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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 1 of 9 

Belle was at the vet clinic for treatment on her injured foot, and the boys were missing 
her at home (lots of whinnying). So I asked if they would like to go out for some 
exercise, and off we went. 
First stop was the arena for some run'in around. It's always smart to do some stretching before exercise 
. . . 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 2 of 9 

 
Thunder opens it up. 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 3 of 9 

Yee Haw. 

 
Flying off the ground. 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 4 of 9 

He was good about running in a big circle right around me (when I asked him to reverse direction he 
complied without hesitation). 

 
"Okay, boss, now what?" 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 5 of 9 

I saddled Thunder, and on the trail we went. Seemed strange to be riding him again - it's been a long 
time. I miss seeing him run free, but he didn't mind his loss of freedom. "That's what he thinks . . . now I 
gotta haul his carcass around until Belle gets better. Jeez . . ." 

 
We've had more rain this season than any spring I can remember. A rainbow in the distance. 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 6 of 9 

It caught up with us, and we rode through a shower. 

Carrizo Mountain. 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 7 of 9 

Somewhere along the way, Spanky figured out that Thunder was not in charge, and he took the lead. 
Thunder tolerated this reversal of leadership surprisingly well. "Yeah, well, you wouldn't let me cut him 
off, so now my view doesn't change . . ." 

 
Lulu, bringing up the rear. 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 8 of 9 

Spring skies. 
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2017-06-04 – Just Two 
Page 9 of 9 

A curious elk watches us pass. "Where's the pretty girl with the black mane?" 

 
We'll sure be glad when Belle can join us again (it's going to be a while longer . . .) 
MM 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 1 of 12 

With Belle having a treatment at the clinic, Thunder and Spanky enjoyed a ride up 
Nogal Trail (we missed her!). 
Early monsoons have made the mountain green. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 2 of 12 

The aspen trees have leafed out. 

 
On a verdant trail. 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 12 of 640



2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 3 of 12 

A spring baby gives us a suspicious look. 

 
Wild iris everywhere. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 4 of 12 

Happy girl. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 5 of 12 

Ambling through a field of ferns, Spanky hears an elk's "bugle" call (note his "listening" ears). 

 
Little brooks along the way. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 6 of 12 

. . . and the wild pink roses. 

 
 

 

Volume XIII - Page 16 of 640



2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 7 of 12 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 8 of 12 

 
Thunder spots a pair of elk in the distance. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 9 of 12 

 
The peak. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 10 of 12 

Rain over the Tularosa Valley below. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 11 of 12 

 
Cool drink. 
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2017-06-07 – Early Green 
Page 12 of 12 

Lunchtime for two at once. 

A peaceful place. 

MM 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 1 of 11 

While Belle continues to recuperate, we all miss her on our rides (Thunder and Spanky 
look for her occasionally, and let out a little whinny, just in case). 
On a warm and sunny day . . . 

. . . we waited until the cool of the late afternoon and headed up the mountain. 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 2 of 11 

 
Lulu was eager to explore the trail. 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 3 of 11 

"Which way?" 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 4 of 11 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 5 of 11 

The wildflowers have begun to bloom up here . . . 

 
. . . but mostly, it's the ferns . . . 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 6 of 11 

They are early this year - and everywhere along the trail. 

Spanky and Lulu take a moment to appreciate the beauty. 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 7 of 11 

Do you see the elk, up in the oaks? No? Neither do I. But they are there - we spooked them out of the 
meadow. 

 
We continue to climb, running through the deep grass. 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 8 of 11 

 
A different view of majestic Nogal Peak. 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 9 of 11 

. . . and a hazy valley below. 

Spanky realizes that with me aboard Thunder, he can take over as leader with no competition. 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 10 of 11 

"Hey, it's my turn you know!" 
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2017-06-09 – Fern Trail 
Page 11 of 11 

As the sun sets, a snack of clover along a little brook. Spanky is deep in thought . . . maybe he is 
thinking of Belle. 

