Chapter 27
Baby Time
	Standing outside the foaling pasture, I propped my leg up on the first fence rail to rest it while I crossed my arms across the top rung.  Studying Dicey as she meandered around her pen as if she were a bit restless, the decision to induce labor weighed heavy on my mind.
	The nursery was about an acre in size, giving the newborns, weanlings, and yearlings enough room to bounce around and gain strength in their gangly legs.  Next to the cattle pen, they shared the same feeding barn.  I’d divided the barn in half with a pipe and rail fence.  The addition of two by twelve wooden planks between the lowest rung and the floor, that was cement with mats and shavings, made a solid wall on the bottom.  That kept the little ones from rolling under it while sleeping and waking up wondering why their mom smelled funny, shrunk, and had her lush tail shaved.
	Further protecting the newborns, I’d added the two by twelve planks all around the acre pen in the same fashion as the barn.  Welding angle iron sections to the vertical posts, I then bolted the wood to the steel keeping the planks stable and secure.
	As Joleen had finished cleaning up Dicey’s pen, she drove the quad and manure spreader out of the gate and parked alongside of me.  “You are going to pull that baby out before you go to the show, aren’t you?”  She asked as she swung her leg over the handlebars and propped herself up with her arms.
	I took a deep breath, turned around and leaned on the fence.  “Well, her udders are quite large, her vulva is swollen and elongated, she looks irritated, her belly is the right shape for a turned foal, and her tail is relaxed.  The only thing that’s missing is waxing, but she really doesn’t wax much anyway.  I guess I’ll get the hot towels out this evening and give her a little shove into dropping that baby.  Tomorrow is as good as any day to have a new addition to the ranch.”
	“Sweet, I’ll be up early!”  Reaching for the right-hand grip, Joleen pushed the thumb throttle and rode side saddle to the track.  Hopping off the quad, she engaged the spreader to churn up and release the dung and shavings as she drove around the track.
	Rolling the foaling trunk outside the storage cubicle that was next to the tack room, I began taking inventory to make sure I had everything I needed to help bring a baby into the world.  Missing a few items, I rummaged through the storage shelves.  Hearing footsteps outside, assuming they were coming from Kelby on her way back from the feed barn, I yelled out the open door, “Hey, what happened to the tarp that we had in here last year?”
	“I don’t know, but are we having a baby?  Nine months is a little way off, we could wait a while before getting out the newborn stuff, you know.”
	With the shock of perceiving that the familiar manly voice wasn’t Kelby, I sighed as I slowly stood up from the lower shelf I’d been rearranging.  Pretending to be preoccupied while looking on a higher shelf so as not to reveal the flush of my face, I ignored his nine-month comment and questioned, “How did you know we were having a baby?”
	“Uh, maybe it’s because the footlocker out here says ‘baby trunk’ in bright red vinyl letters.”  Liam’s unmistakable teasing tone that was coupled with a stifled giggle only added to my embarrassment.  As if that wasn’t enough, he continued, “Let’s at least get through the newlywed stage before we plan to have some tiny tots.”
	“You walked right into that one, Mom,” Danielle mocked as she carried two full milk pails passed Liam.  Leaning over, she shoved him on the arm with a chortle.
	Although out of my reach, unable to resist the urge to smack her, I hurled the package of vet wrap that was in my hand at my daughter.  In the line of fire, Liam dodged the lethal projectile and quickly darted behind Danielle like he was taking cover.
	My heart fluttered as I regained composure and my eyes met Liam’s.  Hoping that my stammering was unnoticed, I looked down while saying, “No, Dicey will be foaling in the morning.”
	Obviously on his way to work, his clean pressed digital fatigues only accentuated his handsome stature.  “Really?  How do you know?  I’d like to see that, can I help?”  His face lit up as if he were genuinely interested in the birthing process.
	Danielle immediately piped up, like she was hoping to be excused from losing sleep, “She makes us take shifts putting wet, hot towels on the mare’s flanks to induce labor, but she’s up all night anyway.  I don’t get it.”
	“Oh, go strain the milk, Danielle,” I urged her as I scooted my hand in the direction of the house.
	Sharing one last smirk with Liam, she traipsed off.
	After she’d left, I admitted, “That’s my way of being sure my girls are included in the momentous event.  I set up a cot and sleep in the barn so I can be there to help if the mare needs me.  I like to check the placenta anyway, so I try and snatch that as soon as it’s delivered.”
