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Every year when it’s time to start weanin’ the colts a lot of the same problems happen. 

The colts seem to always get over the separation before the moms.   

Usually the mares pace back and forth along the fence line closest to their babies, 

calling back and forth all day and night.  Depending on the mares it can go well,  

not quite as good or, this one time in particular, much worse. 

Now, don’t get me wrong, I feel bad for both the mares and the babies; one ain’t gonna get 

any more milk and the other has an over-supply that must cause a lot of pain.   

But like I said, this one time was much worse. 

We had decided to stop breeding one of our best producing 

mares that was getting old and couldn’t maintain her body 

weight through pregnancy and nursing her colt.  So when 

we weaned the colt this mare went on strike, like all the 

other years, but this year she nearly died.  She wouldn’t go 

to water or feed herself.  All she wanted or could think 

about was her colt, a pretty cool lookin’ buckskin that we 

had already decided to keep because it would be her last.  

Now here she was trying to commit suicide to get back to 

him...which, ironically, would be suicide also.   

So why do they do this?   

Love...instinct...hormones...I really don’t know,  

but I do know in the long run, as long as you separate them without any major problem,  

it is the best for both of them.  But I sure wouldn’t want to try to explain that to them.  

They have this fixed idea and only time will let them get over it.  I will say one thing;  

it causes a lot of stress for everyone involved during the transition. 

Many times in our lives we are required, for one reason or another, to go through various 

transition periods.  Some minor and some more major.  It’s just a fact of life in this world. 

But when we are in the middle of it all, we need to remember not to stress. 

Just like that mare that almost killed herself for no good reason,  

let’s not worry for any reason.  God’s got this. 
 

Philippians 4:6,7 

Don’t worry about anything; instead, pray about everything.  

Tell God what you need, and thank Him for all he has done.  

Then you will experience God’s peace, which exceeds anything we can understand.  

His peace will guard your hearts and minds as you live in Christ Jesus.  



 

Chisholm Trail Cowboy Church  

Team Roping Practice 
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Send us your event flyers & results  

so we can post ‘em on the website  

& in these Blue Lightnin’ Reports! 

ofccranch.com 

 

WHAT’S  
YOUR  

CHURCH 
DOING? 

Cross Brand Cowboy Church 

Stillwater 



Faith  
sees the invisible,  

believes  
the unbelievable,  

and receives  
the impossible. 



 

The Journey  

of a Dream 
 

A dream is born in the  

mind, a picture of what  

might be, and a vision of  

a new and better life. 

But if it stays in the mind,  

it becomes a wish never  

to be fulfilled 

It must move on… 

So the dream moves  

to the heart,  

feelings surround it,  

giving it life.   

But if it stays in the heart,  

it becomes a  

“could have been,”  

   dying in the fire of emotion. 

It must move on… 

   So the dream moves to the hands,  

there to be put into action.   

  Having been given life in the heart,  

  it comes to fruition through work.   

But if it stays in your hands,  

it becomes self-serving. 

It must move on… 

  So place your hand in the hand of another,  

and if God wills it, your dream moves on...forever. 

             Lanny Bassham 

 Walk on  
Faith        

Trust  
in God 



OKLAHOMA FELLOWSHIP  

OF COWBOY CHURCHES 

RIDIN’  

FOR  

THE  

BRAND ! 

When my grandson,  
Billy, and I entered  
our vacation cabin,  

we kept the lights off  
until we were inside  

to keep from attracting 
pesky insects.  

Still, a few fireflies  
followed us in.  

Noticing them before I did, 
Billy whispered,  

"It's no use, Grandpa.  
The mosquitoes are  

coming after us  
with flashlights!" 


