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 Sable Island Sable Island
She is shrouded in rich 

history like no other, home 
to animals who face no 
boundaries except for  

her shores

Because of this she sits on a 
precipice, teetering between 

absolute stillness and 
constant activity

Never unflinching; never 
unwavering ... adapting only 

to nature’s will …”

Sable Island is a small speck of land less than a mile 
wide that has captured the minds of writers and 
artists for centuries and has yet to lose its enduring 

appeal. I’ve been fortunate enough to spend over a 
month on the island—located about 200 miles southeast 
of Halifax, Nova Scotia—and still, three years after my last 
trip, I think about how it has allowed me to see the world 
differently. There is nothing as monumental as being 
there, yet on her shores I’ve never felt smaller. To me, 
Sable Island is the definition of freedom. 

While visiting, my mission was to create a visual ode 
to Sable that encompassed both still images and a film. 
I wanted to capture the full sensory experience of being 
on her shores as the island is not an easily accessible 
place to visit.  

In fact, Sable feels as if it exists in an alternate universe 
outside of the calendar, outside of the seasons, and 
outside of time. No one may really ever get to know the 
island intimately except for its resident, famous horses, 
and even they have learned to work around the land’s 
continuous reinvention. For those reasons, Sable is one 
of the most romantic locations I’ve ever visited, if only for 
its raw, unforgiving beauty—and its wild horses. 

T H E  H O R S E S  O F

Story And Photos By Drew Doggett

Photographer Drew Doggett captures the windswept and  
wild residents of the small Atlantic island. 
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AN EXPLORER’S DREAM

When I think about the ideal aspects of what I look for in 
my work, Sable has it all. Its undisturbed landscape is the 
explorer’s dream, while its shores offer a perspective that 
allows you to reflect on our position in this universe like 
nowhere else in the world. 

You never know what you might find beyond a 
sand dune, because besides horses you may discover 
the bones of whales or seals, or even the remains of 
shipwrecks or objects washed ashore from across the 
world.  

You can’t consider Sable without her horses, and 
although their history has been told countless times before, 
much of it remains a mystery. The horses’ story is a study 
in Darwinism, and they are the victors largely because the 
island has yet to be conquered by man despite several 
attempts. These are animals who know no predators except 
for age and the occasional disease, and they have their 

own organizational structures that have developed over the 
years and allowed them to flourish. There are several herds 
on the island, and although they are within mere miles of 
one another, they each have their own set of rules. 

The island is constantly shifting and reinventing itself 
in the same way as the horses. Each day the wind shifts 
the dunes and creates new sandy structures, while new 
stallions succeed the elders as leaders, harboring in a new 
generation of horses. 

When walking around the island, you feel moved by the 
power of nature and of the animals who have learned how to 
survive within one of the most uniquely challenging ecosystems. 
Sable has quite literally swallowed buildings whole, but these 
horses have survived. They are fierce but gentle, and they are 
powerful but in a humbling way. These aren’t animals that are 
meant to have owners; in fact, they don’t even own the island. 
They are merely its companions, and most likely the only ones 
this small strip of land will ever know. 
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One of the most noticeable traits of these horses is 
their bold curiosity. These aren’t wild animals that wait 
in hiding for you to pass them by, but instead they are 
eager to figure out who you are and, one can imagine, 
wondering what you are doing here in their world. Within 
my portraits, I’d often feel that I was documenting them 
beyond their physicalities—almost like I was looking into 
their souls. 

“Reflection” reminds me of this. On my 2012 stay on 
the island, I returned day after day to this horse, so in 
part I felt as if I had earned his trust through my peaceful 
presence. This horse fearlessly approached me and 
deeply looked at me, and it felt as if he was combing 
through my soul in return. You can see me reflected in 
this stallion’s eye, like he was capturing me in the same 
way my camera was capturing him. 
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There is a mystic quality to the island. In part this is because of her infamous reputation as the “Graveyard of 
the Atlantic” due to the unrivaled amount of shipwrecks on her shores, but it is also caused by the fog that 
so often lingers there. “Spirit At Dawn” reveals how the animals live enclosed in their hazy home, encased in 
their own unique rhythm. 

“The Chase,” too, features the hazy backdrop of the island’s signature sandy and 
ever-changing topography with one lone bachelor sprinting across the shore. 
Even during quiet moments there is always a sense of pent-up energy embedded 
within these animals’ wild spirits, waiting to be released; this horse is the literal and 
figurative rendering of this energy. 
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The majority of the time it feels as if there is a total and pure 
sense of isolation on the island, unfeasible for most of us. 
This stillness, along with the island’s wildness, are her most 
identifying qualities. From the unkempt, sandy manes to the 
lone horse staring back at you as if on guard, these animals 
have created their own narrative. I especially like how the 
horses begin to blend with their surroundings, such as the 
mane mimicking the grass in “Windy Solitude” (below), or the 

ripples of the salt-drenched mane in "Rebel" (left) . 

SEE MORE OF DREW DOGGETT’S WORK

The excerpt at the beginning of this article is from a draft of the script for 
Doggett’s film “Stronghold of Resistance: Sable Island & Her Legendary 
Horses.” To see the film in full and the entire “Discovering the Horses of 

Sable Island” limited-edition print series go to drewdoggett.com. View more 
images of the Sable Island horses on Instagram (@sableislandhorses).
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