either way a severe meltdown has a physical, and psychic cost. 
It can take weeks to recover from fully, and somehow I have to find a store of strength to face up to 
the pieces that are scattered around me, and go back out into the world, when I know it will happen 
again at some point, and I never know how safe I will be that time.

I can do my best to live my life in balance. I can use all my resources and knowledge to control my 
environment, diet, and lifestyle. I can work on trauma, practice self care, and somatic connection. I 
can find, and lean on community support, and foster deep, authentic social bonds. I can learn to 
respect and love myself. In short, I can do all the good things that temper the forces, and weight that 
I am exposed to in life, but ultimately it is a game where I am not in complete control. I can never 
control all the factors that place weight on my back. 

Nor can anyone of course, but here’s the thing about a Buckaroo horse compared to a My Little 
Pony, or Barbie's Dream Horse – a Buckaroo is spring loaded by design, by its nature. That does not 
change no matter how well you play the game. Sometimes, with great effort and planning, I play it 
well, and can get through a spell with no bucking, so that one might imagine that my spring was 
fixed, or that perhaps it was never there in the first place. But under certain conditions, inevitably I 
will buck, because that sensitive spring is a part of what makes me who I am, and the world I live 
in, is not yet designed to support that. That world is designed with someone else in mind. How well 
they would fare in a world not designed for them, is an interesting question.  How would their 
springs cope with that pressure?



The Roo in Buckaroo is represented as ridiculous, foolish, funny – more scapegoat than stallion. 
Equines come in many forms, but all are exceptionally sensitive, and soulful, and their sensitivity –
that inbuilt spring, is part of what makes them the incredible creatures they are. It takes persistence 
to break a wild one. 
As I go through life, heal, and try to live in a more authentic, present, and sovereign manner, I 
wonder, what kind of horse might I aspire to be? A plastic scapegoat, a workhorse, someone’s prize 
stallion, or a wild mountain horse, unbroken, following it’s natural path surrounded by loving kin, 
and acceptance?
Being human, I am a multitude of aspects – wise and foolish,  wild and tamed, cruel and loving, but 
I am always flesh, always sensitive, and despite any weight I manage to carry, I will always be 
somewhat spring loaded. 
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