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    Gerald Can't Find the Horses

    A Bedtime Story About Federal Wild Horse Management in Colorado
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    Out in Colorado, where the red hills roll and the wind smells like sage, there lived a great big herd of wild horses. They ran wherever they wanted. They ate whatever they liked. And nobody told them what to do. Not even once. Until one morning, a small blue car came bumping down the dusty road.
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    Out of the car stepped Gerald. Gerald wore a very pressed shirt. He carried a very long clipboard. He had seventeen sharpened pencils in his pocket. Gerald worked for the government, and the government had a very important question. You see, nobody knew exactly how many horses were out here. And that simply would not do.
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    Gerald found the first horse near a big flat rock. He wrote Horse Number One on his clipboard very neatly. He gave her a small nod. She looked at him. And then she walked away. Gerald walked after her. She walked faster. Gerald walked faster. And then she trotted. Gerald did not trot. Gerald was not a trotting man.
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    Gerald found Horse Number Two by a creek. He wrote it down very carefully. But when he looked up, Horse Number One had come back. And she had brought friends. Many, many friends. They milled around this way and that. Gerald turned left. He turned right. He erased Horse Number Seven four different times. This was not going as planned.
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    Gerald sat down on a rock. He looked at his clipboard. It had many numbers, many crossings-out, and one hoof print right across column B. He sighed a long, official sigh. The horses stood nearby and watched him quietly. One of them sniffed his very last pencil. Gerald let her. He was too tired to mind.
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    The government did eventually count the horses. Not all at once, and not in a straight line, and certainly not in column B. Some horses went to new pastures. Some stayed on the windy hills. Gerald filed his report. It was forty-seven pages long. He gave it a very good title. He was proud of the font.
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    And out on the red hills, the horses ran on, just as they always had, under a sky full of stars.
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