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    This book is dedicated to all those who rescue equines, humans, or any of God’s creatures. It is your dedication and passion that inspire us and many others, especially in the most difficult times. You remind us that in rescuing and healing, we, too, are rescued and healed. What you give becomes its own reward and the graceful example of your giving inspires many to get involved. May God bless you all!




    Ubi Caritas, Deus ibi est!


    When love is in the heart, God is there!


  




  

    To buy books in quantity for corporate use or incentives, call (800) 962-0973 or e-mail premiums@GlobePequot.com.


  




  Copyright © 2008 by Frank Weller




  ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted in writing from the publisher. Requests for permission should be addressed to The Globe Pequot Press, Attn: Rights and Permissions Department, P.O. Box 480, Guilford CT 06437.




  The Lyons Press is an imprint of The Globe Pequot Press




  Text design by Sheryl P. Kober


  Layout by Melissa Evarts


  Unless otherwise noted, all photographs are by Donna M. Cloutier




  Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available on file.




  ISBN 978-1-59921-444-3




  Printed in China




  10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1




  [image: The Belgians shake the ground in pregnant passage.]




  




  [image: Mares and a foal.]




  

    

      BEING WITH THE ANGELS




      Frank Weller




      [image: Is it time to get up?]




      Being with the Angels is a joy that comforts me


      Being with the Angels is sweet serenity




      Being with the Angels is like a foal’s warm soft breath


      Being with the Angels gives me great happiness




      Being with the Angels is where I hope to be


      Being with the Angels trotting to eternity




      Being with the Equine Angels lifts my soul, God, up to thee


      Being with the Angels where the rescues rescue me


    


  




  P R E F A C E




  Just like human children, equine children often raise us and rescue us. They challenge us and rejuvenate us, while all the time teaching us. Horses, in general, can accompany us and guide us as insightful partners on our path through life. We are blessed to have them and I’ve always considered it an honor and privilege to work with or for them, because horses are intuitively inspiring as companions and teachers.




  Before rescue, my passion was documentary film. I started combining my love of horses and film by doing a profile of a horse rescuer named Helen Meredith. I followed her to Canada as she worked to find new homes for Premarin foals that she had bought at auction—foals that are the byproduct of the drug industry’s need for pregnant mare urine, or PMU.




  PMU has been used to create human hormone replacement therapy medications for more than sixty years. The term can apply to the mares, the foals, or the farms on which they are bred. The multibillion-dollar enterprise requires a harsh collection process, in which the mares must stand in stanchions, hooked up to collection apparatus, unable to turn or lie down, from the fourth to the eleventh months of their pregnancies. Bladder infections and lameness can occur. The mares are also deprived of lateral recumbency, or lying-down sleep, which horses need. In most cases, the foals born to the pregnant mares are considered disposable by-products of manufacturing the drug. In past years, the foals that were auctioned for slaughter each year numbered in the tens of thousands, and by many accounts more than fifty thousand were at risk every year. Recently, as the use of hormone replacement therapy drugs has declined, the mares have been taken out of service and also sold for slaughter.




  The auction houses were sad places where nervous foals that had been separated, but not weaned, from their moms were gathered in several large pens. The foals were herded into a series of chutes that eventually led to the auction pit. They entered the pit in groups or lots to be bid upon. Scared and sniffing the air, looking for moms to save them, they scrambled around the auction pit in front of a large audience. Reminiscent of the Roman Coliseum, the audience, mostly made up of “killer buyers” working for meat packers, was indifferent to their pain and panic. The successful bidder would then have the lot of foals herded to his holding pen through another series of chutes that led from the auction pit.




  Helen, who was doing three jobs at once, needed help. I can’t remember if she ever asked, but I found myself feeding, herding, gentling, and helping her process the foals for shipping to the United States. I would pick up the camera occasionally to chronicle our progress or for a quick interview, but mostly I was working with the foals—160 of them to be exact. The energy was amazing; it was very invigorating. The foals were timid, curious, nervous, and herd oriented, sometimes behaving like a school of fish, but they always had incredible energy. For me, it was literally a fountain of youth! Watching them during the rare break was mesmerizing, like watching a crackling fire, or your first two-year-old child at play. They were fascinating and entertaining, and you couldn’t help but think of where their future would take them.




