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For Bonnie
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and

for Janet
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The people were always moving from place to place following the
herds of buffalo. They had many horses to carry the tipis and all
their belongings. They trained their fastest horses to hunt the
buffalo.









Every day when she had helped her mother carry water and collect
firewood, she would run off to be with the horses. She stayed with
them in the meadows, but was careful never to go beyond sight of
home. |

One hot day when the sun was overhead she felt sleepy. She spread
her blanket and lay down. It was nice to hear the horses eating and
moving slowly among the flowers. Soon she fell asleep.

A faint rumble of distant thunder did not waken her. Angry clouds
began to roll out across the sky with lightning flashing in the dark-
ness beneath. But the fresh breeze and scent of rain made her sleep
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In an instant the herd was galloping away like the wind. She A
called to the horses to stop, but her voice was lost in the thunder. '

Nothing could stop them. She hugged her horse’s neck with her J
fingers twisted into his mane. She clung on, afraid of falling under

the drumming hooves. A
( /
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The horses galloped faster and faster, pursued by the thunder
and lightning. They swept like a brown flood across hills and through
valleys. Fear drove them on and on. leaving their familiar grazing
grounds far behind.

At last the storm disappeared over the horizon. The tired horses
slowed and then stopped and rested. Stars came out and the moon
shone over hills the gitl had never seen before. She knew they
were lost.




Next morning she was wakened by a loud neighing. A beautiful
spotted stallion was prancing to and fro in front of her, stamping
his hooves and shaking his mane. He was strong and proud and more
handsome than any horse she had ever dreamed of. He told her that
he was the leader of all the wild horses who roamed the hills. He
welcomed her to live with them. She was glad, and all her horses
lifted their heads and neighed joyfully, happy to be free with the
wild horses.






The people searched everywhere for the girl and the vanished
horses. They were nowhere to be found.

But a year later two hunters rode into the hills where the wild
horses lived. When they climbed a hill and looked over the top they
saw the wild horses led by the beautiful spotted stallion. Beside him
rode the girl leading a colt. They called out to her. She waved back,
but the stallion quickly drove her away with all his horses.






The hunters galloped home and told what they had seen. The
men mounted their fastest horses and set out at once.

It was a long chase. The stallion defended the girl and the colt.
He circled round and round them so that the riders could not get
near. They tried to catch him with ropes but he dodged them. He
had no fear. His eyes shone like cold stars. He snorted and his hooves
struck as fast as lightning.

The riders admired his courage. They might never have caught
the girl except her horse stumbled and she fell.
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She was glad to see her parents and they thought she would be
happy to be home again. But they soon saw she was sad and missed
the colt and the wild horses.

Each evening as the sun went down people would hear the stallion
neighing sadly from the hilltop above the village, calling for her
to come back.

The days passed. Her parents knew the girl was lonely. She be-
came ill and the doctors could do nothing to help her. They asked
what would make her well again. “I love to run with the wild horses,”
she answered. “They are my relatives. If you let me go back to them
I shall be happy for evermore.”
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And then one year she did not return and was never seen again.
But when hunters next saw the wild horses there galloped beside the
mighty stallion a beautiful mare with a mane and tail floating like
wispy clouds about her. They said the girl had surely become one of

the wild horses at last.
‘Today we are still glad to remember that we have relatives among

the Horse People. And it gives us joy to see the wild horses running
free. Our thoughts fly with them.
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A Navaho’s song about his horse:

’ My horse has a hoof like striped agate;

His fetlock is like a fine eagle-plume;

! His legs are like quick lightning.

My horse’sbody islike an eagle-plumed arrow;
‘, My horse has a tail like a trailing black cloud.
| His maneis made of short rainbows.

My horse’s ears are made of round corn.

f My horse’s eyes are made of big stars.

f My horse’s teeth are made of white shell.

' The long rainbow is in his mouth for a bridle,
And with it I guide him.

Black Elk, an Oglala Sioux, had a dream in which he heard a stallion ‘
sing asong:

My horses, prancing they are coming.
My horses, neighing they are coming.
Prancing, they are coming.

All over the universe they come.

They will dance; may you behold them.
A horse nation, they will dance,

May you behold them.
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“Harmonious, brilliantly colored paintings, stylized but with
depth of design, frame the dramatic tale of a Plains Indian Py
girl devoted to the care of her tribe’s horses. When they
stampede during a storm, she is lost among faraway
mountains and claimed by a wild stallion, choosing to ride
free with the herd even after her relatives find her.”

—Booklist (starred review)

“Breathtaking. . . . Paul Goble creates panoramas of the
wild horses and their environment that are both dramatic
and beautifully detailed.”

—New York Times Book Review
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