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The Hooded Men
The breeze blew their silver manes out behind them like the glittering crests of waves, lifting the silver forelocks from their eyes. Two cream horses stood poised on the high, iced rocks of the Range - a graceful, lovely filly and the great stallion, her father, Thowra, king of the wind. Then they tossed their heads, kicked up their heels, and went galloping down the slope on snow that had been hard-packed by wind till it was almost ice, gleaming and shining. Ice chips flew out behind their hooves.
A fox ran away from them: a hare hid from them: a dingo watched them: a hawk flew over them: the cold air and the snow held them. Who but the animals and birds, the wind and the snow, would have expected to see wild horses galloping and playing in the high winter mountains? Only the foxes, the dingoes, the hares, and the birds knew that Thowra, the' fabulous Silver Stallion, whom the mountain stockmen thought dead, and his daughter, Kunama, were galloping for joy in their mountain kingdom during winter.
Sometimes even the dingoes wondered if the horses were real, it was so strange to see them in the snow, but to Thowra this was the time - this time upon the Range, with the snow firm beneath his drumming hooves, and the air biting cold - this was the time that was almost more real than any other.
Down one steep slope they galloped, and across a snowy flat, then up, up, up towards the top of the Ramshead. The fox and the hare had gone, the dingo was far below in the trees; only the grey goshawk was left high above.
Thowra felt the muscles in his shoulders and haunches strain​ing. The breath was freezing in his nostrils. The top of the Ramshead was just beyond them, steeply above.
"Come!" he called to Kunama, and they went up and up, one hoof after the other cutting into the icy snow.
One last leap and he stood high on the rocks. He threw up his head and gave his great stallion cry till it echoed round the tors of the Range:
"It is I,Thowra!"
His heart was pounding in his great chest. He drew the
5
cold air in through his dilated nostrils, felt it fill him, felt this same cold air touch his hot cream hide, and he flung his head again to neigh.
"It is I."
The only answer came from the flying echoes, because, ex​cept for Kunama beside him, there was no other horse within miles. No other horse would have gone to the top of the Range on the hard frozen snow.
Thowra looked northward over a great snow-filled plain to another higher mountain and to snow mountains beyond and beyond. The snow was so hard that it would make a magic highway for a horse. Once more Thowra lifted his head, and this time it was as though he answered a call himself - the call of the high snow mountains. Then he gathered himself together, muscles taut, ready to spring. Down off the rocks he went, galloping, sliding on the steep snow.
Faster, faster he went, the cold air like a wind, now, and the snowy plain rushing up to meet him. Then he and Kunama were on the flat, racing, ice chips flying out behind their hooves.
Overhead the grey goshawk hung on the air. He had seen Thowra and his daughter come up out of the Secret Valley into the winter hills before, but never seen them so high. Only the little bush animals and the birds of the air knew for certain that Thowra was alive. All the mountain men told tales of how he had gone to his death over a cliff rather than be cap​tured by the men who were hunting him in a great brumby round-up.
The goshawk stared down. Yes, surely there were two horses below him, almost invisible against the snow. They must be real, and had he not heard Thowra call: "It is I, Thowra!"
The hawk knew it was indeed the Silver Stallion claiming his freedom of the hills, leaving the safety of his Secret Valley to gallop in the mountains that he loved.
Over the great, white, shining plain the two horses galloped in wild freedom, the cold air stinging tears to their eyes, their hooves making a strange, muffled beat on the hard snow.
At last they were close to the steep side of Mount Kosciusko, the high mountain that rose at one edge of the plain. They stopped in a flurry of flying snow as they came to the edge of a small drop, and put their heads down to sniff suspiciously.
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Beyond the drop was a perfect, smooth, flat surface covered in snow that had not been hard-packed by the wind, and which glittered in its separate crystals.
"I have heard from Bel Bel, my mother, of a lake up here, beneath the highest mountain," Thowra said to Kunama. "Lake Cootapatamba, the Lake of the Eagles. Perhaps this is it, covered with snow and ice."
The smooth oval looked fascinating.
Thowra walked slowly down the little slope and put one foot with great care on the surface. The snow was soft and several inches deep. Underneath there was hardness. He tried the other foot, even more carefully. His ears twitched back and forth nervously. Kunama stood fearfully on the bank. It was the lake, Thowra was sure. Something told him that there was thick ice below the snow, and below that the steel-grey water. He walked out further and further. It all felt quite solid. Out into the middle he went, quietly, warily, ears pricked, every muscle tense, ready to leap for his life - but as daring and curious as ever he had been.
Kunama trembled as she stood there with only her forefeet on the strange frozen lake with its soft carpet of snow. She was beginning to wish that this adventure with her sire was over. If Thowra went out of the Secret Valley without her, now that she was almost full grown, she would be filled with restless misery; but for some reason this adventure was begin​ning to make her feel afraid. There had been something that had turned the sweat cold down her flanks when she looked northward and saw all those far-stretching mountains, and she wished she could go back to the Secret Valley.
She could see that Thowra was enjoying himself, and felt sure he would not turn back yet. She watched him roll and roll in the soft snow, then spring up and shake the glittering snow crystals out of his coat. Back he came to her, galloping towards her across the smooth surface of the lake, his hooves making no sound in the soft snow. It was obvious that he was planning something else. Did he not know, like she did, deep down and for certain, that no good would come of this adven​ture? But perhaps it was she, Kunama, who was in danger, not Thowra.
"Come," he said to her. "While there are no men in the mountains we will look over the edge and see the great valley from whence your mother, Golden, came."
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"Something tells me that there is danger, that we should go back," Kunama said.
Thowra stood quietly, as though listening to the air itself.
"Nothing is wrong," he said. "The grey goshawk gives no sign of danger."
"Up here there are no animals or birds other than the hawk to warn you. We alone are alive." Kunama's words dropped slowly into the mountain silence. "But you have taught me to try always to hear, to feel, to smell, to see, and to understand everything around me. Today I feel that I am in great danger."
Thowra remained still, but no message of anything came to him, except that of joy in the marvellous mountains, in the blue sky, in the endless snowfields, hard-packed for galloping hooves.
"I can feel nothing," he said at last. "You are not used to snow, and we are far from home. All is well. Come!"
Kunama moved along beside him, and as they climbed up on to the shoulder of Kosciusko, she could see, all the way, the north-stretching mountains, and all the way the dread went with her, but Thowra climbed on, with head up and ears pricked, enjoying every step and every moment.
They stopped on the Northcote Pass with the valley of the Snowy River on one side, and the Wilkinson Valley on the other, and they saw now more of the northern mountains.
"Wild horses once ranged over all these hills," Thowra said. "Bel Bel often told the stories of those days. The men came with their cattle and their strong-smelling sheep, and hunted the horses into trap-yards, year after year, so that the brum​bies, if they wanted to survive, had to go to lower country where trees gave them hiding-places."
Kunama felt cold. It would not be good to gallop for one's life over these open, treeless mountains!
Thowra, having taken a look all round, decided to cross the head of the Wilkinson Valley and climb up on to Mount Townsend to see the great Murray Valley that should lie be​yond. He cantered off with a gay kick up of the heels, silver tail flying.
The day was still intensely cold, and the snow remained hard. This was magnificent: the hills were his on which to gallop where he would. The snow was his. Though he could live and be free in his Secret Valley, have his own small herd hidden there, often the greater freedom of the high mountains
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seemed far better than the safety of the Secret Valley. Today, as he galloped through the fierce, cold air, stretching his fine, cream-coloured legs across the snow - the high snows, higher than he had ever been before - Thowra felt the magnificence with every inch of himself.
They slackened pace and began their last climb.
"We will soon see the valley where Golden says the feed is always good," Thowra said.
"The valley of man," said Kunama distrustfully.
Up and up, more and more steeply they went, and their hooves were barely biting into the hard snow. Then they were there, on the top, looking over, staring, amazed.
Below, the mountains dropped away straight beneath their hooves, bright sunlit snow stretching downwards steeply, steeply - not to forest and a valley, but to the edge of a billow​ing, grey-white sea.
Thowra simply gazed without moving or speaking, knowing that he was looking at something that was very strange.
The enormous lake stretched further than the two horses' eyes could see. There were islands standing up out of it, the first of them snow-capped, and many of them covered with the dark blue bush - lines of islands getting lower and lower in the soft billows of the sea.
Spellbound, Thowra and Kunama stood in the gap. Then they started to move down towards the shining mystic lake.
This time they did not gallop; they trotted and stopped and looked and snorted.
Thowra was trying to remember all the legends he had heard from Bel Bel. Somewhere at the back of his memory there was something about a great sea, but he knew that they should have found a wide valley going on and on where there was only this huge sea of soft, unmoving waves.
The sunlight glinted off the snow and off this sea until Thowra felt his eyes aching, but, deeply curious, yet deeply apprehensive, he kept going down and down, towards the shining waves, followed by Kunama.
Once Kunama said:
"We must go back. I am sure there is great danger."
But Thowra went on and on, forever downwards until the great face of the mountain became broken by small gullies, and they found themselves on a big spur. Suddenly Thowra
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stopped, forefoot upraised, ears pricked forward, listening.
"I hear the voice of Menura, the lyrebird, coming from beneath the sea," he muttered, but eventually he went on, though even more slowly. Then he stopped again, staring in​tently. Kunama must have been right. There was danger. What had moved beneath the surface? He stood tense, watching.
Kunama had been right. Out of the sea came two hooded heads. Slowly two men in dark clothes emerged, gliding up​wards, big packs on their backs, like half a pack-horse's load.
Kunama forgot all the training Thowra had given her, and snorted with fear. Then both heard a boy's clear voice ring out:
"Look, Dad! The Silver Brumby and a young one! He must still be alive!"
Thowra did not wait to see that the man had ceased to move, though he had noticed that they both had great long boards on their feet, but as he swung round and away, he heard the man's voice say:
"We'll have that filly one day!"
Thowra and Kunama strained uphill, bounding up the great white face of Mount Townsend, which was like a wall of snow against the sky, and they did not check till they had climbed a long way and could hear nothing behind them. When they
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looked back there were the two men toiling up the mountain, one behind the other, and each man sliding one long board after the other long board, so that they left an unbroken, narrow trail behind them.
As the horses stopped, the men stopped too, and Kunama saw the smallest one wave his hand as though he had a whip to crack. There was no sound, but his action struck chill terror into her. Behind the men a little puff, like an explosion, sent vapour up from the surface of the sea.
Thowra and Kunama went on upwards, till they reached the gap between Mount Townsend and Abbot Peak. There they halted to take a last look back. The men were still toiling, and there were puffs of vapour rising all over the surface of the great mist sea that filled Murray Valley. Thowra stood perfectly still, watching. He and Kunama had travelled much faster than the men on their strange boards. The big man had said they would catch Kunama one day. Well, he, Thowra, King of the Cascade Brumbies, would defy him. So standing there, all his silver beauty outlined by the cold blue sky, he roared his challenge to the man, to all men.
Black Stallion in the Moonlight
Ever since the great brumby drive, Thowra had lived with his few chosen mares in his Secret Valley.
The only times he could roam the mountains in daylight, without being constantly hunted by men, were in the winter when the mountains are thick with snow, and in the early spring before the herds of cattle came out. Then Thowra was indeed king of the brumbies, king of all the mountains from the Rams- head to the Cascades - Thowra, the great cream-and-silver stallion who had won his kingdom by first leading the chestnut stallion, Arrow, to his death, and then by defeating the grey Brolga in a tremendous fight.
In the Cascades, Thowra's loyal half-brother, Storm, had watched over with his own herd Thowra's main herd that he had won from the Brolga. Storm guarded these mares and foals and yearlings except for those times when Thowra came like a mighty blast of wind to claim them.
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Legends of the Silver Stallion had been told for years now, whenever mountain stockmen met round the campfires or on the winding hill tracks. Songs were sung about him to the cattle and both songs and tales had become even stranger since his supposed death when he vanished through the wind and the night over a great cliff. Tales kept cropping up of a ghost horse seen, or imagined, roaming over the mountains at night, of stockmen waking in a hut at midnight, hearing the tremendous stallion's cry which could only be Thowra's, but these tales, though they added to the legends about him, were not believed by many.
Most of the men really thought Thowra was dead; only some could not get away from the feeling that he might have evaded death, that perhaps the stories of the "ghost horse" had some truth in them and that Thowra, himself, sometimes ranged his mountains.
The cattle, drinking at the rivers, or grazing on the sweet mountain grass, used to tell the brumbies of the songs their drovers sang to them, so Thowra himself was aware of the queer stories that were told about him.
And from today, a man and his son would claim that they had seen the Silver Brumby and his daughter out on the winter snows of Mount Townsend, that the silver horse had neighed a wild challenge to them - but would they really be believed?
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As the two horses went down to Dead Horse Gap in the late afternoon, all unwittingly they were about to make yet another legend.
They were almost halfway down to the hut when Thowra found himself stepping with care, so that his tracks would show less, and he wondered what had made him do so? At the same time he began to feel his skin prickling, a sensation warning him of danger that he had not felt since he took his herd to the Secret Valley.
He was absolutely certain that he was being watched.
He melted into some snowgum suckers and stayed quite still, only his eyes moving, trying to find whoever or whatever was watching him. He was aware that Kunama, too, had slid into the snowgums, and was motionless beside him.
He scanned all the nearby country and could see nothing strange or unfamiliar. Nor could he detect any sound he did not recognize.
Down here the snow was softer, there was none of the hard, rattling ice. They had walked and trotted down silently - but if they had been silent, so could anyone following them.
Without any warning sound, there was something there, something coming at great speed over the snow, as a bird Swoops through the air. Whatever it was swished round to a standstill close to where Thowra stood among the snowgums.
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It was no enormous bird skimming over the snow, but a man with long, narrow boards on his feet, and a pack on his back.
Thowra gave a tremendous bound down through the snow- gums and away, with Kunama at his side, but the man pushed off with two sticks which he held in his hands, and was soon sliding down the snow as fast as the horses were galloping.
Terror swept through Thowra. He swung into thicker snow- gum suckers, where he could not go so fast, but where he felt more protected, pushing his way through the whippy branches, being stung by leaf and bough.
The man did not follow where the suckers were thickest, but kept in the more open snow, swinging and swooping be​tween the trees. Thowra caught a flashing glimpse through the leaves of a second man joining him. Then, quite clearly, he saw the second one tangle up with a stump and with flying arms, legs, and wooden boards, somersault into the snow.
Thowra kept on, deep in the thickets.
He knew that thick snowgums went right through from this ridge off the Ramshead, behind Dead Horse Gap, and up the side of the Dead Horse Ridge. With branch, and trunk, and leaves all around them, he and Kunama should escape these men that seemed to fly across the snow. There was, however, one break in the snowgums where perhaps the fire that had caused all the suckering had completely destroyed the trees. Thowra slid to a stop at the edge of the clear snow and backed in again. A second later the man swished round and stood in the clearing below him.
Thowra and Kunama stood tensely watching, their heaving flanks forcing the branches apart with every indrawn breath.
The man peered into the trees but could not see them, then he looked along the clear, unbroken snow, carefully as though searching for tracks. His companion was apparently not far off, because he called out:
"They haven't crossed here."
The answer came floating down the cold air:
"Must be still in the suckers - if they ever existed."
"They exist! We could find their tracks if we climbed back."
Down came the other voice once more:
"Time enough tomorrow. We can't catch them anyway - not this time. Let's get into the hut now, light a fire, and have a hot drink."

The first man pushed his way along the clear snow-field, his eyes searching the trees for the horses and the snow for tracks.
Kunama and Thowra remained completely still, camou​flaged by the long, leathery leaves, the green-and-silver branches.
At last the man turned and went with his companion towards the hut, casting many backward looks. They did not move very fast going up hill, and some of the deadly terror began to die out of Thowra. Men on those long boards might have tremen​dous speed down steep slopes, but a horse could easily beat them uphill or on the flat.
The horses remained still, slowly getting colder and colder, while the light faded out of the sky and then, when the smoke was coming up from the chimney, and the weird half-light lay over the snow, they walked across, like wraiths, from one belt of trees to the other, and went on and on towards the Cascades.
The moon rose, great and almost round as she topped the mountains to vanish among slowly massing clouds. Every now and then her light would sift through or come down in a wide shaft that flooded the snowfields with silver. The horses moved on, through darkness or through moonlight or through a land​scape of white and black as they went among snowgums.
Along the wide ridge tops there were great open snowfields and woods of wide-spaced snowgums. In the stillness of the frostbound night the moon-thrown tracery of leaf and branch was clear-cut, precise - the white and black of the hour - but the cream horses were insubstantial ghosts on the moonlit snow, yet throwing substantial shadows. They were tired, and the unmoving shadows through which they moved, black and white, black and white, line and curve, leaf and branch, spun them a dream of a glittering sea at morning, of miles of march​ing snow mountains, a dream, yet, for Kunama, intensely real, for it seemed as if she would never again escape from the memory of those northward-stretching mountains and the boy who came up out of the mystic lake.
On they went in a long, swinging walk, the only moving figures in the black and white night, till they turned down a ridge that eventually ended at the mouth of Yarraman's Valley, dividing it from the rest of the Cascades where Storm and the two herds would be.
Here, nearing the Cascades, the snow was thinner and
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patchy. The moon had gone under a cloud for their journey down the ridge, but just as they were almost in the valley she sailed out into the vast, clear sky. There, below them, illumined sharply against a snowdrift, was a young black stallion.
Thowra and Kunama stopped and the young stallion rose slowly on his hind legs, his head thrown up watching them.
Thowra felt Kunama stiffen beside him, saw her ears prick forward and the tip of her nose quiver. He knew that the black stallion was Tambo, Lubra's son, who had escaped from the brumby drive with Storm, but Kunama looked just as she had looked when she saw all those northern mountains - as though a wind from the future was blowing on to her out of the black- and-white night
Vanishing Horse
Snow did not often lie thickly in the Secret Valley: it powdered over the rocky cliffs, and drifted into clefts and crannies: it coated the leaves of red stringy bark and peppermints and the tall white ribbon gums, but rarely heavily enough to break the branches. When snow fell, it fell straight and softly because down there the great winds did not blow.
There was a flat rock, the. Lookout Platform, which hung over the valley and from which Thowra had first seen the lovely flats where his herd now ran. Often Thowra climbed up on to the Lookout Platform when he knew the weather was wild and rough above. From there he could see the wind- swirling spirals of snow, white willy willies beckoning him, blowing right to the steep edge of the cliffs, curving out over the valley for a moment, beckoning, beckoning, and then going straight up into the air. The longing to feel the wild wind against him would grow so strong that he would climb right out of the valley and race with the blizzard up above. His name, Thowra, meant wind, and the tremendous wildness of moun​tain weather was what he loved.
On a night very soon after he had come back from the Cas​cades, when big flakes of snow were falling softly down, float​ing, drifting into the Secret Valley, Thowra, feeling restless again, climbed up to the Lookout Platform.
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His hooves made no sound on the flat rock because already it had a light covering of snow. Darkness was just falling, and the darkness combined with the snowstorm to blur all outlines of cliff and crag, and make even the edge of the platform in​distinct. Thowra knew it all too well for this to worry him, but even to him, as he stood on the platform, below the wind and among the huge, slowly floating flakes, the world was strange.
He looked up through the flakes and the oncoming night at the cliff. There he could see immense clouds of blowing snow come right to the edge then go swirling upwards in the spiral willy willy. All of a sudden he saw, inside one vast, snow- swirling willy willy, the spectral form of a horse. It seemed to canter to the very edge, and he saw it prop to a standstill right in the centre of the snowy spiral. Then it looked as if the dark shape of the horse, all twisted and made ragged with the wind, was whirled upwards, round and round and upwards, till it vanished.
Thowra held his breath and watched. There it was again, the dark form, spun around with the circling snow, no clear- cut line of back, or neck, or leg; everything, head, mane and tail of it too, seemingly twisted by the snow-filled wind.
Another circling cloud came and hid it, and when that one had gone up into the blizzard, it was as though it had taken the horse with it, because the horse was no longer there.
Thowra stood alert, waiting. The noise of the blizzard was above, and the quietness around him grew very heavy. After a long time he heard a stone jumping down the cliff. He did not move. If he had to fight, to stay here on the platform, whose exact shape and size he knew, would be far better than fighting a horse on the cliff: but at the back of his mind was the thought that it could only be Storm coming through the wild night to see him. Storm was the only other horse who knew the way to the Secret Valley.
So Thowra waited. Another stone dropped, then there was silence. He could feel, rather than hear, the horse coming closer.
All at once he knew that someone was almost beside him! Round the corner came Storm.
"I thought I might find you here, brother of the wild wind," he said.
Thowra nipped him gently in greeting.
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"And I, brother, thought it must be you who came, thus, through the blizzard on the track that no one knows. What brings you?"
"Signs and omens, tales and rumours - nothing that is really urgent. How are things here?" Storm walked to the edge of the platform. Below there was a dark void, immense and empty of everything except the slow-falling snowflakes, but he knew as well as Thowra did that there were mares and foals and youngsters down there, Thowra's main herd.
"It's a strange night," said Storm. "The full moon is only just past, and sometimes even this blizzard is quite bright." He shook the snow out of his mane and forelock. "I thought I'd come to tell you that there have been men at the Dead Horse again. They spent a night there. I stayed near and watched and listened."
"How did they get there? On those strange, long boards?"
"Yes, they call them skis. I saw them coming down off the Ramshead, saw them swoop and dive on the snow like a grey thrush does through the air, and swing turns like white cocka​toos wheeling in the summer sunlight. You are right: they can go fast downhill - fast enough to catch a horse!"
Thowra gave his mane a shake: "Yes, that is all true."
"That night," said Storm, "I crept close and heard their talk, coming up the chimney with the smoke of their fire. They spoke of the stories that all the ski men were telling about silver horses in the snow. They said how it could hardly be true that wild horses were seen on the Main Range, that the men who saw them must have been dreaming, just dreaming of the silver horse about whom they had heard so much, and that no wild horses could possibly have been right up on Townsend and down at Dead Horse hut the same day. I heard one voice that came up with the smoke and the crackle and sparks, say: 'I'm sure the Silver Stallion is no more than a campfire dream.'"
"Those who really saw me will be certain they did, even if they are not believed," said Thowra.
"I thought you would be interested to hear that there were men at the hut again," Storm said. "You can be sure the tales about you will be wilder by next summer when the cattle and the stockmen come."
"I don't think the stockmen and the men who come on skis are the same people," Thowra said. "Though the ski-men's stories may reach die others."
The snowflakes floated down all round the two horses on their rock plateau falling cold over cream coat and bay. Thowra was almost invisible and Storm a dark shape shrouded in white. At intervals there was a kind of radiance through the blizzard as though the layer of snow-filled cloud was not so very thick, and the barely waning moon was riding in a clear sky above it all, her brightness even penetrating the storm clouds to illumine the blizzard. Then the heavy darkness would close in.
The two horses were still on the edge of the platform, enjoy​ing the feeling of space around them, when the ghostly radiance again lit up the snowstorm. Both were suddenly watchful. Once more a spiral cloud of snow went upwards on the edge of the cliff. Once more the dark form of a horse whirled round and upwards inside the cloud. This time it did not vanish com​pletely but was there still when that cloud went.
The radiance went from the night, leaving only the dark blizzard, leaving the two horses alone on their rock, and the great curtain of night and falling snow between them and the mysterious horse on the cliff top.
Storm retreated into the shelter of the cliff.
"He won't see you, but I might show up," he said. "I should have thought of that before." His voice was very troubled.
"It could be perhaps," Storm spoke slowly, "a youngster from my herd who has followed me, or a complete stran​ger. ..."
"We will wait and listen," said Thowra. "If no one comes will you come down into the valley? It would be wiser, for you might be seen otherwise, and our hiding-place discovered."
Both horses stiffened. In their envelope of silence through the roar of the blizzard, they distinctly heard the call of a stallion above them.
Thowra, for all the cold air, felt sweat prickling behind his ears. Could that call be heard below, and would Kunama, unthinking, answer it? For Kunama had reached the age when she should answer the call of a stallion and go to his herd. But there was no sound out of the dark depths below them.
"What sort of horse is Tambo becoming?" he asked Storm, after a moment.
"Rather like we were - perhaps because he was with me
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for so long after we escaped from the brumby drive. He goes off on his own in the mountains and leads the other colts a dance. He's a lone wolf and unlike us has no mate to run with him - a queer horse, queer, like we are. A handsome young horse," he added. "And with more brains than his mother had."
"He would need to have more," said Thowra, and then: "Is he going to be the one that fights us for the kingdom of the Cascade brumbies?"
"Who knows?" said Storm. "He is a queer one."
"Ssh! Look," Thowra hissed.
There, again, on the cliff edge, a dark horse was being whirled about in a moon-illumined cloud of snow.
Thowra and Storm watched in absolute silence, the silver son of Bel Bel, and his half-brother, son of Mirri - these were the two lone wolves whose mothers had been friends and who had themselves remained great friends all their lives, which is not the usual way of the brumby stallions. There they stood watching and wondering.
At last Thowra muttered to himself: "A queer one!"
Down in the valley, below, the little herd was even further from the sound of the blizzard, and the snow fell softly, steadily, coating trees and ground, melting into the dark stream. The mares and their foals were close together under the interlocking branches of the peppermints. Not far away, the few youngsters stood, half-sleeping, half-waking, beneath the stringy barks.
The trumpeting of a young stallion, way up above, had disturbed them, but only Kunama had remained more awake than sleeping. Boon Boon, the wisest mare of Thowra's herd, hearing the call, and hearing Kunama's restless movements, had gone over to give Kunama a warning nip on the shoulder. There must be no answer to that call.
Even the watchful Boon Boon, even Kunama had dropped into a half-sleep when, out of the far-off sound of the blizzard above, came the call again.
Kunama, still sleepy, threw up her head to answer, then stopped herself in time, only nickering slightly through nostrils that quivered.
Up on the Lookout Platform, Thowra heard the stranger's call and listened in deep anxiety for any sound to answer it from below.

