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2019-10-30 - Elk at Home 
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A cold front, which has been creeping southward from Colorado, finally reached us. It 
didn't seem to bother "our" elk, who hung out all morning. 

 
Two big bulls shepherded their respective families (about 50 total), in front of the house. 
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Their heavy coats (each hair is hollow, creating even more insulation) protect them from the near-
freezing temps (and the bright sun helps, too). 
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This cow enjoyed a drink from our tank (the horses were having their breakfast in the barn). 

 
The bulls keep watchful eyes on everyone . . . 
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(Including me). 

 
When they signal "time to move on", the whole family moseys along. 
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Fences aren't much of an obstacle (though the elk frequently make several approaches - like a kid on a 
high-dive board). They seem to float over. 
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Upsie-daisy (these animals weigh around 1,000 lbs.). 

 
"Nice form, Madge. I give you a solid 9." 
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Dad makes certain they all get across. 
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The deer ladies' social club - along with little Spotty, who's growing up - were here, too. 

 
It's cool to watch from the warm house - and to share with you. 
MM 



2019-10-31 - Nice and Easy 
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Sometimes we race up mountains . . . and sometimes we take a nice easy ride on the 
soft trails west of old Lincoln Town. 
The boys enjoy some easy grazing, under old apple trees 'pruned' by the elk, to a comfortable height. 

Under the autumn-gilded cottonwood trees. 



2019-10-31 - Nice and Easy 
Page 2 of 10 

 

Belle contemplates crossing the stream. "I just got my nails done . . ." 

 
While Thunder enjoys a nice cool drink. 
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An elk trail leads off on the other side. 
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The horses love sandy-bottomed arroyos, and we found a fine one. 

 
This one cut into the mountains, for a couple of miles. 
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These natural limestone 'steps' look like benches in an ancient Greek stadium. 

 
As we climb out, Belle encourages the boys. "Hey, slow pokes, come on. Up here!" 
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Snack time (again), along the water. 

 
"Nope. Definitely too cold for a swim!" 
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Trotting back home. 

 
"Why do the elk get all the good apples?" 
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Wilcox knows what to do on a chilly fall morning. (Snore . . .). 
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(Yawn . . .) "Is it time for breakfast already?" 
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"Just . . . five . . . more . . . minutes" . . . Lulu thinks that's a good idea, too. 

 
MM 
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In recognition of Lincoln, New Mexico's, Hispanic heritage (it was originally named 
La Placita del Rio Bonito - "The place by the beautiful river"), the historic village holds 
an annual "Dia de los Muertos" (Day of the Dead) celebration. Sometimes confused 
with Halloween (because of similar timing, and some shared imagery), the ancient 
tradition of honoring ancestors is a joyous occasion, where memories of deceased 
loved ones are shared in a party-like atmosphere. 
This year, a photo of our Belle was featured on event posters and advertising. 
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. . . and with good reason. Belle has become a popular participant. This year, in addition to her flowing 
black gown, she also wore a flowered mantilla headdress and black lace veil . . . without complaint! 
"Whadda you think? Is this thing becoming?" 

 
It was. 
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It's difficult to imagine a more cooperative horse. She handled the long dress and train with aplomb 
worthy of an opera diva. 
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As usual, she greeted countless fans of all ages. 

 
. . . and did a little shopping for locally handcrafted items. "Your jewelry is beautiful, but I prefer things 
which are . . . uh . . . larger scale. "(That lace veil did give her a different look!) 
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She posed for lots and lots of photos with other participants. 
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. . . and she admired the fanciful masks and face painting. A combination of Anglo and indigenous 
traditions and beliefs, skull motifs are common in Day of the Dead celebrations and are used very 
differently than in scary Halloween costumes. Skull designs were popular in medieval European All 
Saints Day festivals. At the same time, in Mexico, the Aztec culture believed life on earth to be 
something of an illusion - death was a positive step forward into a higher level of consciousness, and 
skulls were used as symbols not only of death, but also of rebirth. "I just think they're fun!", said Belle. 
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One of the most cherished Day of the Dead traditions is the creation of memorial alters, or "ofrendas", to 
honor departed loved ones. Many ofrendas were displayed, and in the tradition, I assembled photos, 
personal items, and favorite food and drink (a Manhattan cocktail!) in memory of my beloved mom. 

 
Belle took a moment to admire it (and to try to nibble some of the multi-grain bread). 
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Ofrendas are very personal and tell much about the life of the deceased. This one features a cup of 
coffee, cigarettes, peanut butter, sardines, and South Seas shells. 

