
My earliest memories are a confusion of hilly fields and dark, damp 
stables, and rats that scampered along the beams above my head. 
But I remember well enough the day of the horse sale. The terror of 
It stayed with me all my life. 
I was not yet six months old, a gangling, leggy colt who had never 5 
been further than a few feet from his mother. We were parted that 
day in the terrible hubbub of the auction ring and I was never to see 
her again. She was a fine working farm horse, getting on in years but 
with all the strength and stamina of an Irish draught horse quite evident 
in her fore and hind quarters. She was sold within minutes, and before 10 
I could follow her through the gates, she was whisked out of the ring 
and away. But somehow I was more difficult to dispose of. Perhaps it 
was the wild look in my eye as I circled the ring in a desperate search 
for my mother, or perhaps it was that none of the farmers and gypsies 
there were looking for a spindly-looking half thoroughbred colt. But 15 
whatever the reason they were a long time haggling over how little I was 
worth before I heard the hammer go down and I was driven out through 
the gates and into a pen outside. 
‘Not bad for three guineas, is he? Are you, my little firebrand? Not bad 
at all.’ The voice was harsh and thick with drink, and it belonged quite 20 
evidently to my owner. I shall not call him my master, for only one man 
was ever my master. My owner had a rope in his hand and was 
clambering into the pen followed by three or four of his red-faced friends. 
Each one carried a rope. They had taken off their hats and jackets and 
rolled up their sleeves; and they were all laughing as they came towards 25 
me. I had as yet been touched by no man and backed away from them 
until I felt the bars of the pen behind me and could go no further. They 
seemed to lunge at me all at once, but they were slow and I managed to 
slip past them and into the middle of the pen where I turned to face them 
again. They had stopped laughing now. I screamed for my mother and 30 
heard her reply echoing in the far distance. It was towards that cry that I 
bolted, half charging, half jumping the rails so that I caught my off foreleg 
as I tried to clamber over and was stranded there. I was grabbed roughly 
by the mane and tail and felt a rope tighten around my neck before I was 
thrown to the ground and held there with a man sitting it seemed on 35 
every part of me. I struggled until I was weak, kicking out violently every 
time I felt them relax, but they were too many and too strong for me. I felt 
the halter slip over my head and tighten around my neck and face. ‘So 
you’re quite a fighter, are you?’ said my owner, tightening the rope and 
smiling through gritted teeth. ‘I like a fighter. But I’ll break you one way or 40 
the other. Quite the little fighting cock you are, but you’ll be eating out of 
my hand quick as a twick.’ 


