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“Men used to carry curry combs in their back pockets. They used to groom us because they 

cared.” 

Melisa looked at her grandmother and smiled. “That was a long time ago Gram.” 

“Not that long. My mother was a full blooded Horse. She had four legs, and no arms. The men 

used to come into the barn back then; not the laboratory. I remember this, and would that you 

remember it too. It’s important. Things were very different in my mother’s day.” 

The filly glanced up from what she was doing and looked around their surroundings which were 

stark and inhospitable. It was, indeed, a laboratory. They had a couch, a small kitchenette, and 



little else. The small television set they were given for entertainment lacked much choice, 

showing mostly nature films, children’s learning shows, and family rated movies. 

“Do you remember how it was you came to be, Gram?” 

The older Horse went to the small refrigerator and rummaged through it, finally coming out with 

a large apple. Looking at it, she said, “They do keep us stocked with good things to eat.” 

“And yes,” Melisa added, “They have taught us things such as using a bathroom and how to take 

care of ourselves properly. We don’t need men with combs now, because we can brush 

ourselves.” 

The old mare’s tail flickered back and forth. “We would do that naturally… it’s in our DNA.” 

She smiled at her granddaughter.  

“They taught us the concept of DNA, didn’t they?” the youngster asked. 

“Which leads me to question why we are here.”  

Her granddaughter just looked at the old Horse for a moment, and then replied, “We are here 

because we are here. There is nothing else to it. Does the fly ask itself what brought it into 

existence?” 

“Horse poop brought it,” her grandmother teased, and then smiled to show it was a tease. “I have 

no idea what a fly might think or not think. In fact, I have not seen a fly in many a year. This 

place where they keep us seems to be void of such unpleasant things.” 

“It also has a good store of pleasant things,” Melisa chided, “Such as apples and oats.” 

“And men in white coats,” her grandmother rhymed. “Have you ever wondered why they wear 

white coats?” 

“Randy says it’s for the cleanliness of the process.” 

“What process?” 

“I’m not really sure, but I know it has something to do with us. He’s coming for a visit today and 

I expect you will remain civil. You will not bite him.” 

“He gave you stockings to wear, didn’t he?” 

“Yes... he said it was for...” 

“The cleanliness of the process,” they said together.  

“They came and took your mother away when you were being birthed, and I remained civil,” the 

mare told her, switching to Horse speak. “Let us use our own language since they do not 



understand it still. I am tired of being civil. A Horse is meant to run. We need open spaces where 

we can see blue skies full of white fluffy clouds... like on those shows we watch. A place where 

we pick our own mates and our bodies do as nature tells them to do.” 

“Who was my father?” Melisa asked.  

“I don’t know, but I’m guessing it was one of the white coats... or someone like them.” 

The filly, seemingly sparked by this question, asked further, “What’s your name Gram? I mean... 

I’ve ever only known you as Gram.” 

This caught the old Horse by surprise. She hesitated as if having to dig deep into her memory. “I 

remember someone calling me Maribelle. I believe it was the woman, and not a man, though she 

too wore a white coat. Our kind develops quickly and we have good memories; though they 

sometimes resemble dreams. That’s something they have not understood about us... our 

memories. I also recall being in a common stall with lots of hay. This makes me think my life did 

not begin as some sort of experiment. I can still remember the smell of my mother. I was very 

small and the woman came and knelt by my side. She stroked my forehead and I think... I think 

because I did not know the human language at birth, I think she told me it would be alright.” 

“What a funny thing to say,” Melisa told her honestly. 

“In a way, not really.” 

It was now the filly’s turn to look puzzled. “Why?” 

“This woman came to visit often. We became friends and she taught me their language. As soon 

as I was able, I was separated from my mother, though she was held for study. I do not know 

what finally became of her. The woman told me I was considered an abomination in the eyes of 

the world. I was a cross between them and we Horses. Because of this I was to remain a secret to 

the world, otherwise I would be put to death by zealots.” 

“What’s a zealot?” 

“I don’t know, but they certainly must be mean creatures with lots of sharp teeth.” 

“I don’t believe what she said. That’s crazy talk... Horses are an abomination, they are 

perfection.” 

The grandmother chuckled. “As we were, we were perfection.” She thought about this and then 

told her granddaughter, “As we were, we were simply Horses to be used by man as they wished. 

Perhaps Horse Mother has something in mind that the world is yet unaware of.” She held up her 

right hand and wiggled her fingers in demonstration. “It’s just the thought of an old Horse, young 

one. Perhaps she feels it is time for a change.” She smiled. “Go and put on your stockings now. 

This Randy you spoke of will surely be by soon.” 



***** 

When the man came, Melisa was ready. The procedure she complied with was in the privacy of 

her bedroom. It took but a moment and there was little discomfort. After he was done, she 

noticed he was pale looking and sniffling a good deal.  

“Are you not well?” she asked in his language. 

“I’ll be fine,” he assured her. “There’s some sort of virus going around. I’m sorry for my 

tardiness, but half of the staff is out sick.” 

“Where did my mother go?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.  

Perhaps it was due to the man’s illness that he answered her honestly. “She was sent to Europe. 

They had a similar incident happen there except the colt was male. You are his daughter. The 

child you shall bear is from another of their males. Once we knew for sure your mother would 

‘take’, we sent her to him as soon as she was well enough to travel. They, in turn, sent us one of 

their males. You will be meeting him tomorrow.” 

“What about my grandmother?” 

“She is ‘patient zero’ for lack of a better term. She was the first ‘amalgam’ and will ever remain 

with us, though she too will be introduced to a stallion tomorrow. That one is from China.” 

The man wavered slightly after having said this, bent double as if to vomit, and then fell to the 

floor where he no longer moved. 

Feeling sudden panic, Melisa called to her grandmother. The old mare, upon entering the room 

and understanding the situation, moved to the man and removed the keys attached to his belt. 

“We will thank Mother Horse for this later,” she said softly to her granddaughter, “But for now 

we need to leave this place while the opportunity presents itself.” 

“He said there were other Horses here... male horses.” 

Maribelle looked at Melisa and smiled a very interested smile. “I am ever surprised at the 

mysterious ways of Mother Horse. She is wise, and her wisdom is pure. Let us go and find 

them.”  

 