 
Music is a big part of the joyous celebration, and Belle enjoyed the mariachi bands playing throughout 
town. 
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It's hard to imagine a more good-natured and congenial horse. Belle really is a one-in-a-million. 

 
MM 
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As the days grow shorter, and their breeding season approaches, male deer begin 
"sparring" with each other - a generally playful test of strength and gamesmanship. As 
they lock antlers and try to wrestle each other into submission, the distinctive 
clattering of their horns can be heard at some distance. 
These two young bucks play in front of the house nearly every evening now - it's fun to watch. They are 
clearly buddies having a good time. 
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But as they mature, such tussles become more serious - they begin to compete for territory, and a 
harem of female deer to breed with. 

 
It's not just the deer. Bull elk, too, like to spar with each other. The sound of their confrontations is 
awesome to hear. We have a couple of elk herds which have taken up residence in the forest behind 
the house. 
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They accept the horses (and me) as they graze. 
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The thick-coated bulls were watching over their families. 
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Then, suddenly . . . "What's that noise?!" 
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A pair of bulls begin to spar - creating a heck of a clattering racket in the forest. 
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It's exciting to witness their power up close. 

 
When the play is over, they go back to hanging out together. 
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"Boys will be boys . . . ", this pretty cow seems to be thinking. 

 
  



2019-11-04 - Friendly Competition 
Page 10 of 10 

 

Say good-bye to your friends, Thunder - it's time for supper. "Aw, gee . . ." 

 
MM 



2019-11-06 - Gatherings 
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Autumn is a busy social time around here. 
We were taking a warm, late afternoon ride. (It was 70 degrees, and winter is coming, so we take 
advantage . . .!). 

 
They passed the pond . . . they were looking forward to visiting the 'water cooler' . . . 
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. . . where they knew they would run into some friends for a little chat. "Howdy, Bessie! How's the kids?" 
"Oh, you know, they're at 'that' age . . ." 

 
"Hey, Belle, how's it going?" 
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"Everything's fine. Dont'cha love this weather?" 

 
"Oh, Daisy, I'd like you to meet Belle - she lives over that hill . . ." "Nice to make your acquaintance." 
Cows are a bit formal at first. 
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"Hey, Spanky . . . really nice, er, necklace . . ." "It's NOT a necklace. It's a bunch of bright ribbon, so 
some hunter doesn't mistake me for an elk." "Oh, well, it goes with your eyes. You're way handsomer 
than an elk . . ." 

 
("Hey, Belle, I think she's flirting with me.") "You're on your own - I have my hands full talking with the 
twins. All they care about is football." 
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("Pssst, Spanky . . . just tell her you're seeing a nice mare in Nogal") 

 
We ran all the way back. "I like Bessie and all . . . but she's a cow." 
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"What do you think, Thunder?" "I think I want to stay out of it." 

 
THEN, the breakfast club grew this morning. 
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There must have been some big news among the deer set. 

 
"Hunting season is starting again? You gotta be kidding me. Why don't those guys just eat at 
McDonald's?" 
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"Well, I think I'll head for the hills!" 

 
"Hmmm . . ." 

 
MM 
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Seems like we never know what we're going to run across during rides around here. 
It was kinda late in the day, but the horses still wanted to head over to the cattle range near Capitan 
Gap. "Yeah - sometimes noth'in will do but to have plenty of room to roam", said Spanky. 

 
"Yee-haw!" Thunder took off, with the rest of us just behind. 
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A quick drink at Gyp Spring - of course, Spanky had to blow bubbles . . . 

 
Then, a speedy run up the side of a wide plateau. 
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We slowed down some when we got to the top. 

 
Belle and I went ahead . . . Flying across the prairie, it didn't take long for the boys to catch up. 
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Then, as we started down into some arroyos - "What the heck is that?", wondered Spanky. 

 
"Darned if I know", said Thunder. 
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"It's pronghorn! You silly boys . . . " Belle was right. 

 
An impressive herd of 'em. 
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We rode up closer. Just like with elk, they were as curious of us as we were of them. This is the biggest 
herd we have seen at one time. 