 
We all are. 
MM 
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2017-06-11 – An Extraordinary Sight 
Page 1 of 4 

Last evening, long after sunset, some of the deer were still enjoying their corn snack 
under the big ponderosa pine. The warm air was still, and fragrant with the special 
things which grow on this mountain - pinon, cedar, juniper, and grasses. All the 
windows and doors were open, to let in the magic. Lulu and a couple of cats were 
lounging on the veranda, watching the full moon rise over the Capitans. The light was 
nearly gone. Suddenly, I had a funny feeling. Something . . . 
Just outside the house, a herd of elk had gathered in the twilight. 

Moms with their baby calves - a couple dozen of them. I grabbed my camera, which struggled to capture 
the remarkable image in the faded light. 
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2017-06-11 – An Extraordinary Sight 
Page 2 of 4 

They grazed on the grass, and socialized. The little ones, still with their new born "fawn spots", 
gamboled and sprinted - their happy activity only a blur to the camera. 

It was a peaceful, content group. 
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2017-06-11 – An Extraordinary Sight 
Page 3 of 4 

Fully aware of my presence (and respectful Lulu's, as well), they accepted us as their benevolent hosts. 

These elusive, shy creatures were comfortable here. 
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2017-06-11 – An Extraordinary Sight 
Page 4 of 4 

Such scenes are beatific - and unforgettable. Moments to be held in the heart. 
MM 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 1 of 12 

"What nature delivers to us is never stale. Because what nature creates has eternity in it."  
 Isaac Bashevis Singer 
Back to the mountain. We had the horse camp all to ourselves on a warm and welcoming early summer 
day. 

 
The trail ahead was green and quiet. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 2 of 12 

Except for the song of birds and the low trickle of water along the way. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 3 of 12 

Tunnels of shade bid us to slow and appreciate all that was growing around us. 

 
A lucky shot from the saddle. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 4 of 12 

Iris blooming everywhere - flowering with brief but beautiful lives. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 5 of 12 

 
Spanky ponders the options. 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 43 of 640



2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 6 of 12 

While fresh oak leaves see the world for the first time. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 7 of 12 

Little Lulu struggles through the deep grass . . . 

 
. . . and Spanky does his mowing. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 8 of 12 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 9 of 12 

They don't show in the photos, but every meadow is filled with irises. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 10 of 12 

 
 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 48 of 640



2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 11 of 12 

Lulu leads us home. 
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2017-06-13 – Verdant Mountain 
Page 12 of 12 

"Nature is never stale." 

 
MM 
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2017-06-14 – River Stroll 
Page 1 of 4 

Lulu had a stroll along a secluded portion of the Ruidoso River. 
After rolling off the mountain, the river slows down along the flatlands of the Ruidoso Valley. 
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2017-06-14 – River Stroll 
Page 2 of 4 

 
This water eventually flows into the Pecos River, and on into Texas. 
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2017-06-14 – River Stroll 
Page 3 of 4 
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2017-06-14 – River Stroll 
Page 4 of 4 

Lulu reluctantly leaves this peaceful place. 

 
MM 
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2017-06-15 – Ride Out of Africa 
Page 1 of 6 

June is our warmest month. Usually dry, it is a time when the rolling cattle country of 
Ranchman's Camp suddenly resembles Kenya, and a ride there becomes a peaceful 
safari. 
Very late in the day, as the heat dissipates, the shadows create a sense of the Serengeti. Are those 
cattle in the distance, or wildebeests? 

 
The name "Serengeti" is an approximation of the word used by the Massai - siringet - which means "the 
place where the land runs on forever". (The Massai have a unique view of life; they do not imagine a 
future - they only believe in the now.) 
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2017-06-15 – Ride Out of Africa 
Page 2 of 6 

In the distance, Kilimanjaro? It is so warm and still as the sun sets . . . 