They waited, Thowra and Storm, until nearly daybreak. When there was no further sound or sign of the stranger, they moved silent-hooved down the cliff-path, slippery with its covering of snow.
They walked up the valley just as the quiet, snow-laden dawn came. Boon Boon, seeing them, went forward to meet them.
Now of all the mares of the mountains from whom Thowra could choose after he had beaten the great grey stallion, The Brolga, and become king of the Cascade brumbies, Golden, and Boon Boon, the wise, grey mare who had been in his first small herd, were his favourites. These were the two he had taken to the Secret Valley before the great manhunt. After​wards he had brought his two other grey mares and one or two more who could be trusted never to tell any other horse the way to their hiding-place.
Though Thowra prized Golden most, and was most happy to gallop with her, knowing they looked beautiful together, it was Boon Boon with whom he could share the old bush yarns; Boon Boon whom he could trust to look after the herd if he was away; Boon Boon who knew the bush signs; who could say when trouble was coming or when all was safe and well.
Now she wanted to know what that stallion call had meant. He watched her walking gracefully over the snow, her dun- coloured foal, almost a yearling now, leaving the other foals and following her. A kurrawong called his first drowsy call from among the trees; a scarlet-breasted robin, disturbed, flew out of a bush and perched on a snowed-over twig near where she walked. Life, Thowra thought, was very good - and he had no wish for it to be disturbed by another stallion find​ing his Secret Valley. But Kunama, his beautiful silver daugh​ter, was growing up, and any stallion that saw her would try to find and claim her for his own herd. Next year there would be others ready to go out to the other horses. The secret was going to be hard to keep. Soon Golden would have another foal; would it, too, be a superb and desirable silver horse?
Daylight grew stronger, brighter, and he could see all over his valley.
A puff of snow went up, as a branch freed itself from its burden. The robin flew from one snow-encrusted bush to
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another. The cliffs looked closer, higher, steeper, every crack outlined in snow, making a pattern with the grey rock. Just now, while there was no sunshine, everything was grey and white except the robin, everything vanished into mist and cloud; and somewhere up in the mist and cloud there might still be that stranger horse.
"It has been such a well-kept secret so far," Thowra said to Storm.
Away under the trees Kunama could be seen playfully biting at one of the foals.
"So far," said Storm, and both horses were looking at the lovely filly.
Storm stayed that day in the Secret Valley, and crept out in the darkness of the following night. Thowra went with him as he left the valley and started up the cliff.
They had not gone far when he realized that the tracks they had made in the morning had been overlaid by one set going up the cliff in the evening. He looked carefully. They were Kunama's, and he gave a little indrawn whistle.
"What is it?" asked Storm.
Thowra nosed one of the tracks.
"Kunama!" he said.
Hide-and-seek in the Night
Kunama was breathless when she reached the top of the cliff. She could feel her heart pounding inside her ribs, hear her breath blowing.
She had climbed fast because she did not want any of the herd to discover she had gone. The cliff was slippery, under its covering of snow. Several times, straining upwards, her hind feet had slid beneath her. Because she was sweating, the cold air and the touch of the snow seemed to bite into her hide.
She had no fixed plan in her mind. All she had known, down there in the valley during that snowy day, was that she must get up above into the forest and discover for herself who was there, or who had been there the night before.
Now, feeling her legs tremble with the effort of such a fast
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climb, she knew she should rest just below the cliff-top before she crept up over the edge. It would be madness to go hunting a strange horse with her own heart hammering, and her breath blowing the snow off the branches. She knew Storm would probably steal away from the Secret Valley that night, and that her father might come up the cliff with him. She did not want them to find her, so she dare not rest for long. She clung there in the darkness, cold gnawing at her, so that the dark night seemed to be solid, pressing on to her.
The blizzard had stopped some time ago, but above the valley an icy wind blew, a fining-up wind. It carried with it little stinging particles of snow that had fallen higher up. Al​together the night was an uncomfortable one, and Kunama drew closer under the shelter of the cliff. She was shaking with excitement as well as with cold.
Presently, she moved carefully over the top, going over the edge almost inside a bush that gave her cover, and she waited, listening, smelling, straining her eyes through the dark​ness for any sign, or scent, or sound of the stallion who had called her through the blizzard - for Kunama knew that the call had been for her.
Nothing moved. No faintest sound came. She slid silently out of the bush and into the trees, then walked along through the tall white trunks, parallel with the top of the cliff. It was useless to look for tracks because of the still blowing snow. All she could do was move along slowly, stop and listen, then move again.
She saw and heard absolutely nothing.
The trees near the cliff edge were getting thinner. She decided to go through the forest a little way in the general direction of Paddy Rush's Bogong and of the Crackenback River, though not quite in the path that Storm would take if he left the Secret Valley that night.
Where the trees were peppermints and stringy barks, with their darker trunks, she knew she would show up, like a ghost horse in the night. She tried to keep among the white-trunked ribbon gums, but there were large areas where there was noth​ing lighter in colour than a blue gum.
It was while she was hastening from one clump of ribbon gums to another, some distance ahead, that she saw some​thing move between the smooth, white trunks - something blacker than the black-dark night - and she shrank back into
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a clump of dog wattle and there froze into complete stillness, so that she, too, might have been a snow-covered bush.
The shadow kept moving. Kunama was sure she had not been seen. And she, herself, had not seen anything tangible - just the flicker of a shadow against successive tree-trunks; just a piece of shadow, never the whole shape of whatever it was that came through the forest.
Her nostrils quivered. The wind was blowing towards her and should bring any scent there was, but scent did not live in snow-filled air. She waited, feeling the bitter cold, wonder​ing, too, if Thowra and Storm had come up out of the Secret Valley. Waited and watched the dark, moving patch.
Then in one and the same second the faint scent came and the shadow was all pieced together against four big tree-trunks. Just for that one second, the shape of a horse and the scent of a horse.
Kunama stood as still as stone, as still as a frozen waterfall, and the horse, now without shape again, only broken-up pieces of shadow, came through the last of the ribbongums and be​came an insubstantial presence in the darkness of the pepper​mints and stringybarks.
She waited till it was well passed and then moved silently in the same direction, towards the cliff-top.
In her excitement, Kunama forgot that the wind might carry her scent too; forgot that, having been so hot and ner- vous, her scent would be strong. As she moved forward, she suddenly saw the flicker of a shadow coming towards her again.
She realized that her scent had carried, and she melted off to one side into more wattle scrub. Soon the moon would be up, its light filtering through the blowing snow. Tracks might show, but provided she kept out of the dark-trunked trees, even moonlight would not take away her cloak of invisibility. Her thick, almost white winter coat would only be still more silver by the moon's silver light.
Kunama kept to the south of the flickering shadow, so that her scent would not again betray her, but she knew that the other horse at least suspected she was near. She did not wish him to be sure she was there - just as she did not really want to be certain that the pieces of shadow that she saw flickering past trees and snow, and had once seen merge together in the
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form of a horse, were really a black stallion with two white socks and a strange slash of white on his near flank.
The air became luminous as the moon rose, and presently the landscape was black and white, though all misted with the blowing snow. And there moved through the black and white forest a black shadow and a white one. A few minutes later, to Kunama's horror, there was another dark shadow, another pale one, as Thowra and Storm went past.
She did not know if they had seen her - though she felt in every hair of her coat that they had - and she did not know if they had seen the shadow horse that ran neither with her nor from her. Kunama had never seen a fight between two stallions because she had grown up in the Secret Valley, far from other herds, but she had heard about these battles to the death, and she shuddered at the thought that the strange horse that she had not yet found and who had not yet found her, might be killed by Storm or Thowra.
Trembling she watched the two great stallions go by, her own father and his half-brother, walking with their free- swinging walk, their heads held high and proudly, beneath the tall trees, beneath the light of the moon.
Not half an hour had passed when she found Thowra at her shoulder. 
"Follow me!" he commanded, and it did not occur to Kunama to disobey; in any case, the shadow horse, whom she had been both following and running from, had seemed to vanish in that last half hour.
So she followed Thowra away to the south through the forests, away and away, and when they turned towards their river they were far below the Secret Valley and had to scramble miles upstream through the Hidden Flat where Thowra's sire had once taken his herd and they crept round the cliffs and bluffs. These Thowra himself had climbed when he first found the Secret Valley. He made no explanation till they were nearly home.
"We had to come this way in case Storm had not been able to take the young stallion back with him to the Cascades," he said, and that was all Kunama was told. It was not till long afterwards, when she was older and wiser, that she really learnt the reason why the two great stallions had not hunted the strange horse and killed him then and there.
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In the nights that followed Kunama climbed often to the top of the cliff, but never a sign or sound came to her of any other horse. Sometimes she just went to the Lookout; some​times she went right up into the forest and trotted along through the tall trees.
It seemed that no more snow would fall in the Secret Valley that winter, and there were wild rainstorms that told of the coming of spring. Day after day there was a little more move​ment among the animals and birds; there was more sound as the creeks and river became fuller. The buds on the wattle trees grew more yellow - small hard round buds that would amazingly become the golden balls of fluff, the scent spinners, the makers of golden light.
Each spring Kunama had welcomed the return to the moun​tains of the animals, or the greater activity of those who had remained. The only foal who had come to the Secret Valley, she had been forced to play on her own, and though there were other foals now, they were younger, and Kunama had already made friends among the kangaroos and wombats. Wombats she did see during the winter, but the kangaroos went away when the snow came and she missed them. When four silver- greys came hopping along the valley, she went cantering along, bucking and kicking, to greet them.
"Fresh, aren't you?" said Benni. He was one of the three
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kangaroos who had warned Thowra of the cordon of men surrounding Paddy Rush's Bogong before the big manhunt. "Thought we weren't going to find you here. Thought that lonely rapscallion of a black stallion had come and charmed you away, but then we hear, as we come through the bush, that he's off on his own still, mooning around a bit though." And he looked at Kunama with his head on one side.
Kunama made a playful dash at him and he hopped out of reach.
"Is he Tambo, Benni?" she asked.
"You mean you don't even know his name!" The kangaroo held his paws up in mock amazement, while his friends rocked on their great, long hind feet.
Kunama bared her teeth and made another rush at him.
"I used to hear talk of a young black colt that escaped from the big brumby drive with Storm," she said. "Tambo he was called. Is it he?"
"How should we know?" murmured Benni. "We do know that his mother came from way south and that she had escaped from the men. We know that a black man came for her..."
"Then he is Tambo, and you know it, foolish one." Kunama tried to butt him with her head.
"Well, O Silver Daughter of the Silver Horse, what if his name is Tambo?"
"If his name is Tambo, and if he does come from way down south, he's not one of those horses that just stay round in the herds. He's an exciting horse."
"Ah ha! The queer black stallion likes wandering, if that's what you mean." Benni wagged his head. "He is a strange one - oh only strange in a nice way," he added. "Strange like your illustrious father and the noble Storm."
"What do you mean?" said Kunama, scratching up the ground near Benni's long hind toe as though at any moment she would strike at it with her hard hoof.
"Well, isn't it strange that people should take a real live horse for a ghost? We think it funny when we hear the cattle and the tame horses and the men talk and argue the question for hours on end. Anyway," he said with a final flip of his tail, "we did hear that the black 'un was seen having a rough time crossing the Crackenback. Maybe he's heading this way," and Benni leapt off towards a natural salt lick that was parti​cularly loved by the kangaroos.
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"In Secret Must You Go!"
Even though the kangaroos were on their walkabout, it did not mean that everyone expected good weather to come and last. The next day it started to blow up rough again, and all the animals tucked themselves under sheltering trees or into rocky caverns. Kunama was restless and Golden seemed very rest​less too. Thowra watched them both anxiously.
By nightfall dark swollen clouds were massing overhead. Even in the valley a heavy, hot wind reached down and sighed in the trees.
Golden had left the herd but she had not gone towards the cliff path. Kunama saw Thowra edging after her, though not going close. She watched curiously. For once it seemed that Thowra was uncertain of what to do next. She knew he was anxious in case Golden might try to go away for the birth of her foal as she had done when Kunama herself was born; perhaps that was why he was watching her so closely.
Kunama scrambled up on to a ledge of a rocky ridge that reached out into the valley. The big drops of rain were start​ing to beat against her. It was going to be a wild night. She could see Golden, so heavy with her unborn foal, walking slowly along below a cliff face, through snowgums and wattles.
There was a little cavern in the cliff, filled with soft, white sand that had been dropped by the river in particularly high floods. Perhaps Golden had thought of sheltering there. Then suddenly Kunama felt a surge of an excitement which she could not quite understand. Could it be that the foal was going to be born?
Would it be a colt, another strange, silver horse? For the first time, Kunama felt strongly how she and the new foal, her brother or sister, and Thowra and Golden were bound to​gether. Indeed, they were bound by a sort of spell, as though they were really magic, son of the wind, daughter of the snow. And in that flash she knew that to run with any other herd would be dull, so dull, unless the herd's stallion had that same strange quality about him.
Tambo? Tambo bore the name of a deep, dark river.
Forgetting all else but her excitement about the new foal,
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Kunama sprang down off her ledge into the gloom of the approaching stormy night, and, as uncertain as Thowra had seemed to be, walked in the same direction as that taken by Golden.
She could hear thunder rumbling in the distance. Spring was coming, with thunder and new foals; with rushing streams and the first, warm, eddying scent of wattle. Kunama raised
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her head to sniff the air and as she did so the sky above was riven with forked lightning. In the hush that followed, she heard a funny nickering whinny. No longer uncertain, she hur​ried towards the sound.
The branches and twisted trunks of the white sallees were ghostly in the gloom and then burning white, as lightning flashed in a solid sheet. The sound of the dark, full river came from close by, and then came the roll of thunder again. The white sallee-trunks moved in the wind, and a fork of lightning seemed to hit the ground in front of her. She heard a whinny of fear and saw, by the light from the great burning fork, Thowra and, some yards away from him, Golden, standing over a small
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creamy colt with silver mane and tail. Lightning, like tongues of fire, played all around them.
"Lightning," muttered Kunama. "Lightning should be his name."
The valley was lit up again, this time for longer, and the white-hot light turned the stallion and his mare and foal into molten, white-hot silver. It seemed to Kunama that the light shone on them alone, and she thought how vulnerable they were. An enemy could see them from miles away. How defence​less, too, was so small a foal. Then she realized that she, too, was molten silver, as vulnerable as the other three, and only her speed and her cunning to make her less defenceless than the foal.
In the space of that great flash of lightning she saw that her real home must always be the Secret Valley, with the other silver horses. Only here was there a safe hiding-place for the silver horses. Even if Tambo became her mate, she would never be safe running with him all the summer when the men were in the mountains; perhaps not safe even from other horses.
Having seen the little colt, she whinnied a greeting to it and then moved off, feeling lonely as well as excited. The rain came in a great gust against her back and then there was another roll of thunder. A blazing flash came behind her and she looked back and saw the small group - Thowra had walked nearer - even more brightly illumined. As the flash died, the rain sud​denly started to beat down. Kunama kicked up her heels and cantered towards the trees for shelter. Once again came the waft of wattle scent.
Kunama did not feel lonely for long. Golden had snapped at Thowra and told him fiercely that it was more important to keep the foal dry than to protect his hide, so he had left them to shelter in the wide-mouthed cave and had come after his daughter.
Thowra, too, had seen Golden and her foal like molten silver, and Kunama bright, so bright against the storm, and in this rumble of thunder it was as though he had heard Bel Bel's voice come out of the past: "For your cream hide men will hunt you and every horse will be against you." He had felt a great surge of pride in their beauty, but, at the same time,
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an anxiety for them, and not just for his mare and foal, but responsibility for his daughter such as a wild horse does not usually have to feel.
Kunama belonged here, in the Secret Valley, with him and Golden and the new, marvellous colt - but was it not the un​breakable way of the wild horses that a filly, when reaching two or three years old, should leave her father's herd for the herd of another stallion?
Thowra cantered through the trees after her.
"You saw the colt, your brother?" he asked as he caught up with her where she stood close in under a low snowgum.
Kunama was glad of Thowra's company.
"How lovely he looks," she said. "We should call him Light​ning."
"Why yes. I was called Thowra for the wind in which I was born and because Bel Bel told me I would have to be swift as the wind if I was to live. This foal, too, must be swift, like lightning, and like lightning he must be able to vanish. Wind and Lightning!" said Thowra, throwing his head up proudly. "No one knows where they come from or where they go - and he, also, must be a ghost horse." Then he turned to Kunama: "And you, my daughter, named for the mysterious snow in which we are all invisible - we three, and Golden, cannot part."
Kunama knew that Thowra had seen them all shining in the lightning, as she had seen them, and had felt the same as she had felt, and she wondered what else he might say, because Thowra's voice sometimes came like an echo of Bel Bel's, steady and wise, a voice that sounded like the winds and the streams, the beating of birds' wings, and the soft falling snow - a voice loaded with all the wisdom of the bush.
"You," Thowra went on, "will have to be even more in​visible than I have made myself and than the colt, your brother, will have to be. You are not a stallion to fight other horses: you may not have the speed or strength to gallop away from hunting men: but you, too, will be hunted, as Golden and I were hunted, and as Lightning, your brother, will be hunted - by men and by horses."
A great gust of rain beat down on them and for a moment his voice was lost in the sound, and then Kunama heard it again, part of the wind:
"The snow, your snow, Kunama, will always protect you.
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In winter you will be safe to roam all over the mountains, even in the early spring, but this Secret Valley will always have to be your hiding-place when the mountains are green."
Once more there was the roaring, rushing of the storm, but Kunama saw that Thowra had stopped speaking and was look​ing at her. Then his words came again, again blending with the wind:
"This is your hiding-place, but it is the way of Nature, the way of the bush, that a filly should be taken by a younger stallion to his herd. You will not be able to run all summer with the other horses or you will surely be caught by the men, and bring trouble on all your herd, and you must never bring other horses here or you will bring destruction to all of us. In secret must you come, and in secret must you go."
As his voice stopped there was a great flash of lightning throughout the whole valley. The two horses, father and daugh​ter, stood like statues, cast into shape, but white-hot, blazing with the fire of life.
Then the uttermost darkness descended.
Kunama, trembling, felt, rather than knew, how the warm rain of the thunderstorm was washing the snow off the moun​tains, her snow in which she might run and hide like a ghost. Snow might again fall on the higher mountains, but spring was coming. There was so little time. The wind dropped for a moment, and the scent of wattle came, quite close. Spring, it was indeed spring, with the little colt, Lightning, the scent of
wattle, the melting snow-Did she hear the cry of a stallion
up there on the cliff?
"In secret must you come: in secret must you go. You will not be able to run all summer with the other      In​visible in snow: and the snow is melting.... In secret must
you go..." Thowra's words were still whispering in the wind,
and the wind touched the soft, thick hair in Kunama's cream, flickering ears.
Suddenly the forks of lightning, the tongues of fire, played over the sky again. Thowra looked back, trying to see Golden and the foal, but Kunama looked up towards the Lookout Platform, and there, with fiery snakes burning in the sky all around him, a black stallion reared up in the night.