 
Sometimes mistakenly called antelopes, they are the fastest land mammals in the Western Hemisphere 
- reaching speeds in excess of 55 mph (cheetahs may actually go a bit faster in very short bursts, but do 
not run as fast as pronghorns over distance). An ancient species, their closest living relatives are 
giraffes! "How do they run so fast?", the horses wondered. Pronghorns are uniquely adapted to speed 
(their only defense), with exaggerated windpipes, hearts and lungs. Their pronged feet have cushioned 
toes, which absorb shock at high speed. And weight is kept down by extremely light bone structure, and 
hollow hair. 
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Their large eyes allow an astonishing 320 degrees of sight. 

 
There were all ages in this herd - from very young, to mature members. 
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Pronghorn were first seen and described in New Mexico by Spanish explorers in the 16th century but 
were not formally recorded in North America until the 1804-1806 Lewis and Clark expedition. 

 
We spotted another, smaller herd, in the distance. 
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"Betcha I can run as fast as them!", boasted Thunder. "Bet you can't", retorted Spanky. "I'm not even 
going to try", protested a lazy Belle. 
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"Whew! This country goes on forever, Belle.” “So, let's just take our time and enjoy it." 

 
"Sounds good to me!" 

 
MM 
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There always seems to be one deer who is friendlier than the others. Even so, I try not 
to get too close - or encourage them to trust a human too much. Recently, one buck has 
decided that it is better to be first in line at happy hour! 
It is a bit crowded sometimes. 
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So, this guy thought it might be smart to ambush the caterer on the way to the party. 

 
"You don't mind if I have just a taste . . ." He is downright pushy! 
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Hey, bud, the others are waiting. 

 
  



2019-11-11 - Special Guest 
Page 4 of 4 

 

"Oh, sure . . . just one more little nibble and I'll let you go . . ." 

 
MM 
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A quiet autumn morning, and a peaceful mountain lake. 
Thunder takes in the view. "Sure is pretty - but it's too chilly for a swim . . ." 

 
. . . and then he leads us on our ride along the shore. 
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Drink time. 

 
Belle and Spanky thought that was a good idea, too! 
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We mosey along a meandering forest trail. 

 
Spanky eases into a relaxed stroll. 

 
  



2019-11-14 - Grindstone Morning 
Page 4 of 7 

 

While Belle looks for some fall foliage. 
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Thunder says, "Pick up the pace!" "Okay, okay . . . I thought this was a laid-back ride!" 

 
A view from above. 
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. . . and a snack break, high on a ridge. 

 
Sierra Blanca mountain - its peak obscured by alpine clouds - patiently waits for winter snow. 
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Meanwhile, at home . . . "Are you back already? Have fun? Is it time for a treat? (It's always time for a 
treat!)." 

 
MM 
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The Breakfast Club - and daily Happy Hour - are very popular this autumn. 
It's a very congenial group. 
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After eating, they mingle and gossip (I suppose). 

 
"Oh, she's nice enough to my face - but I wish she would quit making doe-eyes at my buck . . ." 
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. . . and generally relax. 
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Sometimes, they have other guests. Spanky decided the corn looked good. 

 
"Ahem..."  
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"If that big guy is going to join us, someone should inform the caterer. He's kind of a glutton . . ." (That's 
the same buck who eats out of my bucket.) 

 
Of course, Lulu loves her brunches at the Cloudcroft Lodge. "Why can't we bring the deer along?" 
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"I wonder if they would enjoy the crispy bacon? Yum!" 

 
Nice message at the hotel. 
(We do!) 

 
MM 
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It seems we usually have a little first snow around Thanksgiving. This one came a bit 
early. 
Wouldn't have guessed it, as the deer had their breakfast on a nice sunny morning . . . 

 
. . . and drank from the calm well tank. 
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The horses enjoyed an after-breakfast snooze in the sun (yes, horses do lie down). 

 
But they knew . . . 
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There was a tell-tale cloud bank over the mountains to the southwest. 

 
Sure enough, within an hour or so . . . a good steady rain. The horses went into the barn. 
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. . . and then a second front - colder and wetter. Snow! 

 
Not sure if the bronze lion is smiling or snarling as it begins to cling to his head. 
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It snowed most of the night. At dawn, the deer gathered in the mystical light. 

 
Soon, the sun came out bright and happy. 
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Morning fog clung to the valley behind the old tool shop. 

 
But by the time the horses had finished their breakfast, Spanky was bummed. 
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"Shoot! Where'd the snow go? I was all set for some snow angels. Drat!" 

