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My MOJO.

Mojo was born just as beautiful as could be.  A black and white paint with a very loud 

pattern, he was a big colt.  I had originally bred him for someone else, but they changed 

their mind before he was even born, so I decided to keep him as my own. He was a happy 

fellow and I raised him like my other youngsters, with human bonding and manners.  I 

like to teach all my babies how to roam the ranch loose, and Mojo was no exception.  He 

was a quick learner and enjoyed his free time to graze.  He never ventured far from the 

paddock with the other horses, or people, and always came when called.

The following spring, one warm day I was not feeling well, so I was resting in my 

bedroom, while my father was outside doing the morning feeding chores and letting out 

of horses, etc for me.  Just as I was missing doing my chores, I heard a strange clomping 

noise in the hallway, and I jumped up to see what it might be.  As I came out of my room, 

a sweet smelling young horse nose greeted me.

 “MOJO!” I was surprised.

“Hi Mom” he said by nuzzling my face.  I couldn’t help but smile at him.  

“What are you doing in here young man?” I asked him, trying to sound stern. “Whatever 

gave you the idea to walk into the house???” I had a hard time not laughing.  

This was something he had never done before.  I walked in front of him and he followed 

me back through the house, the open front door, and into the sunlit yard. 

“This is where horses live” I told him, chuckling.  I gave him a pat, and turned and went 

back inside and closed the door behind me so he would not come in again, but no sooner 

had I closed it than I heard his hooves up on the front porch again and his nose banging 

on the door.  I sighed and knew if I did not go see what he wanted that he would bang 

that door down.  He very much had something on his mind.  I opened the door and he 

raised his head, and moved enough for me to come out. 

“Silly boy,” I told him, “What is it?” 

I sat down on the big porch chair and he put his head on my lap and I stroked his face.  

As I sat there rubbing on him, I began to feel a bit better, and suddenly why he was there 

hit me.  This was the first time I had been ill since he had been born, nearly a year ago, 

and he knew it!  This was his way of comforting me and making sure I was alright.  

“What an amazing boy,” I thought.  After some time, he seemed satisfied I was going to 

be fine, and he lifted his head, carefully turned himself about, and walked off the porch 

and out to graze.  I sat there for awhile yet, looking at him grazing peacefully, my little 

MOJO, and felt like the luckiest person in the world to know such an incredible creature.
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