
This spring or else…Bowtie’s Painted

Elijah, our Mammoth spotted jack,

joined our herd as a 6 month old. He had

a great bloodline in the donkey world, and

his disposition was wonderful, a gentle

soul. Not to mention that he was also

beautiful! As he grew and matured, we

knew we had selected the perfect jack to

breed our mares.

Though we tried for a few years with

our mares, as well as friends’ mares, we

were unsuccessful in our breeding at-

tempts. We even took Elijah to a well-

known breeding school and facility in

North Carolina and had fertility tests

done. The veterinarians assured us every-

thing worked and we should just keep try-

ing! We had many false hopes throughout

the years; even thinking at one point one

of our mares was pregnant. After many

discussions with my husband Rob, we

made the decision that if we weren’t suc-

cessful that next spring, we would geld

Elijah. There was no reason to keep Elijah

intact if we could not produce babies.

And, I think his big ears were listening.

Dulce, our Paint Mare, became preg-

nant shortly after we made that decision.

Earl was born the next year.

Rob was deployed to Afghanistan the

year Dulce became pregnant. We would

Skype nightly, and one night I assured

him, “This time I really think Dulce is

pregnant.” Based on our past experience,

he was doubtful. We both continued to

hope. I truly had the feeling she was ex-

pecting this time, and the shape of her

growing belly looked different than the

usual winter belly from past years.

My intuition continued, so I arranged

for Larry, our veterinarian, to come out

“just to check.” I hoped to have good

news for Rob the next time we Skyped.

We had known Larry for over 12 years

and he also eagerly awaited a baby from

Elijah. Larry knew how much we wanted

a bay mule and how long we had tried.

He, too, was very fond of Elijah and
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shared our hope.

The day of Dulce’s appointment was

filled with excitement and hope that one

of our mares really was pregnant. Larry

quietly examined Dulce, poking and

prodding as I stood there patiently won-

dering, “Is she pregnant?” Finally, Larry

slowly turned to me and said, “There is

definitely a baby in there but the baby is

not moving.” My heart dropped, and then

he continued, “Since there is no move-

ment that means she is less than 6 months

pregnant.” Relieved, I asked, “Does that

mean the baby is OK and that Dulce is re-

ally pregnant?” “Yes, she is definitely

pregnant and generally the baby does not

really start moving until six months.”

Though we had attempted halter breeding

with Dulce a few times, she was in the

pasture with Elijah when she conceived

so we had no way of knowing the exact

date.

After my initial excitement, I began to

bombard Larry with questions and con-

cerns about what to expect. Larry assured

me horses had been giving birth for years,

and I really did not need to do a lot other

than ensure she has good pre-natal care, a

safe place to have her baby, and after-

care. He described the shots and exams

Dulce would have the next few months

and gave me some literature, including a

checklist. The checklist outlined what to

expect the weeks, days, and hours before

the birth, as well as baby’s first moments

of life, an indispensable resource! He also

gave an estimated birth date of mid-

March 2011. This meant Rob would be

home by then, since he was due back

stateside early March. He would just

make it.

I was so excited and had a huge smile

on my face as I prepared to Skype with

Rob that night. Our dream was coming

true. We would have our first mule from

Elijah. As soon as Rob’s face appeared on

Skype, his first question was, “Well?” He

was as eager to confirm the pregnancy as

I had been. I didn’t let him wait any

longer and blurted out, “Yes, she’s preg-

nant.” At first, Rob felt skeptical. “Really.

Are you sure?” followed by “That’s cool.

Are you sure?” Then, he became ecstatic,

and also happy and relieved that he would

be home for the birth.

Growing and Preparation…

The months went on and Dulce grew

bigger and bigger. I spent time every day

grooming her and gently placing my

hands on her belly, waiting for the baby

to kick and move. I was thrilled when I

would feel movement. Based on when I

felt the baby start moving, mid-March

seemed like a good estimation. Rob

wanted to see Dulce and her growing

belly so I began to bring the computer to

the barn on Sundays. He would have the

computer in his makeshift office in

Afghanistan and would watch via Skype

as I groomed the horses, able to see for

himself how Dulce was growing. I also

took lots of pictures from all angles to

share.

Larry came as scheduled to give Dulce

her shots and her exam. Her pregnancy



appeared to be moving along normally. I

couldn’t believe how big she was getting and

how uncomfortable she began to look the final

month. I am sure she was as ready as I was to

have the birth behind us. Larry guided me

throughout the pregnancy and as March got

closer, he gave me suggestions about where to

set up the maternity corral in preparation for

baby’s arrival.

I ordered the straw. Natalio, who helped at

the ranch, and I planned the maternity corral.

We set up a nice double corral surrounded by

straw bales to ensure the new baby stayed in-

side, and we wanted to be sure both could rest

in comfort. It would be important to make sure

the baby couldn’t accidentally “squirt”

through the corral and that there would be no

water troughs low to the ground. The coral

was set up with automatic waters at adult

horse level. A few months before her esti-

mated due date, I began to bring Dulce to the

maternity corral in the early evening through

morning. Larry said it would be best to have

her in a smaller, more manageable, safe envi-

ronment. We lived in an area with lots of coy-

otes, so in addition to the open field and herd’s

potential reaction, we wanted to be sure baby

and mom would be safe.

