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!ÂÏÕÔ ÕÓȢ  
7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÄÉÃÁÔÅÄ 
"ÏÁÒÄ ÏÆ $ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ !ÄÖÉÓÏÒÙ #ÏÕÎȤ
ÃÉÌȢ  /ÕÒ 0ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔ ÉÓ Á ÒÅÔÉÒÅÄ 3ÈÅÒÉÆÆȭÓ 
#ÒÉÍÉÎÁÌ ,ÉÖÅÓÔÏÃË )ÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÏÒ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄÓ ÏÆ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÁÒÒÅÓÔÓȟ 
ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÖÉÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌ 
ÃÏÕÒÔÓ ÉÎ ÐÒÅÃÅÄÅÎÃÅ ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÉÍÁÌ 
ÃÒÕÅÌÔÙ ÃÁÓÅÓȢ !ÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ 
ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÔÏ 
ÈÅÌÐ ÐÁÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÃÒÕÅÌÔÙ ÌÁ×Ó ÁÎÄ 
ÒÅÇÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÐÅÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÖÅÓÔÏÃËȢ  (ÉÓ 
ÁÄÖÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎÖÁÌÕÁȤ
ÂÌÅȢ     
 
/ÕÒ #ÈÉÅÆ %ØÅÃÕÔÉÖÅȟ 'ÉÎÉ 2ÉÃÈÁÒÄÓÏÎȟ 
ÈÁÓ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÒÅ 
ÆÏÒ ÁÂÕÓÅÄ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ !Ó Á ÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ 
ÔÈÅ #ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁ %ÑÕÉÎÅ #ÏÕÎÃÉÌȟ ÓÈÅ 
×ÏÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔÓ ÆÏÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÐÁÓÓ 
!" τω8 ɉÔÈÅ 4ÒÉÐÐÉÎÇ "ÉÌÌɊ ÏÕÔÌÁ×ÉÎÇ 
ÔÈÅ ÃÒÕÅÌ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÒÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÏÒÓÅÓ ÉÎ 
#ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÉÇÎÅÄ 0ÒÏÐ φ ÏÎ 
ÂÅÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ #ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁ ÖÏÔÅÒÓ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÉÔ Á 
ÆÅÌÏÎÙ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÌ Á #ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁ ÈÏÒÓÅ ÆÏÒ 
ÓÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÃÏÎÓÕÍÐÔÉÏÎȢ  
 
2ÅÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÓ ÏÆ Á ÍÁÊÏÒ 
ÈÏÒÓÅÍÅÎȭÓ ÁÓÓÏÃÉÁÔÉÏÎ ȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÒËÅÄ 
ÆÏÒ ÏÖÅÒ ρυ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ #ÁÌÉÆÏÒÎÉÁ 
3ÔÁÔÅ ,ÅÇÉÓÌÁÔÕÒÅ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ Á 
ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÂÉÌÌÓ ÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÌÁ× ÄÅÁÌÉÎÇ 
×ÉÔÈ ÓÕÃÈ ÉÓÓÕÅÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎÅ ÔÒÁÎÓȤ
ÐÏÒÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÈÏÒÓÅÓ ÔÏ ÓÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ɉ!" 
τχχɊ ÐÒÉÏÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÁÇÅ ÏÆ 0ÒÏÐ φȟ !" 
ρωππ ɉÐÒÉÏÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÁÇÅ ÏÆ 0ÒÏÐ φɊ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÃÒÅÁÔÅÄ Á ÐÁÐÅÒ ÔÒÁÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÓÐÅÃȤ
ÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÉÄÅÎÔÉПÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÙÓÔÅÍ ÏÎ ÁÌÌ 
ÈÏÒÓÅÓ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÅ ÄÅÓÔÉÎÅÄ ÆÏÒ 
ÓÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ПÉÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒ ÌÏÓÔ 
ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÌÅÎ ÈÏÒÓÅÓȟ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ 
ÏÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÉÌÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÅÁÌÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÒÕÅÌÔÙȟ 
ÔÈÅÆÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÁÕÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÒÅȤ
ÖÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÁÇÅ ÏÆ ÌÅÇÉÓÌÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÅÓÓÅÎÅÄ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔ ÌÁ×Ó ÆÏÒ 
ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ  

Welcome ..... 
!Ó ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÙÅÁÒ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÏ ÁÎ 
ÅÎÄȟ ×Å ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÁÇÁÉÎ 
ÔÁËÅ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ 
×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÃÒÅÄȤ
ÉÂÌÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ×Å ÃÁÒÅ ÆÏÒȢ  

 

         Thank youé. . 