 
It's true. In just a short while, the sun had melted the snow, except for the higher peaks 
(don't worry, Spanky . . . more is sure to come). 
MM 
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Since our little early snow, we've had beautiful fall weather. That's predicted to soon 
change - it seems most of the country is bracing for a blast of winter. The horses 
thought it might be a good time for an easy, late-afternoon ride. 
Off we went, to public land on a former cattle ranch near Capitan Gap. 

 
Belle loves historic sites and wanted to take a closer look at the old cattle pens and chutes . . . 
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. . . and old cement feed trough got her attention. "Gee, that took a lot of work to build way out here . . ." 
As the clouds built and the wind came up, we thought we could hear the bellows of cattle, and the eerie 
whistling of cowpokes, long gone . . . 

 
We rarely ride on roads (or even 2-tracks like this one), but Belle said it was going in the right direction, 
so . . . 
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"Hey, Belle - there's a nice cattle path over there . . .", suggested Spanky. 

 
Capitan Gap is dead ahead. 
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"Ah, that's more like it." 

 
Yup, that old ’silhouette’ shot again. 
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I called out - Hey, Thunder, it's getting kinda late. We better circle back. 

 
"I'm glad you suggested it. He never listens to me." 
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Spanky's right - Thunder does have his own mind. That's him (the little white dot) headed back the way 
we came. Only trouble is, we weren't taking the same route home. 

 
Loyal Spanky corrects his course, at a gallop. "Wait for me!" 
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"Oh - we're going this way. Cool!" 

 
Thunder is keeping his eye on us - that's him, coming our way (in the distance, you can see our little 
horse trailer on the prairie). 
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He's a smart horse and figures out that we are headed to Gyp Spring for a drink. 

 
Yup. 
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On the return, he wanted another look . . . 

 
"There's something strange in the old corral, 
there's a breeze, though the wind has died. 
"Though I'm alone in the old corral, 
seems there is someone at my side . . ." * 
*"Empty Saddles (in the Old Corral) by Billy Hill 

It was a special moment, out there in the open space. Spanky spotted some pronghorn way in the 
distance. 
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Peaceful family time, as the sun goes down and the storm approaches. 

 
MM 
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There is something magical about watching the first snowflake fall. Great from the 
window of a warm room. Even better on horseback! 
We timed it just right . . . the deer cut their snacks short, which meant snow was on the way. "Uh, I think 
it's coming!" 

 
So, we headed out our gate into the forest. 
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"Shouldn't we be headed into the barn?", wisely asked Spanky. 

 
Gray "snow skies" above the barren aspen trees. 
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The snow began - coming at us sideways. 

 
"Hurry up, Thunder!"  "Back off, Spanky. I happen to like running in the snow." 
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Tiny snowflakes cling to Belle's ear, as she gives me a dirty look ("I knew this would happen . . .") 

 
Suddenly everything was silent - the snow absorbing all sounds as the storm bore down on us. 

 
  



2019-11-27 - Suddenly Silent 
Page 5 of 6 

 

Spanky leads us into the protective forest, under the trees. 

 
Thunder and Spanky speed up. "I'd go faster, too, if I didn't have YOU on my back . . .", sighed Belle. 
"My hair is going to be a big mess - right before the holiday, too." 
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But, of course, her boys waited for her. We're nearly home. 

 
The camera lens began to freeze, giving this 'artistic' effect. 

 
Soon, the horses were snug in their barn. It really was a bit of magic. 
MM 
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A day of thanks-giving - for simple things, like . . . 
The peace of waking to a morning blanketed in fresh snow. 

 
Trusted friends who look you in the eye. 

 
  



2019-11-28 - A Day of Thanks 
Page 2 of 6 

 

Loving companions, snug in the barn. 

 
A quiet walk in the snow. "Hurry up and take the picture. I'm freezing!" 
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"Hmmm . . . snow!" (You know what's coming.) 

 
"Oh, Spanky, that is so silly - a big horse like you making snow angels . . .", sez Thunder. 
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"Shhhh . . . don't tell him. Wheeee!!!!" 

 
Indoors, a furry pile of love. "I think I need a bigger bed . . ." 
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Roaster gravy (with no lumps!) 
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Pumpkin pie, warm from the oven. 

 
A special day . . . and yet like any other - if you think about it. Full of gratitude for the 
simple gifts of life. 
Happy Thanksgiving Day. 
MM 
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Our favorite little deer buck, "Spotty", has now developed pedicles - or "buttons" - on 
his skull, from which his first antlers will begin to grow when he is about a year-and-
a-half old (he's about 6 months now). This is called being a "button buck". 
He still hangs out with his mom. They are frequently joined by another doe, who we call "Auntie". You 
can just make out the little "button" bumps above his eyes. 