 
. . . the only sound is that of nesting birds squawking their evening gossip. 
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2017-06-15 – Ride Out of Africa 
Page 3 of 6 

Soft trails through the savannah. 

Lulu becomes a golden jackal. 
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2017-06-15 – Ride Out of Africa 
Page 4 of 6 

A watering hole. If we wait, will the giraffes come? 

 
Another one reflects an African sky . . . 
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2017-06-15 – Ride Out of Africa 
Page 5 of 6 

. . . suddenly ablaze overhead. 
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2017-06-15 – Ride Out of Africa 
Page 6 of 6 

In the receding twilight, Spanky leads us home. 

 
Jambo! 
MM 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 1 of 10 

Only a few minutes from "Africa" at Ranchman's Camp is the alpine coolness of the 
mountain. 
Once again, the horse campground at the trail head is empty. 

This time we choose a different route. 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 2 of 10 

 
These big trees lend a certain mystery to the trail. 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 3 of 10 

Lulu gives an adorable look along the way. 

 
While Spanky keeps a lazy pace behind us. 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 4 of 10 

From a high vantage point, Thunder spots a cool pool of clear water. 

 
More along the way. 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 5 of 10 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 6 of 10 

Taking his time, Spanky wades through the deep grass. 

 
Lots of wild roses blooming now. 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 7 of 10 

Climbing higher. 

 
Galloping through a ferny dell. 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 8 of 10 

Spanky right behind. 

 
He passes us! 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 9 of 10 

A careful crossing. 
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2017-06-16 – Mountain Greenery 
Page 10 of 10 

 
MM 
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2017-09-19 – Our Girl’s Home 
Page 1 of 6 

This weekend, Belle came home from the vet clinic! 
Loaded into the trailer and eager to go home. 

 
On the ranch driveway looking for her pals. 
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2017-09-19 – Our Girl’s Home 
Page 2 of 6 

They spot us and race to the barn. 

 
A welcome home sign from good neighbors and friends Helen and Mike. 
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2017-09-19 – Our Girl’s Home 
Page 3 of 6 

Here comes Spanky to greet her. 
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2017-09-19 – Our Girl’s Home 
Page 4 of 6 

Thunder got there first - "WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN!" "Oh, boy, it's good to be home . . . " 

 
"Are you okay, honey?" 
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2017-09-19 – Our Girl’s Home 
Page 5 of 6 
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2017-09-19 – Our Girl’s Home 
Page 6 of 6 

They have been inseparable. 

 
Her healing still has a way to go, . . . but she is home with her family! 
MM 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 1 of 12 

With Spanky keeping Belle company at home. Thunder and I (and Lulu, too) headed 
to Grindstone Lake for a swim and ride. Of all the horses, Thunder enjoys swimming 
the most (Spanky likes to splash everyone around him, and Belle tends to worry about 
her hair). 
As we arrived, monsoon-type clouds began to form over the mountain. 

 
Ready to go! 

 

Volume XIII - Page 77 of 640



2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 2 of 12 

Thunder really loves the water (early in our relationship, we used swimming together to overcome some 
very serious trust issues from his former mistreatment - it made all the difference). 

 
He's a natural at it. 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 3 of 12 

 
Just treading water together. I think Thunder likes the buoyancy. It seems to relax him. 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 79 of 640



2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 4 of 12 

Smiling horse. 

 
. . . and handsome, too - a wing-less Pegasus. 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 5 of 12 

Everyone was happy! 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 6 of 12 

This is the young man who wandered over to say hello, and offered to take the photos of Thunder and I 
together. Nice kid. 

 
. . . and a good photographer with my little camera! 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 7 of 12 

Getting more used to it, we swam out toward the middle of the lake. 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 8 of 12 

An "awww" moment. 

 
Lulu is more of a "wader". 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 9 of 12 

Enjoying a grassy snack while we all dry off. 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 10 of 12 

. . . . and a bit of a snooze in the warm sunshine - "zzzzzzz". 