!Ô ÔÈÉÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÙÅÁÒ 
×ÈÅÎ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÔÁËÅÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 
ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ×Å ÃÁÎȤ
ÎÏÔ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÂÅÈÁÌÆ 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÐÌÅÓÓ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ×ÈÏÓÅ 
ÌÉÖÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȟ ×Å ÔÈÁÎË 
ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÏÍ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ 
ÈÅÁÒÔÓ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍÅ Á ПÌÁËÅ ÏÆ ÈÁÙ 
ÉÓ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÏÕÔȟ ÏÒ Á ÆÅÒÁÌ ËÉÔÔÙȭÓ 
ÂÏ×Ì ÉÓ ПÉÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÏÏÄȟ ÏÒ ×Å 
ÁÒÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÖÅ Á ÌÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏȤ
ÖÉÄÅ ÖÅÔÅÒÉÎÁÒÙ ÃÁÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÅ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÈÕÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÆÆÅÒÉÎÇȢ  

 

We are all volunteersé 
!Ó ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÓȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ×ÏÒËÅÄ 
ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÔÏ ÐÁÓÓ ÌÅÇÉÓÌÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ 
ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÁÌÌ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÇÉÖÅ 
ÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÒÔÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÈÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÎÙ 
ÉÎ ÎÅÅÄȢ  4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÁÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ 
ÎÏ ÓÁÌÁÒÉÅÓ ÏÒ ÐÁÉÄ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÅÓ 
ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ×ÁÓÔÅÄȢ  

 

Hopeé.. 
7ÈÁÔ ×Å ÈÏÐÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÏÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÉÓ ÆÏÏÄȟ 
ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅȟ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÓÕÐÐÌÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ 
ÖÅÔÅÒÉÎÁÒÙ ÃÁÒÅȢ !ÎÙ ÈÅÌÐ ×ÈÁÔȤ
ÓÏÅÖÅÒ ÉÓ ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÒ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ 
ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ  ×ÈÅÎ ÐÒÁÙÅÒÓ ÆÏÒ 
ÁÎ ÁÎÉÍÁÌȭÓ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒÙȟ ÏÒ ÁÎ 
ÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÓÕÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÁÌÌ ×Å ÈÁÖÅȢ  

 

7Å ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÉÄÁÙÓ ÁÐȤ
ÐÒÏÁÃÈ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ ÂÅÃÏÍȤ
ÉÎÇ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÁÎ ÉÎÃÒÅÄÉÂÌÅ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ 
ÂÙ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÁÒÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÌÉÖÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÕÎ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ 
ÕÎÐÌÁÃÅÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÍÅ 
ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÌÐȢ  

 

&ÏÒ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÁËÅÎ 
Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ 
×Å ×ÉÓÈ ÙÏÕȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÖÅȟ 
Á -ÅÒÒÙ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓȟ 3ÅÁÓÏÎȭÓ 
'ÒÅÅÔÉÎÇÓȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇÓ ÏÆ 
ÔÈÉÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ Á 6%29 
ÈÁÐÐÙȟ ÊÏÙÆÕÌ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÓÐÅÒÏÕÓ 
.Å× 9ÅÁÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÎÃÅÒÅÌÙ ÔÈÁÎË 
ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÏÍ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ 
ÈÅÁÒÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÃÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ  

 

 

 

Fall/Winter 2011  Sweetheart  

 



 

Born with a great heart and the will to sur-

vive, Honey, the big gentle brahma bull, 

spent the first part of his troubled life carry-

ing sequined riders down parade routes and 

performing at rodeos and horse shows.   

  

He was amazing as he walked along with 

balloons and streamers tied to his saddle and 

a big bell tied under his belly ringing loudly 

with every step.  Everyone who ever saw 

Honey or had the chance to pet him fell in 

love with the big lumbering giant.  

 

But as the years passed, he had disappeared 

and we had lost all track of him until we 

received a call about a week before Christ-

mas asking if we knew anyone who could 

save his life.  He was going to be slaugh-

tered in a few days. 

 

We asked what had happened and the caller 

told us that a down-on-his-luck cattle dealer 

named Shorty had him and was going to sell 

him to beef packers by the end of the week.   

We knew Shorty, the cattle dealer, but the 

name was a joke. He was a big loud mouth, 

hard to get along with fella that cared noth-

ing for the animals he bought and sold.  

 

It was devastating news and a heartbreaking  

end to the life of a beautiful and very special 

animal that had become an inspiration to the 

thousands of people who had come to love 

him. We wanted to save Honeyôs life. With 

little to go on, we started looking for Shorty.  

