The Horse Girl
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n the days when America was young a girl lived in a village. She loved to go amongst the
Itrees and along the lakes and be with the animals. She let the wind play in her hair and
the wind told her secrets when it blew. It spoke to her of all the lands it had blown over, of
the rocks and stones, the mountains and deserts, the ice and snow. As the girl grew older
she spent more and more time alone and her parents began to worry. She was beautiful and
young men came and asked for her hand, but she always refused. One young man, a hunter,
loved her deeply. He often came to visit her teepee just to be close to her. She treated him
with courtesy but declined his offers of marriage.

One day he followed her when she went into the forest. He was a good hunter, well
able to keep himself hidden and follow her trail at a distance. She went far from the village,
further even than the hunters went when they looked for game. The young man had a hard
time keeping up with her and was surprised at her speed and how she never stopped to
rest.

At last, in the evening, she came to a mountain and climbed it swiftly. There the hunter
found her standing on the highest peak with the wind playing in her hair. She sang, and a
horse with white wings flew out of the clouds. The young woman climbed on its back and
soared into the sky.

The hunter was astonished. He had never seen a winged horse. He waited through the
night and just as the sun painted the sky with morning red the winged horse flew down out
of the clouds. The girl dismounted and began her swift journey home.

Back at the village the hunter went to the wise man. He was a reader of dreams and
could heal illness. The hunter told him what he had seen and asked how he might get the
young woman to marry him.

“You will never catch her,” the wise man replied. “She belongs to another world. If you

try, she will slip through your hands like sand and be gone forever.”
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But the young man wouldn’t listen. He turned his back on the wise man and called him
foolish. He went into the woods and crafted a mighty bow. It was as tall as himself, with an
arrow longer than his arm. He journeyed back to the mountain and hid behind a rock. For
three days he waited patiently, eating little and never coming out of his hiding place. On the
third evening he heard the girl singing and saw the mighty horse descend out of the clouds.
He drew his bow and fired. The arrow pierced the horse’s heart; it leapt upwards towards
the clouds but fell from the sky and crashed on the rocks below.

The hunter sprang out from hiding and grabbed the girl’s arm. The girl turned towards
him fiercely. The wind caught her hair. She whirled from his arms and leaped from the
mountain.

Soon, all that was left was a voice crying in the wind.
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