A CLOSE ENCOUNTER OF THE EQUINE KIND

I rolled over in bed yawning, tired after a very late night - it’s only 6.30 - just a few more minutes in bed, I thought.  Suddenly, remembering what should happen today I leapt out of bed, and got dressed.  Last night I had felt Jezebel’s udder, she should foal within 12 hours I had decided.  Although Hi Jack, my first donkey stallion, was the proud father of around 100 donkey foals, this foaling was special.  This was to be the first foal sired by 3 year old Don Key Oatey.  Unlike Hi Jack, who was standard donkey grey with a Jerusalem cross on his withers, Don Key Oatey, was 3 parts English, woolly and smaller, with harlequin splotches of dark grey, light grey, with streaks of black on a white background.

Hurrying to the paddock, through the drifts of mist, I caught sight of an obviously distressed mare.  I was horrified, whatever was wrong?  I hurried closer.  On the ground was a small, flat looking replica of Don Key Oatey, still wet, and apparently OK.  Jezebel was frantic, kicking and snarling with ears flat back, rushing at the llamas.  I was puzzled, the llamas and donkeys to date lived in harmony.

Samosa, the weanling male llama, curiously approached to greet the new “cria” as is perfectly normal in polite camelid society.  His advances were violently rebuked by Jezebel with a double-barrelled kick in his direction.  Samosa, obviously offended and frightened by her bad manners, pirouetted then leapt into the air and pronked away, only to advance yet again even more cautiously.  Jezebel was “bonding” with her new foal, and no one - not even another donkey was welcome - and certainly not those long necked, banana eared fluff balls!

The other llamas hesitantly sneaked forward, curiously sniffing in the “cria’s” direction, wondering why Jezebel’s manners were so appalling.  This was too much, Jezebel left the foal and gave chase.  The llamas bounced away.  Llama Ned Kelly on the other side of the fence, looked up for a minute, and hurriedly continued eating (another mouth to feed on my grass, he worried). 

I picked up the foal, and carried it to a grassy pen, closely followed by a concerned Jezebel.  There I did my usual desensitising of the foal (sort of like imprinting).  Certainly this foal was well worth the 12 month gestation!

Some weeks later, Alpaca Nara the alpaca gave birth to a white suri baby.  Don Key Oatey (the resident donkey stallion) was fascinated. “A bit plain, and pretty small ears - obviously a cull”, Don thought.  “I wonder if the mother is interested in courting yet?” he inquired as he sniffed at Nara.  He was pleasantly surprised when his advances were not rejected in the usual way (teeth and hooves), Nara merely spat at him.  He approached again, more green spit.  His confusion was obvious, what was wrong with this strange looking “donkey” - and how come she kept sneezing in his face?  How rude!  Eventually he tired of her bad manners and casually wandered off to graze.

It is wonderful to witness a new birth, and watch mother and baby interact.  I had always been accepted (but not actually welcomed) by the donkey mares when I came to inspect their new foals.  It was remarkable to witness the different social structures between donkeys and camelids and witness their social neo natal interaction.