Earl Arrives…”Early”

Early in the evening of February 3, I went

out to check on everyone before bringing

Dulce in and feeding. When I walked up to

Dulce, she didn’t seem quite right. She just

looked “off,” and then a stream of pink fluid

gushed out of her. My heart sank, and I ran to

get the phone to call the vet. Then it dawned

on me, her water just broke. It isn’t time yet

was my next thought!

I quickly grabbed the halter and walked

Dulce to her maternity corral. Then, I ran into

the house to grab the phone, baby checklist,

camera, and computer. I was back out within

three minutes, just in time to see a spotted hoof

coming out of Dulce. Wow! A Paint baby! I

couldn’t believe, I was so fortunate to be able to

watch this miracle.

I called Larry and described what I was see-

ing, a large clear sack with a hoof was coming

out of Dulce. He assured me that was a good

start, and then described what to expect next. He

encouraged me to call if I had any questions,

and to be sure to let him know how everything

turned out. I hollered to my neighbor who was

out feeding his horses to let him know baby was

on the way. He immediately joined me as we

watched this incredible process. This was the

first time for both of us to witness such a mira-

cle.

Though the barn was a little dark, Rob was

still able to be there with us via Skype. I pointed

the computer to the baby ward as he watched in

awe.

The hardest part was waiting for nature to take

its course, staying patient. I wanted to help

Dulce. I wanted to help baby out safely. His last

leg took forever. I was certain something was

wrong. Would Dulce sit on him? He’s not mov-

ing. Should I remove the placenta? All these

questions were racing through my head, but I

heard Larry’s voice, “Horses have been doing

this on their own in nature for years, just let it

happen,” but I did call him a few times for reas-

surance. And it did happen beautifully. His long

head appeared and I saw those beautiful big

ears, definitely a mule! 

With my checklist in hand, I read the average

times for each important first day milestone, and

then timed and watched to make sure everything

was going as it should. Baby beat every time on

the checklist!



1. He was born within 30 minutes of the 

water breaking.

2. He stood up within an hour of birth.

3. He nursed within an hour of his birth.

4. Had passed meconium within eight hours 

of birth.

5. Dulce was gentle and kind, and she came 

through it well.

6. I spent time imprinting him. What an in

credible experience this new birth was.

After baby was settled, Rob and I talked about

what we had just witnessed and our new little

baby. We also realized we needed a name. My

first step was to figure out if we had a baby girl

or boy. You would think that would be easy, but

it wasn’t for me. I thought baby was a girl, so

Rob and I decided on “Sweet Patricia” in honor

of his mom. The next morning I had to inform

Rob that baby was actually a boy. I just didn’t

see “it” in the dark barn. Rob remembered a

mule named Earl from his guide school that he

was very fond of. So Earl it was, Sweet Patricia

became Elijah’s Sweet Earl.

I called Larry and let him know Earl was up,

walking, eating, and all looked good. He asked

that I save the placenta in a bucket of water, and

he would be there the next day to give Earl and

Dulce their post-birth exam. I gathered up the

placenta, placed it in a bucket, and then went

and sat with Dulce, Earl, and “Rob” for the re-

mainder of the night. I was definitely in mule

love. Right away, Earl appeared to be friendly

and gentle, yet a bold soul, just like his dad. I

spoiled Dulce with lots of love and a massage.

She did all the work and quickly showed what a

wonderful mom she would be.

Larry arrived the next day to examine Earl,

Dulce and the placenta. He stretched out the pla-

centa to confirm it was intact, which ensures

there was nothing left in Dulce. Dulce appeared

to be in good shape, just a tiny, tiny tear. Quite

surprising that is all with such a big baby boy.

And Earl… Well, Earl was absolutely beautiful

and a strong healthy boy. Larry took his blood.

When he called me the next day, he said his

colostrum was “off the charts.” The pregnancy

and birth could not have been any more success-

ful. I was thankful to Larry for his guidance in

getting prepared and letting me know what to

expect , though nature really did do most of it!

For the following days and weeks, I spent a

lot of time in the maternity corral with Dulce

and Earl. Grooming. Touching. Loving. Train-

ing. By the time Rob got home, Earl was more

than ready to meet him. They had met numerous

times virtually, but there is nothing like meeting

in person. They had an instant connection, and

Rob got his long awaited “Baby Mule Hug,” as

did Earl. And like most mules, Earl loves his

butt rubbed! “Butt rub training,” as Rob calls it,

quickly began.

Earl continues to grow into a loving, gentle,

handsome mule. He is getting ready for his first

show this summer, and we can’t wait for his

show debut. He is our miracle mule and spends

his days in his pasture in Idaho with his mom

and the rest of the herd. He does get his weekly

“show lesson,” and we are sure he will make his

dad proud.

Sadly, we lost Elijah in January 2012,

much too soon. He left us with memories

of his beautiful spirit and voice, and a love

of donkeys. He also gave us the gift of

Earl, our beautiful gentle mule, his one

and only baby. We are thankful for Earl, a

constant reminder of our special Jack,

Bowties Painted Elijah. He will always be

in our heart.


