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affect ruminants (cattle, goats, sheep, giraffes, bison, moose,
elk, yaks, water buffalo, deer, camels, llamas, alpacas,
wildebeest, antelope, pronghorn and nilgai).

Pregnant Mare Rescue
by Karri Sauve
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http://www.nm.nrcs.usda.gov/Technical/tech-notes/range/
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Listings are
FREE*
Listings usually run for two months.
Please include contact information
for each event.
Don’t forget we cover events in NM.,
and bordering areas including: CO., TX.,
and AZ.
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Hoofprintspublications@hotmail.com
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P.O. Box 3221
Edgewood, NM. 87015

I received the call Saturday evening, March 12th. The
call was from Diane Murray, concerning a mare with a really
cute foal by her side down at the sale barn. Diane had read
an article in Hoofprints about five years ago concerning what
happens to mares and foals at the sale barn/auction. In that
article I told how mares and foals can be tagged separately
and sold separately, no matter what the age of the foal. If
they did not sell, the mare would be run through the chutes
and up into the slaughter truck. Somewhere along the way a
gate would be shut between her and the foal and the foal
would be left behind to survive (or not) on its own. The mare
I ended up buying at that time was a big bay Thoroughbred
mare with a week old foal at her side. I decided it was way
cheaper to buy the pair than to buy just the foal and have to
buy milk replacer to have her survive. It turned out that I got
a great deal with a really nice mare and a beautiful filly that
turned out to be part Appaloosa. Diane was concerned that
the same fate awaited this mare and foal. She wanted to
know if there was anyone I knew that could help as her barn
was full (so was mine) and needed someone else to take her.
By the way there were a bunch more mares that were pregnant or already had foals by their side.... Could we do anything for them?
With my heart breaking I told her I had no money and no
room in my barn. I did not see how we could do much, but I
would make a few phone calls. As I called a couple of folks
I started praying that God would step in and help. One of the
calls I made was to Debbie Colburn at Four Corners Equine
Rescue (FCER) in Aztec, NM. All the calls I made I ended
up leaving messages. I went to bed feeling hopeless to help.
In the morning I got a call back from Debbie. She said my
timing was good because she had just had a friend call and
say they wanted to have a foal and did FCER have a pregnant mare or a mare and foal combo that needed a home?
Then Debbie asked how many more were down at the sale
barn. I responded with a guess of ten. Little did I know! It
was agreed that Diane and I would go down and catalog the
horses that afternoon to see what we were really looking at.
Diane and I met out at the sale barn and went through all
the “group” pens to see how many pregnant mares and mares
with foals we could find. As it was getting dark we tallied our
numbers and came up with 12 pregnant mares and three
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Continued from page 13
with foals by their side. We also tagged
two extra horses as too nice to leave
behind. Some were fat and in good
shape, others were in need of a lot of
food and some basic care. We made
arrangements to come back the next afternoon in the daylight and get prices for
all the horses we had picked.
The sad fact was we were going to
have to make some choices. None of
us had the money to pull out all these
horses. On my way home from the sale
barn I prayed for help in finding the
people and money to help with the task
in front of us. I also prayed that God
would put the horses into our hands that
were supposed to get pulled out. There
was no way I could make that huge of a
decision on my own.
On Monday afternoon I was heading out to the sale barn and passed four
semi-truck loads of horses obviously on
their way to Mexico. My heart leaped
into my throat. Were we too late? How
could this happen? I sped up to get out
to the barn.
When I met Diane she had the same
concerns and we rushed out to the pens
to find “our horses”. Questions turned
to devastation ......everyone had been
moved and we could not find all of our
horses! Half of our pregnant mares were
“missing” and one of the other horses
that we had tagged to pull out was gone
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as well.
I have to admit I lost hope at that
point. Diane kept looking, but I just
sagged onto one of the pipes in the fence
line and stared out into space. I was interrupted in my pity party by a soft nose
and then a head being put in my hands.
I looked at the horse that was trying to
comfort me in MY moment of sorrow.
Yep, I felt tears start down my face.
I took a closer look at the horse. It
was a mare, she was skin and bones,
and she loved people. She followed me
down the fence line to the gate where I
could get a closer look at her. At that
point Diane called from several pens
away looking for me. I climbed up the
pipe fence to find where Diane was. The
mare obviously thought I wanted to
climb on because she moved closer to
the fence and positioned herself so that
I could climb on. I stopped and stared.
This poor mare was offering all she had
left to give; her friendship and a ride.