Then we hit the trail in the cool of the afternoon . . . 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 11 of 12 

. . . keeping an eye on those clouds brooding overhead. 

A fast gallop uphill . . . 
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2017-06-21 – Male Bonding 
Page 12 of 12 

. . . little Lulu keeps up. 

. . . and back to the lake. 

Of course, we missed Belle and Spanky (Thunder would occasionally look around for 
them) . . . but it was good to have this time together.    MM 
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2017-06-22 - Young’ins Gathering 
Page 1 of 6 

Like all young'ins, the new generation of deer enjoy hanging out together on warm 
summer evenings. 

Not sure where all the parents are, but the "kids" are very well behaved.  This sweet little girl loves her 
apples. 
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2017-06-22 - Young’ins Gathering 
Page 2 of 6 

A young buck is developing his first set of real antlers. 

This one, also.  Fascinating to see them develop -- among nature's most mysterious creations. 
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2017-06-22 - Young’ins Gathering 
Page 3 of 6 

They wander everywhere. 

Then, "in the cool, cool, cool of the evening" they settle into a mule deer slumber party on the lawn. 
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2017-06-22 - Young’ins Gathering 
Page 4 of 6 
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2017-06-22 - Young’ins Gathering 
Page 5 of 6 

A stealthy (bronze) predator doesn't seem to worry them. 

Comfort zone. 
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2017-06-22 - Young’ins Gathering 
Page 6 of 6 

MM 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 1 of 8 

Thunder told Spanky about his swim . . . and today Spanks mentioned that it sounded 
like fun . . . hint, hint, hint. 
So off we went. 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 2 of 8 

Of course, he likes to splash. Stand back! 

 
. . . but in a moment he took the plunge on his own. 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 3 of 8 

 
This time, visitors from Albuquerque came over to watch . . . and took these photos of us. 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 4 of 8 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 5 of 8 

More smiles (Spanky is an excellent swimmer). 

 
Lulu, too! 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 6 of 8 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 7 of 8 

An after-swim snack in the tall grass. 
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2017-06-23 – Spanky’s Turn 
Page 8 of 8 

"I can eat without worrying about getting cramps, now that I am out of the water!" 

 
MM 
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2017-06-24 – Missed Shot 
Page 1 of 5 

I was using a sledge hammer to knock out a concrete threshold in the old bull barn, to 
make it easier for Belle to come and go as she continues to convalesce (we call that 
barn the "clubhouse", because the horses like to congregate there).  I was making lots 
of noise, so it was surprising to see a group of elk not far away, apparently having a 
friendly chat with Spanky.  They were gathered in the pasture below me.  It was cool 
to see them all together like that. Unfortunately, my camera was in the house (I know 
it sometimes seems like it is always with me, but not true!), and by the time I got to it 
and returned, the "conference" was over.  Another missed shot (I miss a LOT of shots!) 
Spanky seems a little disappointed that his friends have moved on. 
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2017-06-24 – Missed Shot 
Page 2 of 5 

"Oh, well, I might as well have something to eat, too." 
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2017-06-24 – Missed Shot 
Page 3 of 5 

They don't pay much attention to me. 
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2017-06-24 – Missed Shot 
Page 4 of 5 

One stayed behind for a cool drink from the stock tank. 
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2017-06-24 – Missed Shot 
Page 5 of 5 

MM 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 1 of 14 

Although we sure do miss the companionship (and the joy of seeing horses running 
free in nature), riding solo does have some advantages - I hadn't realized how much 
attention I pay to them always. Riding with just one is simpler! And Thunder seems to 
enjoy his exclusive status (still, we are very eager for Belle to recover and join us). 
We have had a ton of rain lately, which is most welcome. We chose a dry afternoon to explore the high 
country, wading through still-flooded roads. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 2 of 14 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 3 of 14 

Great to see this. 