Filly of the Snow
Time was so short.
The great thunderstorm was really turning winter into the wild, glorious spring - the time of the melting of the snow, the time of the full-foaming rivers - the brumbies' spring, when no men or cattle would disturb them. Only the next few months would be Kunama's own, before she must be safely hidden in the Secret Valley for the summer and autumn.
Time was so short.
As the forked lightning went out of the sky, Thowra had turned back to Golden and the foal, to assure himself of their safety. And Kunama? Kunama went trotting through the trees towards the cliff-path.
No flash of lightning came to illuminate her as she went. She climbed the cliff silently, in the way Thowra had taught her; and as she drew level with the Lookout Platform the great rushing of the wind was so loud that no sound she made could have been heard.
She crept slowly along towards the Lookout, feeling that the wind might almost pull her off the cliff. At last there was only one more corner of rock between her and the Platform. There she stood, her head just at the corner but not round it, straining her ears, her nose, every sensitive hair and whisker to find out if the black stallion were still there, ahead of her.
There was no movement, no sound, no scent, only the wind and the rain, but Kunama knew that Tambo was standing, waiting, listening, feeling too.
Suddenly she started to tremble. In terror that she would send a stone crashing down the cliff she tried desperately to stop herself, but she was shaking from ears to tail with excite​ment - and with fear. There was nothing else to do but to go on now. There could be no turning back into the Secret Valley with the black stallion following her. She must lead that stallion up on to the cliff-top and away from the Secret Valley and the other silver horses. Even in that shattering second, standing in darkness, shaken with wild excitement and fear, Kunama thought how Tambo must know of the Secret Valley, how he must have seen Storm going there. Perhaps he might not know
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the last part of the way down, the part which was the most difficult, and this she would have to see he never learnt.
She backed away from the Platform, taking infinite care that no stone should fall. Behind her she knew there was a foot or so of the track wide enough to allow a nimble horse to turn. At last she reached it, and managed safely to turn on her haunches, silently in the darkness. As she got round she felt, sure she was being watched.
In the dense, heavy dark, she knew that even her silver form would be less than a wraith - an occasional insubstantial wisp of lightness. The black horse was invisible, but she could feel his eyes watching, and his ears listening. Now was the time to make a slight noise and to lead him back on to the cliff-top.
Deliberately she scraped a stone off the track with her hoof.
Clatter! it went down, down, but she did not stop to listen. All but silently, so that she might keep the black horse in some uncertainty, she hurried up the cliff-track. Twice she stopped to make sure he was following. The first time she heard the rasping of his hoof on a granite rock. The second time there was no sound except the rush of the hot wind like great wings beating in the darkness, but she felt certain that the black horse was close, far too close.
"How silent he is," she thought, "and yet quick: and how clever he was at hiding himself that night in the snow!" And then she remembered that he had run with Storm for quite a long time, and no young horse could run with anyone as wise as Storm without learning to be fleet and silent, trackless and almost formless in the bush.
Kunama knew the path better than he did, so she succeeded in keeping just ahead. There would be no time to wait hidden in the bush at the top to make sure that no one else was above the cliff. She sprang lightly over the edge into the great arms of the wind and let it carry her into the snowgums and ribbon- gums.
A streamer of bark, blowing from a tree, hit her on the flank. She jumped and swerved, and in sudden nervousness broke into a gallop.
There was a thick patch of white sallee ahead: she went as if to pass it and then stopped and slipped in amongst them. There she stood waiting. In a very few seconds she knew there was a soundless, shapeless presence of a horse in the darkness
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near her. She knew he passed; knew he slowed up, though she could neither hear nor see anything. Holding her breath, she waited. When he moved on, she went off to the north, keeping among the white-trunked snowgums. The hot north wind would catch her scent, and an occasional gust of it would cross the track on which the black horse had gone.
She did not gallop, only trotted quietly along, stopping now and then to listen. Thowra had often told her how he and Storm used to play hide-and-seek with the other colts in the Cascades or during the long summer days on Paddy Rush's Bogong, but this was far more exciting - this hide-and-seek with Tambo, the black stallion! She wondered if she could lead him on and on, right up on to the Ramshead Range. She had a great longing to go up there with him, to race on the frozen snow in the early morning, to roll in the snowgrass where the rain had washed it bare, and to drink at the new​born streams - but it was night now, a stormy night, though the rain had stopped, and she must use all her cunning to lead him on, far from the Secret Valley. She must not lose him, nor he find her - not till they had gone miles further.
Once again she stopped, listened, felt. Nothing was near. She leant against the branches and let them fly back, swish! Then she waited again. Something told her that Tambo had heard her and was coming towards her through the night. Yes! She was quite sure. Brushing against the branches instead of avoiding them she moved on. Next time she stopped to listen she realized he was close, so she went on more quickly and more silently. She wanted to get a good lead before she reached a stretch of very open peppermint forest.
She zigzagged a little among the friendly trees, hoping to confuse Tambo sufficiently to slow him so that she might gain her lead. This was the last patch of white sallee for quite a distance. For a mile or more there were no ribbongums nor candlebarks either: no white-trunked trees to offer her hiding; only the dark forests, peppermints and higher up the mountain ash, where she would look like mercury running through the trees. In one or two of the gullies that she must cross there would be thickets of black sallee, dark, fearsome thickets where the branches were hung with curtains of the pale green old- man's-beard that swayed, even when there was no wind, as though someone was creeping through.
She came to the last of the white sallees and saw the open
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forest ahead. She could hear nothing behind her. Off she went at a canter, lightly, gaily, her feet barely making a sound on the wet earth. The trees were tall, and there were no concealing branches close to the ground. The hot wind, grown still stronger, moved against her, rushed through the branches high above, wailed round the rocky heads of the mountains. Any sound Tambo made would be carried away from her. Thunder suddenly rumbled again. Kunama felt that she must be shining lighter and lighter - as if she glowed like a will-o'-the-wisp, glowing, dancing through the trees - and the hairs of her coat prickled with fearful excitement.
Just ahead of her was one of the deep gullies filled with the interweaving limbs of black sallee, the smooth dark trunks, and the moss curtains that she would be unable to see in the night. She paused, then plunged forward.
She could go no faster than a slow trot, the trees were so dense. Something slapped her across the face and she propped violently. It was only the old-man's-beard, wet from the rain. Another strong rope of it clutched her round the neck. She shied and broke through it. Then, oh then, something white, like herself, flapped wildly in her face and screeched a horrid screech.
Kunama sat right back on her haunches, the sweat of fear breaking out on her cream coat and then turning icy cold. She knew, as the great wings flapped, that it was an owl, but she still shook with fear. She managed to collect herself together and go on, stumbling and nervous.
In the middle of the gully was an open space with black soil, damp and peaty, where pink-and-white daisies flowered in the summer. She was glad to reach it and get out of the trees and the clinging curtains of moss even if only for a moment.
Suddenly, there in the clear hollow, there was the rushing sound almost of a river in spate, and out of the forest behind her leapt a horse as black as the night.
He had found her, but Kunama, filled with joy, galloped on.
She discovered she could go very fast through the remaining tangle of black sallee, and break the old-man's-beard without a tremor. She dashed out into the open forest beyond, racing against the wind, leaping and darting. She kicked gaily at the dark shadow that raced at her side, twisted hither and thither through the trees, propped and swung.
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On, on they went, upwards, upwards, and then down, just as the grey dawn was breaking, down through the tangle of a great and ancient forest, to the roaring, foaming Crackenback River. Here they stopped and Tambo reared up, waving his two white forefeet, and roared out his joy to the river and the mountains and the sky that was clearing from its storm-clouds.
Kunama knew a safe crossing-place of the river, and ahead lay the Main Range. She splashed into the stream, felt the force of the current tugging her off the slippery rocks; felt the icy bite of the cold through the hair on her legs, the cold racing upwards, chest-high, as she thrust her way across.
From the other side she watched Tambo plunging through the white water and then scrambling out on the bank just below her.
It was too early for sunlight to reach right down into the Crackenback, but there was a brighter light now. Kunama had her first chance to see the black stallion by daylight - and she saw that he was magnificent.
How good life was! Even if, at the end of the spring when the men came, she had to go back to the Secret Valley and hide, she would have had these months of stupendous fun with Tambo. Just for a while she could forget the danger of being a cream filly with silver mane and tail, daughter of the Silver Brumby, and enjoy her own beauty, mirrored in the eyes of a black stallion - enjoy her own strength and vigour, her own mad, magnificent youth.
She did not wait for Tambo, all sleek, wet black, to join her, but set off up through the tangle of forest towards a spur that she knew went right on up to the open snowgrass below the Ramshead.
The light was green in the forest, green with a luminous silver quality about it. As Kunama leapt over fallen logs, or used the great tree trunks themselves and leapt from one huge trunk to another, she looked back to see the young,, lithe black stallion, and he seemed only half-real in the dream-like light. She came to a clearing below three giant mountain ash. There she reared and danced, a silver fairy filly, and Tambo pranced towards her on his hind legs. Twice they danced around each other before Kunama kicked her heels in the air and went on upwards through the forest.
Gang-gangs
Across the spur in front of her went a yellow dingo and his mate. She started nervously before realizing what they were.
"Greetings, Daughter of the Silver Horse," said the dog.
"And to you, greeting," she replied.
"The sky clears after the storm," said the dingo's mate, "and spring is here."
"Yes, spring is here," answered Kunama, and went dancing on towards the high mountains and the snow.
She took note, as she went, of places where the grass grew fresh and sweet, where they could come for food and shelter if the weather grew bad or the grass was scarce higher up. Thowra, and Boon Boon too, had trained her well, so that she could look after herself.
On they went, dancing.
Half a dozen grey and red gang-gangs were up a snow- gum, cracking any old gum nuts that still retained their seeds. They put up their red crests and grey, and looked down on the two young horses.
"Hullo! The mad young black horse has found the magic daughter of the magic stallion," said one, poised on one leg on a branch, a gum nut in his gnarled grey claw, his soft red crest flickering up and down. Another threw his clawful of nuts at the prancing horses:

"Mad as kangaroos, both of them," he said, and a third, in a grating screech, said:
"Beware! Beware! We have seen more men in the moun​tains than in any winter before," and the grey-crested female gave another screech: "Cra-a-cra-a-a! What a silly-looking pair. One can hide at night in the dark, and one can only hide in the brightness of the snow."
Then all the gang-gangs threw their nuts at them - cheer​fully and kindly, because they, too, felt the joy of spring.
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Soon the horses were above the trees, first in low scrub, then in open snowgrass. Long, long drifts of snow were in the wide flutings of gully-heads on either side of their ridge.
The snow was wet from the rain, and granular from being melted day after day, and frozen night after night. Both horses knew the "corn snow" of spring very well. Nothing fluffy about this snow, but nice and scratchy for rolling on!
Kunama looked up at the rocks of the Ramshead, just break​ing out of the clouds, and sighed with relief. The Secret Valley was a long way behind. She had successfully led Tambo miles from the hiding-place of the Silver Herd.

Whirling Sun-dance
It was not till early the next morning that Kunama and Tambo, having rested after their mad gallop from the cliff to the Crackenback, climbed up to the tors of the Ramshead.
The snow had frozen during the night and they could climb over it easily, their hard hooves cutting little footholds. As they rounded one shoulder of the rocky range, the light was sud​denly blinding. Something slithered away from Kunama's hooves, bright and glittering. She shied, and more glittering little transparent discs slid from her feet. They both stopped, snorting, but there was nothing dangerous. It was the film crust that comes on the snow in spring mornings - shining and transparent.
They had stopped below a clump of rocks, the east-turned ridge falling down, down below them, and rising high above to its crown of granite. The snow on which they stood, and all the slopes beyond them, glittered, shining, glinting yet glow​ing - satin or silver or mother-of-pearl. The reflected light was so bright in their eyes that they could barely see the familiar slopes which were so changed by the spring sun, the frost, and the snow.
Something, perhaps a faint-heard, far-away tinkling... a swish ... something ... or just the instinct of wild horses, made them look upwards.
Across the skyline, black against the pale, silver-blue of early morning, came two figures. Then the two figures turned downhill, diving through the air, swinging, swooping, closer, closer, while, breaking away from their feet, the transparent mother-of-pearl discs tinkled, slithered down the slope ahead of the them.
Kunama and Tambo simply stood motionless, shocked, for a moment, into immobile statues, then they both backed away, Tambo into a cleft in the rocks, and Kunama right off the ridge on to the icy slopes behind, where she turned swiftly and made for some snowy hummocks at the head of the gully, hop​ing that, among them, she might be invisible. She pressed her​self in between the biggest of them, feeling the cold of the
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snow striking at her through her hide. Some snow broke off one hummock and lay across her back.
She could still see the crest of the ridge and Tambo's rocks, and watched, horrified, as the two hooded men swished to a sudden stop right beside the rocks, a froth of shining pieces of the film crust slithering down the ridge.
Kunama heard a voice ring clear in the great silent space of the mountains:
"That's queer, Dad, I must be dreaming. I thought I saw one of the silver horses."
"Soon they will pick up the spoor," thought Kunama, and it was not till afterwards that Tambo told her that the spray of film crust had covered over the tracks.
Then the smaller, slighter man suddenly came into Kunama's gully. There was a rattle and scrape of the queer boards on the icy snow as he shot towards the hummocks. It seemed to Kunama that he looked directly at her, and she was afraid.
This was the boy who had come up out of the great sea, and the sight of him filled her with foreboding. For that moment Kunama had the greatest difficulty not to break from her hiding-place and gallop madly. All her muscles became taut, ready to spring, but she stood there, hidden. Just then, with an even louder rattle and scrape, the boards that the men call skis slipped sideways on the ice. The boy fell on to the snow, and skis and boy went sliding down the gully, all in a heap, sliding, slithering, and it was as though his spell over Kunama was broken.
She stood without stirring, a snow horse in the snow, and knew that, up on the ridge in the dark rocks, Tambo was a statue carved in stone. How well Storm had trained him! It was just as if he was one of the Silver Herd, born to be hunted, born to hide. Surely an ordinary wild horse would have been unable to stand so still, camouflaged by rocks, but would have broken away and gone galloping down the slope, for the men to see and perhaps for the men to catch.
Kunama watched the boy pick himself up and start climbing up the slope again - a queer way of climbing with those heavy boards on his feet, almost like a yabby out of the river. Ap​parently it was difficult to climb on the icy slope, because he edged over on to the ridge where the sun had made the snow softer. His father waited for him near Tambo's rocks.
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Kunama's heart began to pound with fear again - fear for Tambo.
At last the boy reached his father and his voice came clear over the snow:
"There's no sign of a horse. Sometimes I really don't think we ever saw them, that day on Townsend. If it wasn't for the tracks we found there, I'd think that ghosts really do exist and that the Silver Stallion haunts his mountains."
"We must go up to the packs and start back to the chalet," the man said, and they moved out of her sight. Slowly Kunama's heart-beats ceased their terrified pounding. After a long while she saw Tambo coming down to her.
There was dried sweat behind Tambo's ears and streaks of it down his withers, and she knew he had been afraid too. She wished that Thowra was with them. There was something about the way Thowra gloried in tricking men or horses! He would have galloped uphill, poised himself on a rock, neighed wildly, then vanished completely, as though he had dropped down a hole in the heart of the mountains. He would not have been afraid as she and Tambo had been.
Now, Tambo told her that the men had headed towards the high mountains.
"They put packs on their backs, and I don't think they will return," he said. "We can have some fun and then go down for grass and shelter."
Kunama climbed on to the ridge to assure herself that they had not come back. The snow had become softer and the film crust was melted. She lay down and rolled to get the feel of fear out of her coat. Tambo joined her and they wriggled quite a long way down on their backs, legs wildly waving in the air. Now that she was playing with Tambo again, Kunama could push down the memory of the utter dread she had felt each time she had seen that boy, and she could enjoy the thought that the boy and his father did not know whether she and Thowra were ghosts or not, and think what fun it was to be able to be invisible in snow. But Tambo, so shining black, could see nothing amusing in it at all.
Often, in the succeeding days, while they played hide-and- seek up among the granite tors, and galloped and slid down
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the snow slopes, Tambo thought longingly of night and the dark forests in which he could be a shadow.
Sometimes the memory of the mysterious sea that lay on the other side of the mountains rose up in Kunama's mind, but she shied away from the thought of it. There was something very strange about that sea, and about the boy who had come up out of it. It was not ordinary fear she felt, when the memory pushed itself forward, but hair-lifting terror.
Tambo, in spite of all the sport they were enjoying, was beginning to want to join the other horses at the Cascades. Spring had really come. Even near the head of the Cracken- back there was the lovely scent of wattles blooming and it was time for a three-year-old stallion to be fighting the other young stallions for fillies. Even if he had found for himself the strangest, loveliest filly in the mountains, he should make a small herd.
Kunama was quite willing to go to the Cascades. She had never been there in the spring, only in winter, and she thought the Wide open valley was probably lovely. She was curious, too, to see all the other horses, and she felt certain that Thowra would come to the Cascades some time in the spring. She wondered how Lightning was growing and whether there were any other foals.
The way to the Cascades lay right past Dead Horse hut with its yard and paddock, which always made Kunama shudder. At first she refused to go near it, but Tambo was scornful.
"If anyone was there," he said, "we would smell the smoke from miles off. You were born there, and anyway you should have a good look at the great fence over which your father so magnificently jumped to capture your mother."
"I've seen it," said Kunama stubbornly. "I do not like the smell of man, nor of tame horse. I will go down the river a little way and cross there, so that I will not have to go near the hut."
"Are you, one of the Silver Herd, afraid?" mocked Tambo.
Kunama took a swift, and not altogether friendly, bite at his rump.
"I hate even the smell," she repeated, and she was trembling. "I feel as if that boy and his father are somehow waiting for me. The day I first saw them I looked far, far over the moun​tains, over the northward country where once the brumbies
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used to run, and it was as if the wind whispered to me, too low for me to hear, but I knew that it was telling me some​thing about those great, bare mountains. Have you ever felt like that?"
Tambo rubbed his neck against a snowgum trunk so that his shining black neck polished the trunk to shining silver and green.
"Then," Kunama went on, "we went down from Kosciusko and over Mount Townsend and looked into what should have been the Murray Valley, and only saw that queer sea stretch​ing for miles and miles, and saw the men coming up out of it, and it, too, seemed to be waiting for me." Standing there in all her cream and silver beauty beside the snowgums, the high granite tors rising into the sky above her, she said: "I am afraid, yet not afraid."
She did not say how that night, after seeing the mystic lake and the skiers, both there and at Dead Horse hut, she had seen the young black stallion by moonlight, and known that he, also, was waiting for her in the future, because that future was now the present - the lovely, happy present, the wild spring, the brumbies' spring.
"Well," said Tambo, "if it gives you such horror, we will avoid the hut." And he led off at a bouncing, kicking canter down a long ridge of snowgums towards the river.
At the foot of the ridge was a wood of wattle scrub. The scent came rising up to them, the golden balls were dancing in the sun and the breeze; the pollen was blowing, the whole thing a dance of gold and sunshine, to kurrawong music, the rhythm of the river, and the song of the thrush.
The golden wattle showered down on the two horses, each blossom a golden sun, spangling the black horse, gilding the silver filly: and they looked up through the whirling sun-dance of gold, waving gold against the sky.
Round and round, through the trees, they chased and danced. The thrushes sang, the wattle scent and honey dust clung to them, they were spinning in a world of gold, and Kunama had forgotten the strange, chill fear of the future and what destiny held for her. There was neither time nor season for anything but the golden present, the dance, the spring, and the sun.
All of a sudden there was a loud sneeze. Tambo and Kunama stopped their chasing so sharply that Tambo sat right back on his haunches against a young wattle and showered
44
down a whole skyful of golden suns. Out of the shower emerged Benni, sneezing again.
"Even though I believe I was born beneath a wattle tree, I do get hay fever," he said, and sneezed loudly.
"Benni! Benni! I am pleased to see you," said Kunama. "Have you been -" She corrected herself because one should not even mention the Secret Valley - "have you seen my mother and father and the foal, my brother?"
Benni's next sneeze was gigantic and many of the golden fluffy wattle blooms were shaken off his soft, silver-grey coat.
"Yes indeed, I have seen the beautiful foal, your brother." Benni folded his small grey forepaws but they flew apart with the upheaval as he sneezed once more. "Hell cause a stir, both in the horses' world and the world of men! All of you born to be hunted! Sad, oh sad!" He rocked back and forth on his tail. "But you, Kunama, you have many friends among the wild bush animals to warn you and maybe help you hide." Carefully he dusted off some of the remaining wattle blooms. "I don't think the Silver Horse, your noble father, went short of a warning when we could give it. Perhaps this lovely colt will have many friends too - kangaroos and wallabies, and even your slow old friends, the wombats, may help him."
Just then a bee flew past Tambo's black ear and he reared back, right on to another wattle tree. Once more the golden dust and the cloud of little whirling suns fell down on them. Benni took a great breath and sneezed again.
"Young black stallion!" he said severely, "that was care​less of you!" Then he looked at them both, with a gleam in his brown eyes. "You found each other. I knew you would, but you took a long time over it."
Kunama nipped him lightly on the shoulder, but Benni gave her a swift tap on the nose with one of his little paws.
"Don't be caught far from home when the men come to the mountains," he said. "And now I must go." As he turned to hop through the golden trees, he threw a last word over his shoulder: "The Silver Horse, your sire, is somewhere about in the hills. Maybe you and he go the same way."
Kunama sprang after him to ask where Thowra was, but Benni had completely vanished, and not even a sneeze told which way he had hopped.
"Come on," said Tambo. "You'll never find him unless he
45
wants you to," and he went through the golden dust and the golden trees, down to the edge of the river.
It was not long before they were trotting along in the snow- gums on the ridge, going towards the Cascades, on the same route as Thowra and Kunama had gone on snow in the black- and-white night of moonlight and shadow, the night when Kunama first saw Tambo.
Kunama was nervous. What was it going to be like, to be with all the other horses? Might they even fight her for being strange and creamy? Storm would be kind to her, she knew. Better still, Thowra might be there, for Thowra was really king of the Cascade brumbies, ever since he had defeated The Brolga, the enormous grey stallion of whom she had heard so much from Storm and Thowra, but did not remember see​ing.
Benni, dear, funny Benni, had told her Thowra was out and about, and she was sure Thowra went to the Cascades in the spring. At the back of her mind Kunama felt certain that Tambo was foolish to take her among the other horses. He was little more than a colt, and would not be able to fight a mature horse; and she, Kunama, was a filly for which a stallion would have to fight.
Tambo must have been wondering himself how they would get on, because he suddenly said:
'It will not be safe for us to stay long in the Cascades."
Kunama did not answer. She was longing just to see the other herds and to see if Thowra was there. Also she knew that Tambo should have a small herd of mares, not only one, for that was the way of the bush. Even Thowra, who was hunted more than Tambo ever would be, had had three mares in the first spring when he had a herd of his own. At the same time she was nervous.
It was evening when they came to one of the ridges that ran down above Yarraman's Valley into the Cascades, and they walked down it with swinging strides, the shining black stallion, and the cream filly with her silver mane and tail streaming out in the sunset light. Ahead of them the windy feathers of clouds, the mare's tails, seemed to fly out from all the hill-tops, gold and pink pennons flying.
Down they swung proudly - not with the pride with which Thowra had once led his ghost herd down after defeating The Brolga, but with the pride of youth in its own beauty, a ner-
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vous, uncertain pride that exists only in the blood and is not founded on experience.
Down they swung, down the old way, had they known it, that all Yarraman's herd used once to go. When they passed a great promontory of rock that overlooked the valley, Kunama walked out on to it and gazed first towards the main Cascade Valley, seeing, with a throb of excitement, a mob of horses dotted about. Then she looked into the valley below her. Straight underneath was a darker, richer patch of grass. Kunama felt suddenly cold, but did not know why. She could not look back into the heritage of her own blood and see Bel Bel and Thowra standing there in the cold moonlight, looking at the dead stallion, Yarraman, below them - Thowra's father, her own grandfather - whose bones had bleached there and then enriched the earth. Here on this rock Thowra had really started his life as a colt on his own. From here Kunama swung on down into the Cascades with Tambo.
Spear in the Cascades
Whenever Tambo had run with a herd, which was not often, he had run with Storm's.
Storm's main ground was further up the Cascade Valley, but since Storm in a way shared the brumby kingdom with Thowra - and was undisputed head for much of the year - his main herd could be anywhere. Both Tambo and Kunama hoped they would see him among the horses at the mouth of Yarraman's Valley, but, as they stood in the rocks near the end of the ridge, they could see no sign of the huge, strong bay with his noble, kindly head.
Kunama saw scattered groups - bay horses and black, chest​nuts, greys, and one or two duns, and all of them were strangers. To her surprise she also saw two creamies, darker than herself and with dark points, and suddenly wondered whether they were half-sisters of her own. Just then one of these creamies raised its head, stood transfixed for a moment, staring towards where Tambo and Kunama stood, and then let out a snort of warning which disturbed all the horses, and head after head was raised, as horse after horse turned and gazed up at the ridge.