 
Those bumps will form a base for future antler growth. The biological reason for antlers is not fully 
understood. Do they signal overall health of the buck, to breeding does?  Are they used to establish 
dominance? Or as defense against predators? Or maybe a combination of all? 
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The buttons are unique to each buck and determine the placement and angle of the eventual antler. 
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This little girl has big ears (which she will grow into), but no buttons. 

 
Growing antlers require significant nutrients - 80% protein and 20% ash (primarily calcium and 
phosphorous). 
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Fun fact: a leg injury will affect the growth of antlers. It is believed that nutrients are redirected from 
antler growth, to help repair the leg. A front leg injury will affect the antler on the same side of the 
animal, while a back-leg injury affects the opposite side. Interesting, huh? 

 
Bucks lose their antlers annually, during late winter. We seldom find the "sheds" on our rides - the high 
protein and mineral content makes them popular treats for rodents. 

 
MM 



2019-12-01 - Salado Canyon 
Page 1 of 10 

 

Salado (Spanish for "salty") Canyon is bordered by dramatic walls of limestone - the 
remains of a once-immense inland sea. It's a favorite place to ride - especially when the 
high cliffs capture the winter sun. 
You'd hardly suspect the canyon was hidden in this big open country . . . 

 
. . . but Thunder remembers and knows where we are headed. He leads the way. 
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Soon, we are entering the canyon. 
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This part of the canyon floor is broad and flat . . . 

 
With good grass for grazing. 
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"Hmmm . . . what's that over there . . .", wonders Spanky. Belle reminds him - "The grass isn't always 
greener . . ." 

 
While the horses enjoy their snack, I explore a cave, high up on the wall. 
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It's likely that Indians sought shelter here (looks like smoke stain on the roof) - protected from wind and 
warmed by the southern sun. 

 
It affords a splendid view . . . 
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With the horses far below (sure is nice that they stay put). 

 
I rejoin my kids, and we mosey on along the wall. "Okay! Where we go'in next? I'm ready!", says 
Thunder. 
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It's full of intriguing hideaways. 

 
The ancient stone contrasts with the bright sky above. 
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Again, I spot an interesting cave - while the horses continue their meal of dried summer grasses. 

 
This one has an unusual yellow hue. Was Billy the Kid once 'holed' up here? It's possible . . . 
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This historic country makes you think that way. They enjoy our explorations so much; I often wonder 
what the horses think about all this. "I bet Billy's horses didn't get granola bar treats . . ." 

 
"Really? Gee, it was a hard life back then!" 
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They talked about it all the way back. "And another thing I wonder . . ." 

 
MM 
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The elk are more cautious since the hunting season began; but they still seek refuge 
here. 
Here's a veteran bull (with an odd antler). 

 
His coat is marked from running through the heavy, camouflaging brush. 
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His family was here, too. 

 
Including a young 'spike-horned' bull. 

 
  



2019-12-05 - Still Hanging Around 
Page 3 of 4 

 

The calves are growing up . . . and always curious. 

 
Speaking of growing up - here's "Spotty", with his two moms. 
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This buck is a regular - easily identified by the unusually wide span of his antler rack. 

 
Yup - he loves those apples. 

 
MM 
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Our weather has been a bit 'shifty' lately - mild and nice, then some rain. A storm front 
was approaching, but we thought we would sneak in a little ride at Fort Stanton. 
"Hurry up, you guys! I don't want my hair to get wet again . . .", frets Belle. 

 
Storm clouds seem to be gaining on us - so Spanky gives Thunder a little nudge. 
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Makes for an interesting sky, though. 

 
Time for a drink in a rain-muddied stream . . . 
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. . . and a sharp-eyed horse like Spanky finds some green grass along the water's edge. 

 
Belle wouldn't miss a good idea like that! "Yum!" 
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Of course, Spanky has to do some splashing in the water (which is not popular with the rest of us in his 
proximity). 

 
We hightail it back to the trailer. 
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As Thunder takes the lead, Spanky gives him a friendly little nip. "Look at that dark cloud. Speed it up, 
buddy!" 
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We just made it, before the rain began. "Whew! Just in the nick of time." says Belle. 

 
MM 
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It's the holiday season, and quite a few friends have dropped by lately, which is 
always nice. 
Like many during this time of year, some came for the socializing and snacks. 
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"Spotty" has another apple. 

