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WILD HORsEs

T he Children of Reveille and their discriminatory fate; 
this story is based upon my maiden attendance of 

a wild horse gather located in the Reveille HMA (herd 
management area) managed by the BLM and its most 
vulnerable and piteous victims, the babies. 
 
I am an emerging, determined student and a budding advocate in the 
subject of wild horses and the land they stand on. With that determination, 
it was inevitable that a profound sense of duty to witness a gather (round 
up) would develop in a most personal way. The children that I observed 
acutely tested my broiling emotions. And now the sad cognizance of the 
bleak reality that these babies were born into has deepened my remorse 
for all wild horses’ circumstances. Basically, these children were born in 
the wild, on our public lands, to be abruptly weaned to a life of captivity. 
They will be “jailed” for never having committed a crime, nor awarded a 
fair trial or an unbiased jury. Even more tragic is the potential for future 
slaughter looming over their naive heads.

I received a call from Laura Leigh of Wild Horse Education. She informed 
me that she was going to a Bureau of Land Management (BLM) operation 
in Nevada. She knew I had adopted a formerly wild horse, Hallelujah, 
from an area nearby Stone Cabin HMA and asked if I wanted to come 
along. I jumped at the chance to go. I would have the rare opportunity to 
see how my horses, Grace and Hallelujah (an unadoptable), were captured; 
Hallelujah’s homeland; and I would be accompanied by the person who 
has witnessed more days of wild horse captures from the range in the last 

decade than any other observer. Laura could also “show me the ropes.”

I have come to Reveille with a purpose: to observe, hold accountable, and 
afterwards create suggestions for the handling of our beloved wild ones. 
As those of you who have attempted to document an emotionally charged 
circumstance are aware, with that comes a responsibility to share and im-
prove the victim’s circumstance. I do hope my voice and actions will add 
another grain of sand in the hourglass of the horses’ right to live wild; that 
seeing them through my eyes might move you to help make a difference; 
that in this struggle you, too, might find purpose to speak for the voiceless.

As the helicopter drives the first group, the exhaustion of the children is 
unmistakable. Two children lag far behind the herd being driven to the 
obscured trap, “necessitating” one to be roped, and they are both literally 
pushed by horseback to their pathetic fate of captivity. The forlorn chil-
dren will then be loaded in to a trailer, transported to a temporary holding 
area, assessed, processed, and with no choice in their fate, will become a 
ward of the system. From there, they will be transported to the Ridgecrest 
holding facility. They will have no “say” at what age they will be eternally 
disbanded from their mothers; based upon an estimated age and size, this 
will be decided for them. They will, from this day forward, be orphans.

Round ups are a symbol of the failure and mismanagement of our beloved 
wild ones. Since the passage of the WFRHBA (Wild and Free-Roaming 
Horses and Burros Act of 1971) broad scale removals have ceaselessly 
been utilized as the primary tool for population control and a poor example 
of management.  
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Over “Appropriate Management Level” (AML) is simply not the same 
as “overpopulated.” AML is a term used, manmade and manipulated by 
politics. AML really means “a number set after other uses take the largest 
share of resource that is not defined by science, but historic use.”AML is 
nothing more than a legal reality in land use planning. It is a real prob-
lem when wild horses are “over AML” but not for any reason based on 
science, simply on the numbers game played by politics. ~ Deadly Traps, 
Don’t Get Caught, Wild Horse Education 

The degradation of our American West is a massive issue, and wild horses 
are a tiny fraction of an invalid equation. Our Western environment has suf-
fered from a downward spiral of range land health for over 100 years. 
Blaming our wild horses, who only exist on about 12% of public land, is 
unjust and could be one of the major contributing factors to their demise. 
~ Laura Leigh, Wild Horse Education

When the horses are transported to the temporary holding facility, they are 
aged and assessed. The first baby to be placed into the short-term holding 
pen erupts in pure panic and confusion, front legs shaking from fear, and 
distressingly solitary. I will myself not to shed a tear, but I fail. Eventually 
another child is added to the pen and she is comforted. I am relieved for 
her, momentarily. Soon others join them and they will be trucked out the 
next morning to their unfortunate, manmade destiny. While in the chutes, 
the defiant ones equal the magnificence of the mature spirits. They bravely 
display a comparable level of insubordination and the equal desire to be 
free, as their adult herd mates. After the processing of the captured souls, 
operation is concluded for the day. Thirty two inmates were apprehended. 
There will be three more heart wrenching days of capture to follow. 