Kunama felt as if the eyes were piercing her hide. There could not have been more than twenty pairs of eyes, but it felt like a hundred. She looked at Tambo. His eyes searched the valley floor.
"Storm is not here," he said. "They are only mares and foals, fillies and colts. We will go down." And with more assurance in the swing of his walk, he led her down on to the valley floor.
The sunset light had descended from the sky, and a red- gold mist filled the valley, dusting over the watching horses, and to these horses waiting in the valley the two walking down the ridge must have been vested with even more mystery and glory than they might have had in ordinary daylight.
It was at Kunama that they all looked, for Kunama was beautiful. Nothing so beautiful had been seen in the Cascades since the Silver Brumby, himself, was just reaching his maturity. Some of the eyes did turn to Tambo, who was no unworthy mate for such a lovely filly. A few of the fillies looked at him with interest and excitement, and two young stallions - a chestnut and a dun, who, like himself, were just starting to gather a herd, began moving towards the ridge, stepping high, their necks arched.
Kunama watched them fearfully. Though she had never been among many horses, she knew that for these two young stallions she would be a tremendous prize. Would not the stallions set on Tambo together? Would one fight him and the other come to drive her away while they fought?
She watched them drawing closer to the foot of the ridge. The dun was not as heavy as the chestnut, but he looked nimble. As they advanced he stood on his hind legs and squealed.
Tambo was well in front of her now, and Kunama had be​come very nervous, but she could see he would have an advan​tage if he stayed on the ridge and kept her in a clump of rocks behind him. Softly she whinnied to him:
"Stay on the ridge. They'll have to come up to fight you there and you will be above them. Stay by these rocks."
Tambo gave a faint answer and then she saw him stop and she, herself, got in between three big rocks. She could still see out to the front.
As soon as the other horses realized that the fight was going to take place on the ridge, they moved forward, imperceptibly converging on the ridge tongue. Kunama was watching the two
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rearing, snorting young stallions and, when she looked fleet- ingly at the others, they were much closer - a ring of watching eyes.
Tambo reared and cavorted too, roaring out his challenge. It seemed to Kunama that it took a long time for the dun and the chestnut to get close enough to strike; they were so slow advancing when they stopped after every step, to rear and scream. She half-wished they would reach Tambo, and the fight be fought and finished, but mostly she wished that some​thing, someone, would come to chase them away and disperse the great hostile ring of horses' eyes.
It was the dun who rushed in first, aiming to get a hold of Tambo on the wither. The chestnut, on the other side, struck with some force then swung round and kicked, but, realizing that his dun companion was well into the battle, suddenly turned his attention to Kunama.
Kunama had picked her position well. No one could get into the cleft in the rocks to drive her out, and they could not reach her from above.
The chestnut soon discovered this and set out to try and entice her to come out.
Kunama watched him come dancing in front of her and she began to feel slightly amused. He was quite a handsome young horse. Had she been with the other herds she would have known that he threw to Yarraman - golden chestnut with silver mane and tail - but she did not know, and had no one near to tell her that there had once been just such a colt, called Arrow, who had persecuted Thowra when they were foals together.
The chestnut stopped dancing and stretched out his nose towards her.
"Fool!" thought Kunama. "Does he think himself as hand- some as Tambo?" And she reared and struck at him.
The chestnut dodged, looking rather silly. As he dodged, Kunama caught a glimpse of Tambo striking the dun colt, and realized that she could give him a chance of beating the dun if she kept the chestnut dancing in front of her. She saw the ring of watching horses draw even closer. The light was fad​ing. Soon darkness would come and there would be just a ring of eyes. She shivered. It was best to forget all those watch​ing eyes and try to keep the chestnut colt interested until Tambo had beaten off the dun.
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She extended her nose for a moment: the chestnut came hopefully forward. Kunama retreated further into the cleft. Then she rushed out, beating him off, then backed again to safety, extending her nose once more as though in penitence. She peered round him. Tambo had a hold of the dun's neck. The watching horses came still closer.
The chestnut was neighing softly for her to come out and away. She heard the pounding of hooves on flesh and knew the dun was getting a beating - but how could Tambo beat two?
The chestnut must have wondered how the fight was going because he turned round to look. The light was fading rapidly, but not much light was needed to see that Tambo was win​ning, or to realize that it would not be difficult for another horse to join him in battle and defeat him now.
The chestnut sauntered towards the combatants, taking no notice of Kunama's neighs to call him back. It looked as if he would only have to beat an already tired horse to win the silver filly.
The night closed in slowly. All colour had faded. Every​thing was in tones of grey except the winding stream and what could be seen of the silver filly, half-hidden in the rocks. Still the dun colt refused to recognize that he was defeated. He fought on and on. Kunama knew Tambo must be tiring, and she could see that the chestnut was only waiting to fight him the moment the dun withdrew.
At last the dun backed off into the encroaching darkness and, with a roar, the chestnut rushed at Tambo. Now the ring of horses drew closer and closer and their eyes shone in the darkness. Some of the mares with foals had gone off, but the hostile circle still seemed to contain many horses.
Kunama listened to the heavy breathing and the thump and thud of the fight, and angry screams. Listening, she also heard a clatter and scrape of a hoof on rock very near to herself.
Nothing was in front of her: she looked up and backwards. Silhouetted against the sky was a young filly - a creamy - standing on the rock above the cleft in which she hid. Then suddenly the creamy gave a friendly little whinny. Kunama answered her.
"We are sisters, you and I. Do not be afraid, therefore," said the creamy. "If that mean-eyed chestnut, Spear, looks
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like beating Tambo, you must come away with me. We will hide till Tambo finds us."
Kunama whinnied in answer, comforted by the creamy's friendliness.
"I must stay near Tambo," she said, then: "Are we indeed sisters, or only sisters in colour?"
"Half-sisters are we if, as you say, the Silver Horse is your sire as he is mine."
"Indeed he is my sire," Kunama replied.
"There are only two creamy daughters of Thowra left. The men hunt us, always they hunt us, and any of his sons or daugh​ters who are unfortunate enough to be born our creamy colour are nearly always caught."
Kunama, shivering at these words, looked up at the cream filly who still stood on the rock above her, silhouetted against the stars in the sky, then she turned her head again and strained her eyes to see how Tambo fared in his battle.
Tambo could barely be seen now, it was becoming so dark, but she could make out Spear as he leapt in to the attack. She could see that he was driving at Tambo very hard, striking, kicking, biting. Tambo must be tired, too tired to stand against that for long.
A cold south wind had sprung up and was sighing through the trees above them. Kunama could not still her shivering. Though the cream filly had offered her friendship, she was a stranger among strange horses - she could still see the ring of eyes, watching, watching. What would happen to her if Tambo were beaten? What would happen to Tambo? Would he be killed?
The sound in the trees was louder, and then Kunama heard a sort of rushing, as though an overmastering wind came out of nowhere - and the whirlwind was there in front of her, forcing the chestnut to run for his life, swirling and darting at that ring of hostile eyes. For a moment Kunama had no idea what was happening, but the creamy, still standing on the rock, whistled through her teeth:
"Here he is! Here he is!"
He was there, the silver whirlwind.
The sound of him, thundering, rushing, seemed to fill the valley. The ring of watching eyes was gone: the chestnut had gone: the cream filly had leapt down, but stayed close, behind
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the rocks. Tambo stood uncertain and exhausted, out on the ridge, and Kunama had come timidly to the mouth of the cleft in the rocks.
If she were visible on a star-bright night, so, too, was he who had come like a whirlwind - silver ghost or living horse.
Then Thowra's voice said:
"Well, my daughter; the great world of horses did not wel​come you kindly! You are too strange, and for every colt and stallion, too great and dangerous a prize." He nuzzled her around the ears, loosening the hair where the sweat of fear had grown hard and dry. "The herds consider Tambo, your mate, strange, too, in the way they used to think Storm and me strange, mad perhaps. But then he is strange, like we were - a lone horse, not one of a herd, and never one of a mob of young colts."
Kunama could see Tambo on the ridge, and thought how Thowra could kill him easily if he wished, but perhaps Thowra considered Tambo as one of themselves.
"Tambo will have to fight and fight if you remain here in the Cascades," Thowra went on, "but it is not likely that two horses will set on him at the same time. That Spear re​minds me of his mother's brother, Arrow." And Thowra's lips curled backwards.
"How did you know we were here?" asked Kunama.
"A sneezing kangaroo mentioned he had seen you go this way," Thowra answered. "Your friend and my friend, Benni," he said. "Well now, I go to see who is here and to find Storm, my brother of the wild night."
He was gone, and Kunama walked down the ridge to join Tambo. She had forgotten the cream filly, and jumped ner​vously when she found her at her side.
"I am coming too," the creamy said. "I, Jillamatong, can show you where to find sweet grass and water for the night."
Tambo reared stiffly in greeting. And just as they were moving off the ridge they heard Thowra's great cry from further up the valley.

Wild Horses Spring
The sky was silver blue; kurrawongs were calling, high and clear; and there was a thrush singing. Kunama looked about for a moment, then let her head fall back on the soft snow- grass again.
Presently she rubbed the side of her neck and head on the grass, stretched out her clean-boned, creamy legs, then raised her head again. This time she saw Tambo, black against the sky, delicate nose pointed upwards, sharp ears pricked to​wards the dawn. She listened but could hear nothing. She was tired and the snowgrass was very comfortable.
It was a good place to which Jillamatong had brought them last night, here beneath tall candlebarks and beside a small, clear stream. Tambo, she knew, had slept on his feet, but she, Kunama, knowing Thowra was not far away, had been able to lie down on this lovely snowgrass and sleep more deeply than she had slept since the night of thunder and lightning in which she had left the Secret Valley.
Now, seeing Tambo against the dawn, seeing him turned towards the coming day and all it might bring, she began to feel a great excitement sweep through her with the dawn wind.
Jillamatong, who, she knew without looking, was standing close by, had said that the men always hunted the creamies - even Benni had said "born to be hunted" - and Thowra had said there would be fights if they stayed in the Cascades. But on this bright, early morning, with Tambo standing there, magnificent in the daybreak, and Thowra not far away, Kunama felt that whatever happened could only be wildly exciting. Gone, with this thrilling surge of her blood, were the fears that had beset her while Tambo had fought in last night's darkness; forgotten, for the moment, was the boy who had come up out of the mysterious sea, and the foreboding she had felt when she saw the mountains stretching far to the north. Everything was forgotten except the wild, surging joy, the excitement, the spring.
There was the bright sky, the birds singing, the creek sing​ing, the light dripping off the gum leaves; there was the glorious soft snowgrass and the scent of wattle faintly rising
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from forests lower down. There was Tambo, standing vibrant with excitement.
Kunama sprang to her feet and, as she sprang, Tambo threw up his head and sent a ringing challenge echoing round the Cascades. From much further up the valley there came two calls - and Kunama, listening, knew, with surprise, that they came from Thowra and Storm, and it seemed to her that their voices said: "Greetings, young brother of the wild moun​tains."
Slowly Tambo began to graze his way out of their sheltered corner up the valley, and Kunama and the creamy, who said she was usually called Jilla, followed him.
A long finger of ridge stretched out from the forest into the valley. They walked over this soft rise of snowgrass and, on the other side, could see into the main great hollow of the Cascades Valley. They could see, too, horses dotted about, some of them galloping, and playing in the bright dawn.
"There were lots more last night," Kunama said to Jilla. "Where will the others be?"
"Storm's main herd often graze around under Saltyard Hill," Jillamatong answered. "You must have heard your sire speak of that grey stallion, The Brolga? That was his ground."
"Yes." Kunama felt prickles of excitement running down her spine from ears to tail. "I have heard of The Brolga, and I have heard how my father, Thowra, did not kill him in the way of the bush, but left him defeated and still living. Is he never seen in his old grazing grounds?"
"I believe that once he was seen looking down from the hill, and then he went on southwards. Why are you staring at me so?"
"I'm just wondering," said Kunama, "how it is that you were not caught in the big manhunt. You are as old as I, or nearly. You must have been born by then."
"My mother and I missed it," Jilla said. "I was a late foal and she had not gone over to Paddy Rush's Bogong, but had kept hidden. There have been more creamy foals each year, but there's only one left now, though I've seen two or three mares with creamy foals at foot already this spring."
Kunama had been so interested that she had barely noticed Tambo stop in front with his forefoot raised, gazing ahead. Now she suddenly realized that he had stopped, and she looked in the direction at which he gazed.
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"There's Spear," she hissed at Jillamatong.
"I doubt if Tambo will ever be rid of Spear," said Jilla. "Spear wants you in his herd even more than he wants me. See, Wanga, the two-year-old creamy, is near him!"
Kunama regarded the horses ahead of her with rising ex​citement, and then looked back at Jilla. Jilla's mane and tail were nearly black, and each hoof had a short black sock above it. In her coat were dark dapples too, and Kunama thought that, though it was awkward to be born the sort of silver colour which was so difficult to hide except in snow, it was very excit​ing to be fought for by stallions who wished to add a silver filly to their herd.
Spear had seen Tambo and the silver filly, and he began to come towards them, stepping high and tossing his light- coloured mane - high-stepping over the snowgrass tussocks and beside the silver-blue creek.
Jillamatong curled her top lip back scornfully, and Kunama watched him with amusement, but Tambo, his muscles, under his black hide, rippling in the sun, was walking forward to meet Spear.
"Spear should not be hard to beat. He's mean-spirited," said Jilla.
"Thowra, my father, mentioned Spear's dam's brother," Kunama said in a questioning tone of voice. "Arrow, his name was."
Jillamatong nodded.
"There's some mystery about him and about Thowra. Arrow was last seen fighting Thowra, so the story goes, and then he just vanished and no one ever saw him again."
"Oh." Kunama sounded puzzled.
"You've been hidden away with Thowra and Golden, your mother, so you can't understand how, to all of us out in the mountains, the Silver Stallion is a mystery, as though he is enchanted. Maybe you are, too. Maybe you'll be gone tomor​row, maybe he will. Maybe neither of you are real." She gave Kunama a swift nip. "But you feel real!"
Kunama was just going to say that she certainly was real when she thought that perhaps she might, one day, wish to vanish and be only a strange memory. Perhaps it would be