	“Do you have an extra cot?  That sounds like fun.  I have to work at eight in the morning, but maybe she’ll have the baby early enough for me to be here for it.”
	I gulped, realizing what he’d just signed up for.  The thoughts reeled in my mind, what was I to do?  That’s a whole night that I’d be talking with him.  I guess it’d be just like a hunt when we all slept in the same tent.  But this time we’d be awake most of the night.
	“Uh, yes, I do have another cot, but you know you won’t get much sleep.  The cattle and horses are noisy, not to mention the girls will be coming out every few hours with fresh hot towels.  Then, when labor starts, it seems like we have to wait forever.”
	Seeing his scowl, my stomach knotted up.  Had my excuses offended him?  He had seen and done more than I could imagine while deployed overseas.  Roughing it was a yearly thing for me on the hunts, but I shouldn’t have belittled him, I was sure he’d camped in much worse conditions.
	“Sleep is something I’m used to doing without.  Besides, I’d love to keep you company,” he countered.
	Hmm… it would be nice to have someone to visit with while waiting, I thought.  The quality time with Liam might be a good thing.  Taking a deep, undaunting breath, I smiled at the thoughtful man in front of me.  “Okay, this’ll be a night for both of us to remember forever,” came my nervy response.  “See you at eight tonight?”
	He shifted slightly sideways when a shoulder nudged him.  Turning around, he said, “Hi, K…”
	“Shh,” someone hushed him.
	“Yes, Leah, I’ll be here, see you later,” he called as he waved to me while stepping backward out of my sight.
	That little sixth sense crept up in me, giving me the notion to eavesdrop on who caught his attention.  Sneaking to the door, I heard Kelby’s giggly voice say, “Okay, Liam, I overheard that you’re camping in the barn with Mom.  Here’s a little tip… she’ll bring a deck of cards to have something to do.  She always wins up until nine o’clock, then she’ll insist on quitting because she knows what happens.”
	“Oh, what happens?”
	“She gets tired and will lose every hand, ha!  It’s so funny, Danielle and I know that if we force her to play longer, we’ll win back every chocolate chip we lost in the earlier bets.”
	Liam’s deep, guttural laugh echoed against the barn wall.  “I’ll be sure to come up with a reason to keep on playing, I owe her some grief for all the teasing about Dolly’s stunts.”
	I nodded in silent agreement behind the door.  True, the girls and I had made fun of Liam for a few years.  Dolly outsmarted him one day on a trail ride when he overreacted to a hunter’s gun shots.  He hopped off and prepared for the worse.  His horse corrected him with a forceful tail swish, knocking him off balance, which caused great embarrassment when the hunter saw him.  I guessed he did owe me.
	“Another thing… watch Bruiser, he’ll snuggle up on your lap and eat your chocolate chips when you’re not looking.  Mom will pretend she didn’t see it, so she has more when you tally up the score.  I swear the dog is in on the scam.”
	“Ha, ha, ha, glad you told me, this’ll be a fun night.”  The sound of Liam’s heavy footsteps fading designated that he was walking toward his vehicle.  “Thanks, Kelby.”
	Hearing the gravel scuff under Kelby’s boots coming closer, I dashed back to the shelf in the storage room and began rummaging through its contents.  “Kelby, where is that tarp that we lay on the ground to inspect the placenta?”
	“Under your nose, Mom,” Kelby mocked.  “I tucked it in the back, between the two by four wall studs.”
	“Ah, there it is.”  Tugging the brown tarp out that blended in with the wood wall, I handed it to Kelby.  “Liam is going to camp out with me tonight,” I casually said, acting like I hadn’t snooped into their conversation.
	She quickly bent her head down, hiding the crooked smile and red tinge to her face.  “That’s what I heard.  I’ll take the first hot towel shift.”
*

	The stars were just peeking through the dusky sky over the tall pines when I lugged the two cots out to the foaling barn.  With the opening of the three-sided barn facing the front gate, I could see the headlights of Liam’s lifted utility sport vehicle in the distance, migrating toward the entry.  An occasional clank rang through the stillness as his oversized, knobby tires grabbed a rock and flung it into the undercarriage of his truck.
