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I thought he was dead. No one had seen 
the old bay wild stallion with the fetlock feathers and big hooves 
for many months—not since the roundup in the Pryor Mountains in September, 2009. 
His name, Bigfoot, was given to him long ago, likely when he was just a foal in 1986. When 
I first ventured into his rugged kingdom in 1994 I saw him and realized why someone had 
come up with the name Bigfoot. The big-boned, dark bay had massive feet but a stylish, 
sculpted head and large, dark, intelligent eyes. Somehow he evaded a wrangler roundup 
on the mountain in 1994 when he was targeted for removal. By 1995 he had a family 
of six—a medium-sized band back in the mid-1990’s on the Pryor Wild Horse Range in 
southern Montana. 

But, by September of 1996, Bigfoot had lost his mares in a battle with a younger grullo 
stallion. He dogged the grullo and his mares for months, and was severely injured in un-
successful attempts to win them back. In the years that followed, despite his injuries, he 
managed to steal three mares, a grulla, a dun, and a blue roan. The grullo mare and then 
the dun mare died. Both were Bigfoot’s age and elderly by wild horse standards. By 2002 
he had just one mare left, Feather, a beautiful blue roan who had always been one of my 
favorites. 

In the spring of 2003, Feather gave birth to a sturdy dark bay foal, but in late June she 
too died. I have no idea why this perfectly healthy looking 15-year-old lay down atop her 
mountain home and mysteriously died. As I examined her body I could see no wounds. In 
a grove of trees nearby I noticed movement and could see Bigfoot and his little son watch-
ing me. I backed off and the stallion and his son walked up and stood beside the mare. 

The Legend of Bigfoot

by  Ginger Kathrens Bigfoot rears up at Red Raven. 
Photo by Makendra Silverman

Photo 1. Bigfoot and his little colt
Photo by Ginger Kathrens
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In time they moved away and, in the months 
that followed, I watched Bigfoot’s amaz-
ing attempt to try to keep his son alive. He 
gently guided and protected him (Photo 1). 
The old stallion would sniff the colt lovingly, 
but he could not give his son what he needed 
to survive. I did see one pathetic attempt by 
the foal to try to nurse his father. Bigfoot re-
sponded by turning quietly to the colt, then 
walking with him to the water hole (Photo 
2). But, a three-month-old colt cannot sur-
vive on water. I watched the baby grow thin-
ner and thinner and prayed for a miracle. 

When I returned to the mountain in Septem-
ber that same year, the dark colt had disap-
peared and Bigfoot was alone again. Over the 
years the damage to his legs from battles a 
decade before took their toll, and crippling 
arthritis set in. His knees grew to near soccer 
ball size. The aging stallion stayed more and 
more to himself in a valley to the north of the 
main horse range … a place I began calling 
Bigfoot’s Valley.

For the past five years, I expected that winter 
had claimed his life. And, each spring I was 
proven wrong. That’s when Bigfoot would 
march out of his valley to take on the stal-
lions, making a try for a mare (Photo 3).

The stallion grew frailer appearing each year, 
and more crippled. He looked as if he could 
barely put one foot in front of the other, then he 
would suddenly make a charge and a band stal-
lion would be forced to defend his family from 
the spirited old horse. Those of us who know 
him have marveled at his strength and will—
not just to survive, but to try to win a mare. 

When the helicopter began driving the hors-
es from the mountaintop down the 10-12 
mile stretch of rocky trails, I held my breath. 

WILD HORSES

Photo 5. Bigfoot in his meadow in the fog. When the clouds lifted I could see 
him - he was alive! 
Photo by Ginger Kathrens

Photo 2. Bigfoot took his motherless son to the water 
hole, but a three-month-old colt cannot survive on water. 
I watched the baby grow thinner and thinner and prayed 
for a miracle. 
Photo by Ginger Kathrens

Photo 4. Bolder’s mares and three 
foals - Cloud’s grandkids. 
Photo by Ginger Kathrens

Photo 3. Flint and Bigfoot atop the mountain spar in the fog 
in 2005.    Photo by Ginger Kathrens
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If Bigfoot could 
make the run, 
the BLM would 
likely euthanize 
him. If he could 
not make the 
run, he could be 
dead or dying on 
the trail some-
where. When the 
helicopter failed 
to bring him in, 
I hoped he might 
still be alive in 
his beautiful valley. I searched for him in vain after 
the round up and asked if anyone had spotted him. 
No one had seen the crippled old stallion. He was so 
frail and so alone. Surely he had finally given up and 
died. The winter passed and spring came, with no 
sign of Bigfoot.

Last week I drove up the mountain as I have for the 
past 16 years. New foals were dancing on the emerald 
green high meadows, including a trio of lively babies 
sired by Cloud’s son, Bolder (Photo 4). Cloud was 
looking macho filthy after rolling in one of the many 
small water holes that fill up only when rains keep 
these shallow depressions replenished. Fog began to 
roll over the wide fields punctuated with stands of fir 
trees. 

