
TThhee  BBuurrrroo  aanndd  tthhee  SStteeeedd  
 

John Killinger retells this story from Atlantic Monthly about the days of the great 
Western cattle ranches: 
 
A little burro sometimes would be 
harnessed to a wild steed. Bucking 
and raging, convulsing like drunken 
sailors, the two would be turned loose 
like Laurel and Hardy to proceed out 
onto the desert range. They could be 
seen disappearing over the horizon, 
the great steed dragging that little 
burro along and throwing him about 
like a bag of cream puffs. 
 
They might be gone for days, but eventually they would come back. The little 
burro would be seen first, trotting back across the horizon, leading the 
submissive steed in tow. 
 
Somewhere, out there on the rim of the world, that steed would become 
exhausted from trying to get rid of the burro, and in that moment, the burro would 
take mastery and become the leader. 
 
And that’s the way it is with life and its heroes, isn’t it? The battle goes to the 
determined, not to the outraged; to the committed, not to those who are merely 
dramatic. 
 
Perseverance does have its reward.          
 
                         – Beecher Hunter 
 