better to pretend that she, too, was magic and could dissolve into air and light at will.
"You should learn how to vanish, yourself," she said. "If ever you meet a sneezing kangaroo, ask him how."
Jilla gave her a dirty sideways look, and slightly bared her teeth, but Kunama was too excited, watching Tambo, to take any notice.
Tambo was walking, with long, swinging strides, towards Spear, wasting neither energy nor breath on rearing and squeal​ing. Without any warning, when he was about ten yards from Spear, he sprang into a gallop and shot towards him, a black streak.
If he had started his gallop from further away, Spear would have had time to get over his surprise and dodge, but as it was, the chestnut was simply standing, a little off balance, one foot still raised, when the black bullet hit him and sent him staggering. Before there was a chance of recovery, Tambo was raining blows on his head, and his shoulders, with his fore​feet, kicking him on the quarters, knocking him down, then getting a fierce hold with strong white teeth.
There was no other stallion near to molest the fillies, so Kunama could watch, shaking with excitement. She could not believe that Tambo could gallop so fast. He was nowhere near as nimble and quick as she, in rough, steep country, but here, on the flat snowgrass, he was faster than anything she had ever seen. In this fight he had got the first advantage over Spear, and it looked as if he would give him a good beating. The big-chestnut colt was not enjoying it either. He seemed slow on his feet, and Kunama could see him looking from left to right, wondering if he could escape. Then she knew he had seen her again, because it was as though their eyes flashed into each other, and he went into the fight with renewed fury. Trembling all over, she watched the two stallions striking, biting, kicking - watched Tambo go on and on punishing the chestnut.
Jilla had said that Tambo might never be rid of Spear, and now it looked as if Spear was going to be finished off.
"Will he kill him, Jilla?" she whispered.
"I don't think so. I've seen lots of young stallions fight, and they generally get too tired to do any real damage to each other. Perhaps they are not such savage fighters as older horses must be. Storm and Thowra drive off the four-year-olds be-
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fore they become old enough to fight them, so I've never seen a real fight between full-grown stallions. All the mares say it must come some day," she added thoughtfully.
Kunama wondered how the fight could end, how the two young stallions would ever stop if neither was killed.
The air seemed to be filled with the fight, the thuds, the grunts, the pounding of hooves, the heavy breathing, and the dreadful noise of teeth snapping together, if they missed their hold. The bright light, shining on the stream, on rocks, on gum leaves, also shone on the sweating horses.
At last it became quite obvious that Spear was beaten, and suddenly he lost his footing and fell. Tambo put some thunder​ing kicks into him, but Spear did not get up. With one more
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contemptuous kick, Tambo turned and came back to Kunama and Jillamatong.
Spear continued to lie, as though dead, but Kunama could see his flanks heaving, the chestnut hair stiff with sweat. Tambo was bleeding from one or two slashes, but he was not really hurt, just sweating fiercely. Kunama and Jilla both ex​tended their quivering, soft noses to him, as he carried himself proudly towards them.
"Today he is beaten," said Kunama, as Tambo stood shoulder to shoulder beside her, looking further up the Cas​cades Valley.
"Yes," he answered, "he is, but there will be others. Where is the cream filly who was with him?"
Both Jilla and Kunama looked round in surprise.
"She was there when the fight started," Kunama said.
"She is very timid," said Jilla. "She will have run away, but I did not see her go."
Kunama walked along the creek-bank and crossed where the water purled over flat, white stones, to the place where the cream two-year-old had been standing. She studied the tracks intently, and followed them for a distance before deciding which were Wanga's. Tambo and Jillamatong fol​lowed, Jilla watching her in surprise.
"You're clever," he said, "to pick up her trail from several spoors!"
"Looks as if she galloped up this side valley," Kunama said presently, and looked inquiringly at Tambo. Tambo too, snuffed at the trail and, without saying anything, set off at a trot, head down, following it.
There were no horses to be seen in this little valley, and Kunama was puzzled, but after a while the tracks turned up over a snowgum saddle and went over into the next valley, then over the next ridge and the next valley, on, on.
The three horses followed, nose to trail all the way, Tambo leading fast because he could see by the tracks that Wanga was galloping whenever she could. After they had gone some dis​tance it became clear to both Tambo and Jilla that Wanga was1 heading for the main herd but that she had not dared to go up the broad valley alone.
Tambo stopped then, thought for a while, and led off more slowly, going from one patch of cover to another.
They crossed several more small valleys, climbed the divid-
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ing spurs, and at last found themselves going round the broad base of Salt Yard Hill, with nothing much, except scrub bushes, in which to hide. No other hoofmarks had joined Wanga's tracks, so they knew she was still alone.
Jilla was looking bothered, but Kunama, not knowing that there might be quite a few young stallions, and feeling fairly certain that Storm and Thowra regarded Tambo as one of them and would not harm him, was quite eager to see the main herd.
As they moved from one patch of scrub to another, round the flank of Salt Yard Hill, they could see horses drifting out from The Brolga's Valley, grazing their way up and down by the Cascades stream.
At last they found themselves in a narrow belt of snow- gums and bitter-pea scrub that led round the final corner of the hili, and from which they could look down on to the graz​ing ground. It was the same grazing ground into which Bel Bel and Mirri had looked many years before, with their little foals, Thowra and Storm, at foot, and seen the fierce young Brolga with his mares and his grey foals. One of these foals had been the good mare Boon Boon, who had taught Kunama so much of her bush wisdom and cunning, but Kunama knew nothing of this and simply peered through the leathery, olive- green leaves down at the scene below.
The valley was narrow at its mouth, and opened out into a cup in the hills, with granite tors scattered round it in a rough circle. A lovely place on a fine day, but perhaps rather weird and grim in mist and cloud, Kunama thought, though she had hardly a second to think of its appearance, because she was so excited with the sight of the horses - of Storm and Thowra.
There were mares, foals, yearlings. There were scattered groups up the hillsides of older fillies, older colts. Kunama saw all this, in one sweeping glance, even seeing that there were certainly some three-year-old stallions playing about, far from the two leaders, but it was at Thowra and Storm that she gazed, for they, the great silver horse and the great bay, were playing - wrestling with each other, standing on their hind legs, chest to chest, forelegs entwined, necks locked to​gether. They were playing as though they did a dance to​gether to the bright, life-giving sunlight and to the riotous
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force of the spring, and this sunlight streamed down on them, burnishing the red lights in Storm's dark bay coat, rippling like quicksilver in Thowra's glorious, cascading mane and tail.
The three young horses stood in amazement. As they watched, the great stallions disengaged themselves, and Thowra galloped to one of the rocky tors and sprang up on to it. He was as lithe as he always had been, but heavier, now, as though he possessed the immense strength of the mountains, and there with his forefeet up on the highest rock, he called and called, and Storm, rearing below, answered while the echoes went ringing round the valley.
Suddenly the two stallions went galloping out of the little valley with all the others of the herd streaming after them, down from the sides of the hills, tails flying, snorting, neigh​ing, along the valley floor they thundered - a cataract of wild horses celebrating the wonderful mountain spring. There was the creamy, Wanga! There was the young dun stallion! There were other stallions, other fillies!
Flying, flying down the hillside to join them, quite unable to check the wild thunder in their blood that throbbed in time to the thundering hooves and the surging music of the spring, went Kunama, like a silver streak, the gleaming black Tambo, and Jillamatong!
Down they went, flying, flying, hooves biting the snow- grass, branches of snowgum lashing their faces. Down! Into the great galloping wave of horses, till their hooves pounded with the hooves beside them, till their legs stretched out with the brown, the bay, the chestnut legs, their noses stretched alongside other snorting noses. Shoulder to shoulder, silver and black beside bay and brown, .they galloped, thundering, thundering.
Then the mob wheeled and stopped, all in a seething circle.
Kunama was brought up face to face with a young grey stallion. The throbbing mob excitement that had surged in her blood died away. What had they done - she and Tambo - joining a herd like this? Her heart began to pound again, and this time it was with fear for what might happen to herself. Then the big, rough-looking grey stallion attempted to edge her out of the mob.
The horses were already beginning to disperse in gay, kick​ing, bucking groups. Kunama saw Thowra rise up out of a crowd of mares and foals as he climbed on to some rocks.
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Swift as an arrow, she shot under the grey stallion's nose, through the other horses, and up beside her father.
There they stood, just above the heads of the herd, two beautiful cream and silver horses.
Kunama felt the shock of surprise run through the mob, then she saw Tambo coming towards her, saw the grey stallion and a hefty bay. Just at that moment, echoing round and round the valley, came the ringing cry of a grown stallion. Thowra snorted and rose slowly on to his hind legs, looking fiercely in the direction from whence the sound had come.
Down the valley at a plunging, rearing canter, came an iron-grey stallion of about four years old - a grown horse, perhaps not yet at his full strength, but daring to come to the Cascades to challenge Storm or the Silver Brumby.
The herd began to melt away on every side. Kunama, frightened yet wildly curious, wildly excited, found herself standing there, alone with Thowra, poised on a rock in the centre of the valley, with a big, strong stallion approaching.
The stallion saw them there and stopped dead for an in​stant, obviously surprised at the sight. Then he came on more slowly.
"Go!" Thowra commanded her. "Hide yourself in snow- gums." Then he added: "Find Tambo or Storm."
Kunama could hardly take her gaze off the advancing iron- grey, but she gave one quick look round. Storm could easily be found: he was shepherding the mares and foals away into the trees, at the same time rearing and roaring defiance to the stranger. She could not see Tambo. She looked back at the challenging stallion and then leapt down, leaving Thowra standing there in all his silver glory, high on a rock above the valley floor and above the oncoming grey - Thowra, who had in some way caused Arrow to vanish, Thowra, who had de​feated The Brolga to become king of the Cascade brumbies. There he stood, the Silver Stallion, in his kingdom, prepared to fight for it again.
Kunama gazed up at him, her breath coming quickly with excitement, and feeling again the strength of the tie that made her belong to the Silver Herd, just as she had felt it when the lightning flashed on the newborn foal and her own mother. Then she heard a noise which made her turn quickly. There, almost hidden behind some rocks, Tambo and the strong bay stallion were fighting fiercely. She cantered off and hid herself
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in snowgums where she could watch everything, wondering, at the same time, where the light-grey stallion was, the rough- looking one who had tried to edge her out of the mob.
The iron-grey was advancing but more slowly. No horse could have expected to find two stallions as heads of the one herd, unless he, himself, had once belonged to that herd. This horse, though a son of The Brolga, had never been in the Cascades since he was a foal.
Kunama, in the snowgums, could see that he did not know whom he should fight, though he seemed to be irresistibly drawn towards the glorious silver horse that stood calling out his challenge from the rock in the centre of the valley.
Storm was advancing on him too. The snowgum leaves tickled Kunama's coat as she shivered, her eyes darting from Tambo and his fight, to Thowra, and from Thowra to the iron-grey, and thence to Storm.
She heard Thowra call to Storm:
"He is mine!"
She saw the grey come prancing closer and closer to the rock, noted his nimble-looking feet and legs, the power of his shoulders and quarters; saw Thowra suddenly leap like the lightning had leapt through the darkening sky - swift like lightning, attacking the iron-grey.
Was this the fight that the mares said must come some day? Or would Thowra and Storm, because they were so different, never have to fight to the death? Would Thowra's magic pre​vail?
This was a terrific fight. The iron-grey horse had courage, he had skill in the art of fighting, but Thowra still had the wind's speed and, like the wind, could swing hither and thither and seem to come from two or three different quarters at once - the striking, biting, leaping, kicking cream-and-silver horse, darted and flew at the iron-grey. And while they fought, Tambo and the young bay were fighting too, but long before the older horses were beginning to tire, Tambo and the bay were exhausted. Kunama saw that this had happened and that they had backed away from each other and drifted apart into the complete hush and stillness that enfolded the rest of the herd as they watched the stupendous fight.
The day wore on. The sun had climbed the sky and was directly overhead, then it started sliding into the west and
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shadows began to lengthen again and point to the east. At last the iron-grey was down and Thowra kneeling on him.
Though there were many horses in amongst the trees and the scrub all around, whose eyes never left the fighting stallions, it seemed as if there were only two in the whole valley, the iron-grey down on the grey-green grass by the stream, and the cream-and-silver horse kneeling on top of him.
Kunama watched, horrified. Would Thowra kill him, or would he once again leave a defeated but living horse? This horse, if left alive, being a younger horse than Thowra, could recover from his defeat and be a danger again. She watched, breathless. Thowra was such a strange horse that he might easily leave the iron-grey to live.
She saw Thowra, still kneeling on the grey, take a tremen​dous grip of his neck and shake it till his head was waving wildly: then, with a look of complete disdain, he got up and left him, beaten but alive.
Thowra and Kunama
The stars were warm and glowing in the dome of sky over the Cascades. Just in these days of Kunama's joy they had lost the burning fiery brilliance of the frozen winter nights.
"See," said Thowra. "From here the Southern Cross hangs over the place where Tambo's mother came from - and to which she was taken back."
Kunama saw in her mind all the tangle of wooded ridges and valleys, the ice-cold streams, deep in forest, which lay in that direction. Then in a flash the picture was changed. As though they were there hung in front of her eyes, blotting out all else, she saw the rolling snow and rock mountains, high above the tree-line, rolling, rolling northwards. Saw, too, that immense, mysterious sea, between its long lines of islands, and felt again the touch of fear.
Thowra and Kunama were standing alone in the night on a bare knoll beside the Cascades stream, staring at the water reflecting the stars in long streamers of light, sniffing the air that was soft and warm and which bore the elusive, subtle blend of many lowland spring scents which had risen up after the warm day.


Far away there was the cry of a stallion. Thowra took no notice: Kunama's ears flickered back and forth.
"That is only Spear," said Thowra. "He is angry and per​haps a little afraid."
"He will still be stiff and sore," said Kunama. "The fight was only three days ago. Tambo has kept on fighting, colt after colt, every day, and has had no time to stiffen up. Spear is the one who while he is alive, will never leave us in peace," she added.
"He lacks courage," mused Thowra, "as his dam's brother did, but like him, he is jealous and mean-spirited. Tambo may have to finish him."
Kunama looked at Thowra, seeing a shadowy, silver horse against the star-sprayed sky - a magic horse, a horse so dif​ferent from all the others in this world of horses that he was almost unbelievable - and she wondered what had become of Arrow.
"If Spear is anywhere about when you start for the Secret Valley, make sure he does not know you have gone. Make sure he cannot find a single spoor if he comes looking for you." Thowra's voice was solemn and filled with foreboding.
Then he looked at his daughter and saw a shadowy silver filly against the stars - a filly so beautiful that it was impossible that stallions should not fight for her to be in their herds, impossible that men should not search for her over the wild mountains. "You must use all your cunning," he said, "for our Secret Valley must never be found by other horses - or by men."
He looked at her again. Could she possibly have real cun​ning and wisdom as well as all that beauty? To be as beautiful as that! He knew because he was beautiful - was deeply excit​ing, and excitement could make a horse forget to be wise. And the shadow of Kunama stood, half-glimmering in star- light, her sweet head thrown up to the bright sky, the night wind just rippling her mane. There was indeed a look of Bel Bel about her, and the same clear depth in the eyes that he could see shining.
Bel Bel, his mother, had possessed the wisdom of the wind for which she had named him, the wisdom of the streams, of the birds and the great, growing trees and through it all, too, that strange wisdom of the mares that the wild mothers of young must have. It took years of living, the bearing of foals,
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the experience of many seasons, the experience of the ways of many horses, the experience of escaping from men, to make the sort of wisdom that Bel Bel possessed. Thowra knew he had thought, when she was less than a yearling, that Kunama had the possibility of being wise like his mother ... and now she was beautiful.
So Thowra, the Silver Brumby, regarded his daughter, saw her beauty - and wondered. But he, too, was beautiful, and beauty such as theirs was something with which one lived joyously - racing with the wind, with storm and snow, dancing in the frost or among the golden wattles, galloping, galloping in the spring sun. Life might be dangerous, with beauty that was so difficult to hide, but life was always and ever had been very, very good.
It did not occur to him that for Kunama life might become more dangerous than good.
"Tonight," he said to her, "I go back to the Secret Valley, but I will return here once more before the men come with their herds."
An owl hooted in the trees and both horses listened to it.
"Remember," said Thowra. "Let no horse come with you to the Secret Valley, and leave no track."
"I will remember," said Kunama.
"Come now, with me, a little of the way." Thowra was already stepping down off the small knoll.
Kunama followed him, and the two went walking with slow, swinging strides, dreaming through the starlight, down the Cascades to one ridge of Yarraman's Valley, and together up the ridge. And sometimes Thowra almost forgot that it was his young daughter walking beside him, and thought it was Bel Bel - and many years ago.
Kunama came so far with him that at last he asked her softly:
"Do you come home with me, my daughter? Or are you going back for a brief time to Tambo and the Cascades?"
"I go back to Tambo," she replied.
"Then it is time, now, for you to turn," he said, "or day​light will come before you reach the place where you left him, and he may have gone."
"Yes," Kunama tossed her forelock restlessly. "I will see Lightning, my brother, soon, when summer brings the men to the mountains."
They touched noses and then Thowra was gone, striding
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on through the night with the proud step that was his, by right, because there was no one to challenge him.
Kunama turned back to the Cascades.
Somewhere, quite close, a mopoke called, and there was a rustle of a heavier bird, perhaps a kurrawong, disturbed in its sleep.
Kunama felt no chill aloneness, she had played on her own so much, and she trotted quietly downwards.
"Mopoke! Mopoke!" came the call, and she saw the slim, grey figure of the little Boobook owl out on the silvery branch of a snowgum, seeming part of the branch.
"Mopoke! Mopoke! Be wise!" And the silver-breasted ghost of a bird looked down at the ghost of a filly.
"Hail! bird of wisdom, bird of the night," greeted Kunama, stopping some distance back from the branch so that she could talk without getting a crick in her neck.
"Hail! Kunama." The bird did not move, but sat stiff and straight as a piece of dead white wood. "What brings you through the night, alone, to the place where all stallions will fight for you, and where the men will soon run their cattle?"
"I stay only until the spring is ending," she replied.
"Do not stay too long, and never be tempted back when the men are here. Only in mist and cloud and snow can you hide yourself, horse of the winter."
"For the snow am I named," said Kunama.
"If you love life you must learn to leave no footprint even in snow," said the owl.
"For that I should need wings, bird of wisdom, and wings I have none!"
"No, but you can leap from rock to rock; you can walk in streams; you can creep across the ice. And though you cannot fly through the air, the snowfilled air and the blizzard will always befriend you."
Then the bird moved, like a dead branch coming to life. "Mopoke! Mopoke!" he cried, and flew off into the night.
Kunama went trotting on down, down, down towards Yarraman's Valley, and, though she had heard no sound and smelt nothing, she kept among the trees, and went round any clearings so that she was never exposed in the open. Then, for no reason, she felt the chill touch of aloneness.
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She began to go more slowly and make even less sound. Every few minutes she stopped to listen. In one of those pauses she heard a twig break under a horse's hoof.
This was no time to wait and see who was coming. She knew with every hair in her coat, with the tips of her hooves, and with her pounding heart, that the horse who broke the stick was following her - and that it was Spear.
Treading with the softest care, she swung to the south and, keeping to the trees, trotted swiftly across the face of the hill. Each cream-and-silver hair felt as if it were listening; her ears flickered this way and that, trying to pick up the slightest sound of vibration in the night air; her eyes strained not only to see any movement, but to see the smallest branch or twig which her soft-treading hooves might break. Even her limbs seemed to feel for the warning that a branch was near them.
The Mopoke called once more.
"Mopoke! Mopoke! Beware! Beware!"
Kunama turned downwards again, but she had only gone a very short distance when she knew the horse was directly below her and that she must cut across the face of the hill again.
The pounding of her heart was suddenly suffocating as she began to feel afraid. She trotted on through the trees, silent- footed on snowgrass tussocks, trying not to swish through any leaves or let her body touch twig or branch.
Spear, the mean-spirited, was not the sort of adversary that a filly could take a joy in outwitting - or perhaps it might be possible to try outwitting him with joy and gaiety if help were close. This was no game that Kunama played with Spear, far away from the other horses, on the high, lonely hillside. If Spear could, he would stop her going back to Tambo, and edge her right away so that he could keep her for his herd, perhaps drive her into other country and not let her escape.
"Who," thought Kunama scornfully, "would be proud to be in the herd of a stallion like Spear?" Though his colour was handsome, and he was big and strong, you could tell, when you looked him straight in the eye, that he had not true courage. In his eyes and the pinched look of his nostrils and forehead, there was meanness - but there might be cunning too.
Her skin felt so sensitive to every movement in the air that encompassed her, that, whenever she had to leave the protec​tion of the trees, it seemed that the stars would graze her, and
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she felt as though she was so light-coloured that she gleamed, reflecting their light like a glass horse, or that she was as luminous as the strange, gleaming toadstools she had some​times seen at the foot of a tree.
For the first time she felt, as Thowra, her father, had felt, that it was impossible to hide herself, that she shone and glowed, through the darkness.
She turned down once more, with longing, towards the Cascades. Spear was below still. Well, had not Thowra and Boon Boon done all they could to teach her to be cunning? She would use her cunning too. She turned south again, allow​ing herself to make a slight noise: then swung round and went north and west, on an oblique, downward line that might get her below Spear before he realized it.
This time she had to go slower because she must be abso​lutely silent and she must not get hot - but the giving off of scent was something beyond control. Fear made a horse sweat. Fear itself smelt. Kunama crept back and down, and no one was following her.
She felt each snowgrass tussock with her hooves, gently, carefully. Her pasterns, her knees, her shoulders, her hocks, all were elastic so that there should be no thudding hoof-fall, no vibration on the ground. Tiptoe, tiptoe, creeping, creeping on she went.
This was not fun, as it had been when she led Tambo a shadow dance through the trees, the snow, and the night. This struck fear at the heart. She felt the sweat break out down her back, and then felt the sharp chill of it as the night wind touched her.
Tiptoe, tiptoe, creeping, creeping, on she went. If only Thowra were near, not getting further and further away to​wards the Secret Valley. Perhaps if she galloped after him — but perhaps that was what Spear wanted so that he might learn where the Silver Brumby's hiding-place lay. Once more she sweated with fear: this time that she could be so foolish as to think, even for a moment, that she could go after Thowra.
Tiptoe, tiptoe, creeping, creeping: she wished she could melt into the darkness, but the very stars themselves and the chill of the drying sweat on her coat kept her in the shape of a horse. Surely she must be below Spear now.
Then there were thundering hooves. They were above, all right, but Spear had found he was tricked. Now there was
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only one thing left to her and that was her speed. She knew she was fast, so she would head Straight down and go!
Down she galloped, a streak of light piercing the dark, and now she was not only listening for the sound of Spear so that she would know if he was catching up, but straining her eyes in the night to see this unknown country through which she must gallop. She was feeling, too, for every hollow or bump. She was jumping rocks, knowing that she might have to ex​tend her jump even when she was in the air, if the landing- place on the other side was bad. She must not fall: a fall would cost her seconds of precious time, and Spear, even if he was stiff from his fight with Tambo, would get below her and drive her back. She must keep on galloping, galloping through the dark, faster, faster, back towards Tambo and towards Storm's herd.
The air felt cold against her, rushing past her head, her ears, her withers. She leapt over rocks, over little streams, over logs and the uneven places in the ground. She galloped and galloped, leapt and leapt, going madly downwards through the darkness.
After a while she began to think that in this sort of race she might be a little faster than the solidly built stallion, or perhaps she was just more nimble at leaping things that were only half seen in the dark. Spear was pounding furiously along behind, but he did not seem to be getting any closer. She could hear his headlong, thundering gallop, hear him crashing through branches, hear the clatter of his hooves on rock.
She wished she knew the country. If she could get back on to one of the ridges of Yarraman's Valley she would be better off, but she was further to the south. How queer and frighten​ing it was, to be galloping through the darkness in unknown country with a strange stallion trying to head her off.
Down, down through the night she galloped, her silver legs never checking or stumbling.
The trees started to be wider apart and there was open ground ahead of her, without any cover at all. Through the open she must gallop, shadow or ghost, a ribbon of lightness through the night.
There was smooth snowgrass in that open country. No rocks broke its smoothness, no creeks nor h6lIows. Perhaps Spear knew this part well and knew he would not fall if he galloped with all his force down this steep, open hillside. Here nimble-
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ness did not count, and the big stallion gained on the shadow that was Kunama.
She tried to go even faster, desperately, lest she be driven away from the Cascades by that big, mean stallion, and, almost without knowing that she was going to, she gave a high, despairing neigh.
The sound of her own voice echoed, thin and clear and far away, round the mountain sides, echoed in the empty loneliness in which she knew she could expect no answer. But surely her voice and its echoes should be heard down in the Cascades where Tambo had been sleeping not far from the mouth of Yarraman's Valley? She was not certain how much further it was to the valley floor: she seemed already to have galloped twice as far as she had ever climbed with Thowra. Anyway, no answer mingled with her echoes.
Spear's thundering hooves drew closer, and closer. In a moment he would be swinging her away from the direction of the Cascades. She could hear his breathing. He was drawing up alongside. His nose was level with her quarters, but beyond her was something - some obstacle, some cover - rocks or trees. Then she saw trees' heads against the stars and she burst through them.
The branches bent with her flight, let her into the friendly woods - and swished back hard across Spear's eyes.
Kunama swung madly to one side and then went dodging downwards through the trees. She heard some blundering crashes behind her and knew she was getting well ahead again. She did not know that Spear had been temporarily blinded by the branches, but as soon as she realized that he had dropped behind she went more slowly so that she could once more creep through the night without sound.
The face of the hillside had now been divided by creeks and ridges. She wished she knew exactly on which ridge she was. She might be too far up the Cascade Valley for the place in which she had left Tambo, and not far enough for Storm. The stars were getting paler: daylight would come soon and she would have even more difficulty in hiding. At least she would be able to see other horses better.
Spear was still coming down behind her, but quite a dis​tance back. Kunama thought that if she dropped into the dividing valley, on one side, and then up on to the next ridge, she might escape him completely. She chose the valley on her
70
off-side because it would take her nearer to Yarraman's Valley and perhaps nearer to Tambo, though who knew where Tambo might be by this!
At the tiny stream in the valley she put her head down for a drink, seeing the faintest shadow of her own reflection mingled with the pale drift of stars. Too much freezing water might give her cramp when she was so hot, so she drank sparingly, letting the water, like a thread of ice, trickle down her throat. She crossed the creek and climbed carefully up on to the other ridge, then turned towards the Cascades again. Sometimes she stopped to listen for Spear and she heard him once, and knew he must have been going faster, because he was almost level with her.
Pale grey dawn crept over the sky and there was the sleepy cry of a kurrawong waking. In the hush that followed, before any other birds woke, there came a sound which turned Kunama as ice-cold as the creek waters, and then sent a warm glow of joy and relief through her. From the ridge where Spear was there came a stallion scream of fury. And it was Tambo who screamed.
Pool of the Moon
Kunama stood quite still, straining her eyes to see what was happening on the other ridge. Then, in the grey before the dawn and in the silence before the birdsong, she heard the thud of hooves, saw, in a tiny clearing among the trees, the black stallion and the chestnut grappling together.
She knew that Spear must not only be stiff from his pre​vious fight, but tired after the chase she had led him, and she found herself hoping that Tambo would indeed finish him off as Thowra had said - as though, if he did, part of what the future held for her would be done with before ever it could happen.
She watched, and as she watched the heaving of her own flanks died down and the sweat dried in her coat.
The soft grey, misty light that hung over the mountains was suddenly pierced by bright shafts that came from the still hidden sun. A flight of scarlet and royal-blue lowries flew
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chattering down the valley between her and the fighting stal​lions. In a moment the whole sky was flooded with light, and though shadows clung to the eastern slopes, the mountain day had begun.
Kunama saw Tambo give Spear a great thrashing and ex​pected to see Spear beaten to the ground and possibly killed, but all of a sudden Tambo threw up his head and called her, and when she answered he left Spear alone in the little clear​ing and came across to find her.
She saw him coming, black, shining, his fine-chiselled head so wild and spirited, his neat legs the legs of a racehorse, and she was so glad to see him that she forgot to say: "Why did you not kill him?" as they walked off together, down the ridge to the valley, down to find Jillamatong and Wanga, whom Tambo had succeeded in winning from the other colts.
In the days that followed she almost forgot Spear because he did not worry them again. He collected his few fillies and kept well away.
Tambo and his creamies kept away, too. They never grazed in the open valley, except near Storm, because each time Kunama appeared, those colts that were close came over to fight Tambo for her.
There was sweet grass among the trees on the mountain sides, and the little herd wandered about above the valley. The spring sun shone down, warm in their mountain world; the snow melted into the swift, swollen streams; the highest-growing wattles flowered and scattered their golden balls to the wind; the birds nested; the sparrow-hawks hovered above, quivering in the bright air.
A dingo bitch, with soft furry pups, was just near where the stream started turning towards the great waterfall. There was a wombat with a hole among the great ash, close by, her tiny snub-nosed baby grubbing around, and Kunama made friends with both families of animals and played with their babies, rolling the soft dingo pups over with her nose.
These were days of great happiness. Though Tambo had many fights and was becoming scarred by his battles, he still kept his creamies, and the three fillies enjoyed their fugitive life spent hiding from the other wandering herds. Only near Storm were they completely safe, and sometimes they would graze beside his herd, and play with the other young horses.
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One evening they were right down near the end of .the valley, Kunama rolling the dingo pups about in the last light of the sun. Just as darkness came creeping up like a tide from the great valley of the Indi River, the father dingo arrived with a hare he had caught for the bitch and her pups.
"I have been up near to your birthplace, Kunama," he said. "And, coming to me on the breeze, I heard a sound that bodes ill for you - the sound of a bell on a pack-horse's neck."
"Men already!" said Kunama.
"Yes, men," he replied.
Kunama looked round at Tambo, and she saw the arrogant strength of him as well as his beauty, and she said nothing. If she must go, she must go alone.
Surely it was too early for the men. The rivers must be in full spring spate. She looked at Tambo again, and .this time saw only his beauty, saw the other two fillies, too, and thought of them running with Tambo - without her.... The dingo was still looking up at her inquiringly. The evening breeze seemed to bear a blend of voices - Benni's, the mopoke's, Thowra's - voices that floated in and out of her flickering ears. "Do not stay too late," they said. "Do not stay too late." But surely the men could not be in the mountains yet.
The pup, a round bundle of fluffy fur, whined, forgotten at her feet, as Kunama stood with her head thrown up, listening to the wise words that besieged her ears.
That night when Tambo and the two creamies slept, Kunama set off for Dead Horse hut to see for herself whether men were there, and if they were, to go on to the Secret Valley and warn Thowra that the dread enemies of the Silver Herd were already in the mountains.
In the early part of the night it was very dark: moonlight would come later. She climbed up the ridge at the northern​most end of the valley and felt quite sure that not one of the Cascade horses knew she had gone. Her only worry was that she might meet an outlying mob like Spear's. The thought of Spear sent a cold shudder through her.
Stepping lightly and swiftly she climbed upwards, keeping in the thickest timber where she would be least likely to happen on other horses. The scent of the eucalyptus was both sweet and sharp - the lovely, lovely tang of the bush. Though she heard two mopokes, they were calling each other, and had no message for her.
On and on she hurried.
The moon was just rising, an enormous golden ball sitting on the shoulder of Paddy Rush's Bogong, when she reached the top of the Dead Horse Ridge and looked down. The valley of the Crackenback was flooded with moonlight. She must go a little further down the ridge and she would be able to see the hut and the paddock. She went down silently, silently, till she could peer out through the trees at the little hut, at the great- fenced yard, and the horse paddock - peer out and listen. Before she saw anything, she heard the sound - the muffled ring of a pack-horse's bell.
She turned quickly up the ridge again and went a long way round the Big Boggy, knowing that it would take more than the hours of the night to reach the Secret Valley, going this way, but not daring to pass near the hut.
Down near the river again, she came to a thick grove of black sallee and dark swamp gums, into which the moonlight did not seem to penetrate at all. She crept through it and it was almost as dark as on the darkest night, a queer, living darkness that seemed to Kunama to put out hands to hold her and to ruffle her mane. She listened back and forth and to each side. The least that would happen was that she would disturb another of those wild, white-flapping, screech owls. But the silence was solid like the darkness.
The trees were very thick and interlaced with old man's beard. It was difficult to walk through without swishing the branches. Then sharply, as though it had been cut, there was a tiny circle of open ground into which the moon seemed to have fallen.
Kunama braced herself against her forefeet and retreated back into the trees. There was the moon on the ground and two strange lumps beyond it.
Nothing moved - or nothing seemed to move. She looked up at the sky and the moon was there too, then back to the ground and saw that there was a tiny pool reflecting it. She began to be aware that she was being watched. It was not the moon, like an all-seeing eye, watching her, it was something - or someone - else. She dared not move. Then a voice came from beyond the pool and the moon:
"Welcome, O Silver Filly," it said. "Welcome to the Pool of the Moon, the Pool of the Kangaroos." It was Benni's voice, and one of the sleeping lumps became the shape of a kangaroo.
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Benni slowly gathered himself together and sat up on his broad tail.
"You know my wife, Silky," he said. "But, if he is awake, I should like to introduce my son."
Kunama came out of the trees, but nervously, looking side​ways at the moon in the pool, walked round to the kangaroos.
"A baby! "she said.
"Very handsome," murmured Benni. "Or will be when he gets all his fur."
A tiny, almost hairless face peered out of Silky's pouch with the age-old wisdom of the bush in its eyes. Kunama knew exactly what she should say.
"What a beautiful baby and how well-grown he is."
And both Silky and Benni puffed themselves out with pleasure.
"You are hiding, Kunama," said Benni, when due time had been allowed for admiring the baby.
"Well, not exactly, just being careful. Why?"
"Only someone travelling through the thickest bush would come on this Pool of the Moon," said Benni, "so I thought you must be hiding - and you should be!"
"From what?" asked Kunama, looking fearfully at the pool which only seemed big enough to hold the full moon.
" 'From whom' would sound better," Benni murmured. "Well, not far from here is that arrogant and unpleasant nephew of Arrow, and his handful of mares."
"Spear!" Kunama jumped nervously.
"The same," replied Benni. "Your black, handsome Tambo must have made the Cascades too hot for him."
"Where exactly is he, Benni? Can you tell me so that I can go to the Secret Valley without him seeing me?"
"I, myself, the noble and distinguished Benni, will lead you"; he beat himself on his chest with his tiny, neat forepaws, then suddenly sneezed. "Terrible time, the spring," he said. "Babies everywhere, and hay fever, and stallions fighting. Yes, I, Benni, without sneezing, will lead you. But first I think you must drink from the moon and make a wish."
Kunama looked out of the corners of her eyes at the moon in the pool.
"Remember," said Benni, "if ever you want me, you will find me here the night of the full moon, when she is reflected in our pool."
"Does a drink from the pool cure hay-fever?"
Benni rocked back and forth on his tail.
"Drink," he said, "and wish."
"For what shall I wish - to run printless through the snow?"
"Yes - or to be borne up to the sky by the birds of the air when grave danger threatens you. Drink, Kunama."
Kunama crept forward, leaning backwards with her body, then stretched out her nose to the water. The moon shone at her, shone and shone. It was as though her lips touched it, and that the quicksilver moon ran down her throat. The water was sweet and lovely, ice-cold and yet burning - burning with the far distant heat of the moon. It seemed to course right through her body, streaming to the tips of her hooves. Just at the last minute she found herself wishing a strange wish that seemed to rise up out of herself without her knowledge. And the word​less wish she breathed into the moon in the pool was simply: "Freedom."
When she turned round to Benni he was regarding her very gravely.
"I should go on, Benni," she said. "There are men at Dead Horse hut and I must warn Thowra."
"Well, follow me, and follow without sound or track, the way the noble horse, your father, has taught you."
Kunama had never tried to follow Benni through the bush and was amazed how silent his jumps could be, though she sometimes heard the thump of his tail. She was amazed, too, at the speed at which he travelled. If she let him get more than a few lengths ahead she found she could not see him, so she had to follow closely.
They headed right away from the river and then made a big half-circle and came back to it again. Spear, Kunama knew, must be somewhere inside that half-circle, and when they were close to the roar of the flooded stream again, Benni stopped:
"Spear is back there," he said, jerking one tiny paw over his shoulder. "You can keep going now, and I hope you have no other bad frights. Remember I will always be at the Pool of the Moon when the moon, herself, is full - but you should not leave the Secret Valley now till winter is coming again. Good-bye."
"Good-bye, Benni, and thank you, thank you."
But Benni had gone already, and Kunama went on through the forests alone, listening, watching.
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As she climbed up on to the shoulder of Paddy Rush's Bogong she began to think that she would hide somewhere during daylight so that she could creep into the Secret Valley in darkness, but Thowra had said he would return to the Cascades before the men came, so she must get there as soon as possible to warn him. The worst part of the journey would be in the long stretch of widely spaced, stringy barks and peppermints after she had gone down off Paddy Rush's Bogong. When Thowra had taken her with her mother and Boon Boon through that open forest before the great manhunt, it was night time - but it must be possible to find quite a lot of cover in hop scrub and among bitter pea and the prickly dog wattle.
There was still an hour before dawn and she was crossing one of the deep rocky gullies in which Thowra had tried to hide from the men, when she paused in the middle of a stride, paused because she knew someone else was in the gully - and that that someone knew she was there too.
A tense, electric stillness seemed to fill the gully and then expand till it felt as if the rock walls would explode. Kunama felt her eardrums beginning to thunder, and felt that she, too, might explode, then realized she had been holding her breath and let it go slowly.
What would break that stillness? Who would move first?
All of a sudden she heard a faint neigh - Thowra's voice calling: "Is that you, Kunama?" And the stillness was broken.
"Yes, it is I," Kunama replied softly, and the air seemed to move all around her. It seemed that she had become her normal size again.
Only the vibrations in the air told her that Thowra came up the gully and was close: there was no sound. Then he moved forward into the moonlight and stood before her.
Tambo is Somewhere
"The men will go," said Thowra. "They often come early and go back again till it is time to bring the cattle, but we must stay in the Secret Valley for a few days before going over to see if all is clear."