 
We kept an eye on distance clouds . . . although it was raining back at the ranch (only a few miles 
away), we had clear sailing. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 4 of 14 

Thunder stops to smell the flowers (well, actually to eat one) as we take off. He accepts his burden (me) 
with good grace. 

 
The trails are vibrant with ferns now. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 5 of 14 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 6 of 14 

 
The old Silver Spoon Mine. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 7 of 14 

This trail is nearly overgrown in places. 

 
Soon, a profusion of daisies will appear. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 8 of 14 

We keep watching the sky. 

 
I wish my camera had "smell-o-photo". The damp mountain has a fragrance all its own. Not the 
overripe-fruit musk of the tropics; the humid-magnolia perfume of the deep south; or the salty-acrid odor 
of dying kelp on the beach. Here there is the mingling of evergreen, cedar and grasses - a fresh, alive 
scent. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 9 of 14 

Oddly, the wildflowers have virtually no fragrance at all - better for avoiding foraging herbivores. 

 
Nature's "golf course" on a distant slope. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 10 of 14 

. . . but I reckon I got to light out for the territory ahead." Tom Sawyer/Mark Twain 

 
Alpine splendor on a summer day. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 11 of 14 

Thunder takes in the desert basin below (we're a pleasant 72 degrees; it's a different story down there). 

While Lulu sneaks into the lead. 

Volume XIII - Page 119 of 640



2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 12 of 14 

Drink stop at a little spring. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 13 of 14 

. . . and a cool rest in the clover. 

Headed home. 
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2017-06-27 – Beauty and a Mystery 
Page 14 of 14 

 
This is where we first spotted the loose horse with a saddle but no rider. 
(To be continued). 
MM 
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2017-06-27 – Lost & Found 
Page 1 of 6 

We were coming down the last part of the trail, when suddenly Thunder and Lulu 
stopped in their tracks - something moved through the forest in front of us. A deer? 
Elk? Bear? I squinted into the shadows. A horse! Oh-oh. 
A horse wearing a saddle. No rider - oh, no. It seemed skittish. What to do. Yelled "Hello, are you 
alright" at the top of my lungs. No reply. No cell phone service here - can't call 911 to see if a downed 
rider has been reported in the area. No way of knowing which way to look. Can't leave the horse here. 
Better try to get the horse back to the trail head. Maybe someone there would know something. Wait - 
there was no one at the campground when we left a few hours ago. Well - what else you gonna do? 
Right. 
Fortunately, the horse was dragging a lead rope. After some very calm negotiating, I was able to grab it 
and bring him along (didn't even think to take photos of that). Back at the campground - empty - no one 
around. No horse trailer other than our own. It's getting dark. Tied the horse to a nearby tree. 
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2017-06-27 – Lost & Found 
Page 2 of 6 

He bears an uncanny resemblance to our Belle. Never mind that. What to do next? Get to a place 
where you can use the phone, dummy. Okay. But can't leave the horse here. Of course not. What if he 
won't load into the trailer? Cross that bridge when you come to it. If you put Thunder in first, he may 
follow. Good thinking. But take the saddle off now. Okay. We did a little dance as I gained enough trust 
to remove the saddle and blanket. Wonder what happened to the bridle. Lots of debris under the saddle 
- this horse has been bushwhacking for a while. Some swelling to one knee, but other than that, okay 
(lots of food and water up here). 
Well, we got his front end into the trailer. But he didn't want to commit. Be patient. Sure enough, one 
more step and he was in. Close the doors QUICK! 
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2017-06-27 – Lost & Found 
Page 3 of 6 

Wearing Belle's fly mask, he really looked like her.  