 
His mom is intrigued by one of the cats. "Those things do the craziest stuff!" 
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"Yum! Good apples!" 

 
"Got some more?" 
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"Our" elk made a nice tableau on the hill opposite the house, in the very late afternoon sun. 

 
Mov'in along. 
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There always is a 'lookout'. "Just checking." 

 
In the house, things are warm and cozy in the evening. 
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Can't get much 'cuddlier' than Mommie Cat and Smarty Pants. 

 
MM 
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The sun is nearly as far south as it goes for us. In about a week, it will reverse course to 
the north and the daylight will begin to lengthen (yea!). 
Hey, guys, wanna go for a ride in Bonito Canyon? Might be a little green grass . . . 

 
"Grass?" Belle was first in line. 

 
  



2019-12-16 - Short Sun 
Page 2 of 7 

 

Some of our deeper canyons are without sunlight all day long, even here in Bonito . . . 

 
. . . but the sun still manages to melt snow on the higher slopes, sending water cascading down. 
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Thunder spots a little patch of green grass. 

 
Then we move on through the sunny part of the forest. 
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Spanky practices snow angels on the dry grass. "It's coming, I just know it! I want to be ready!" 

 
Belle is on the lookout for green along the water's edge. 
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The boys find some. 
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"I know there has to be some here . . ." 
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"Yum!" 

 
MM 
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Although we average 300+ sunny days each year, snow is possible nearly anytime 
now. Once snow (and ice) accumulate on the mountain, the high-country trails can 
become too dangerous for us. So, the horses really appreciate those rides now. 
The road through Nogal Canyon is clear - a good sign! 

 
The horses look for some green grass, as they wait for me to fiddle around before our ride. "Okay, let's 
go!", Belle says. 
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Since cold air "sinks", and the sun is so far south, we encounter a little snow on the trail down low. It 
isn't much, and we negotiate it carefully (the horses know . . .). Belle is very cautious, with me on her 
back. 

 
Within a few yards, we are on dry ground (whew!). 
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Spanky continues to practice his angels. "This will be way cooler in snow!" 

 
We climb up to a favorite alpine ridge. 
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There is something undeniably special about the high country. 

 
The horses love the wide vistas. They like to gaze out to the world below. 
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I'm free to wander around, as they happily graze in the sky. 

 
I take in a spectacular view of Nogal Peak . . . 
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. . . and the grand Tularosa Basin, which covers about 6,500 sq. miles (35% larger than the state of 
Connecticut). This is big country. 

 
Very happy horses. 
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Come'on you guys, gotta go. "Aw shucks, do we hafta?" 

 
Yup, we 'hafta' - it's getting late. "Oh, okay . . . Just one more bite . . ." 

 
  



2019-12-17 - Last Chances 
Page 8 of 9 

 

Spanky lags and has to run to catch up - his bright orange 'hunter warning' ribbon flowing around his 
neck. "Geez . . ." 

 
Of course, they nibbled all the way down. 
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Back at the trail head, we found this lacy patch of ice along the stream's edge. 

 
We enjoy it while we can. Thanks for coming along! 
MM 
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We have a new resident in the barn. Now named "Chile", for our famous New Mexico 
peppers, he or she showed up about a month ago - a scared, skinny kitten. Chile has 
been living in the loft (with a bed and heat lamp for cold nights), and after the 
holidays will go to the vet for an 'adjustment' . . . 
Although still feral, Chile has begun to trust the hand that feeds it. I hope it might domesticate the way 
some of the others (most recently Orca, the black and white cat) have. Once fixed, it will likely remain as 
a barn cat. 

 
Chile likes to play, but still keeps its distance. 
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It's remarkable that it found its way here. 

 
Meanwhile, Wilcox and Orca enjoy the soft life, with Lulu. 
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"Nestled all snug in their beds, while visions of sugarplums (or maybe mice . . .) danced in their heads." 

 
MM 



2019-12-21 - Long Shadows 
Page 1 of 7 

 

The shortest days of the year. 
Shadows are long, on a peaceful late-day ride. 
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Yup, that's ice on the shaded pond. Belle wished she'd brought her skates, "I look cute in tights!", she 
exclaimed. Thunder responded, "The ice isn't that thick . . ." 

 
After that remark, Spanky hid out, just in case . . . 
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The sun sets early, casting its warm glow on the Capitans. 

 
A dusky view of the ski runs on Sierra Blanca. 
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At home, the bucks are choosing their wives. 