	Finished with her dinner, Dicey waddled out of the barn to case the driveway, seeing who was coming to visit.  Her heavy footsteps being nosier than usual, she certainly was feeling the beginning effects of the large, warm, moist towel I’d laid over her flanks.  Camping in the wilderness and having had a few previous foals, she was comfortable with Bruiser and me sleeping close to her.  Our presence wouldn’t cause her to delay foaling.
	With a small, military digital camouflage duffle bag slung over his shoulder and a beige canvas stuff sack housing his sleeping bag, Liam, in stealth mode, slipped through the gate into the corral.  As if he didn’t want to wake or disturb the mare, he smiled warmly and lowered his belongings onto the cot with great care.
	“You don’t have to be quiet, Liam, Dicey is so used to this camping thing.  She doesn’t know what having a baby in private is, there’s no modesty here.”  My cot squeaked as I flopped myself on it next to Bruiser.
	Reaching down to say ‘hi’ to Bruiser, Liam scratched his neck.  My little dog uncomfortably glanced at me as if he were asking, ‘Mom, I thought this extra bed was for Tweetie or Fluff.  This man hasn’t had a sleepover with us before.  Where’s his dog to guard him?’
	“It’s okay, Bruiser, Liam can stay,” I said, perceiving my fearless night watchman’s concern.
	Seeming to understand, he hopped his half pint body onto Liam’s cot and sat tall as he gazed all around as if he were doing recon on the area.  ‘I guess I’ll have to keep this one safe also,’ I was sure he was saying.
	“I wonder what the foal will look like.”  Liam made conversation.
	“Oh, just like her.  She’s homozygous, which means having two paint genes.  She’s thrown spots every breeding so far.  They sell well, usually the foals are already sold by the time I wean them.”
	He nodded and looked out toward the other pastures.  “That’s why you don’t have any other black and white spotted horses out there, you sell her babies.”
	Touched by his attentiveness and desire to understand my rational, warmth rushed up my neck.  “Yes, I only keep the colts of some of the other mares.  Dicey’s bloodline has talented rodeo stock in it, which is a good asset for quick sales.  They’re busy minds get them in trouble, just like her when she was little.”  Putting my head down, I snickered, remembering some of her childhood antics, and the tricks she’d pull on a rider while hunting.
	Leaning against the barn wall and propping his leg up, he rested his forearm over his knee while stroking Bruiser’s back with his other hand.  “I saw Blake and his kids at the grocery store the other day.  The kids told me all about swimming with Granny at your place.  They knew that Granny was Dolly’s mom.  I can see why you’ve kept her foals.”  The blue of his eyes rolled towards me.  “Do you swim with them?”
	“Ha,” I chuckled.  “When the girls were little, I did.  That small pond isn’t quite as fun as I’ve been used to.  I guess I’ve been kind of spoiled.  When I was young, there was a large lake that I rode the horses to.  My swimming instruction consisted of learning how to not get hit in the crotch with the horse’s withers when it wasn’t quite deep enough and they’d leap in the water.  Then, when we were far enough out for the horse to fully swim, I’d slip off their rump and hold onto their tails, dodging the floating turds.”
	His serious demeanor gave way into outright amusement as he threw his head back and flashed his straight, pearly whites while letting out a hushed chortle.  After his shoulders relaxed, he said, “Blake and I sat down on the little coffee shop tables and talked a while.”
	My heart sunk as a sigh flowed over my lips.  Blake had always been an honest man; I’d hoped that he hadn’t shared too many of my personal details with Liam.
	Seeing my reaction, Liam tenderly reached over and lifted my head with his thumb and index finger.  “He has a lot of respect for you and the girls,” Liam began, with emotion gushing from his heart.  “Blake grilled me a little, wanting to know my intentions with you.”  His face shone rosy as his lips quivered slightly.
	Looking deep into my eyes, my gentleman friend continued, “I shared that I wanted to spend a lot of quality time with you.”  The tender expression on his face seemed as if he wanted an agreeing response from me.  Confirming my suspicion, he paused for a few moments.  When I didn’t contribute any sentiments of feelings one way or the other, he added, “Blake also let me know that you’ve had it rough for many years, and that I’d better be serious before I considered messing with your heart.”
	Ugh, there it was, the ugly past had crept up on me again.  Sometimes I felt like the horses I’d rehabilitated.  Maybe that’s why I enjoyed my job so much, because I could relate to the horses.  I knew that recovery was a reachable goal, and I understood how to attain it.  Possibly my family history contributed to my fanatical desire to assist the animals in the process of healing.