As I neared Penn’s Cabin I looked into Bigfoot’s Val-
ley. The fog was too thick to see into the high, circular 
meadow surrounded by dense forest where I had seen 
the old stallion so many times in years past. I set up 
my camera to take pictures of the fog and, as I panned 
over the trees, the clouds lifted and I could see a dark 
shape. Through my binoculars I could see Bigfoot! He 
was alive, grazing in his isolated valley (Photo 5). 
Unbelievable! 

That evening while I watched the foals play, I noticed 
that Cloud, his son Bolder, other band stallions and 
a number of the mares were staring at something 
moving on the distant hill. Bigfoot strode out of the 
trees, stiff legged and limping. He was rail thin but 
he kept moving toward the bands. Many of the horses 
began running away. Did they think the odd shape 
moving toward them was some kind of monster? It 
didn’t walk like a regular horse but moved more like a 
four-legged Frankenstein striding toward them—one 
herky-jerky step after another. 

As the bands ran from the creature, only one stal-
lion stayed to greet Bigfoot. The two-year-old son 
of Prince and Electra, the striking blue roan colt we 
call the Indigo Kid (Photo 6) stood his ground and 
started to play with the senior stallion. I bet Bigfoot 
still had a few things to show this beautiful upstart, 
and I think they were having fun as they reared and 
circled at sunset.

Over the next few days, Bigfoot retreated to his valley 
at night (Photo 7)  but came out each morning to 

Photo 6. The Indigo Kid plays with a bay bachelor. 
Photo by Makendra Silverman

Photo 8. Bigfoot watches and waits for an opening. 
Photo by Tony Wengert

Photo 7. Bigfoot at sunset heading back to his valley. 
Photo by Tony Wengert
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spar with Mescalero and Starman. Both band stallions had mares 
in heat and Bigfoot was all too willing to try and take them off their 
hands (Photos 8 & 9). 

I watched him looking as if his next step would be his last. Then, 
he would break into a trot and even make short, galloping dashes 
to avoid the bite of Starman (Photos 10 & 11). At a gallop he still 
looked a bit like the stallion I first saw in 1994.  

I didn’t see Bigfoot on the morning we left the mountaintop, but I 
was pretty sure he was grazing in his isolated valley and I marveled 

Cloud and Bigfoot
Photo by Tony Wengert, June 2010

The Cloud Foundation has been in the forefront of a 
national effort to communicate the plight of wild horses and burros and 
their unfair treatment by the Bureau of Land Management. Protests by 
the American public have been held in a dozen cities from coast-to-coast 
as well as London to save these icons of freedom. 6,000 wild horses are 
slated for removal from their legally designated homes on the range in 
the next three months. In an instant they will lose what they cherish 
most—their freedom and their families. Most will be added to the 37,000 
wild horses currently incarcerated at a huge and growing expense to the 
taxpayers of America. If action is not taken, America could lose these 
icons of the West forever. To get involved in the growing effort to save the 
few thousand wild horses left on our public lands, go to 
www.thecloudfoundation.org.

About the author:
Ginger Kathrens is an Emmy Award-winning documentary producer, 
author, and creator of the three Cloud programs for PBS’s Nature 
series. Her revealing journey with wild horses represents the only 
continuing documentation of a wild animal from birth in our 
hemisphere and has been compared to Jane Goodall’s experiences 
with Chimpanzees in Africa. Ginger is the volunteer executive director 
of the Cloud Foundation, a Colorado non-profit, committed to the 
preservation of Cloud’s herd in the Pryor Mountains of Montana and 
the protection of all wild horses and burros remaining on our public 
lands. www.thecloudfoundation.org

at his amazing spirit despite what must be incredible pain. What 
must winter be like for this ancient stallion, when bone chilling cold 
locked his mountain home in ice and snow? What must it be like to 
be alone for the past seven years? What inner strength does he draw 
upon to overcome age and infirmity? Does he focus on spring and 
green grass and the chance to try to win a family? 

When I think of my own aches and pains, I think of Bigfoot … old, 
alone, in pain, but alive and full of grit. To me, the mythic Yetti—the 
storied Bigfoot, has nothing on this ancient, beloved wild stallion 
who has touched something deep inside those of us who know him. 
He has much to teach us humans about hope in the face of adver-
sity. He is truly an inspiration … and a legend.

Photo 10. Bigfoot broke into a gallop and looked for a few 
seconds like he did when I first saw him 16 years ago. 
Photo by Tony Wengert

Photo 11. Bigfoot running.    Photo by Tony Wengert

Photo 9. Bigfoot, chasing 
Starman’s band with Mescalero 
in the background (the light 
roan stallion), makes a try for a 
Starman mare. June 2010. 
Photo by Makendra Silverman