 
"Hey! Don't I get a choice!?" 
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Meanwhile, Wilcox catches the attention of a young elk. 

 
"Oh, it's just that thing . . ." says the elk, and goes back to grazing. 
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"Whadaya mean 'that thing'? I'm Wilcox, King of the Hillside!" 
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Peace prevails. 

 
MM 



 



2019-12-23 - Attack of the Wild Turkey 
Page 1 of 6 

 

It began as a quiet, late-day ride in Bonito Canyon. 

 
Peaceful grazing along a picturesque meandering stream. 
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Moseying along pine needle-scented trails. 

 
Belle enjoyed some tasty morsels from a clear little creek. 
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Then, the sun slid down behind the canyon rim. 

 
An ominous dusk fell over the deathly somber meadows. 
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Thunder instinctively picked up the pace. 

 
Slumbering aspen trees became skeletal and threatening in the waning light. 
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Then, out of the shadows, it suddenly appeared - a fiendish wild turkey! 
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Naw . . . it's just a hunter's rubber decoy of a turkey, we found along the trail . . . 

 
This reminds us of another incident. We were riding up - of all places - Turkey Canyon 
- when we came upon a big wild turkey in the middle of the trail. It barely moved; just 
sort of wobbled from side to side. We hated to disturb it, so we waited. And waited. 
And waited. Finally, a voice hidden in the forest yelled out, "It's my decoy!". So, we 
sheepishly rode past the hunter and his rubber bird . . . 
MM 
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Progress. Little Chile kitty has decided that things are pretty good at Followed Dream 
Ranch. He's a talker and lets us know when he is around in the barn. We have a 
makeshift bed in the tack room - on top of the stored saddle blankets (soft!) and under 
the infrared heat lamp (warm!). 
Chile enjoys a belly rub from my gloved hand. 

 
I think he's smiling . . . 
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"What's that?" 

 
He discovered the camera. 
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. . . and of course, he had to play with it. 

 
Waiting to see if that camera moves again . . . 
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As I continue the belly rub. "Purrrr, purrrr.". 

 
I think we're going to be alright (the other cats haven't chased him away - they seem to ignore him). 

 
MM 
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The romantically named Moon Mountain, is a forested area within the Village of 
Ruidoso. It's currently being developed as a multi-use (hiking, biking, horseback 
riding, and disc golfing) recreation park. Though it's only in the early stages of 
improvement, we thought we would have a look. 

 
When we arrived, the horses spotted some curious elk. 
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This 'spike' bull elk was a little shy. 
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Since we didn't know what to expect of this new spot, we decided to have some fun - and do a little 
training. In an unusual move for us, all the horses were on lead ropes. Which meant that I rode Belle, 
holding all three ropes in my left hand; while maneuvering a camera in my right. The horses were very 
good about the arrangement, and we had no issues during the ride . . . "Hey, Thunder, quit being a road 
hog. Move over!” "Belle, you can see there are two lanes here. Stay in yours!” Well, almost no issues. 

 
Although no trails have yet been constructed, the park features many old 'two-track' forest roads. 
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Nice vistas, too. 

 
Including some excellent views of Sierra Blanca peak. 
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The park features a brand-new champion-level disc golf course, designed by world champion disc golfer 
Eric McCabe. As usual, Belle was curious about the sport. So, she had a discussion with a golfer along 
the way.  He explained that players use modified "Frisbee"-type plastic discs, of different designs 
including 'putters', 'mid-range', and 'driver' discs. "Oh. I see . . . and I love the way you matched your 
disc-y thing to your shirt color. Classy!", she complimented. 
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Discs are thrown from a concrete 'tee', into specially designed chain basket 'holes'. 
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Distances are adapted from regular golf, i.e. a 350-yard golf drive becomes 350-feet, in disc golf. 

 
Players use these non-motorized all-terrain golf 'carts' to carry their discs.  
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Disc golf is the fourth-fastest growing sport in the nation. "Hmmm . . . I wouldn't want to get bonked in 
the head by one of those things", said Spanky. That's why we are being careful on this ride, Spanks! 

 
There is plenty of space for riding, away from the disc golf course. 
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. . . and little creeks and brooks for drinking and snacking. 
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Belle was still thinking about the disc golf as we headed back. "That sure does look like fun!", she 
enthused. "I think you need hands to throw them", responded Thunder. "Oh . . . yeah . . . well, maybe I'll 
take up croquet!” "Sheesh!" 

