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AT FIRST Donald lay still. Scarcely a muscle moved. The boulders and the low shrubs
screened him from view. Excitement held him motionless. His hands gripped the short
grass and his toes dug into the dry earth. Cautiously he raised himself on his elbows and
gazed at the scene below him.

There, in his fathet’s unfenced hay flats, was the outlaw band of wild horses. They
were grazing quietly on the rich grass. Some drank from the small hillside stream.
Donald tried to count them, but they suddenly began moving about and he could not
get beyond twenty. He thought there might be two hundred.

Donald knew a good deal about that band of horses, but he had never had the
good luck to see them. They were known over many hundreds of square miles. They
had roamed at will over the grain fields and they had led away many a domestic horse
to the wild life. Once in that band, a horse was lost to the farm.

There in the flats was the great black stallion, the hero or the villain of a hundred
tales. Over the far-flung prairie and grasslands there was scarcely a boy who had not
dreamed of wild rides with the great body of the stallion beneath him, bearing him clean
through the air with the sharp speed of lightning.

There was the stallion now, moving among the horses with the sureness and ease
of a master. As he moved about, teasingly kicking here and nipping there, a restlessness,
as of a danger sensed, stirred through the band. The stallion cut to the outside of the
group. At a full gallop he snaked around the wide circle, roughly bunching the mares
and colts into the smaller circle of an invisible corral.

He was a magnificent creature, huge and proudly built. Donald saw the gloss of

the black coat and the great curving muscles of the strong legs, the massive hoofs, the



powerful arch of the neck, the proud crest of the head. Donald imagined he could see
the flash of black, intelligent eyes. Surely a nobler creature never roamed the plains!

Off-wind from the herd, a red mare came out from the fold of the low hills
opposite. She stood motionless a moment, her graceful head held high. Then she
nickered. The black stallion drew up short in his herding, nickered eagerly, then bolted
off in the direction of the mare. She stood waiting until he had almost reached her; then
they galloped back to the herd together.

The shadows crept across the hay flats and the evening stillness settled down. A
bird sang sleepily on one note. Donald suddenly became aware of the monotonous song
and stirred from his intent watching. He must tell his father and help send news around
the countryside. He was still intensely excited as he crept back from the brow of the hill
and hurried home. All the time his mind was busy and his heart was bursting.

Donald knew that three hundred years ago the Spaniards had brought horses to
Mexico. Descendants of these horses had wandered into the Great Plains. These horses
he now was watching were of that Spanish strain. Thousands of them roamed the cattle
lands north to the American boundary. This band now grazed wild over these park
lands here in Canada-four hundred and fifty miles north of the boundary.

His father and the farmers for many miles around had determined to round up
the horses and make an end of the roving band. As a farmer’s son, Donald knew that
this was necessary and right. But a Certain respect for the band and the fierce loyalty
that he felt toward all wild, free creatures made him wish in his heart that they might
never be caught, never be broken and tamed. He, who was so full of sympathy for the
hotses, must be traitor to them!

There had been conflicts in his heart before, but never had there been such a
warring of two strong loyalties. He saw himself for the first time as a person of
importance because he, Donald Turner, had the power to affect the lives of others. This
powert, because it could help or harm others, he knew he must use wisely.

When he stood before his father half an hour later, he did not blurt out his news.
It was too important for that. But his voice and his eyes were tense with excitement.
“That band of wild horses is in the hay hollow, west of the homestead quarter,” he said.

“There must be close to two hundred.”



His father was aware of the boy’s deep excitement. At Donald’s first words he
stopped his milking, his hands resting on the rim of the pail as he looked up.

“Good lad, Donald!” he said, quietly enough. “Get your supper and we’ll ride to
Smith’s and Duncan’s to start the word around. Tell Mother to pack lunches for
tomorrow. We’ll start at sunup.” He turned to his milking again.

The other men were in the yard shortly after daylight.

Donald afterward wondered how long it would have taken ranch hands to round
up the band of horses. These farmers knew horses, but not how to round up large
numbers of them as the men of the ranch country knew so well. The farmers learned a
good deal in the next two weeks.

Twenty men started out after the band as it thundered out of the hay flats, through
the hills and over the country. The dust rose in clouds as their pounding hoofs dug the
dry earth. The herd sped before the pursuers with the effortless speed of the wind. The
black stallion led or drove his band and kept them well together. That first day only the
young colts were taken.

At sunset the riders unsaddled and staked their horses by a poplar thicket, ate their
stale lunches and lay down to sleep under the stars. Their horses cropped the short grass
and drank from the stream. Some slept standing; others lay down.

At dawn the herd was spied moving westward. With the coming of night, they,
too, had rested. For a mile or more they now sped along the rim of a knoll, swift as
bronchos pulled in off the range after a winter out. The black stallion was a hundred
feet ahead, running with a tireless, easy swing, his mane and tail streaming and his body
stretched level as it cut through the morning mists. Close at his side, but half a length
behind him, ran the red mare. The band streamed after.

After the first day’s chase and the night under the stars, Donald had ridden back
home. Not that he had wanted to go back. He would have given everything that he
owned to have gone on with the men. But there were horses and cattle and chores to
attend to at home, and there was school.

The roundup continued. Each day saw the capture of more and more horses. As
the men doubled back on their course, they began to see that the wild horses traveled
in a great circle, coming back again and again over the same ground, stopping at the

same watering holes and feeding in the same rich grass flats. Once this course became
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clear, fresh riders and mounts in relays were posted along the way, while others drove
on from behind. The wild band had still to press on with little chance for rest and
teeding. The strain of the pursuit took away their desire for food, but they had a burning
thirst and the black stallion would never let them drink their fill before he drove them
on. Fatigue grew on them.