And Kunama, standing in the gully among the moon- gleaming rocks, and already feeling more secure with Thowra there, knew that he longed to be away in the Cascades or up on the Ramshead Range. It was not until they had been back in the Secret Valley for a day that she, herself, began to feel a longing for the excitement of running with Tambo.
At first, there was the pleasure of seeing Golden and her beautiful foal, Lightning, and of romping with Lightning on the soft snowgrass along the banks of the stream. There was the fun of playing hide-and-seek with him among the white-barked trees, dodging in between the slim, straight ribbongums, the candlebarks, and the gnarled snowgums.
She enjoyed, too, being with Boon Boon, telling her all she had seen, and heard, and done, and to hear what Boon Boon had to say about everything. And for a short time it was good to be without anxiety, not to have to be listening, listen​ing; not to have to be feeling with every hair, not to be constantly looking over the shoulder for the stallion that might be coming through the trees.
Then she began to think about Tambo, to wonder where he and Jilla and Wanga were, to wonder if Tambo had missed her.
In the afternoon of her second day back in the valley, she was standing under the cliffs among the snowgums and flower​ing dog wattle when suddenly she heard a strange sound. Yes - unmistakably it was a sneeze!
She looked around.
"Wattle again!" said a voice, and there was Benni.
Kunama whinnied with pleasure.
"Missing the exciting life?" he asked.
"Don't tease her," said Silky, and just then the tiny, hairless face peered out of her pouch.
Benni sneezed again.
"Well, well," he said, "it will be exciting enough, here, if Tambo is foolish."
"What do you mean?" Kunama, though she began scratch​ing her head against a tree, was not quite clever enough to make her voice sound indifferent.
"Fortunately," said Benni, "I was able to warn him about that mean-spirited nephew of Arrow's. Listen, beautiful filly,"
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he went on, folding his little paws and his face becoming serious. "To run with two herds you will need the wisdom of the mopoke." Then his paws suddenly flew apart and his tail thumped the ground as he gave a gigantic sneeze.
"Oh, Benni, Benni," said Kunama, and in the trees above was the mocking sound of kookaburras' laughter.
"What are you telling me in such a roundabout way?" asked Kunama, when Benni had refolded his paws.
"I am not telling you anything yet," said Benni, "but it seems to me that, even if the noble horse, your father, thinks of Tambo as one of his own kind, mate of his brother Storm, he would have to punish him, or perhaps kill him, if he brought other horses here."
"Benni! Where is Tambo?"
"Tambo is somewhere in the bush between here and the Crackenback," said Benni. "I told him he was being very foolish. He has Jillamatong and Wanga with him, and those two, though they've not been caught so far, have never been taught how to hide themselves completely or how to leave no tracks."
Suddenly Kunama began to feel afraid. There were three horses coming toward the Secret Valley, looking for her, and two of them were those creamy fillies.
"I must go and find them," she said.
"Tonight," said Benni. "Find them, drive them away, and come back yourself."
Perhaps she should sneak off now, to try and stop them get​ting close to the cliffs. Tambo knew his way at least to the Lookout Platform, and Jilla and Wanga must never be allowed to know even where the cliffs started.
"Tambo will not come in daylight," she said. "I will start now. I will go out through the Hidden Flat."
"Wait till night," said Benni.
Kunama shook her head.
"No. I will be right if I go by the Hidden Flat."
She knew she was not going to gain much time by doing this because it would take quite a while to get all round the cliffs on to the Hidden Flat, but she could not bear to wait about through the long, drowsy afternoon for night to fall. She touched Benni with her soft nose and turned and trotted off through the trees.
She had not often gone right round the cliffs to the Hidden
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Flat - the last time was when Thowra brought her back after following Tambo's call through the snow-filled night - but she had a general idea of the track to go once the Lookout Plat​form was passed. Never had she been round without Thowra. Thowra could cling to rock like a possum to a tree, and if you followed him closely it did not matter if you were poised above clear air with, far below, the sound of white water boiling over rocks, and heady wattle-scent rising from the distant trees.
But now Kunama found herself creeping from one tiny foot​hold in the grey granite rocks to another, with great crags above and below her, crags behind her and in front. She began to feel sure she had missed Thowra's track. She felt small, like an ant, not a silver filly, in the shadow of these unfriendly cliffs. Slowly she crept on, first round one great bluff that hung out over the stream, and then round another, and her legs were trembling from exhaustion, and with fear.
Sometimes a thorny bush growing in a crevice in the rocks would catch in her mane or tail, and she scarcely dared to shake herself free lest she should slide off her footholds. She could imagine herself falling, falling. A rock slipped from under her hoof, clattered once and then was away, through the air. She could not watch it, and it seemed long, long afterwards that the hollow sound of it reaching the rocks below came up to her.
She dared not look either up or down, except for an occa​sional swift glance, but kept her eyes on the rocks, searching out the crevices to which she must cling with her hard hooves.
Out of the corner of her eye she saw a sparrow hawk poised on the air above the valley, a buff-coloured bird in the bright, blue sky and knew that it, all-watching, could see her. She came to a flatter piece of rock where she could stand on all four feet, her off-side flank pressed against rock, and rest for a while. As her breath came more quietly she began to feel stronger and less afraid. Her legs ceased to ache. She could peer downwards into blue space without feeling giddy, and stare up at the bird in the sky. She wondered how she must appear to that bird - a silver horse balanced on the cliff, be​tween the sky and the stream. Then, for the first time, she wondered what she might find ahead of her - if any other horse were on the Hidden Flat. As though it came out of the black​ness of a stormy night, she seemed to hear Thowra's voice: In secret must you go and in secret must you come. She must
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never do anything that would give away the hiding-place of the Silver Herd.
She moved on, round another rock bluff, and ahead there was a shelf on which to walk. The worst of the cliff climb was over. Her legs had stopped trembling after her short rest, and both courage and excitement were flowing into her. She looked at the sparrow hawk, its breast gleaming against the sun: she looked at the rocks above and below her: she felt power and strength in her limbs.
She was going to find Tambo and run with him for a night and a day.
The last great rock bluff that divided her from the Hidden Flat was a difficult scramble and there was nothing that remotely resembled a path. She remembered Thowra saying what a good thing it was that no obvious track linked the Hidden Flat with his Secret Valley because at one time quite a number of wild horses knew of the Hidden Flat, when Yarraman used it for a refuge for his herd. Now Kunama thought, it could only be Storm and a few of his favourite mares who knew of it. In any case it was best to go carefully.
The cliffs dropped straight into the thick timber that grew up the steep sides of the valley. She would not go into the clear country till she had had a good look round from the safety of the trees. She trotted on through ribbongum and pepper​mints, peering this way and that, and listening. Presently, she crept to the fringe of the trees and stared out on to the wide flat. Then she jumped as though a fly had stung her, and only just stopped herself from racing across the grass in front of her. Why had she not thought that this must be what she would find?
There was Tambo grazing near the stream and Jilla and Wanga lying asleep close by. Tambo, black and beautiful, Tambo who had, of course, escaped from the big manhunt into this Hidden Flat with Storm.
Kunama stopped to think. All Thowra's training - the caution he had handed on from Bel Bel - had taught her never to leap out from cover without taking thought and with​out looking carefully around. So she stood hidden in the trees. She could see no one. She knew, as she stood hidden among the thick leaves and branches, that for Jilla and Wanga she
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must make herself seem like magic, she must appear as if from nowhere, or perhaps not let them see her at all. She hoped that Storm's training of Tambo had included teaching him never to tell someone else's secret even to his own herd. So Kunama stood there wondering if Tambo had told the two creamies about the Secret Valley; wondering how she could speak to him; wondering how she could make him go back.
She began to will him to look up in her direction. What breeze there was blew up the stream so her scent did not carry to him, but she had learnt during those nights, both moonlit and stormy, in which he and she had searched for each other up above the cliffs, that Tambo was sensitive to the presence of another horse, and that he knew, perhaps as well as she did, when he was being watched. So she watched him, never letting her eyes leave him, and she kept saying inside herself: "Tambo! Tambo!"
She saw him give an uneasy glance round, drop his head and graze again, then raise it, sniff the wind, and at last look in her direction.
She moved slightly in the trees - without making a sound, so that the sleeping fillies would not wake.
Tambo stared intently towards her, perhaps he saw the flicker of her pale coat behind the thick leaves of the white sallees in which she hid. Perhaps he just knew there was some​one there.
She moved again.
Tambo slowly, cautiously, walked towards her.
Kunama saw that the fillies were still sleeping soundly. She backed a few steps to lead Tambo further into the forest, then stood, like a statue, in the green light of a glade, and waited.
Tambo advanced so very slowly that Kunama felt an almost suffocating longing to stand on her hind legs and neigh, but she stood absolutely still, hardly breathing. She waited tensely while Tambo, stepping high, pointing his toes, came towards the trees. She could only just see him through the leaves.
Then he was at the verge of the forest. Then he had seen her.
Kunama was determined that he should make no sound which would wake the fillies, so she remained still as a marble horse, and Tambo came carefully, silently towards her, his
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eyes searching the forest for any other horse, his neck arched, his nostrils dilated, ready to fight for his life and for her if need be.
There was no one to fight: there was no one near them, only the silent forest all around. Into this silent forest Kunama backed still further, drawing Tambo after her, and the forest seemed to open to let them through, and then close behind them again.
The sun was setting. Long fingers of golden light still touched the top of the opposite wooden ridge, but here, on the shaded side, the greenish light of the forest grew deeper. Kunama stopped again and stood in a half-rear, pale in the pale light, and Tambo came slowly towards her, black as the night that was soon to come.
It must have been thus - as a pale marble statue and an ebony one barely moving at all - that Storm saw them.
Suddenly the air moved, the branches moved, but there was never a sound, and the great bay stallion was there beside them. Then he had Tambo by the crest of his neck, shaking him, though without hurting.
"What are you doing, to bring those fillies here? You, Tambo, to whom I have been both father and brother?"
Kunama had never seen Storm angry before. She dropped to her four legs again, trembling with fright. Storm, who had released Tambo, started to shake him again, then dropped him and spoke once more.
"Never bring any other horse here again, neither colt nor filly, or you will surely be killed either by Thowra or by me. I who saved you from the manhunt and brought you here! We have respected you and let you live when you came for Kunama: you must respect us and bring no danger to the Silver Herd." Then he turned to Kunama: "And you, Kunama, you have only just arrived. Go back the way you came. Go with care, and go fast before darkness overtakes you. Tambo and the fillies will return with me to the Cascades." He looked sternly at Tambo and then back at Kunama. "I will lead them a roundabout way back so that they may not know where they have been, and to avoid Spear, who has followed their tracks. You must go now," he told her, and his expression for her was kind and gentle. "Do not let Wanga and Jillamatong see you or thev will guess that your hiding-place is near."
"The men have gone from Dead Horse hut," said Tambo.
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"She could come with us."
"What! Have Jillamatong and Wanga know that she was hidden somewhere here!" said Storm scornfully. "No. If she comes again this spring, let it be with the Silver Horse, her father, but it grows too late in the year for them to be out except at night. Go, Kunama! Go!" And he swung Tambo round and pushed him through the trees towards the fillies. "Go!" he said again, over his shoulder. "We have made enough noise to disturb the ghost of Arrow, and those fillies must not see you."
The forest closed in round Tambo and Storm, and Kunama stood alone. Then, feeling as though all the joy and vigour had run out of her, she turned back towards the cliffs. The grey rocks reared up into the blue and gold sky of evening, but soon night would enfold them.
"Be wise! Be wise!"
By the time Kunama had climbed the long way back round the cliffs through twilight and then night, she understood all that Benni meant when he said that to run with two herds she would need the wisdom of the mopoke. And then, when, tired and aching in every muscle of her legs, her back, her shoulders, she climbed down off the fierce grey crags into the Secret Valley, she found that Thowra was not there.
Thowra had gone without her! Kunama lay down in a heap below a tall ribbongum and dropped to sleep, dejection in every line of her body.
Boon Boon found her still sleeping as dawn came over the sky. Now Boon Boon knew the ways of the bush well and she knew that a creamy filly with silver mane and tail, a filly so beautiful, would never be safe except hidden away. Yet life in the Secret Valley was shut off completely from the other young horses with whom she should run.
She understood that Kunama was torn between belonging to the Silver Herd and the Secret Valley and belonging to Tambo and all the wild freedom of the mountains. It was easier for Thowra to live two lives and between two places than it ever would be for this unhappy-looking little filly whose misery showed even in her sleep. Thowra, after all, had his
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great strength and speed as a protection.
The filly slept on and Boon Boon stood beside her to be with her when she woke.
Frequently Kunama trembled, and her muscles twitched. It was clear that she was exhausted, and that her dreams were very troubled. At last she gave a big sigh and started to wake. Boon Boon dropped her head and snuffed the pointed silver ears. Kunama jumped in terror.
"Hush, hush, little one," said Boon Boon, as she used to do when she and Thowra were training the young filly in the ways of the bush. "Where have you been?"
Kunama got up stiffly and rubbed her head against Boon Boon's neck without answering.
"If you had waited you could have gone to Tambo with Thowra, is that it?" Boon Boon asked gently.
Kunama's head drooped. Then she told Boon Boon what had happened, and all the time she was speaking the grey mare rubbed and licked at the caked sweat behind her silver ears, rubbed along to her withers, scratching with her teeth, then along her backbone on to her rump. When she had finished speaking, Boon Boon said:
"Well, it seems there is no harm done. I should not think those fillies have found out anything, or that they would ever try to come back. Do not worry yourself. And Thowra will return tomorrow or the next day. Go now and roll in the sand and you will feel better."
Kunama rubbed her head, gratefully against her and walked towards a sandy beach on the stream. She was too tired to have any spring in her step; too dejected to notice the bright new day and seven magpies that zoomed down the path of the sun, nor did she hear their song.
She rolled in the coarse, white sand and, not even noticing that Boon Boon was still watching her, she plunged suddenly into the stream that was all a-glimmer with the silver it re​flected from the dawn sky. The water was biting cold. It started the blood drumming through her veins, her skin ting​ling. A kookaburra laughed in a swamp gum nearby, and as she looked up towards it, she saw Lightning coming to join her; saw, too, Boon Boon's sleepy foal walking over to suck for its mother's milk. It was the first time she had paid any heed to Boon Boon's new foal, and she saw with surprise that it was a creamy filly with dark points. Then Lightning came jumping
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and leaping towards her, and Kunama filled her mouth to throw water at him.
Boon Boon stood peacefully on the grass beneath the trees, and waited for Kunama to come back to her, feeling sure she would.
Kunama rolled again and got up and shook, so that sand scattered everywhere; then, still shaking herself with every two or three strides, she came back to Boon Boon. The sweat had gone from her coat, and the salt streaks were washed from her face. Her footstep was light. She was, once again, a beautiful filly.
The pleasure which Boon Boon felt at the sight of her was not just pleasure in the contrast between the lovely filly and the filly who had slept so sadly, nor was it pure pleasure in her beauty. It was pleasure in other things of which Kunama reminded her - perhaps most of all the memory of the proud Silver Stallion leading his ghost herd down through the night after the defeat of The Brolga.
"You cannot change things, you know," she said to Kunama. "For your colour and your beauty men will hunt you - if they see you - and stallions will fight for you. If you choose to live here, you will be safe: if you run with Tambo and his herd you will be hunted and fought for. You can only try to do both, as Thowra has done - and enjoy the danger of it."
Even as she finished speaking, Boon Boon knew that there are times when living dangerously is not fun - when a mare is heavy in foal, when there is a young foal at foot, or when the danger is too great to be overcome. Kunama said nothing, but she was glad to be with Boon Boon, and she nuzzled the grey mare again.
Thowra did not come back that day or the next, and Kunama wandered restlessly about in the Secret Valley. Lightning often followed her when she came anywhere near where Golden drowsed peacefully in the sun. Sometimes Boon Boon's filly foal came shyly after her. The gang-gangs in the trees threw gum nuts and teased.
"Where, oh where has the horse gone, he who is as dark as the night?" One gang-gang chuckled, and Kunama made a playful dart at Lightning so that she appeared to take no notice of the bird.

