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One of our core beliefs at Refuge is that God the Creator wants to use His creation to draw people to Himself.  This principle has 

been repeatedly affirmed to us by an array of colors painted across the sky in a beautiful sunset, the quiet symphony of nature, 

majestic horses in motion and, most recently, a little Oreo-patterned goat.  

 

In September a woman called the Ranch, quite upset.  Someone had dumped a young male pygmy goat at her house and he had 

developed some health problems.  Now the goat was in obvious pain, and unable to afford any veterinary care, she did not know 

what to do.  She called the zoo, hoping they might take the struggling goat and they, in turn, directed her to us.   

When she called us and described his condition, we knew that we had to help her, even if it was just to put an end to the little 

goatôs suffering.   Within the hour, we had picked him up and were headed to our vet.  It was soon revealed that kidney stones 

were the cause of his discomfort and fortunately, the vet was able to perform a minor procedure which  

brought relief to the young buck.  We brought him back to the Ranch where he spent the next  

couple of days recovering.   Being a fellow kidney stone sufferer, I held quite an affinity for  

this little fellow and dubbed him Stone Goat Steve Austin.  
  

It soon became apparent, however, that Stone was having trouble again.  We  

had known it was possible for the blockage to reoccur so we arranged another  

visit to the vet.  This time, a more invasive surgery was performed and he  

returned to the Ranch weak and very skittish.  After all of the vetting and pain  

he had been through, the once friendly little goat was now hesitant to even  

approach an outstretched hand..  Sadly, he never regained his strength, and  

passed away just a few days later.  He had only been on the Ranch for ten  

days.  While this story seems to have an incredibly bad ending, in His  

sovereignty, God showed once again how He can use even the  

struggles in our lives for His glory and purposes.  It just so happened  

that the one Saturday Stone was here, we had a youth group  

visiting from Bethalto, IL.  The group was doing a service  

project and helping us host a cookout for the residents  

of a local homeless shelter.  The children from the  

shelter came out early to ride horses and play, and  

when they found out about the little goat, they were all eager to interact 

with him.    We were hesitant though, because of his recent trauma and how  

leery he had become of people.  We explained to them that if they wanted to  

meet the little goat, they had to sit quietly on straw bales and wait for their  

chance to go in one at a time.  When their turn came, they could enter the  

stall, sit down on the floor and wait quietly for the little goat to come to them.    



child and stretched out his nose  

to investigate those small, patient 

hands, they were helping him to 

overcome his fear and trust again.  

They walked out of the stall know-

ing they had done something impor-

tant and that they had been a part of 

something bigger than themselves.    
 

This message is 

so important to 

the heart of 

every child - to 

know that they 

have something 

of value to of-

fer.   And in 

Godôs great 

providence, 

even that little 

goat had value 

and purpose in 

his short life. 
 

This is the es-

sence of Refuge 

Ranch.  We be-

lieve that God 

desires to use 

every part of 

His breathtak-

ing creation to 

speak to the 

heart of His 

children.   To 

show them that 

they are valued 

and that He has 

a purpose for 

them ï in His 

Kingdom, no 

less!  Every 

mountain, every 

sunrise, every 

field clothed in 

wild flowers, and even a little Oreo-

patterned goat reveals His majesty 

and connects us to His great love 

for us.  How great is our God! 

 

Now this may not sound like it 

would be that difficult, but let me 

tell you that when the kids from the 

shelter are here, it is a bit like trying 

to herd fleas.   We adore this special 

group of children, but they are an 

energetic bunch that do not sit still 

for much of any-

thing.  Many of 

the kids have cha-

otic lives that are 

constantly chang-

ing and have a 

very difficult time 

with boundaries, 

following rules, 

and focusing for 

any length of 

time ï particu-

larly if that means 

being still or 

quiet.   However, 

this day, when 

presented with the 

chance to help 

this little pygmy 

goat love people 

again, they 

stepped up to the 

challenge.  Each 

child sat quietly 

on those straw 

bales and waited 

for his or her turn 

to go in.   Some 

of the children 

waited as long as 

twenty minutes.  

One by one, they 

sat on the floor 

and waited pa-

tiently for him to 

come to them.  It is difficult to de-

scribe the gentle kindness that each 

child offered to that little goat. 

Amazing right?  Or maybe you are 

wondering  ñWhat exactly is the  

 

point?ò   The value in a moment 

like this is so easy to miss.  We 

were blown away by the empathy 

and compassion shown by this 

normally rambunctious group of 

children who were suddenly so 

willing to wait.  

 

Many of them, having already 

known pain and confusion in their 

young lives, connected with this 

hurting goat.  Perhaps even more 

importantly, we explained as the 

little goat  slowly approached each     



by Chris Daniels 

 

Meet Django! 
Django (pronounced JANE-go) is truly an answer to prayers!   For some time the 

Ranch had been in need of another large, well  broke horse.  Both our mentoring 

and our volunteer program  had grown beyond anything we could have imag-

ined.  Blaze, at  15.2hh, was our largest horse and one of our quietest horses under 

saddle.  This meant that he was shouldering a great deal of the responsibility at 

Refuge. Not only was he handling the   workload for many of our adult mentors in 

training, but he was  a favorite for more than a few of the kids as well.   
 

Knowing that we needed to take some of the burden off of Blaze, I began to keep 

my eyes open for a horse that would be a perfect fit for the Ranch.  There was one 

problem:  there simply were not a lot of funds available to  go toward a new 

horse.  Quiet, well broke, child safe mounts are not cheap - even in our struggling 

economy where inexpensive and free horses are everywhere.  The Ranch is regu-

larly asked to take these horses in, and we  do so whenever we have the space and 

funds available.   