 

After a lot of calls and detective work we 

finally found him. Yes, he had Honey, and 

yes, he was going to sell him to be killed on 

Saturday.  He said the bull was mean and 

cranky now and he could not handle him. He 

had tried to sell him as a novelty but Honey 

would attack you and not perform. He really  

needed the money and figured Honey would 

bring in at least $500 because of his size. All 

he was good for now was baloney. Honeyôs 

life was about to end  tragically on a slaugh-

terhouse floor and we only had four days to 

somehow save him.  

 

We told Shorty we would pay for Honey by 

Saturday. There was only one problem. 

With so many other mouths to feed and win-

ter here, we did not have $500. 

 

Not many people would save an old unwant-

ed brahma bull. With nowhere to turn, we 

called a very special lady who listened to 

Honeyôs story and what we were trying to 

do. In her wonderful delightful way, and 

with a big enthusiastic giggle, she asked, 

ñYou want to save a what? A brahma bull?ò 

She said she would help.   

 

The next two days passed with no letter. 

And now, with time running out, we were 

losing hope of saving him when finally late 

on Friday afternoon, the mailman brought an 

envelope with five one hundred dollar bills 

neatly folded in a card for Honey. She had 

not forgotten her promise. We hoped Honey 

was still alive.  

 

We called Shorty. Yes, he still had him but 

we had to come get him right now. What 

happened next was a story of unimaginable 

cruelty, but with a wonderful ending.  

 

One of our directors went to meet Shorty 

and get Honey. He was also a big burly fel-

low that could deal with Shorty and handle 

Honey. What he found was a starved abused 

bull living in a feces filled livestock trailer. 

But there was much, much more.  Honeyôs 

original owner had become very ill and abu-

sive and had sold him to a man who wanted 

to try and use him to perform again. Honey 

wanted no part of it and the new owner was 

afraid of him so he had kept him tied up by a 

ring in his nose for the last eight plus years. 

It was a way of controlling him through 

pain, but the ring had slowly torn out Hon-

eyôs septum (the space between his nostrils) 

until he was free. Every time he had laid 

down or had gotten up it pulled and tore a 

little more. He had suffered for all those 

years.  

 

Without the ring they could not handle him 

so he was sold to Shorty who was also afraid 

of him, but knew if he could get a ring back 

in his nose he could control him and maybe 

sell him for a lot of money. So Shorty had 

taken a hay hook and heated it red hot and 

had driven it through the top of Honeyôs 

nose and stuck a ring in. Honeyôs face was 

infected and he was in horrible pain.  

 

Our director kept quiet about what Shorty 

had done until Honey was paid for and the 

two livestock trailers were backed together, 

the doors opened and Honey was herded 

into our trailer to come home. Then there 

were words! 

 

Big, injured, starved, and ready to fight, we 

wondered what we were in for as Honey 

stepped out of the trailer and into a corral. 

After he had settled down, one of our volun-

teers tried to go in and make friends. With 

his head down and dirt flying, it was the 

running of the bull as the volunteer was 

quickly run out of the corral. Thank good-

ness for the opening under the boards!  

 

Without a cattle chute to safely handle him, 

we had to somehow get the ring out of his 

nose and stop the infection and pain. We  

called our vet. When he arrived, the director 

who had brought Honey home walked in the 

corral and quietly put a rope around his neck 

and reached out and carefully removed the 

ring. Honey never moved and just stood 

there with the new love of his life and let the 

vet treat him . 

 

In a few days, on Christmas Eve, Honeyôs 

face and wounds were healing and he was 

lying near the manger in the stable of his 

new forever home. He had plenty of food, 

water, clean bedding, and people that cared. 

He knew he was safe and he was content.  

 

Many times, the best presents are the ones 

you give to others from your heart. It was a 

Christmas that we will never forget. There 

are not many people who would save a 

Brahma bull from slaughter, and not many 

people who would take one on, but Honey 

owes his life to an incredible gift from a 

very special lady who saved him that Christ-

mas, and the director who brought him 

home and stood up for him and stopped the 

abuse he had endured.   

 

Honey was the Merry Christmas Bull. His 

new forever mom got the ring that was em-

bedded in his nose and an album of pictures 

of his life.  She says she treasures it, and we 

know she does as she has a wonderful heart. 

We treasure her and the great gift she gave 

to Honey and the incredible journey we 

were about to go on with a Brahma Bull.  

 

Merry Christmas and Happy Holidays from 

all of us, especially the animals (so many 

here like Honey), who owe their lives to the 

compassion and generosity of people they 

have never met. 

The Merry Christmas Bull -Thank you for my life  