As the roundup continued, the whole countryside stirred with excitement. At
every town where there was a grain elevator along the railroad, people repeated the
latest news of the chase. On the farms the hay went unmown or unraked, and the plows
rested still in the last furrow of the summer fallow. At school the children played
roundup at recess. Donald, at his desk, saw the printed pages of his books, but his mind
was miles away, running with the now almost exhausted wild horses.

Near the end of the second week of the chase, Donald’s father rode into the yard.
Donald dropped the wood he was carrying to the house and ran to meet his father.

“Dad, they haven’t got the black stallion and the red mare, have they?” Donald
could scarcely wait for his father’s slow reply.

“No, Donald, lad,” he said. “Though those two are the only horses still free.
They’re back in the flats. We’ll get them tomorrow.”

Donald felt both relief and fear.

In the yellow lamplight of the supper table his father told of the long days of
riding, of the farms where he had eaten and rested, and of the adventures of each day.

“That was a gallant band, lad!” he said. “Never shall we see their equall Those two
that are left are a pair of great horses. Most wild horses show a weakening in the strain
and grow up with little wind or muscle. But these two are sound of wind and their
muscles are like steel. Besides that, they have intelligence. They would have been taken
long ago but for that.”

No one spoke. Donald felt that his father was on his side, the side of the horses.
After a long pause, Mr. Turner continued.

“With his brains and his strength, that stallion could have got away in the very
beginning. He could have got away a dozen times and would now be free south of the
border. But that was his band. He stayed by them and he tried to get them to safety.
This week, when his band had been rounded up, he stuck by that red mare. She is swift
but she can’t match his speed. It’s curious the way they keep together! He stops and
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nickers. She nickers in reply and comes close to him, her nose touching his flank. They
stand a moment. Then they are away again, she running beside him but not quite neck
to neck. Day after day it is the same. They are no ordinary horseflesh, those two, lad!”

There was a lump in Donald’s throat. He knew what his father meant. Those
horses seemed to stand for something bigger and greater than himself. There were other
things that made him feel the same-the first full-throated song of the meadow lark in
the spring, ripe golden fields of wheat with the breeze rippling it in waves, the sun
setting over the rim of the world in a blaze of rose and gold, the sun rising again in the
quiet east, the smile in the blue depths of his mothet’s eyes, the still whiteness of the
snowbound plains.

These things were part of a hidden, exciting wotld. The boy belonged to these
things in some strange way. He caught only glimpses of that hidden world, but those
glimpses were tantalizing. Something deep within him leaped up in joy.

That night Donald dreamed of horses flickering to him, but when he tried to find
them, they were no longer there. Then he dreamed that he was riding the great black
stallion, riding over a far-flung range, riding along a hilltop road with the world spread
below him on every side. He felt the powerful body of the horse beneath him. He felt
the smooth curves of the mighty muscles. Horse and rider seemed as one.

A cold dawn shattered his glorious dream ride. With his father he joined the other
horsemen. From the crest of the slope from which Donald had first seen them, the pair
of horses was sighted. They were dark moving shadows in the gray mists of the
morning.

They had just finished drinking deep from the stream. Not for two weeks had the
men seen the horses drink like that. Thirsty as they were, they had taken but one drink
at each water hole. This last morning they were jaded and spent; they had thrown
caution to the winds.

At the first suspicion of close danger, they stood still, heads and tails erect. Then
they dashed toward the protecting hills. There the way forked.

It was then Donald saw happen the strange thing his father had described. At the
fork the stallion halted and nickered. The mare answered and came close. She touched
his flank with her head. Then they bounded off and disappeared in the path that led

northwest to the rougher country where the chase had not led before.



Along the way the horses had been expected to take, grain-fed horses had been
stationed. These had now to move over northwest. But the men were in no hurry today.
They were sure of the take before nightfall. The sun was low in the west when two
riders spurred their mounts for the close-in. The stallion and the mare were not a
hundred yards ahead. They were dead spent. Their glossy coats were flecked with dark
toam. Fatigue showed in every line of their bodies. Their gallant spirits no longer could
drive their spent bodies. The stallion called to the mare. He heard her answer behind
him. He slowed down, turning wildly in every direction. She came up to him, her head
drooped on his flank and rested there. In a last wild defiance, the stallion tossed his
magnificent head and drew strength for a last mighty effort. Too late!

The smooth coils of a rope tightened around his feet. He was down, down and
helpless. He saw the mare fall as the rope slipped over her body and drew tight around
her legs. It maddened him. He struggled wildly to be free. The taut rope held. The
stallion was conquered. In that last struggle something went out of him. Broken was his
body and broken was his spirit. Never again would he roam the plains, proud and free,
the monarch of his herd.

Donald saw it all. He felt it all. His hands gripped the pommel of the saddle and
his knees pressed hard against his pony’s side. Tears blinded his eyes, and from his
throat came the sound of a single sob. It was as if he himself were being broken and
tied.

The sun dipped below the rim of the plains. The day was gone; the chase was
ended. The men stood about smoking and talking in groups of twos and threes,
examining the two roped horses. Donald’s father knelt close to the mare, watching her
intently. Donald watched him. His father remained quiet for a moment, one knee still
resting on the ground, in his hand his unsmoked pipe. Donald waited for his father to
speak. At last the words came.

“Boys,” he said, without looking up, and with measured words, “do you know,
this mare is blind-stone blind!”

A week later, Donald and his father stood watching those two horses in the
Turner corral. They were not the same spirited creatures, but they were still magnificent

horses.



“I figured,” his father said, turning to the boy, “that they had won the right to stay
together. I’ve brought them home for you. They are yours, lad. I know you will be good

to them.”