These horses that are offered free or as a 'donation' to the Ranch are almost always unbroke and in need of extensive 

training before they can be ridden by children.   This process can take years.  Alternatively many have either health or 

behavioral issues (and often times both) and take a great deal of time and money to rehabilitate.  The Ranch always re-

serves some space for horses like this.  Engaging the children to come alongside and help us with the rehabilitation 

process for these rescues is truly at the heart of what we do, however we also teach the children to ride, and this task 

requires horses that are well trained and endowed a with gentle and willing heart.  With all of the growth we had seen, 

we found  ourselves in the unique position of needing a horse that was ready to go immediately - both to facilitate teach-

ing the kids and to help us train new mentors.  With this in mind, we would simply have to trust that God would  take 

care of the details.  

 

While browsing horse ads on the internet and doing a bit of dreaming, I ran across a beautiful, paint  gelding being of-

fered for sale.  The ad said that he stood at 16.2hh - nearly a full hand taller than any other horse currently living at the 

Ranch.  More importantly the ad said that he was well broke, with nice quiet gaits  and a willing attitude.  He sounded 

perfect, however the asking price was far more than the Ranch could afford.  With a longing heart I closed the ad and 

moved on, but for some reason I could not get the gelding off of my  mind.  I day dreamed about how excited the kids 

would be over the beautifully painted giant of a horse and  found myself regularly going back to reread the ad and look 

at his picture.    
 

     It wasn't more than a few days before Django 

was listed as sold and I was not at all surprised that 

the attractive, well trained gelding had been 

snatched up so quickly.  Still, my heart sunk a bit as 

I read that he was no longer available, and I chided 

myself.  Django was well out of our budget and 

never destined to come to the Ranch in the first 

place.  Knowing how prone I can be to running 

ahead of His provision and taking things into my 

own  hands I prayed silently for the faith to trust 

that God would provide us with the perfect horse in 

His perfect timing.    A  week or so later,  I was brows-

ing the same sale board.  As I scanned the ads,  a 

familiar name caught my eye.  I clicked the link, and 

was surprised to find Django listed for sale again.   
 

 

 



The original buyer had fallen through and the gelding was available once more.  His price had been reduced but was 

still  well out of range of Refuge's budget . 

As I studied the ad and admired the picture of this beautiful horse, I just kept thinking how absolutely perfect he was for t he 

Ranch.  Feeling a bit foolish, but compelled in a way that is  difficult for me to articulate, I decided to email Django's owner.   I 

explained our need to her and was honest about the Ranch's inability to spend a great deal of money for a horse.  I expressed 

hope that she would not be offended, for the beautiful paint was certainly worth more than the Ranch could offer to pay, but 

we would give  him the best home possible with a multitude of children to dote and all the love in the world to lavish on 

him.    I hesitated for a moment before clicking the send button, knowing what a long shot this was, and reminded  myself for 

the hundredth time that every resource in this world belongs to the Lord and He would provide for  us exactly what we 

needed, whether or not that was the lovely horse I had been dreaming about for the last couple of weeks or something amaz-

ing He was planning that I had not yet begun to fathom.  

 

The very next day, my heart skipped a beat as I checked my email and found a reply from Django's owner.  I prepared myself 

for the polite refusal that I knew was coming.  I began to read, 

 

       "Chris, Give me a jingle anyway.  I can credit horses with keeping me alive and sane after I lost my mom at the tender age of 13. I'm 

coming up on the 11th anniversary of her death - sending Django to help other lost and hurting kids seems like a fitting tribute. . ." 

 

Reading her reply, I was humbled and struck by God's amazing ability to work through every intricate detail.  My  excitement 

grew as I realized that this might really be an open door. I called her almost immediately and as she shared about her beloved 

horse and gave me the opportunity to share about the Ranch and what Django's role here would be, it became more and 

more obvious that he truly would be a wonderful fit.  However, financial restraints had  been a significant part of her decision 

to sell him, and she was not sure that she could lower his price enough to make him affordable for the Ranch.  I understood 

entirely and was amazed and humbled that she was even considering doing so.  We agreed that she would think it over and 

get back to me when she had reached a decision.  The very next day, Ellen called to tell us that she felt Refuge was the perfect 

place for Django and that she was willing to take a small fraction of what the gelding was worth so that he could make the 

Ranch his home.    

Overwhelmed with gratitude for her generosity, and for a God who takes care of every need and detail, I  thanked her pro-

fusely.  We made arrangements for me to come and ride him just to ensure he really would be a good fit, though in my heart I 

had absolutely no doubt.  Less than 2 weeks later, Django came home.  This incredible horse was a huge --figuratively and 

literally -- answer to prayer.  He is  

a gentle giant and abso-

lutely  adored by the kids at the 

Ranch.  Just watching him graze or 

canter across the paddock is 

breathtaking.  

 

     When a new horse comes to live 

at Refuge, we almost always give 

them a new name.  So often, they 

come out of terrible situations and 

a new name is part of the fresh 

start they are given at the 

Ranch.  Django, however, was an 

exception to this rule.  Not only 

did he have a unique name that we 

really liked, in contrast to the suf-

fering  and neglect we so often see, 

his arrival at the Ranch was a pic-

ture of kindness, selflessness, and 

generosity.   He  was a perfect fit, 

just as he was.  His name would 

stay.  Welcome home, Django!  

Around The Ranch 


