
One nice October day, I looked up

from my 5-year-old play activity in

the back yard to see my father and

Daisy. 

Daisy, a bay filly recently

weaned, wore a new double-stitched

leather halter with a brass ring to

which my father had snapped a

strong, 6-foot-long rope. 

I studied the activity in the barn-

yard for a little while before deciding

he deliberately wanted to hurt her.

He jerked her from side to side,

first one way and then another. A

strong man, he used his strength to

pull hard and fast enough to yank her

off her feet. 

Each time, she struggled to regain

footing. She grunted and squealed;

sounds which tore at my heart fright-

ening me. Why did he want to punish

her?

From time to time, he stopped

tugging to catch his breath. While he

rested, Daisy stood spraddle-legged

with her head down panting, a pic-

ture of bewilderment and dejection. 

Then the process started all over

again. Maybe Mom could do some-

thing. I ran through the front porch

and into the house yelling, “Mom,

he's hurting Daisy. Make him stop.”

My grandmother heard me coming

and blocked the door to the living

room, where Mom busied herself at

the table giving my little brother a

bath in her red-rimmed white enamel

dishpan.

Grandma commanded, “Now you

jist hush. He knows what he's doing.

He has to make the colt's head sore

so she'll learn to lead.”

I knew from experience when

Grandma said, “Now you jist hush,”

hushing better hap-

pen. More than

once my backside

bore her finger

marks from not

obeying soon

enough for her lik-

ing.

I went back out-

side and watched

through silent tears

as the torture in the

barnyard contin-

ued. After what seemed an eternity,

things began to change. 

Daisy's think tank started working

and she began watching my father.

When he moved to the side to admin-

ister another rough jerk on the rope,

she turned to face him. 

He could no longer pull her off

her feet. When he leaned back and

pulled hard on the rope, she stepped

toward him and reduced or eliminat-

ed the force he could muster.

She didn't trust him. Her eyes

showed white-rimmed fear as she

began to protect herself. She learned

to step into the pull on the halter

rope.

She still kept her distance from

him, never getting any closer to him

than the length of the rope. 

His tactics changed. Instead of

leaning back on the rope, he stood in

place and hand over hand pulled her

toward him. Finally, she got close

enough for him to touch her.

As he reached to touch her, she

braced herself, forefeet extended,

regarding him warily with low

snorts. She held her ground as his

fingers touched the softness of her

nose. She bobbed her head up and

down slightly. 

He kept some

pressure on the

rope. She let him

rub between her

eyes. He worked

his hand up to

the knowledge

bump between

her ears. 

Her fear sub-

sided, and she

relaxed as he

continued to rub her face and neck.

He rubbed her around the ears and

foretop and let the rope slacken to

massage where the leather halter bit

into her. 

Fast-forward 10 years …

I had a weanling filly of my own

to halter-break, a palomino named

Skippy. We became well acquainted

during the summer when she still ran

with her mother. 

She learned to enjoy the brush and

curry comb and had no fear of me.

She came to meet me when I visited

her in the pasture. I put a leather hal-

ter on her and let her wear it for a

couple of weeks before weaning.

I met her in the weaning corral

and snapped a lead rope into the

brass ring on the halter. Then I took a

short lariat rope and tied a loop in

one end large enough to fit over her

rump. I threaded the other end of the

lariat through the same brass halter

ring.

I put steady, firm pressure on the

lead rope. She resisted, as expected,

by planting her feet and letting her

neck stretch forward as I pulled. 

I kept pulling on the lead rope

with one hand, with the other taking

up the slack in the lariat. The lariat

became taut; she felt the pull from

behind and hopped forward toward

me. I let slack in the lariat so she

wouldn't run into me. 

I talked to her, rubbed her knowl-

edge bump, and again pulled on the

lead rope. The process repeated with

her jumping forward and me letting

slack in the lariat. 

Within a surprisingly short time,

she learned that a pull on the halter

rope meant a pull on the lariat would

follow. She anticipated it and

stepped toward me when she felt the

lead rope tighten. 

In less than 15 minutes she was

halter-broke. I led her out of the cor-

ral, across irrigation ditches,

through trees and brush, and into the

barn.

To prove she truly was broke, I

led her across the porch, into the

house, turned her around in the

kitchen, and took her back outside. I

ran and she trotted beside me, never

letting the lead rope get tight.  

Throughout my lifetime, I used

this method to halter-break colts.

Kindness has generally paid off for

me in handling livestock.

Duane Portwood is an accom-

plished writer and cowboy poet. He

has been volunteering his time and

talent at the Sheridan Senior Center

for more than two years.

Center Stage is written by friends

of the Senior Center for the Sheridan

community. It is a collection of

insights and stories related to living

well at every age.
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An exciting free musical con-

cert will be presented in the

o consummate artists repre-

senting the Piatigorsky Foundation

will be there for your pleasure and

The clarinetist Igor Begelman

has shown his virtuosity by win-

ning the Avery Fisher Career Grant

(and being) awarded top prize at

the first Carl Nielsen International

Competition in Denmark and the Geneva Competition

He has given recitals in the United States, Europe,

Japan, and Israel and is a music educator at Yale,

Juilliard, Swarthmore, Sarah Lawrence and played with

Igor’s accompanist is the pianist Anna Vinnitsky. She

demonstrated unusual musical talent at an early age and

Anna won the first prize in the Queen Elizabeth

Competition in Brussels, the second woman ever to have

I would like to urge all who can to take advantage of

(Editor’s note: This concert is sponsored by the

Muriel & Seymour Thickman Family Charitable

Kindness pays when handling livestock