	Although amazingly gifted farm, ranch, cattle, and horseman, for generations, my family had mild dysfunction lurking in the darkness of their minds.  Having the same impairments bred into me, and continuing the pattern, I’d married a mentally debilitated man.  Living a life of great trauma and abuse in several areas, the girls and I were eventually thankful for his death, as it was a blessing in disguise.
	All events happened for a reason, so I wouldn’t change the past if I had the opportunity to.  The three of us learned and grew as humans from the tragedies we’d endured.  Making me strong, self-reliant, and impervious to manipulation and control, I’d kept my closet skeletons close so that I’d never allow any form of maltreatment to creep into my or my daughter’s lives.
	I searched for the words to acknowledge Liam’s loving sentiments.  My heart ached, but I didn’t know what to share that’d be of a benefit to us both.  Helplessness engulfed my conscience.  Relenting to the loss of thoughts, I simply smiled, trying to express enduring gratitude and adoration for my companion.
	Crossing my legs on the cot and pulling Bruiser’s blanket onto my lap as I sat next to Liam, I patted the soft fleece, asking Bruiser to curl up and rest.  Being a sucker for any fluffy bed, my tiny dog sprang into the hole between my legs and wiggled himself deep into the pocket.
	“Well, you’re a hard egg to crack.”  Liam broke the brief silence with a snide remark.  He looked sideways at me, revealing his upturned lips.
	“Ha!”  Reaching over, I walloped him on the shoulder with the palm of my hand.  “Naw, you just caught me off guard, kind of shocked me.  My brain’s in baby mode, I worry about my mares.”
	Whew, I wiped the back of my hand across my forehead.  I got out of that one, I thought.  But as Liam raised his head, his penetrating eyes pierced my soul as if he were determined to decipher my inner feelings for him.
	Squirming within myself, the pressure to avoid his probing caused me to drop my head and dote over Bruiser with gentle petting.  Dealing with the insecurity of not being in complete control of the situation haunted me.  Vulnerability wasn’t something that I’d allowed to slither its way into my consciousness.
	When my heart seemed to rip at the seams, my silent distress calls were answered when I heard the scrape of a pair of unlaced boots on gravel.  Saved by Kelby and a hot towel, I thought.
	Bruiser grumbled low in his throat while his head was buried in the soft fleece.  I snickered, covering up my restless state of mind.  “It’s only Kelby, Little Darlin’, time for Dicey’s fresh cloth.”
	Liam offered his hand to help me up as I scooped up the bundle in my lap and laid it on the cot.  His hand squeezed mine and held tight as if he wasn’t going to let go.
	“Is she winning?”  Kelby joked as she appeared around the barn corner in her plaid knit pajamas and boots.
	Taking a double-take glance at Kelby, Liam flashed his pearly whites as he replied with a wink, “Nope, it’s not quite time to play cards yet.  Nice duds.”
	“Not time yet?”  I questioned as if I didn’t know about their predetermined secret chat.  Merely glancing at each other, not answering my inquiry, Kelby gave the warm towel to Liam and swiped the cold one off of Dicey’s flank.
	Covering her mouth, Kelby yawned with a loud ‘ahh’ sound.  “I’m going back to bed, good night.”
	Placing the cloth on Dicey and straightening it like he was going to flip a coin on it to see if it was tight enough, he asked over his shoulder, “Like this?”
	Appreciation for his neatness and perfectionism qualities invited that elephant back to sit on my chest.  Clearing my throat, trying to lighten my feelings, I responded, “Perfect.”
	As we returned to our cots in the barn, I made light conversation, asking Liam to tell me more about his work.  The stories about his fellow soldiers that he had command of, and the struggles he’d faced while at home and deployed, gave me a greater reverence for him.  I’d guessed that his career choice had instilled many attributes into his personality that I’d considered very favorable.
	At a breaking point in the conversation, I nudged him on the shoulder and pointed at Dicey.  “She’s pawing, lying down, and getting up again.  A good sign that the foal is on the way.”
	He nodded as his eyes lit up a little.  “Do you know one thing that I find very appealing about you?”
	I dropped my chin and sighed; dang-it, I was enjoying hearing all about him.  Nevertheless, out of respect, I asked, “What?”
	“I watch the men that are in my command battle with the difficulties of being gone for long periods of time.  Their wives are needy and find it hard to cope alone at home.”  He shifted on the cot, turning to face me as if he needed to read my body language when he finished his thought.
