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The moon was full and high at 2 am on the 2nd of July, the light breeze cold.  We pulled up to the 
wide gate of the big corral, the headlights of our old Ford pickup shining toward the far pen 
where our mare was being kept. 
 
We had arrived at this same place and at the same time the night before.  Danny, with his family, 
owns and works this ranch, where we have boarded for many years John’s mare and our gelding, 
Roam, once my horse, now our son Andrew’s.  In our opinion, Danny knows just about 
everything about horses, and what he doesn’t know isn’t particularly important.  He had kept a 
caring eye on Sarah throughout her pregnancy, which, he said, would be pretty close to 11 
months and 1 week.  Sarah, then, was due to foal at any time.  John and I felt a huge 
responsibility to attend to Sarah when she foaled.  But this was our first time, and Sarah and 
Mother Nature must have sensed that.  They had other plans that would not involve us.   
 
We stayed with Sarah for a time.  She paced only a bit and showed no real discomfort.  Sarah’s 
good friend Roam was in the pen adjacent to hers.  Danny would not separate them during 
Sarah’s confinement.  They soothed each other.  It was a chilly night, somewhere in the mid or 
low 40s. The full moon painted everything in silver and gray and shadows.  In these first hours of 
the first day in July, the baby would not be born.     
 
As we stole back through the big corral to the truck, we couldn’t make out the shadow figures of 
Danny’s horses, but we sensed their gentle shifting, their slow milling.  Horses, their instincts 
acute to predators, sleep standing up, but at this ranch, owned and worked by gentle and wise 
people, the horses are trusting and calm.  Some were probably dozing while in the sitting 
position, their legs tucked under them, as a few others stood as sentinels.  Some nickered softly, 
hopeful of our bringing them hay, even at this odd hour. 
 
I didn’t want to leave this tranquil scene, but after John gave each of our horses an armful of hay, 
I turned to reluctantly follow him to the truck.  I looked upward and saw a bright flash cut across 
the star-emblazoned sky.  I believed it a good luck sign.  Nearly forty years earlier, I had seen a 
shooting star as I drove toward Laramie on the night before the evening when John and I would 
be married. 
 
I am a timid rider, and as I’ve grown older, I have ridden Roam less and less.  In these past years, 
then, I have spent little time out at Danny’s ranch.  With Sarah’s pregnancy, however, I felt 
drawn to her, sympathetic to the discomfort of holding inside a tiny life.  Her tiny life, though, 
weighed, in these last weeks, close to 100 pounds.  I went often with John to check on our mare, 
to give her vigorous brushings, to dump hay into her trough, to just be with her.  Imagining and 
reading about potential dangers to a newborn foal, I bossed John through the repairs of the fence 
and three-sided stall of Sarah’s pen—high fence rungs that the baby could slip under, nails that 
could scratch her, wire that could hook her, holes that could snare a tiny hoof, wide slits in the 
stall where the cold wind and sand could blow into the baby’s eyes.  I envisioned curtains on the 
stall’s high opening but didn’t voice the idea.  Danny’s wife said that Sarah’s pen was now 
called—and would always be called—“the nursery.” 



 
Nursery indeed.  Before the births of my three sons, I often stole to the room that would be the 
nursery.  In the stillness and silence, I would re-fold the baby clothes, tap at the little horse and 
rider mobile, sit and rock for as long as I wanted in my wooden rocking chair, stare at the crib 
where my baby would soon sleep, and imagine soon holding the tiny life. 
        
On that second wee-early morning of July, in the beam of our pickup’s headlights, we again 
looked toward Sarah’s pen.  At first, I couldn’t see her.  Then, just as John pointed to her, I saw 
something new.  Four little white legs.  I blurted out “Oh my gosh, my gosh, it’s Scout!” for I 
had just a day earlier chosen the name that we would call the baby in her early years—after 
Scout, from To Kill a Mockingbird.  John—realizing that we had never scoured a placenta for 
possible tears, or cut an umbilical cord, or coaxed a foal to her feet, much less helped her latch 
onto her mother’s teat—uttered, “We can’t do this alone.” I had somehow remembered to bring 
the cell phone and thrust it at him.  He called Danny, only a minute away at his house. I leaped 
from the truck, sobbing and stumbling, overwhelmed with elation and love, and raced across the 
silver and shadow-black landscape to the big corral gate.  John clicked off the headlights and was 
right with me, fanning our flashlight with the dimming batteries.  The world was absolutely quiet 
but for that roaring silence emanating from the black celestial canopy crowded with stars.  But 
for the clanking sound of metal on metal, as we yanked opened the gate, eliciting hearty nickers 
from Danny’s horses.  Could we be bringing hay at this early hour?  
 
Nearly tiptoeing, we made our way into Sarah’s pen.  There was our mare, softly nickering, 
standing close to her wobbly-legged baby, the color of peanut butter mixed with cream, who had 
just plopped awkwardly onto the fresh straw John had spread in the daylight hours.  There was 
Roam, peering over the shared fence.  I found the placenta, black against the silver sand at the far 
corner of Sarah’s pen, but left it for Danny to check.   
 
Danny came, a stronger flashlight in his hand.  He cleaned the stump where the umbilical cord 
had naturally detached.  Gently, murmuring “Good girl,” he examined Scout, pronounced her 
beautiful and perfect, and maneuvered her to her mother’s full teat.  Scout searched, then caught 
on, latched on.  I felt as if I would explode with emotion.  As she nursed, her sprout of a mane 
twitching, Danny made sure the placenta was intact and determined that our little foal had been 
born during the last couple of hours of July 1st.   He then returned to his house to sleep until the 
sun rose and all the horses would need their hay and grain.   
 
Scout, with spots of her mother’s milk on her face, curled up to sleep.  Sarah closed her eyes and 
nickered as John stroked her neck and praised her for doing everything all by herself, in the silent 
night, the moon her light and Mother Nature alone her guide.  John and I spoke to each other in 
shaky whispers, our comments mere fragments.  Leave now?  No, let’s, a bit longer.  She’s 
perfect?  Yes, oh yes.  She’s beautiful?  Oh my, more than beautiful.  Roam shuffled.  Our 
flashlight was now useless, but the moon spread its glow on the tiny life, the little miracle, before 
us.  On her face was a white star, like her mother’s.   
 
John whispered, “We should go.  Give Sarah and Scout some time.”  He gave Sarah and Roam 
huge armfuls of hay, and we stole through the pen gates to the corral’s big gate.  We would 
return at morning’s light.  I looked back and felt the warmth and enormity of new life, the 



assurance of the moonlight, the vast benevolence of the star-laden sky and the wide prairie, the 
silence and serenity settling on the gentle animals, and the abiding presence of a mother’s 
instincts.  And I knew that here, on this ranch, was Peace.     