 
MM 
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In the 1940's, when he was a young boy, Tom lived on what has now become Followed 
Dream Ranch. His reminiscences about those days paint a poignant picture of another 
time. On Christmas Day, I received a letter from Tom about the way the holiday was. 
I'd like to share it with you. 

I was remembering how different Christmas was, especially at the ranch, and thought 
you might be interested. We always waited until Christmas Eve to cut the tree. We 
went down the road about halfway to the main road and went up that hillside to cut a 
pinon tree. We trimmed it to a neat shape and placed it in the living room. The 
branches that were trimmed were put into the stove and filled the air with that 
beautiful smell. 

The tree was decorated that evening and it was a big event for us kids. Since we didn’t 
have electricity, we used candle holders that used birthday candles. Needless to say, 
the tree was closely watched when they were lit. 

The bells on 'Santa's sleigh' would wake us kids up around midnight. Every year my 
favorite gifts were handmade flannel shirts and heavy, warm socks from my aunts, 
and an orange from Santa Claus. I clearly remember when I was 12 years old, I had a 
long package under the tree. It was my first .22 rifle (bet that doesn’t happen very 
often today). 

Christmas Day it was always a fantastic meal, all home cooked. At night we just sat 
around and talked with a lot of laughter. We played music on a player that used 
cylindrical tubes and you had to frequently wind it up. At the time we thought it was 
a marvelous machine. The tree stayed up until New Year's Day, when decorations 
were removed. Then it was fed into the heater and filled the house with that terrific 
smell. 

Christmas today has become so commercialized and most kids today would probably 
not enjoy my terrific gifts like the shirts, socks or orange. Before Thanksgiving the 
stores here [Texas] were already decorated and selling Christmas things as well as 
playing the traditional songs. For me it seems a vulgar change that marginalizes the 
event. At least back when I was at your ranch it was a very special time and hope you 
are having a similar holiday today. 

Tom 
  



2019-12-27 - Perspective 
Page 2 of 2 

 

Young Tom at the ranch, with his dog and horse. 

 
Thanks, Tom! 
MM 
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Typically, our 'real' snow doesn't come until after New Year's . . . but we've had a little 
dusting. 
Lulu doesn't mind it. She likes her stylish 'puffy' coat and enjoys walking through this scant snow (the 
deep stuff can be a challenge). 

 
"Too bad. There really isn't enough for Spanky to do his snow angels . . .", she frets. 

 



2019-12-30 - Snow Time 
Page 2 of 8 

 

A lone buck checks things out. 

 
Our warm NM sun makes for good lounging on the porch. Much of the snow has already disappeared 
off the lawn. 
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Lulu has always been camera shy. "Okay, that's enough!" 

 
Of course, it's nice to nap indoors, too. Especially with a nice friend. 
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The horses love any snow. Released from their overnight barn accommodations, they race out to 
explore. 

 
Lulu was right - even Spanky has to admit that there is too little snow for a proper angel. "Aw, shucks . ." 
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Thunder spots the camera and strikes a classic pose. "How's this?" 

 
Meanwhile, little Chile is happy with his heat lamp lodging in the tack room. 
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For a recently 'wild' cat, he sure enjoys his belly rubs. "A little to the left, please. Thank you." 

 
. . . and, of course, playing with the camera cord. 
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"I got it!" 

 
"Grrrrr!" 
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"Did-ja see me catch that thing? I decided to let it go . . . Oh, wait - there it is again!" 

 
MM 



2019-12-31 - New Year’s Eve Party 
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Early this evening, our neighbors gathered for a big New Year's Eve party (actually, it 
was more of a picnic). Belle was bummed that we weren't invited. 
"I can't believe they didn't include us - after all the times we have had them here." 

 
". . . and the food looks delicious." 
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"(Well, actually, some of it looks a little dry . . .)" 

 
"I mean, it's not like they don't know we're home. Look at them, having a great time over there." 
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Thunder tried to console her. "I hate crowds, and you know those elk have always been herd-ish. 
Besides, at this rate, they'll never make it to midnight." 

". . . and I would much rather spend a quiet evening with just you, Honeybuns." . . . "Really?" . . . "Yes, 
really." . . ."Awww, that's so sweet . . . I'm glad we're staying home (why don't we call the cops, and 
complain about the noise!)." . . . "Now, Belle . . . let's go have some carrots." 

Wishing you a New Year's Eve that's just right for you. MM 
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