  I’m not sure when I actually crossed the line from observer/documentarian to horse rescuer, but I do believe that each vocation has helped me perform better in the other. Good observation is very important when assessing, learning from, or teaching horses—and people, too, for that matter. Skillful horse rescue requires being a good observer and also demands that you find good homes for the rescued horses, usually by telling their stories. Horse rescuing has strengthened the observer and documentary film-maker in me, but as you will see, that is just the beginning. It only took one season of auctions for us to go running in search of a better way to rescue foals. One that did not involved the disease-ridden, terrifying auction experience.
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    A foal keeps an eye on his mom.


  




  I started Equine Angels Rescue Sanctuary (EARS) as a way to help the foals find loving forever homes. Operating as a 501(c)3 charity, EARS makes it easier to recruit the village it takes to save a horse, and to beg for the donations that are also imperative. We need volunteers because the task is overwhelming, and because no one should have that much fun alone. It is also rewarding to stay in touch with the adopting families and monitor their progress, leading to more fun and inspiring stories. I followed the first group of foals to their eventual everlasting families, and it has become part of our mission to keep in touch. We want to know that horse and family are doing well, and frequently we happily provide some assistance or wisdom.
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    The mares and foals move as one.
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    Standing next to Mom is the safest place to be.


  




  The year after first becoming involved with the foals, I met the mares. The mares, especially, evoke a primal grace as they patiently wait for new life or shepherd the youngsters at their sides. You can see the mares’ instinctive dedication to motherhood just by watching their devotion and determination in walking, grazing, and upon birth, guarding and nursing their young. At first, newborns are little shadows, glued to a small orbit around Mom, but gradually they become bold and, like teenagers, ever more curious about their rugged environment. We can see the foals learning from their moms in this age-old chain of nurturing and mothering.




  The human participants of EARS could not sit idly by while these magnificent horses were killed. If it was just a matter of those lives saved, that would have been enough, but fortunately, we have come to know the greater potential of these angelic equines. Each of the horses from EARS has touched and uplifted several human lives along the rescue path. The rescuers, the volunteers, the donors, the foster families, and people who just care, all get a feeling of peace, joy, and love as they connect with and save these beautiful animals. The lives of the eventual adopting families are also enhanced when bonding with these noble souls.
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    Mom is always the best guardian.


  




  Personally, when I get lost at any particular point on my journey, I visit the horses and let them quietly come to me. Somehow, they give me strength and guidance to get me through a day or even just a minute of a complicated life. Like angels, the horses reassure me. Being with them has a centering effect on me, and during my time with them my thoughts settle and I find clarity about the next step I should take. Knowing that my hands have guided and gentled many foals and mares on the way to their new loving homes, I can accept and absorb this same form of comfort from them as well. I have often thought that when one of us who has loved and worked with these wondrous spirits passes on, there might be a happy, healthy herd of horses to guide us and gentle us through the final part of our journey home. The volunteers of EARS have learned along the way that “rescues rescue us” and, indeed, we also derive an abundance of peace, joy, and love as we help these kindred spirits.
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    Two colts looking for adventure.


  




  In so many small steps I’ve learned about life and wisdom through watching and working with the mares and foals I’ve helped to rescue over the years. They teach patience, sensibility, problem solving, family raising, focus, and friendship. The catch, however, is that you must be open to the lesson, watching, waiting, and wondering how even the smallest movement of a tail or an ear might mean so much. This is where the subtle becomes spiritual, and that is another secret that they share. Baby steps mean a lot. Mothers, of course, are the best teachers.




  These mares and foals have a connection with the world that is mysterious and mystical. In my life, they are a portal to the creator and a link to the infinite. I have found possibility and purpose by looking deeply into their eyes. Horses can raise us up physically, mentally, and spiritually beyond our innate limits. They are a gift for which we should be thankful.




  The EARS rescue team hopes that you will also share the mares’ and foals’ stories with someone you know—someone who should know about their fate—and we thank you in advance. People have often asked me if the “Equine Angels” are the humans who save the horses or the horses who save the humans. I believe that the answer lives within this book. Herein are the stories and images that illustrate how that happens. Enjoy your own journey along the rescue path.
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Horses necking.
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Mares and a fcal.
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The soul of the mare is beautiful.
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A wandering foal looks for Mom in the mist.
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