	“It’s hard for some to be a military family.  That’s why so many men choose to discharge after their term.  My career is important to me and I’d like to retire from the military.”  Leaning in closer, his face shown with sincerity in the dim lantern light.
	“I’ve watched you for years, thought long and hard as I’ve considered the troubles my comrades face every day, and I’ve realized that your independence is something I find very important.  A companion to you is a luxury, not a necessity.”  Placing his hand on mine like he wanted to drive the point home, my neck burned as the hot flash raced up my spine.
	Desperately resisting the urge to change the subject, I willed myself to soften and listen attentively.  Depriving him of the labor onset that Dicey was experiencing, as I shifted my eyes out of the barn, I tried not to interrupt his deep hearted communication.
	He continued, “I have extended vacation time each year.  I’d really love to go with you on the hunts and horse shows.  I have a lot to learn about livestock, but I’m very interested.”
	The fire reaching the nape of my neck was cooled with relief like the splash of a cool ocean wave on a hot day.  Liam expressing that he didn’t want to change me, that he’d accepted the liberated person that I was, blessed me immensely.
	Nevertheless, as if I’d lost the stopping point between my brain and mouth, I blurted out, “Crap, Dolly is my best pack horse, not to mention that I ride her when Chance injures himself.”
	His jaw dropped like I’d taken the wind out of the sail that was keeping him afloat.
	I couldn’t help it, the comfort that his words brought triggered humorous thoughts, and the silly wisecrack just tumbled out.  Laughter welled up as I let my adoration for him consume me.  I placed my other hand on his as I reneged, “I’m just kidding, Liam.  Having you go with me would be amazing.  I really love your company.”  Then, to the astonishment of my conscious mind, as if it was an unmanageable blunder, my mouth uttered, “I look forward to every time I see you, and all those times you’ve showed up unannounced was the highlight of my day, like my long lost friend has come home.”
	“I hope to be much more than a friend,” he admitted with a bit of sheepish downcast to his countenance.
	Already thinking that I’d spewed out more emotion than I was prepared to, I merely nodded with a warm smile in response.  With an unmistakable glance behind him at the shadow in the pasture, I mentioned, “I think it’s time.”
	Dicey’s braided and wrapped tail lifted repeatedly as she shook her head, snorted, and pawed the ground like she was in restless anticipation.  Her back legs buckled under her as if they’d give away any minute under her weight.
	Quickly turning off the lantern, the full moon lent barely enough light for us to see after our visual perception had adjusted to the dimness.  Liam’s eyes became wide as he turned just in time to see the amniotic membrane of the vulva give way to a slightly yellow, with a tinge of red flow of liquid emerge from under Dicey’s upraised tail.
	“Her water broke.”  His words gushed through an enormous grin.
	Strangely, at that moment, is seemed that we shared great feelings of joy as he reached around my waist and tugged me closer to him into a squeezing, sideways hug.  As if an undeniable spirit of peace had overtaken me, I forsook my reservations and tipped my head in and nestled it below his armpit.
	“Do we need to help her?”  He asked through watery eyes.
	A little bewildered, I was not quite sure if he was tearing up because of the impeding birth or because I’d, for once, not returned his affection with rigidity.  Regardless, in a monumental juncture, I allowed my heart to swell with emotion.
	“Not unless she looks like she’s struggling,” I responded.  “In a little bit, we can check if there’s a nose and two hooves visible.”
	“I like that, ‘we’.”  He squeezed my waist hard, as if he’d been waiting for years on end for the moment that he could be included in my affairs.
	I knew that in a small town, rumors flew about those people who were mysterious.  We girls had kept to ourselves, managing our little ranch on our own.  No doubt the townsfolk had much to say about how we were getting along and what the truth really was.  Surely Liam had entertained such talk, but evidently chose to come to his own conclusions about the illusive horse wrangling ladies.  It seemed that he’d joined the small group of trusted friends that’d become supporters of our type of work.
	I held up my finger and said, “Just one second… I have to radio the girls to see if they want to come watch.  It wouldn’t be right for me not to let them know.”  I leaned down and picked up the radio that was in the trunk.  “Hey, ladies, a baby is coming.  Ladies, ladies.”  My voice gradually got louder as I tried to wake them.