"What is the Silver Filly doing here?" cried another, throw​ing a gum nut into her forelock. "Two men came to the Dead Horse hut, but they have gone again."
Kunama looked up with longing at the Lookout Platform, at the cliffs against the blue sky, but did not dare climb out and go on her own through the forest where she had once played hide and seek with Tambo, and where, now, Spear might lurk. Perhaps she really did not dare to chance incurring the anger of either Storm or Thowra.
All the long days she waited and listened, and watched, watched, watched for the sight of a silver stallion on the Look​out Platform or on the path leading down from the cliffs. Surely Thowra would come back soon and tell her if it were safe for her to go. Thowra must come soon with news of the outside world - of Tambo, of Jilla, of Wanga, of Storm - dear Storm, who had been so worried that Tambo, whom he had trained, should do anything to give away the secret of the Silver Herd's hiding-place. But she waited and she watched, and each day she saw the sky fade across the valley, the shadows creep up and up, the sharp-cut Lookout Platform become dark against the pale sky and then become misty and insubstantial in the night. Each night there was no sign of Thowra and every warm spring day brought the time nearer when the herds of cattle would be driven in to the mountains and men would be riding round all the summer through. Each night, each day Kunama longed with even greater force for one more glorious time at the Cascades, galloping with Tambo and the two fillies: hearing the cries of stallions, the ringing neighs in answer, challenge and reply: seeing all the other horses grazing in the great valley.
A flight of white cockatoos came screaming and wheeling in from the lowlands. They settled in a cloud on a tree above Kunama, screeching, squabbling, their sulphur-yellow crests flickering up and down.
"Yes," they answered the filly's question. "Down where we come from the men are mustering their cattle to bring them to the hills."
A wombat came scurrying, at dusk, down the cliff path.
"Is there a chestnut stallion up there?" Kunama asked.
"No. No. I saw no one," replied the wombat.
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"No one at all," said a soft voice from quite close. "He didn't even see me!"
"Who am I to worry if I smell Kangaroo, O Sneezer?" said the wombat. "You will not harm me, nor I you: but do not stop me. I must get back to my wife and child." And he turned to Kunama. "Even if I appeared not to see Benni, I certainly would not have missed seeing a stallion. There is no chestnut stallion near the top of the cliffs," and he scurried on.
"That is right," said Benni, "but be not foolish. The Silver Stallion, your father, will be back soon, and at any time, now, there will be men in the mountains." Having spoken. Benni went hopping on through the bush, through the night with its lovely scent of eucalypt.
A mopoke's voice broke the silence: "Be wise! Be wise!"
Just then, down through the last glimmer of twilight, step​ping high and free, like a cloud, a moth, a ghost in the shape of a horse - came the Silver Stallion. Wild, beautiful, and free as the wind he came, from one kingdom to another, Thowra, coming from the Cascades back to his Secret Valley.
So Kunama heard talk of the Cascades, of Tambo, of Storm: she heard talk of the now snow-free Ramshead, and through all Thowra's tales the mopoke's voice kept on mono​tonously: "Be wise! Be wise!"
Later that night a pale wisp of light that sometimes assumed the shape of a graceful filly climbed up the cliff-path towards the stars, crept over the edge, and was engulfed in the dark forest beyond. Kunama went for one more night and a day to the Cascades.
Ice in the Wind
Down the northernmost ridge of Yarraman's Valley, Kunama crept at dawn, sliding from one clump of trees to the next on printless hooves and without sound. The trees opened to receive her and closed behind, their leaves coming together again in a thick curtain, as though only the dawn breeze had disturbed them.
Suddenly there was birdsong, and sunlight glittering on the top of Salt Yard Hill. She must hurry. The horses would be starting to move about and she did not know where she
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would find Tambo. It was just a feeling she had that he might be in Yarraman's Valley

Soon she could see the big, flat rock that overlooked that narrow valley. If she went out on to it she would be too easily seen. She edged her way down a little into the valley, still hidden in some rather meagre trees. The trees stopped among heather bushes, just where the ground dropped steeply into the valley. Kunama craned her neck to look downwards, straining forward, hoping that no other horse would see her.
She stretched and stretched and then she saw, there, below the flat rock, unknowing that Yarraman's bones had once bleached there, Tambo, so coal black in the dawn, and the two creamy fillies!
Kunama could see no one else. She had had great good luck to find them - and luck so great is apt to make one feel they are born lucky. All her fears of being caught, or of giving away the hiding-place of the Silver Herd, melted in the warmth of her good fortune. She emerged from the heather half-prancing, carrying herself as though the world was hers.
Tambo saw her almost immediately and stood, his head raised, ears pricked, and one forefoot off the ground - stood immobile as though he was frozen with delight. He was so coal black in that pale light, when the dawn was gilding the mountain-tops but had not yet sent its glittering shafts of light into the valley, and his blackness was set off by the creamy fillies standing beside him.
The long light came quivering into the valley, touching Tambo to life, and he came to meet her, slowly, on his hind legs, dancing in the dawn.
A gang-gang's voice in the snowgums behind Kunama said: "Handsome is as handsome does," and all of a sudden, out of the calm, bright dawn came the wild crying of black cocka​toos, crying, crying, and they flew - sinister and dark - across the valley where Yarraman had died, and where Thowra had assumed the life of a colt without a herd.
Kunama saw them and heard them, and yet did not see or hear, for all her mind was filled with the thought of galloping with Tambo. She should have listened because each cockatoo cried: "Beware! Beware!" but she did not listen. Not even the weird cry of a black cockatoo could cause her to pause and shudder. Nothing on this bright, brittle morning could give her a sense of foreboding.

The morning was, indeed, too bright.
Kunama paced forward with stately, measured strides, and Tambo danced a stately dance to meet her. Gang-gangs teased them and black cockatoos warned them, but they paid no heed to anyone but each other. Another flight of black cockatoos came across the valley, their voices high and wild. A black- and-yellow tail feather dropped just near Kunama. She shied and snorted but there was no time to wonder what this meant, because now was the time to race with Tambo, and Wanga, and Jillamatong; to race down a sunbeam and back again; to find a rainbow and jump it.
It was not till two or three hours later, when they were all four resting down on the banks of the Cascades stream that Kunama thought how hard and bright the morning had seemed, too brittle bright, and now there were clouds massing, not overhead, but to the north and the west and the south, clouds waiting to come over ... and the wind was talking in far away trees.
Tambo was so pleased to have Kunama back that he wanted to show her off and so he took his small herd right up the Cas​cades Valley. Such was his pride, that he looked larger than he was, felt much stronger, acted quicker, so that he beat the one stallion who threatened him.
Kunama went eagerly up the valley, pleased and excited to be among the brumby herds again.
She saw Storm before he saw her. Storm was galloping across a ridge and she thought, as she saw him, that he was galloping without any real purpose, and realized then that all the horses, themselves included, were galloping about as though March flies were stinging them.
Storm's expression, when he saw her, was one of surprise. He greeted her affectionately, nuzzling her with his soft bay nose, but he said:
"What are you doing here, Kunama? It is too late in the spring. Thowra has gone back. Now is not the time for you to be here in daylight. You must go in tonight's darkness. It is too late; it is too late."
"I will go soon," Kunama said, but her words were like dead leaves rattling in a breeze. She knew she could not bear to go tonight. She would have one more night and a day then go. So she galloped all day with the others and soon forgot Storm's warning.