 
Even Thunder seemed to do a double take. "Who 'dat?" 
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2017-06-27 – Lost & Found 
Page 4 of 6 

The nearest phone service is a couple of miles up the road - better get going. 
A few minutes later, a pick-up truck with a man and a woman inside came our direction. Might as well 
take a chance. I flagged them down. "Hey, do you know anything about a lost horse?", I yelled. "Yeah, 
we're looking for one", came their reply, "Have you seen one?" Ahem . . . "I happen to have one in my 
trailer". "Oh, is that him wearing the fly mask?" "You tell me - what does your lost horse look like?" 
Timing is everything. 
It was soon apparent that this was the horse. Their son-in-law had been on a group ride two days ago 
when he was thrown and the horse took off up the mountain from the desert to the west. This horse had 
wandered all the way to the top, across the crest, and down to us. He covered a lot of rough ground. 
Here is a view down to where he started his trek (and coming up here was only half of his journey). 
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2017-06-27 – Lost & Found 
Page 5 of 6 

The couple, who live in Ruidoso and just took a chance that the horse might have come this way, 
followed me to a place where they could call their son-in-law (who lives about 90 minutes away, in La 
Luz) to come get the horse. I had no reason to doubt their story, but just in case, I asked to see some ID 
and wrote down the information. So, what to do with the horse in the meantime (Belle and Spanky were 
at home, waiting for their supper). Our friend Tyler lives close by. I figured he wouldn't mind holding the 
horse until the owner showed up. He agreed to the plan, and "Vegas" was unloaded into a paddock. 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 127 of 640



2017-06-27 – Lost & Found 
Page 6 of 6 

He whinnies good-bye to his new friend, Thunder. 

 
So, there you have it. We found a horse we didn't know was lost. The rider had only bruised his pride, 
and the horse got safely home . . . and Thunder had a cool story to tell when he got back to his family. 
Happy ending. 
Speaking of which, Belle has been enjoying some special time, grazing on the lawn . . . and I was wrong 
- she is prettier than Vegas! 

 
MM 
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2017-06-28 – Another Swim For Spanky 
Page 1 of 8 

After the chores were done (and everything hauled back from the feed store was put 
away in the barn), Spanky hinted that it would be a great time for a swim. 
He was right. The warm afternoon had a sort of summer glow. 

 
There was an embracing softness to it. 
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2017-06-28 – Another Swim For Spanky 
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Reflecting a cloudless sky, the lake had a jade green cast. 

 
Spanky knows the rule about not eating 30 minutes before swimming . . . but couldn't resist a little 
nibble. 
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2017-06-28 – Another Swim For Spanky 
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Off he goes! He sure loves to stretch out and take a real swim. 

 
Without prodding, he swam big circles around me, out where the water is deep. 
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He seems pretty pleased with himself - "Did'ja see my backstroke?  Naw, just kidding!" 
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2017-06-28 – Another Swim For Spanky 
Page 5 of 8 

Then, something in the water caught his attention. "Hmmm . . . what is that?" 

 
He watches as a canoe paddles by. 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 133 of 640



2017-06-28 – Another Swim For Spanky 
Page 6 of 8 

Then he is happy to do a little snacking in the forest. 
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A summer wildflower. 
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2017-06-28 – Another Swim For Spanky 
Page 8 of 8 

When we got home, there was a visitor snoozing on the lawn. 

 
MM 
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2017-06-30 – Lake Daze 
Page 1 of 10 

This is a special time of year at mountain lakes. When a light breeze brings ripples to 
the warm water's surface - which the sun makes into diamonds. And the only sounds 
are of the lazy waves stretching and yawning onto the sand - and the soft sigh of pine-
scented air as it floats heavily through the boughs. We take none of it for granted. 
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Quiet trails, perfumed with sun-warmed greenery. 
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2017-06-30 – Lake Daze 
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"Cote d'Azure" 
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2017-06-30 – Lake Daze 
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2017-06-30 – Lake Daze 
Page 7 of 10 
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Volume XIII - Page 144 of 640



2017-06-30 – Lake Daze 
Page 9 of 10 

Mom and her eight ducklings . . . 