A solitary baby, gripped by panic and 
confusion, runs in a holding pen. 
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Defiant babies mirror the mature horses’ insubordination and desire to be free.
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After we arrive the next morning, the orphans are the first to be shipped 
out. The sound of tiny hooves on the ramp is pathetic. They are swallowed 
by the size of the tractor trailer and their tiny heads are not visible above 
the solid portion of it. One lone head in the massive trailer is detectable 
once it is fully loaded. The casualties of the rangeland war, defeated and 
slandered by the uses of industry and greed, have now forevermore left 
their beloved homeland and herds.

Devoid of the recommendations created by the $2,000,000 National 
Academy of Sciences report of 2013, to base the management of our 
icons on science, the BLM continues to do business as usual. If the entire 
system, or lack thereof, truly had a scientific basis, would we even be 
gathering the horses and burros? The WFRHBA states that the wild horses 
and burros are an integral part of the natural systems of the public lands. 
The land is to be devoted principally but not exclusively to their welfare in 
keeping with the multiple-use management concept of public lands. But, 
it could get worse…the threat of slaughter and extinction would likely be 
accelerated with the implementation of the following “option”:

“We are now facing the acceleration of the race for public land grab 
by states and private profit interests. This agenda includes turning over 
the management of wild horses to the states and negating every intention 
of the Wild Free Roaming Horses and Burros Act. The major intention 
of the Act was to create federal jurisdiction to manage America’s wild 
horses for the American public as a resource, not a profit driven use.” 
Laura Leigh, Wild Horse Education

Once I return home, I review the 2,264 photos and attempt to delete 
the “not so good” ones. In the end, I could not actually hit the delete button 
on any of them—it was as if I was eliminating the reality of each horse’s 
existence for eternity. Each and every one of their faces has a story, a heart-
beat, a soul, a family, and a life they will never know again. 

As I enlarge each and every photo, the details to which I was oblivious 
while in the moment catch me off guard. I grieve and my anger increases; 
the pictures speak an endless number of words. I feel guilty for admiring 
their magnificence from a time when they were in such dire circumstances. 
An unremarkable photograph of a loaded trailer, once enlarged, reveals 
that the baby at the head of the trailer is actually biting the slat of the 
door. A friend asked me, how can I cope with their eyes? The answer is 
the strength of my purpose; it’s the determination to help those eyes that 
makes it bearable. 

Each picture includes the casualties of the unjust process, the children 
being sacrificed on the altar of wealth. The herd on which their 
community was built, and the lands on which they have evolved, have 
also betrayed them. 

Internally, I cannot justify how this process can even exist—why a 
privileged few can reap profits at the expense of our public lands and 
tax-paying citizens. Now they are denying a fundamental element of our 
heritage the well-earned right to survive as they should—in the wild, 
managed in a reasonable and humane manner. 

Are we not meant to be culpable for the horses, wildlife, and the land they 
stand on? And, as a result, of that which in turn sustains our survival? 
Essentially, it comes down to self- preservation. One does not sink the boat 
on which they are sailing, nor do they poison the water on which it floats. 
I will tenaciously seek the intelligence and fortitude to aid and achieve 
priority and equality for all of the above. 

Reveille, simply, means “to wake up.” I find this to be more than a 
coincidence as the HMA of my first round up attendance. Our wild 
horses, western public land, and our very identity as Americans are at stake.

About the author:
Marie Milliman has been involved with many small and large animal rescues, 
is a volunteer for Wild Horse Education, a proud horse guardian of 42 years, 
and the owner of Marie Milliman Insurance Agency Inc.
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An unremarkable photograph of a loaded trailer, once enlarged, reveals that the baby at 
the head of the trailer is actually biting the slat of the door.

numbeRs 22:32 
And the angel of the lord said to him, 

“why have you struck your donkey these three 
times? Behold, i have come out to oppose you 

because your way is perverse before me.