Never mind that if I climbed on I would
just be siting on bones. Yes, she was that
skinny. I made up my mind at that point
that she was coming on the trailer no
matter what I had to do. (We ended up
naming her tangles.)
Diane came over and asked who my
friend was. Then she stated that our
fears had proved true. She could not
find several of the horses we had picked
out the previous day. What we had now
was a total of 14 horses. Two mares
with foals by their side, 10 pregnant
mares, one young gelding, and the mare
that had tried to comfort me. Having
learned our lesson, we put “our horses”
in a set of four pens away from everyone else. Then we went inside to get
prices.
At the end of the day, we ended up
with individual prices for everyone. The
total came up to $3600. Holy cow! How
in the world would we cover a bill that
large and where would we put every-

#8 Burgandy

one? So far, of the three of us pushing
this “rescue”, none of us had room for
more horses. I called Debbie and asked
what we could do.
After hearing my tale of woe about
the missing horses, Debbie said we
would take everything. Not sure how at
the moment, but we would do everything we could.
I went back inside and talked to the
owner. He said we could let him know
on Wednesday what we were taking.
In the meantime, all of our horses would
stay in the small pens so they were
“safe”. I was very grateful for the few
days to get things organized. I said good
night to Diane and headed home
On the way home, I called Debbie to
tell her we had until Wednesday to figure out what we were doing. Debbie
said she would put a plea for help up on
FCER’s web site and start calling
people. I said that I would put out an

email to all of the Hoofprints contacts I
had and put it up on the Facebook site
too.
I can tell you that miracles do happen. That’s right, we raised most of the
money in one and a half days! Not only
did we get donated funds, but we had
people offering to foster and help transport. Debbie said there was a little in
the “emergency fund” for FCER so that
could cover the shortage in funds. This
was going to work!
Between Debbie and I, we worked
out who could transport, when we could
get horses picked up, and where they
would be going.
On Wednesday, I went down to the
sale barn and paid for the horses. Then
I helped our first foster “mom”, Ursala,
pick up her mare and foal. The goal was
to take the one in the morning and come
back and get another in the afternoon.

However, the mares had other ideas.
The first mare was so nervous getting
loaded that the foster mom was concerned about her being at a new home
alone while we went back and got the
second mare. So we decided to do just
the one for the day and to come back
on Thursday to pick up the second
mare. This would work out fine as I had
several people planned to pick up on
Thursday.
The funny part about all this is when
we finally got the mare to her new home
in Corrales she stepped off the trailer,
snorted, did a couple of circles around
her new digs, and then let out a huge
sigh. It was like she knew she was finally safe. We threw a couple of flakes
of hay to her and she walked right over
to it and started munching. The foal
Continued on page 16
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Continued from page 15

played around her while we took pictures. You would never have known she
was so nervous just a few minutes before. It was great to see!
On a side note, while we were loading the first mare and foal into the trailer
we saw a nice little mule make a break
for freedom. Somehow a gate had been
left open and this mule went running
across the parking lot in front of the truck
and trailer. Hired help immediately went
running after him and turned him back.
He caught my eye as he did this beautiful extended trot back into the pens. He
looked like a dressage mule! I have met
a few, but they are hard to find. So of
course in one of my calls to Debbie, I
mentioned him.
The next day, Thursday, Debbie
came drove in from Aztec with her three
horse trailer and dragged her husband
along so he could drive the other truck
with the two horse trailer. We met up at
the sale barn along with Ursala, and
Penny and Debbie T. (they came to help
transport horses). It was a huge group
of people and we certainly enjoyed talking to each other as we gathered horses
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to load.
Gathering the horses was not as easy
as one would think. Pregnant mares are
known to be grumpy at times, add to
that the crazy living conditions they had
been in for who knows how long and
you have horses that are in survival mode
only. Some we could talk to enough to
get halters on. Others we just pushed
through the runs to the area up by the
trailers and then used the sweep chutes
to get them loaded.
While we were loading the last of the
horses going that morning, Debbie went
to look at the mule. I will never forget
Debbie’s husband looking up and suddenly noticing Debie was not with us.
“Where is my wife?” he asked.
I responded “She is back in the big
pens looking at a mule I saw yesterday.”
“Oh no!’ was all he could say.
Just as he was starting to get really
worried Debbie comes walking back
talking a mile a minute on her cell phone
and looking serious.
“So, how many extras do we have?”
I asked.

