
 

The Little Miracle Diaries 
 

A few hours old 

 

Remi & the filly exhausted by morning 

 

Ebony having a much needed rest 

 

Remi helping with physio 

 

Remi demonstrating the sling 

 

Too weak to lift her body or head 

 

 

 

Monday 5th November started like any other during the breeding season. Our 13 
year old broodmare Clayton Ebony was showing signs of foaling early so she had 
been locked in the foaling paddock behind the house overnight and she was ready 
to be let out after breakfast. Like many station mares, they wait until they are 
certain of not being watched and find the farthest and most private corner of the 
paddock to have their foal. I knew this was likelihood, and even though she was 
three weeks early we’d had foals four weeks either side of their due date without 
trouble in the past and Ebony had foaled without issue several times before so I 
was quite certain this would be no different.  

However, upon returning home from the afternoon school pickup I noticed Ebony 
had taken herself down the back of the paddock. In anticipation of the possibility 
of finding a foal I loaded the two kids and four dogs into Rusty (the old farm 
cruiser) to take our afternoon trip down the back to check the horses. In the 
distance I could see Ebony and to my complete astonishment I saw two bumps in 
the grass. It was obvious she’d just given birth, but neither bump appeared to be 
moving and a sickening dread rose within the pit of my stomach. As we 
approached it became immediately obvious the closest foal had passed, a filly, and 
although as developed as the other, she had not made any attempt to move or 
break the bag so I assumed she had become oxygen deprived and died during 
delivery.  By this stage the second foal was attempting to sit up, another beautiful 
filly with identical markings. I yelled to Zeplin (Zep my 6yo son) to bring my 
phone and called my neighbour as Tony (my husband) was in hospital with his 
terminally ill best friend and I knew I couldn’t get them back to the stable 
without help. I put a lead on Ebony, however being a station mare with only 
basic handling I knew she would not leave the birthing site without protest and 
only if everything came with us. I picked up the live filly and put her in the front 
seat with my boys, then collected the deceased filly and the afterbirth and placed 
them on Rusty’s tailgate. 

Then I got back into the driver’s seat, put the filly on my lap with her head out 
the window so Ebony could see/smell her, then attempted to lead her back to the 
stable whilst driving. This worked reasonably well until we came to a narrow 
gateway, at which point Ebony pulled away frantically and raced back to the 
birthing site. Thankfully it was around the time my neighbour arrived. Once 
we’d re-caught Ebony my neighbour was able to drive Rusty while I carried the 
filly and led Ebony up to the stable. The challenge at this stage was not to carry 
the filly as I’d estimate she was only around 20kg, but it was to keep the filly 
between me and Ebony as she was now not surprisingly furious with me for 
stealing her foals and was attempting to bite and strike me. 

Once we arrived at the stable, thankfully Ebony became calm. I called to Zep to 
get me a cup and syringe so that I could start milking Ebony and feed the foal, 
while I waited I started calling the list of vets on speed dial to see who could get 
here the quickest.  Zep raced back in lighting speed and then upon request raced 
off again to retrieve a warmed cardigan for the filly as she had very little body 
weight to keep her warm.  Thankfully, experience has taught me that even the 
most cantankerous mares seem to be very reluctant to kick when a foal is at foot 
and as there was no time for niceties, therefore I got straight into milking Ebony 
and syringing the colostrum into the foals mouth who was unable to stand and 
had very little suck reflex.   

 



A gentle nuzzle from mum 

 

Feedtime before school  

 

1st short unassisted stagger on day 3  

 

Bowls working at last on day 4  

 

Getting some fresh air on day 4 

 

Lubricant… a milking aid 

 

Learning to sit up 

 

 

Zep returned quickly with the cardigan and I asked him where Remi was (my 
4yo son), he replied very matter of fact “he’s sitting with the other foal to make 
sure the dogs don’t eat it” (later we clarified that the dogs were sniffing the 
afterbirth…) at this point I was completely conflicted with the emotions of “shock 
horror” combined with “amazed practicality”, either way I was so proud of the 
way my boys handled themselves in this emergency situation and was prepared to 
invest in the ‘therapy sessions’ that may follow… little did I know caring for this 
surviving filly was the best therapy we could have asked for.  Soon after our local 
vet arrived, although more accustomed to cats and dogs, he was encouraging, 
gave the filly IV fluids and told me to keep feeding her 250ml (later increased to 
500ml) every two hours until she could stand and feed on her own. For an hour 
or so she had a weak suck reflex and burst of energy so I honestly thought she’d be 
walking within 24 hours.  

By morning, things were not so good, the filly was very weak, unable to lift her 
head and only occasionally having short bursts of energy to shrug her head and 
legs. My usual equine vet arrived to give me the sobering news that although she 
was only three weeks premature she was much less developed than she should be 
as everything in utero had been shared with her twin and therefore her lungs, 
bowls, legs, eyes and ears etc were not fully developed and the odds were against 
her.  However on the bright side, test results confirmed that the filly had received 
enough colostrum immediately after birth via syringe and didn’t need to receive 
additional plasma although a course of antibiotics and regular physio was in 
order.  My vet also told me to keep feeding her every two hours and I’d know 
within seven days if the filly was to survive or not.  For the first few days this 
was left primarily up to me, Tony took care of the midnight and 2am feeds 
however I didn’t want to prevent him from spending the last remaining days 
with his best friend of 38 years and my parents, my usual ‘back up team’, had 
only just arrived back from a seven week trip overseas and were jet lagged and 
exhausted (not that they’ll ever admit it). 

By day three, Ebony had started to distance herself from the filly and had come 
back into season (foal heat). As her milk had started to decline I was forced to 
supplement with formula. We then decided to paddock another broodmare beside 
the stable who instantly became very interested in the filly which sparked Ebony’s 
protective nature once again and gradually her milk came back as she then 
refused to leave the filly’s side.  

