EXCLUSIVE: ROBERT VAVRA’S HORSES OF A LIFETIME
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CASE RWEPORT

Mommy dearest

When a picture-perfect new mother suddenly begins
menacing her own foal, her owners must make

a difficult decision.

By Emily Esterson

rom the window above
Four kitchen sink, I have

a direct view of the
deluxe suite in our barn—an
18-foot by 12-foot stall with an
adjacent shed and pen. For
four years our Hanoverian
mare, Wrebecca, occupied
that space, so I am accus-
tomed to seeing her first
thing in the morning as I fill
the coffeepot.

As I looked out my window
on the morning of March 24,
2004, however, I felt some-
thing was different even be-
fore I actually saw what it
was: Wrebecca had a little
chestnut filly by her side.

Born about 10 days before
her due date, BelCanta en-
tered the world about as

could be passed on genetically.
The veterinarian at Colorado
State University had told Wre-
becca’s original owners that
her complications and limb de-
formities had been an accident
of birth and weren't likely to be
hereditary, but there were no
guarantees. We took a deep
breath, chose a Hanoverian
stallion and proceeded.

Model mother

Wrebecca was a model
broodmare and actually looked
healthier and sounder when
carrying her foal than she had
in the previous fouryears. Her
personality mellowed and her
coat turned as shiny as a new
copper penny. Never an easy

strong and perfect as a foal can be. We
were particularly relieved because Wre-
becca’s own birth had been plagued by
complications that led to a several-
week stay at a major university veteri-
nary clinic. She also had contracted’
tendons that required months in
pressure wraps and left her with a
clubfoot’, scarred legs and deep-seated
animosity toward veterinarians.
Wrebecca had been owned by
friends of ours but was given to us
when she was 8 months old. I knew I
might not ever be able to ride her, and
sure enough, she'd never been particu-
larly sound, but I needed a companion
for the solitary gelding on my farm.
Four uneventful years passed,

24 FQUUS 324

BEFORE THE STORM: For the first two
days after her birth, BelCanta seemed to
enjoy a normal relationship with her dam.
and just as I began to ride Wrebecca,
she tore a deep’ flexor tendon playing
in the pasture. My veterinarian and
I hoped a year in a small pen would
heal her enough so I could at least
take her for quiet rides through my
Albuquerque neighborhood.

About midway through Wrebecca's
convalescence, my veterinarian and [
discussed breeding her. Beyond the
issues of whether or not she'd be fit
enough for pregnancy after a year of
confinement, we had to consider the
possibility that her early troubles

keeper and always a bit high-
strung, she put on weight and her eyes
softened as her belly grew. I even con-
sidered riding her again.

The night before she foaled, I had
checked Wrebecca and found no partic-
ular signs of impending birth, so I went
to bed. She had apparently foaled in
the dirt pen—at least that’s where I
found the afterbirth'—with her two
gelding herdmates standing nearby.

Everything appeared normal, and it
seemed as if the filly had been born
sometime in the past four hours. She
seemed quite strong and agile already,
and within minutes of discovering her,
I witnessed her pass the meconium?’,
suckle hungrily and even take a few
awkward trotting steps. I did the usual
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