. . . number eight. 
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2017-06-30 – Lake Daze 
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Kinda makes us forget about winter . . . 
MM 
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2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
Page 1 of 10 

We hadn't figured to go to the lake today. Shows that sometimes the best things are 
unplanned. 
Belle is enjoying her time on the lawn. 

Meanwhile, Spanky, Lulu and I took off for the lake. 
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Perfect day for it.  
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2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
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Spanky strikes a noble pose. 

 
Always alert, he spots every duck in the water. 
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2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
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He hung out with us - no wandering off.   

 
The lead rope is just to appear responsible; he doesn't need it. 
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2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
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He was happy to graze quietly between swims. 

 
Then he would mosey back to the water. 
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2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
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The cloudiness is from our stirring up some mud as we swam; otherwise, the water is crystal clear. 

 
Horses aren't really designed for swimming (hooves are not very efficient in the water). 
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. . . .but Spanky does just fine. He outdistances me every time. 
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2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
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I sometimes cheat and catch a lift. Devoted Lulu keeps an eye on us. 

 
Here he is on his own. 
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2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
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Of course, he always knows where the treats are. "Hey! Isn't it time for an after-swim snack?" 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 155 of 640



2017-07-03 – A Special Swim 
Page 10 of 10 

Lulu's a happy girl. 

 
We take none of this for granted, and are grateful to share something so special with 
you.        MM 
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2017-07-03 – Dark Skies Descending 
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It was a beautiful, warm Fourth of July weekend day - classic "hurry up and eat your 
ice cream before it melts" weather. We decided to wait until dusk, and take a sunset 
ride to Nogal Peak. 
By the time we got to the top of Nogal Canyon, a dark sky was descending. We could see rain coming 
down in the distance. 

 
. . . but the trail beckoned . . . 
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Thunder spotted a herd of elk - with lots of babies - in the trees. 
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2017-07-03 – Dark Skies Descending 
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I only got this one photo before they all high-tailed it up the mountain. 

 
"Wow!  Look at 'em go!" 
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2017-07-03 – Dark Skies Descending 
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Some colorful flowers brightened the gloom. 

 
These made for a magical stretch of riding. 
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Even Thunder noticed. “They smell nice." 

 
Loads of tall ferns, too. 
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2017-07-03 – Dark Skies Descending 
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Elk weren't our only company. This bald-faced Angus was part of a little group. 

 
They decided to tag along for a while.  Lulu wasn't sure this was a good idea . . . 
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2017-07-03 – Dark Skies Descending 
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The weather's edge glowers behind us. 

 
Starting to rain on the peak. 
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2017-07-03 – Dark Skies Descending 
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Stormy skies ahead. 

 
A dramatic view from the top. 
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Thunder knows rain is coming, and gets anxious to head back. 
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2017-07-03 – Dark Skies Descending 
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Thunder was right - it began to rain on us. We pick up our pace. 

 
On the way, the cows greeted us again. But this time the little ones came bouncing through those tall 
ferns like strange creatures - in ghost masks. Thunder wasn't sure he like that. I missed a good shot of 
them because I was busy hanging on! 

 
MM 
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2017-07-04 – Happy Fourth! 
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The annual Capitan Fourth of July Parade is really a rolling car show. So, we waxed 
up the old Buick, and joined the fun. 
Some of these vehicles have been in the same local families for generations. 

. . . and some are working tractors on local ranches. This is a 1947 road grader, still in use. 
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2017-07-04 – Happy Fourth! 
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It was a bright, cloudless and windless morning. Perfect for a parade. 

 
As we set out, I put a cap on Lulu; then added some sunglasses. 
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She happily wore them for the entire route. 

 
. . . and even for our post-parade drive home. 
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Happy Fourth! 
MM 
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2017-07-05 – Summertime . . . 
Page 1 of 2 

. . . and the living is easy (if you are Wilcox). 

"Yawn." 
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2017-07-05 – Summertime . . . 
Page 2 of 2 

"What time is lunch?" 