We had also made a sling to help the filly stand to try and simulate the normal 
feeding position which consisted of a hammock, hessian bag and pillows 
suspended from the stable roof; we also packed cushions around her on the stable 
floor to try and keep her slightly upright so that her lungs wouldn’t fill with 
fluid. After a few days I noticed the filly’s eyes had become cloudy. My usual vet 
was unable to attend immediately so a new vet arrived with the bedside manner 
of a pitchfork and stood with hands on hips at the stable door with a look on her 
face like “you’ve got to be kidding, this is a waste of my time!” she went on to tell 
me that unless I was willing to pay hundreds dollars per day having the filly 
hospitalised I was wasting my time and that her ulcerated eyes needed to be sewn 
shut, that she had brain damaged, was too underdeveloped  and would most 
likely die.   Thankfully a nursing friend had stopped by to see how she was doing 
and was a great support to me at this time as it was taking all I had not to fall 
in a heap and cry. I asked the vet to leave and told her that I’d seek a second 
opinion from my usual and trusted vet.   

Later that afternoon my usual vet arrived and told me pretty much the same 
thing, though in a much gentler manner which made me feel assured she had the 
filly’s best interests at heart and was not looking at her simply as a statistic. 
Grasping at straws, I explained that the filly’s lowered head posture may not 



Ebony on auto-fill 

 

Strengthening her neck and legs 

 

She’s up and walking on day 8 

 

1st run in the field on day 9 

 

1st solo-drink at sunset on day 9 

 

10 weeks on and Suki is muscly, strong 
and showing no signs of impairment 

 

indicate brain damage but rather a result of her partial blindness caused from 
her eye ulcers. In agreement, my vet simply sewed the filly’s lower lid open so that 
it wouldn’t invert again, gave me eye drops to administer every two hours and 
encouraged me to keep going, repeating her seven day prediction.   

By early evening, much needed help arrived in the form of WHSA Secretary 
Amanda Bolton and Studbook Keeper Noela Kilminster who were 
enthusiastically determined to make a social event out of having a sleep over and 
taking on the night shift to give me a break as I was becoming noticeably 
incoherent through lack of sleep… 

By morning I felt relatively human again however the filly had started head 
shaking, another symptom of the possible brain damage the vet had warned of. 
For better or worse it was simply that the end of the stitch in her left eyelid 
needed to be trimmed back as it had curled inwards and punctured her eyeball. 
Although I had finally had a decent sleep, the news from the vets, the additional 
complication on top of her initial diagnosis, not to mention the terrible loss my 
husband was going through was catching up with us which resulted in our 
lowest point.   

To my great relief my sister, niece and parents arrived with food and a much 
needed injection of determination. They immediately approached the filly with 
love and positivity, not with the hesitant forlorn which had become the normal 
reaction from visitors. My sister had also come with a name, although the filly 
was already known to us as ‘Miracle’ it didn’t quite seem real, I didn’t need a 
Miracle, I already had one of those, I needed hope! The name was ‘Natsuki’ 
which means “summer hope”, from then on, with the support of my family I began 
to feel positive again and could finally give in and allow myself to give her a 
paddock name which would make her part of our family, ‘Suki’.  They also 
assured me that they would do whatever it took to look after her while I was in 
Melbourne for EQUITANA as they knew this was one trip I couldn’t miss, yet 
was becoming increasingly worried about her wellbeing should she still require 
assistance. 

As the days carried on, the sling which had once suspended Suki’s limp and 
lifeless body, now served to strengthen her legs as she rocked backwards and 
forwards, pushing off her hind legs only to swing forward and bounce back 
again.  The hessian bag sling which once carried the weight of her head now 
worked as a chest strap for her to push against, all of which helped to strengthen 
her neck and long limbs to the stage where she would walk and most importantly 
stand without assistance.   

On the seventh day which was Remembrance Day 11th November, arriving for 
the 8am feed, I was over the moon to find that Suki had got up all by herself and 
was walking around in the rain. At sunset on the eighth day, 12th November, 
Suki drank from Ebony for the first time. For nine days, Ebony had been 
fantastic; she had started out a relatively untrusting ex-station mare and had 
become a loving and gentle part of our family. So much so that she would see us 
coming, whinny and often cock her leg and ‘let down’ her milk as we’d rush to 
position the cup underneath to catch it. Then while we were feeding Suki she’d 
stand over us as close as possible or surreptitiously follow Zep around the stable 
until he’d give her a brush all over.  

With relief, day nine was spent watching Suki from my office window whilst 
finishing off the scheduling and newly requested paperwork needed for the Breed 
Village and Waler Legacy Project Launch before my departure to Melbourne 
early the next morning. 

 



Remi & Suki embrance on 

Christmas Day

 

Since the first few hours of Suki’s birth, I’d decided to give her to the boys should 
she survive. However after speaking with Zep, he’d told me that he thought Remi 
should have her as he already had his own Waler mare Nefer. Therefore, finally 
but by no means the end to this story, Redgum Miracle (AKA Suki) was given to 
Remi on Christmas Day as a thank you for being with me every step of the way, 
often treating the stable and sling like a set of monkey bars, but nevertheless he 
was there, gently caring for the little filly throughout these crucial early days and 
no-doubt desensitizing Ebony to the joys of domestic life.   

Suki has beaten the odds. She has outlived the predictions, overcome serious 
health issues, shows no signs of mental impairment and most of all, she has 
reminded people, not least the several vets who assessed her, to never give up 
hope! She is strong, healthy and against all odds, has pulled through to become 
yet another wonderful example of our Waler breed.  

THANK YOU to all those who were a wonderful support to our family during 
this time. Liz xxx 

 