	“You two enjoy the event, we’ll be out in the morning.”  A sleepy voice drawled out the words.  I smiled, knowing that my thoughtful daughters had already agreed to sit this one out so Liam and I could spend the time together.  Being uncharacteristic for them to skip the newborn foal experience, they had to have a good reason.
	As Dicey lied on the sparce grass, her audible grunts pierced the stillness of the night like the percussion of a base drum.  “Let’s take a look at her.”  I leaned my head forward and motioned in the mare’s direction.
	Liam slid her tail away with the greatest of care while I shined the flashlight onto her vagina.  “I see a front hoof, look.”  I stepped to the side while signaling for him to get closer.
	“That’s awesome.  I wish I could’ve seen Dolly being born.”
	I moved around to Dicey’s backside and sat down cross legged.  “Hmm, Dolly and many other foals have had a rude intro to the world.”
	He shuffled on bent knees to sit next to me.  “How so?”
	“Granny doesn’t lie down to give birth.  She just squats and shoves them out in one huge push.  It’s sort of funny to watch, those poor foals hit the ground with a ‘thump’ like a fifty-pound sack of potatoes.”  I leaned over to see if there was any progress with the foal.
	Liam shook his head.  “Seems easier to birth those babies squatting than lying down.”
	“They say the older mares have a hard time getting up and down, so they do it that way.  But Granny has always splatted her babies on the ground.  Animal handling is more experience than rules or winds of doctrine,” I explained.
	Liam shot me a questioning look.  Obliging his curiosity, I continued, “Here’s an example.  Many people rip open the amniotic sac just when the foals head is out, they think it needs to breathe.  I never do that.  I knew a guy who thought he was supposed to open the sac, when the head and neck was out, he tore it open.  The foal took a breath, felt confined, and started kicking violently.  The mare died because the baby cut her up inside too badly to recover.”
	“That sounds like good common sense to me.  The umbilical cord is still attached, so the baby is getting a small amount oxygen anyway,” he logically responded.
	There he went again, I thought, impressing me with intelligence that time.  My respect for Liam amplified as my cheeks flushed with a warm smile.  “Yes, if the mare is having trouble, we can gently pull the foal out.  When it’s on the ground, we can break the sac if it hasn’t already done so, but not before.”
	“I noticed the oxygen tank in the baby trunk when I surprised you this morning.  Have you ever had to use it?”  Seeming to be reminiscing his witty pranks from hours ago, he bent his head and snickered.
	Nudging him on the shoulder, I smiled while answering, “Yes, three times so far.  I’ve also done mouth to wet, slippery nose resuscitation.”  I made a yucky face.
	He looked up in thought.  “I bet you have some wild baby stories.  I want to hear them all.”
	“Sure, but later, we have a baby scooting out.”
	I moved toward Dicey’s tail and shined the flashlight onto the adorable black face with a wide white blaze.  She gave a forceful push and out slipped a gorgeous colt.  Taking the towel from over my shoulder, I wiped its head and nose.
	Liam cooed as he stroked the wet, black and white blob on the grass, “What a perfect little guy.”  As Dicey got up and turned to lick her new treasure, he praised, “Good job, Mommy.”
	“Let’s let them have a moment, then we’ll douse the umbilical cord with nolvasan and wait for the afterbirth.”  I motioned for him to follow me back into the barn.  “As soon as it looks like she’s having contractions again, we’ll try and catch the placenta with this large garbage bag,” I instructed as I dug into the trunk and pulled out the trash bag and tarp.  “We can lay it on the tarp to make sure she’s delivered all of it.”
	He poked around in the trunk after I’d sat down.  “Normal saline,” he read the clear bag of liquid.  “What’s that for?”
	“If she retains some of the placenta, I’ll give her repeated oxytocin injections.  If that doesn’t work, then she gets intra venous saline with oxytocin and goes for a walk.  But, in the meantime, I’ll call Doc Sweeny to come out and perform a thorough examination, just to be on the safe side.  He’ll do an ultrasound to see if the afterbirth is all out.”  I reached across the cot and held up the one hundred milliliter bottle of medication.  “I’ve had to do the treatments several times, but Doc hasn’t ever had to flush a mare’s uterus.  The meds did the job.”
	Liam reclined on the portable bed with a satisfied sigh.  “What an amazing evening.  You’re right, I’ll never forget the night we’ve had together.”  He turned his head towards me and softly smiled.