 
MM 
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2017-07-09 – Cool Evening Ride 
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We worked around the ranch all day under bright sunny skies. 
Even thoroughly cleaned out one of the stock tanks. I hope the deer appreciate the effort! 

 
As the sun went down, it became a perfect time for a cool evening ride on the mountain. Thunder, Lulu 
and I took off. 
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Lots of flowers all along the way. 
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Monsoon clouds deepened the dusk light. We had some sprinkles, but no heavy rain. 
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Thunder spots elk, deep in the forest ahead. 
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Last of the sun's rays slanting through the forest. 
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Galloping full bore under the oaks. 
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We emerge onto a broad, green meadow. 

 
On a high plateau; rain falls on the valley below. 
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A quiet forest at the end of the day. 

 
MM 
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2017-07-14 – Monsoon Skies 
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Summer Monsoon rains are a blessing in our dry country. 
Before the storm (a cloud peaking over the hill). 
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Here it comes. 

 
A lone deer braves the deluge. 
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All over. 

By the house, the elk come to check things out. 
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Then the deer arrive for their usual happy hour party. 

 
Lots of gossip to catch up on. "Oh, look.  Here comes Shirley . . ." 
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New antlers are growing every day. 
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Peaceful monsoon sunset. 

 
MM 
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2017-07-16 - A Summer’s Day 
Page 1 of 6 

"That beautiful season the Summer! 
Filled was the air with a dreamy and magical light; 
and the landscape lay as if new created 
in all the freshness of childhood." 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

Moments from a mountain ride on a long summer's day. 
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Summer on the mountain. 
MM 
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2017-07-20 - Thunder Always Knows 
Page 1 of 8 

The monsoon season can be tricky. 
Sunny one minute . . . 

Cloudy the next . . . 
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2017-07-20 - Thunder Always Knows 
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Cloudy skies don't always mean rain. And it is odd that we have so little humidity with the monsoon 
weather - it can make it difficult to gauge when rain is really coming. But Thunder always knows! If you 
look closely, you will see the horses leisurely grazing in the east pasture (white Thunder stands out, 
even at a distance), as clouds gather overhead. 

 
Hmmm . . . 
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Thunder says something to the others, and heads to the barn. 

 
Clouds quickly build. 
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He speeds up. 

 
Belle and Spanky lag behind (sharp eyes will spot a couple of deer just to the left of them). 

 
  

Volume XIII - Page 200 of 640



2017-07-20 - Thunder Always Knows 
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"You'll be sorry!" 

Now Belle and Spanky race to join him in the barn. 

Volume XIII - Page 201 of 640



2017-07-20 - Thunder Always Knows 
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Moments later. Here it comes! 
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2017-07-20 - Thunder Always Knows 
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"Le deluge!" 

 
"Yup. Thunder always knows!", says Spanky, comfortably under cover. 
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2017-07-20 - Thunder Always Knows 
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MM 
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2017-07-23 - Rain Watch 
Page 1 of 9 

Monsoon rains come and go (we got clobbered with three inches of rain in a couple of 
hours two days ago). The horses only run for the barn when they know heavy rain is 
headed their way. 
Mostly, they just graze under billowy clouds. 

 
 

 

Volume XIII - Page 205 of 640



2017-07-23 - Rain Watch 
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Thunder was itch'in for a ride. We scanned the sky. Nope - not that way. Monsoon clouds hang over the 
mountains to the west. 
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Page 3 of 9 

We headed east, toward the Capitan Mountains. 

 
On the way, we stopped so he could play in the rodeo arena. 
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He sure had fun! 

 
(My camera began acting oddly - and that dark area appeared in the left corner). 
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The hills have really greened up. 

. . . and the streams are running through tall grass now. 
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Some curious elk check us out. 

 
Happy Lulu. 
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Oh-oh. Thunder spots rain coming our way. 
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2017-07-23 - Rain Watch 
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We head home before it hits. 

 
MM 
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