“Just two.” Debbie says.
Her husband just groans.
Debbie had found the mule and called
a lady she knew that was looking for a
project mule. Although Debbie could not
get close to the mule, she decided he
looked fairly young and we new he
moved well because of the day before,
so the lady said bring him on up to Aztec and she could at least foster him, and
would probably end up adopting
him.While she was looking at the mule
an older buckskin gelding caught her
eye. He walked right up to her (because
she had treats held out as she was trying to coax the mule into being friends).
This gelding was skin and bones, but he
had obviously known love at some point
in his life. Debbie just could not leave
him behind.
So that is how this “rescue” got
started. And how it seemed to never
quit. We kept finding others that we just
could not leave behind. Two days later
I found several of our missing pregnant
mares and put the call in to find more
funds to get them out. This went on for
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gate to freedom. Still no go. I was really
starting to have doubts about taking this
pony. I mean, I did not need her and
she certainly did not want me! I swung
the gate closed and started back in the
pen to tell the helpers never mind. With
me coming in and the helpers still trying
to seperate the pony, the sea of yearlings parted and I suddenly saw a short
little red pony waddle as fast as she
could past me. That’s right waddle, this
pony was so pregnant she was as wide
as she was tall.
“Wait, what is that?” I asked the
helper.
“She’s pregnant.” he replyed.
“Gee, you think?” I thought, but of
course I did not say it out loud.
I told them to leave the white pony
and see if we could encourage little red
to come out. The helpers went toward
the pony and I stepped back to my place
at the gate. I opened it wide, they
clucked at the pony, she turned, took
one look at me and ran for her life right
past me, into the run towards our pens.
It felt so right I knew that was the pony
I was supposed to take.
As we got up towards our pens, I took

a moment to see if I would make friends
with the pony. That cute little gal was
probably tried from her dash thru the
gate. She was puffing a little bit. No
wonder, there was no room for her to
breathe with that big baby in her. To top
it all off, I could see every rib clearly
through her shaggy coat. Poor thing I
cooed and walked right up to her. She
stood still while I looked around and
found some baling twine, looped it
around her neck a led her to the “safe”
pens.
When we got her up to FCER we
had the vet look at her. He thought she
probably still had a couple of months to
go. Yes, he thought the baby was huge
too. No, he did not think it was twins,
just one big one. Debbie was told to
keep a close eye on her and as soon as
she got close to foaling to bring her to
the clinic. That way if help was needed
he would be right there.
As of today, Pixie has still not foaled.
She has gotten even bigger than she was
in the photo on the front cover. She is
starting to gain a little weight, but it is an
uphill battle with her putting so much of
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two more weeks until we felt like Old
Mother Hubbard with too many horses
and just didn’t know what to do! I will
not go through each day, but let me tell
you about a couple of the “special ones”
that grabbed our hearts and would not
let go.
Pixie the PREGNANT Pony
When Diane and I had first started
cataloging pregnant mares a little white
Conamara looking pony was in one of
the back pens that caught my eye. While
the pony did not in our “pregnant mare
rescue” goal, I have a soft spot for ponies and had a nagging feeling I needed
to go look at her. I took one of the hired
hands to help me get the pony out. I
found her in a different pen then she was
in originally. She was in with about 50
yearling horses. She stood out because
she was white and because she bossed
all the others around. We tried to sort
her out of the group. Nothing doing, she
did not want to have anything to do with
us. Even a second helper didn’t help.
We seemed to just run more of the
grouparound in the pen faster. I stood
with the gate open wide while the helpers tried to convince her to run out the
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