During the night the clouds massed above them, hiding the stars, the Southern Cross and the bright Milky Way. Occasion​ally the wind moaned among the rocks or there was the sad, eerie, long-drawn-out howl of it in the trees on the ridges. Thrice a dingo howled in answer to the wind, and the dingo's cry echoed round the valley, while the wind's howl stayed up there among the trees.
Kunama heard it all and wished Thowra was near - Thowra, king of the wind.
By morning all was still. The wind had dropped and the dingos kept quiet tongues in their heads. Once, at dawn, there was a nervous neigh from some young horses who found the unusual warmth and heaviness of the air unbearable, but mostly there was an ominous silence. Kunama saw some lowries flying in the snowgums, but they did not call. Gang-gangs were rustling in a tree, but their harsh cry did not break the silence. Only the black cockatoos, hastening down the valley, cried out: "Beware! Beware!" This time Kunama watched them and listened, but Tambo was calling her to go with him into the mountain ash on the long, long spur that leads down to the Indi Valley - and now she knew she was frightened to return to the Secret Valley alone, when the sky and the air seemed to be only just holding back something that was waiting.
She and Tambo and the creamies galloped down the snow- grass tracks, where Storm and Thowra had gone exploring as foals, but if they were trying to escape from something - there, in the great trees, that something was closer. The trees were hushed, not a branch moved. Occasionally a bark steamer, untouched by anything, dropped to the ground in the eerie silence.
The little herd of young horses, the creamies with their black stallion, stopped within the fringe of the forest, peering down the long avenues between the immense trunks, the hair of their coats rising at the soundless whisper of some unknown fear.
A wombat, one whose mother had frightened Thowra in the heavy snowfalls of the winter he was a foal, was returning to her burrow. Kunama saw her passing through a patch of bitter pea and noticed that, though she was not hurrying, her wombat waddle was less assured than usual and there was something almost furtive about the way she kept looking up and sniffing the air. The wombat came to her burrow at the foot of a huge tree, but did not go straight down. First she
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scurried three times round the tree, looking anxiously upwards, then she dived underground.
The four horses stood quite still, staring down between the trees. All of a sudden the wombat's nose appeared again and she looked solemnly at them with her tiny eyes.
"I thought I saw the Silver Brumby's daughter," she said. "You are out and about in the mountains very late. I heard from my cousin who lives on the ridge that there are men about." She looked up at the sky again and scratched herself behind the ear. "Anyway," she said, "men or weather, or both, there's something mighty strange going to happen. I wish my hole was not in a tree root."
She was gone again and once more the horses were left in the immense silence of the forest.
"Let us get away," said Kunama suddenly, for it seemed to her that in that terrifying silence she could hear clouds moving a long way off, and in that heat she could feel a touch of ice. There was something, something she could hear and feel, some​thing far away and yet the trees seemed to hear it - and what​ever it was, was no good. She stood watching the tree tops and the heavy, black clouds beyond, her head with its silver mane held up and slightly to one side.
"Let's get away," she said again, "up the valley to Storm's herd, and away from the tall timber," and, without waiting for Tambo to lead, she turned out of the forest, heading up the valley, and Tambo and the two creamies followed.
Thowra had left the Secret Valley at dawn, when he real​ized that Kunama had not come home. For the first time, since the big manhunt, he went out in the mountains, late in spring by the bright light of the day. Now, as never before, he must use all his senses' magic cunning, to go unseen across the mountains to the Cascades and bring Kunama home. And, from early morning, he knew it was not only his fear that men might capture her - everything told him of the coming of some great storm. In the tensely still air he, too, heard something moving far away; he, too, in the heavy heat felt the touch, or heard the sound of ice.
As he hurried along silently through the trees towards the Crackenback he saw two grey shadows coming towards him, almost invisible in the mottled light and shade of the forest.
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Thowra "froze" into some bitter pea scrub, until he saw that it was only Benni and his mate.
"Greetings to you, Benni!" he said. "May your travelling on this day be safe."
"Hail, Silver Sire of a Silver Herd!" said Benni, and Thowra saw that for once there was no laughter in his face.
"Have you seen my daughter Kunama?" he asked.
"No," said Benni, "but I know she was still in the Cascades early this morning. She has turned a deaf ear to all the warn​ings of the bush birds and animals, and has stayed out too late. Men arrived at the Dead Horse last night. Big herds of cattle have crossed the river from Groggin and, Silver Horse, you know and I know that an unusual storm is coming."
Thowra nodded.
"Kunama is young," he said, "and the joy of galloping with Tambo, as the bright jewel of his herd, is like a fire running through her. But I must save her from danger - and see that no danger threatens my herd in the Secret Valley."
"Well," said Benni, "men have brought stores already to the hut, and I do not know why four men should ride ahead of the herds unless they were hoping to catch a wild horse."
"You speak truth, Benni," said Thowra gravely.
Benni went on speaking:
"Also, Thowra, as you approach closer to the Cascades, you will feel with all your being that you are going into danger. You know what I mean."
"I am a horse, even though trained by the wisest mare that ever galloped over these mountains, but you, Benni, are a kangaroo, with all your forebears born of this land - you, Benni, should be wiser than I."
"Yes, oh yes, kangaroos are indeed part of this land, but you are king of the wind and you have the wisdom of the wind - you will feel the greater danger as you near the Cascades...."
Thowra felt his coat, though matted with sweat, stand up as Benni spoke. Perhaps the Cascades were in the path of a great and terrible storm that was coming.
"I must go on," he said to Benni. "Maybe I will bring her home before anything happens."
"Farewell, Silver Horse," said Benni.
"Farewell to you," replied Thowra, and was gone through the bush.
He went even more quickly now, after all Benni had said,
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sliding from one clump of scrub to another, flitting between
trees, taking cover in rough gully sides, always watching and listening. Spear, a few days before, had been down the Crackenback, below the usual crossing, but he must be watched for, in case he had moved.
The heavy warmth of the day and the low clouds made Thowra sweat. He drew in great gulps of the still air, but it seemed lifeless and he felt as if he were suffocating, but some​thing urged him to go faster and faster.
He drank sparingly at the little creek where he could stop in among overhanging tea trees and there was no risk of his being seen, and he went on, refreshed by the cold water, but filled with a terrible sense of foreboding. The black clouds were in heavy, overpowering shapes, not just one mass of cloud, but great, ominous shapes moving across a dark grey sky. Thowra had never seen anything like them.
In his fear of the coming storm he did not forget the men, and, daring all, he went up through the timber towards the Dead Horse hut and stood in a thick clump of snowgums to watch for any sign of movement. There was the cold touch of a slippery green and grey branch across his wither while he stood, but not a stir in the leaves which lay quite still in the dead still air - leaves along his neck, along his back, over his rump. His two far-seeing, blue-brown eyes looked through the thick leaves at the hut and the high yard from which he had stolen Golden.
Nothing moved. No horse, nor beast, nor man was to be seen, and no smoke came from the chimney. Thowra watched for long enough to be quite certain that no one was there.
He walked to the yard.
So tense was Thowra that, had there been any sound at all, he felt he would leap in the air and vanish! Nothing seemed normal, from the clouds above to the earth on which he stood; but there was no sound. The place was forsaken.
By the yard there were the fresh tracks of four shod horses heading towards the Cascades.
Thowra trembled as he saw them, but he followed them on to the cattle-track that led up the Dead Horse Ridge. There, in the shelter of the trees, he stopped for one moment to sniff the tracks, to look at the blackening sky, and to think. Then he, the ghost horse, the Silver Brumby, set off as fast as he could go after the men, making no effort to hide his tracks but letting
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them mingle with those of the four shod horses. He went so quickly that he could not even be as silent as usual. Had there been anyone to watch they would have seen the unbelievable sight of the horse that most men thought dead galloping furiously through the bush in broad daylight.
As he went, Thowra tried to think out some plan, but it was almost impossible to think, the heat and the stillness had grown so great, and now the sound of terror, the feel of fear that seemed to be in the clouds or the air got stronger.
Wherever it was flat enough, Thowra galloped, in a desper​ate effort to reach Kunama before this terrifying thing that was coming should come. Sometimes he almost forgot the men. Sometimes he could hardly stop himself from turning round and galloping back out of the heart of the danger. The clouds above the southern end of the Cascades had gathered each one unto itself, a vast significance. He kept throwing his head up to look at them in fear.
It was possible to gallop almost all the way along the top of the ridge, where he and Kunama had paced in the black and white of the serene moonlight, and where now all was fading into the storm's darkness. Once he stopped to smell the shod horses' tracks - they were now less than an hour old. He would reach the Cascades almost at the same time as they did.
What madness was this, to gallop over open country on the trail of men, and in daytime? Was it the madness of the storm? But the storm that was coming would wipe out all hoofmarks and twist memories so that the story of the Silver Horse gal​loping through the bush at midday, the day of the storm, would only become another legend that no one quite believed - and it was no longer broad daylight, for the clouds were making it dark, like oncoming night.
Thowra turned down into the Cascades on an earlier ridge than the men had taken; down, down he went, into the very core of terror. Wind was beginning to blow and the leaves strained northwards on the trees. There, above the southern end of the Cascades a green cloud, swirling, boiling, raced to meet a black one.
Thowra hurled himself down the ridge, seeking Kunama, seeking safety from the lashing trees.
Even in his haste and fear, instinct forced him to pause and
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look out up the valley before he left the cover of the snow- gums - and, as he looked and as he saw, he stood, with the branches beating against him, unable to move.
The green, cloud was swirling, boiling, seething, its ragged edges twisting and spiralling back into the green centre, and the black cloud swirled round and round, boiling, seething too. The two clouds had almost met above the southern end of the valley and held motionless against them, petrified by fear of the unknown storm that was coming, stood a great mob of horses, half turned to the clouds, staring up at them, hearing a dread warning and yet not knowing how to escape. In the forefront of the mob, head thrown up, neck arched, silver mane and tale streaming in the wild wind, framed by the ill- omened green cloud, stood his daughter, Kunama - silver, lovely, against the dreadful green.
Then Thowra knew what was approaching. He forgot the men and threw up his head and neighed.
"Come,Kunama! Come!"
At that moment Storm, from quite close to her, screamed his warning to the mob, and the wild horses started to gallop ahead of the tearing wind and ice. For it was ice that Thowra saw and heard coming, great balls and blocks of ice that were driven through the air by the wind - ice to cut and wound a horse's hide and flesh and bones, ice to stun or blind.
As Thowra raced out to join the mob, he saw, yet hardly noticed, two men and uncontrollable horses come charging out of the trees, and he saw a great spiral of wind and ice, of leaves and branches coming too. Then he was galloping among the other horses, blinded by bitter rain. Balls of ice beat on his back, his rump, bruising, cutting. He felt a sharp pain above his near hip, another by his ear as great jagged pieces cut him. Through the tremendous wind, and the driving ice, and the flowing blood he once thought he saw Kunama, and she blood​stained too. He tried to get nearer to her, but the wind took him and took her also.
As they came near the end of the Cascades Valley, Thowra swung desperately against the wind to get into Yarraman's Valley. The wind swept his feet from under him, knocked him flat, but he managed to get into the valley, and, from that comparative shelter, he could see trees being smashed to pieces or twisted round and uprooted, and he caught a glimpse of some of the mob going by.
He stood there breathless, half-protected from the jagged ice by a rock. Ice was making the ground as white as though a winter's snow-storm had come. Other horses were in the valley, too. He could see their shadowy shapes in the rain, and the wind, and the hail, but there was no sign of Kunama or Storm, and somehow he had been sure that they would try to get into Yarraman's Valley. He, Thowra, should be with them. Just then another jagged lump struck him above the eye, and, desperate with fear and pain, he raced out to rejoin the mob and seek Kunama.
He fell on the slippery banked-up hailstones as he rounded the corner out of the valley, then plunged on, slithering and sliding. He reached the bend in the Cascades Valley, where the creek turned down towards the great waterfall and just then the vast spiral of wind went past, leaving the air still, ex​cept for the rain.
There were horses scattered everywhere, down the valley and up on the ridge where the tall ash were uprooted or their heads smashed out of them. Even the whippy snowgums were torn out by the roots. Everywhere was desolation. A foal had been blown bodily across the creek and stood there crying for its mother.
Kunama was nowhere to be seen. Tambo was there, and Thowra saw Jilla and Wanga making towards him. He saw Storm, who seemed to be searching for someone too, but he could not see Kunama.
He cantered hastily down the creekside into the mountain ash, sliding, sliding and cutting his fetlocks on the ice. In the trees there was less ice but a swathe had been cut by the wind. Trees lay hither and thither, some stood with just the great trunk pointed at the top where the head had been twisted round and then carried away. There were branches and huge limbs everywhere. Thowra found himself yarded by several giant trunks, and had to back his way out, feeling sure that Kunama had not come that way. The falling trees, the flying branches, would have been far too frightening for any horse to come near. He went searching for her again towards the ridge.
The rain was falling down now, and rain and ice and the vast mess of leaves, sticks, and branches covered up all tracks.
Kunama did not seem to be anywhere. With a chill of ap​prehension Thowra realized that the men were not anywhere
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to be seen either. He hastened back to the creekside and started to search through the heaped-up ice, the leaves and sticks for the tracks of shod horses.
Storm saw him from afar off and came cantering over.
"Brother of the wind," he said, "there were men, and they have gone, and Kunama has vanished too. I have asked every mare, every horse. No one, in that dreadful wind and ice, saw her go."
"What does Tambo say?" asked Thowra.
"He knows no more than any of us - only that she has vanished."
"Let us call," Thowra said. "She might answer. Not much time has passed since the storm died down. She can't be far."
He threw up his head and the Cascades rang with his desolate neigh.
"I am here, here," came the answer.
Then Storm spoke sharply:
"Brother, beware!" he said. "If the men have caught your daughter, maybe they are awaiting you."
And Kunama's neigh came again:
"Beware, Thowra. Do not follow."
"But I will follow," said Thowra, starting forward.
"No!" said Tambo suddenly from beside them. "I will follow. I will see if there is anything we can do to free her, and I will come back."
"It is his right to follow," Storm pronounced gravely, "and far wiser that he should go. If they are after silver horses they will hardly bother about a black."
Tambo went off through the storm-wrack and the rain, through the smashed, weeping bush, through leaf pulp, and mud, and broken limbs, the smell of crushed eucalypt.
Thowra stood trembling, his ears cocked for the sound of Kunama's neigh again.
"Beware, Thowra! Beware!"
Go!
Kunama never knew how the men had caught her.
She had not seen them before the tornado came. She only knew that in the immense, twisting wind, the flailing ice, and the flying sticks and branches, a man, whose horse was quite
98
beyond control, galloped alongside her for quite a distance, driven by the wind.
The terror of the storm had filled her so that she was unable even to think of the man, or to realize, as they neared the end of the valley, that another man had come up on the other side - two men among all the madly, blindly galloping horses. She could only think of the ice-filled air, the great tearing wind, the branches and leaves hurtling by, the thick air that roared, lifting her with it. Even when the rope encircled her neck she thought a branch had hit her. Blood was running down her shoulder from a deep cut made by an arrow of ice. The rope flying unseen through the driven ice was just something else out of the storm to bruise and cut.
She galloped on. The rope tightened, but there was so much terror within her, in all the other horses, even in the air that, for a moment, she felt no additional fear. The wind was flog​ging her, beating her, lashing her. The ice bruised her. The friendly world of snowgrass valleys and timbered hills was a wild, malignant place of twisting, flying trees. Then all of a sudden she knew that there was worse still to come. She was being cut out of the mob and, as she tried to race ahead from between the two men, she realized that the bruised feeling round her neck was something actually there, holding her - that she was roped and held by a man.
Horrified suddenly, beyond any horror of the storm - the horror like a madness rising within her - she propped with
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her hooves dug into the mud, sitting back on her haunches, but the rope bit in cruelly like a burning bite on her neck: the men and their horses were ready. The rope was paid out to hold her, and the second man halted, pivoted round, and was back beside her in a flash, lying his whip across her rump with a light, commanding touch that sent a colder chill through her than any real cut.
She sprang forward, tingling from ears to toes. The rope bit into her neck again. She was caught. Held between the two men, and roped, they could force her whither they willed.
As the tornado passed, leaving its drifts of ice, like snow, and its swathe of broken and uprooted trees, the men forced her into the smashed forest on the ridge, and they were high up in the trees above the Cascades valley when she heard Thowra's desolate neigh. She answered: she sent her warning cry: then she went wild.
She felt a storm of blood rise within her, beating, surging. There, below some high ash trees with their heads all broken, their branches and bark hanging, she pulled back, she lay down she kicked and struck with all the strength she could gather, she reared and struck again. Her neat hooves cleft the air and struck flesh. She was a flying fury of silver. Her eyes were wild, her nose was pinched, the nostrils fiery red.
The man with the rope let it out and took it in, as she pulled back or rushed towards his solid bay horse. The man with the whip cracked it beside her or let it fall lightly on her rump - never hard enough to cut her beautiful cream hide. But as Kunama fought on the men lost some of their coolness, and their less expert handling made her feel even wilder and stronger, so that she fought them like a demon, and, while they were trying to keep her cream coat unmarked, their own horses were slashed by her hooves till the blood ran.
Kunama fought and fought until she, the jewel of Tambo's herd, the lovely silver filly, became flecked with foam and streaked with sweat, as she fought there beneath the crushed and broken trees. When she was at last exhausted, the rope was still round her neck and she was held captive by the man.
With one man pulling her and one driving, they took her off towards Dead Horse hut, her birthplace and the place from which Thowra had stolen Golden.
She was so tired that she could only think of how she longed to lie down - just to lie undisturbed on the wet, storm-marked
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ground beneath the great trees. There was a confused, rushing sound in her ears. When the sound cleared away she could hear the whispering bush ... then she thought she saw something .... but the men pulled and drove her and she was too tired to struggle any longer, too tired to focus her attention on any​thing that might be moving through the forest.
She went on, not fighting but still resisting, leaning back​wards on the rope, moving slowly, slowly, and at last she looked to the right, straight through the trees, and thought she saw three shadowy forms keeping pace with her - a silver shadow, a bay one, and a black. On she plodded, looking furtively, and not too often, through the bush to try to make certain whether or not it was just a dream of shadows flitting, a dream of proud, free horses.
Wearily she plodded on, and each time she dug in her hooves and pulled back the rope cut her neck, the lash of the whip stung her flank or her rump. Even so she kept pulling back, and while she leant all her weight oh the rope she rolled her eyes sideways to see if those proud, free horses still kept close. Each time she looked they were still there - Thowra and Storm, the greatest stallions there had ever been in the brumby herds, and the young Tambo, swift black son of racehorses. It gave her strength to know they were there, though she could think of no way in which they could free her. She had stayed out in the mountains too late and now she was caught. It was her own fault.
She went meekly along for a while and then sat back again and refused to move. The light was dying out of the grey sky. If she could only hold the men back so that they could not get her locked in that great, high yard before dark.... She sat, pulling right back on the rope. The whip cracked beside her, then cracked again and she felt the sting of the lash. She still sat. Next time the whip stung harder. She did not move. The light was dying and the rain had stopped. She could still hear the drops falling off leaves on to the ground. This time the cut of the lash on her flank was much harder.
"Take care!" said the man with the rope.
"She'll keep us out past nightfall, if we don't make her move along." The man with the whip sounded bothered.
Kunama did not move though she was shaking with fear and misery. Out of the corner of her eye she could see those three shadow horses.

The bite of the whip became even harsher and the pull on the rope stronger till Kunama could scarcely breathe, but she sat back on her haunches waiting for darkness to flood over the ridge. Then as the light faded right away she saw the three horses drawing closer, and her heart leaped in her throat.
A hush had fallen on the bush and into that silence, com​pletely silently, walked the three shadow stallions.
The man behind raised his whip and his arm stayed up in the air, the burning lash of the whip did not fall. Kunama waited for it and then knew he must have seen the three shadow horses. The rope on her neck suddenly went slack. Kunama leapt up and away, away!
The rope must have burnt the man's hands as it rushed through them. She heard him swear. She felt him tighten his hold on the knotted end of it, but nothing would stop her now. Then there was a wild rushing like the wind through the bush - the three shadow horses were galloping too through the dark forest, but in different directions, attracting attention hither and thither. Kunama only saw them for an instant as she galloped, because the cursing man still held the end of the rope and she must indeed fly if she was to rid herself of him completely.
She raced through the bush and the night, past branches that were like hands to hold her, over logs, over rocks. The man was close behind her, trying to catch up, trying to take in the slack of the rope. She galloped through a stand of ribbon- gums with their glimmering white trunks so close together that there was hardly space for her to go between them. There came a ghastly pull on the rope, as the man went on the wrong side of a tree, then a thud and the sound of a horse galloping without a rider.
Kunama was stopped short in her stride and spun round by the rope, choking and gasping for breath; then she felt the rope go absolutely slack, and saw the man, on foot, blundering towards her. She turned and fled, the rope trailing beside her.
Ahead was open country. She would make for Dead Horse Ridge, for the Crackenback, for home. Thowra would not be far away. For a moment she forgot the trailing rope.
The tame horse was standing in the clear country, its bridle reins hanging from the bit. It began to trot sideways, avoiding the reins. The man was coming, and the horse stopped and waited, trembling at the strangeness of being saddled and
102
bridled but riderless in the mountain night. Kunama had left it far behind in the dark, as she sped on over the snowgrass. Presently there came the beat of its hooves as it came purpose​fully after her, the man on its back once more.
Fear surged through Kunama again. The man was close behind. Miles and miles of bush lay between her and the safety of the Secret Valley. She had a rope hanging from her neck.
She forgot all Thowra's teaching. Her hooves were drum​ming on the ground as she fled across the side of a hill. Though the night was close with clouds, and dark, she felt, once again, that she was phosphorescent, glimmering, to lead her pursuer on. Fear made her breathless. She could hear herself gasping. Away to the left she heard a stallion cry - Tambo calling her. She threw up her head to answer, but fear had robbed her of her voice.
A dark line of trees was ahead of her and above her. In the trees she might hide herself.... Surely a wild filly could escape from a man in the darkness ... but she had a rope around her neck. Through the trees she galloped. She felt the rope snag​ging and, without understanding, went faster. All of a sudden there was no ground in front of her. She propped and could just see the faint light of a little creek not far below her before she jumped.
There was a sudden, sickening pull on the rope that swung her round in mid-air. Her hind feet touched the ground, but her forelegs could reach nothing. The rope was taut, strangling her.
Then Kunama did indeed panic. She scrabbled at the little rock cliff with her forefeet, but could get no hold and only swung around on her hind legs. Up there, in the darkness above her, a branch or a fork in a tree must be holding the rope fast. The strength flowed out of her as the loop tightened round her neck and stopped her breathing. The darkness in front of her eyes was not just the darkness of the night, and she saw bright lights where no stars were.
Through the roaring in her ears she heard a sound and then a voice. Something rough and scratching slipped over her head and ears, and the suffocating tightness of the rope was suddenly released. Her forefeet dropped to the ground but her knees gave way and she collapsed on to the bank of the little stream. The gulps of air with which she filled her lungs began to bring back strength to her limbs. The dancing light faded from
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in front of her eyes. After a while she could very well have got up, but she felt the rough rope halter on her head and could see the outline of a man standing close to her shoulder.
She continued to lie on the ground, gasping for breath, wondering what to do, hoping the man might let go the rope for a minute. And as she lay there and listened to the fearful rasp of her breath in her throat, she thought she saw Thowra, and Storm, and Tambo go past, stepping high - proud, free horses - but it was only in her imagination: she was alone in the night with a halter on her neck, .and a man standing beside her.
What could she do? Perhaps she might pretend she was dead. She had seen possums lying perfectly still as though there was no life in them. She let herself flop over on to her side, let her breathing die down till she hoped there was no visible movement of her flanks. She tried to look utterly col​lapsed.
A faint mist of rain had started to come down again. It touched her coldly. The sounds of a cricket in the grass, of a bird stirring in its sleep, only made the silence deeper. Then from far away, towards the Crackenback, came Thowra's cry, faint and clear.
Kunama knew she must lie still and show no sign that she was alive. Not even a nerve twitched. Thowra's cry came from even further away, and now, as she lay playing dead, the bush seemed to be full of whisperings of long ago - old horses and old times.
"You are one of us," the horses of long ago were saying. "You have courage and you are learning wisdom." And it seemed to the exhausted Kunama that the one who spoke was an old creamy mare with dark points and great, wise dark eyes. Kunama, who was so tired that it was not very difficult to pretend that she was dead, knew she was only dreaming, that there was no herd of wild horses near her, no Yarraman, no dear, wise Bel Bel, knew that Storm and Thowra were moving further away, but she lay hoping that some miracle would happen and that she would be free.
The man did not move, never relaxed his hold on the rope, never ceased to watch. There was another, even fainter, neigh from Thowra. Kunama realized, then, she was being left be-
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hind, that Thowra probably thought she had escaped, and she raised her haltered head and answered in a wild, despairing neigh.
The man's grip tightened on the rope but Kunama let her head drop back to the ground in utter dejection. Away, away, faintly came Thowra's answer.
It would have been easy to break away from a man who was standing on his own feet, but this man had twitched the halter rope round a thin sapling. For a while Kunama could not think of any way of getting free, and then she thought of the many fights she had watched, and how the stallions bit one another. She, too had teeth. In the darkness she could just make out the man's hand holding the rope. As Thowra's far​away neigh sounded again, she leapt up and fastened her teeth in that hand.
With a sharp cry he let go the rope. Kunama, like a streak of light in the dark and the clouds, had gone. The night re​ceived her, the bush hid her, and soon she was high up amongst the clouds, headed for the Crackenback - a panthom filly, trot​ting, cantering, holding her head sideways to keep the halter rope away from her hooves.
Ever behind her she could hear the hoof-beats of the man's horse as the man sought her on the ridge, in the gullies, and in the tangled snowgum thickets.
Kunama had lived through the galloping fear of the tornado, she had been roped, had fought two men to the point of ex​haustion, had escaped and been hung by the dangling rope and almost choked. Now she had escaped again and was fleeing for dear life - but she was deeply, achingly tired.
Though the man was not very close, he was close enough to make it impossible to head straight for the Secret Valley - and Kunama longed for the safety of the towering cliffs, longed for Golden, her mother, and little Lightning, for dear, gentle Boon Boon.
She was too tired to go much further or faster and she tried to think of somewhere to hide. The man had no dog to follow her scent: provided she could get to a hiding-place without making a sound or leaving any tracks for him to find when daylight came, she might remain hidden. When the sound of the man's horse was a long way back, she stopped and scraped the halter off on a tree, leaving it in a coil like a snake on the ground.

Presently in a tree ahead of her she saw a slight movement and then saw the stiff white statue of a mopoke.
"Be wise! Be wise! Mopoke!" he said.
"Hail, bird of the night," she said, between gasps for breath.
"You did not listen to our warnings," the owl said, looking down its nose.
"I was foolish, and life was too good," Kunama gasped.
Still sitting stiff and white, the owl said:
"Now you must hide, but beware of man and horse. Remem​ber what your sire, the Silver Stallion, told you. Be sure you lead neither horse nor man to the Secret Valley."
"Yes," said Kunama desperately. "I must hide, but where am I to hide?"
But the owl looked as if he had pulled his face right back into his head and said nothing more. Then, as Kunama stood with bowed head, still panting, below him, he said sharply:
"Make haste and hide yourself. Now that the men have caught you once, they will never rest till they have you again. Beware, too, of Spear." Then he flew off calling: "Mopoke! Mopoke!" into the night.
Kunama could no longer hear the man's tame horse, so she crept off the ridge towards the Crackenback, keeping her feet on snowgrass tussocks, to leave no track, or jumping from one rock to another - anything to avoid soft, wet ground.
The night was very quiet. She felt her aloneness like a cold hand touching her. Thowra, Storm, and Tambo were all some​where in the bush, looking for her, but she, now she had escaped again, could no longer call them, and must go on, on her own.
In the damp, lonely darkness, with that man searching for her, up on the ridge, she longed to have someone with her. She thought of Benni, dear Benni, who so often appeared, sneezing, when she most wanted to see him. He had said: "You will always find me here when the moon is full." That seemed so long ago - so much had happened since that night when the moon had lain in the pool. Tonight, the moon, if it ever appeared through the clouds, would only be a silver slip, a sickle, not a great, shining circle reflected in the pool. She would not be able to drink as though she was drinking from the moon, and wish. Then she remembered the wish she had made.
She was in the thick scrub near the banks of the river. The grove of black sallee loomed, deep and dark, ahead of her. This
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time Kunama did not feel afraid of the dark grove itself. She crept into it gladly, gladly feeling the touch of the long, pointed black sallee leaves and those of the swamp gums, thick and round, that would hide her. Even the cold, clutching old-man's- beard barely sent a chill through her. In this dark wood she might be safe for a while. She walked through it quietly, straight for the knife-cut clearing and its tiny pool, and it was so dark that only the feel of the air told her that she was com​ing to the clearing. She stopped on the edge of the trees, peer​ing ahead into the darkness, then walked to the pool.
"Here I will rest," she said to herself. "Here I should be hidden," and though she had not long since drunk at the river, she felt impelled to drink from that pool of the moon which lay, deeply black, at her feet.
Standing back, she nervously stretched forward her neck, her nose and lips twitching, and just as her lips were touching the water, a faint unearthly radiance either rose from the pool or fell on to it from above. Not in the centre but at one edge of the round pool, she saw the glittering reflection of the sickle moon.
Gently and silently, she sipped the water, and it was as though some quality of night had entered into the pool - be​cause her eyelids began to droop, her head to nod; then her knees gave way, letting her quietly drop to the ground. In​stantly she was asleep.
Fight Among the Rocks
Grey dawn seeped into the sky: only the faintest light filtered through the black sallees to stir the darkness, and to Kunama, more asleep than awake, the dawn seemed to come with a grey pointed face and little folded grey paws. Was she dreaming? Were the clouds shaped like a grey, pointed face? Her head felt so heavy that she could not lift it. She was tired, tired, tired. Her legs and body were the fallen trunk of a tree and its branches, inert on the ground. Somehow it was impossible to open her eyes and really look, but there was, indeed, a grey face peering anxiously at her.
Then a soft voice said:
"The mopoke told me you were in trouble, and I thought 107
I might find you here. Kunama! Kunama! Wake up. It is time to be moving."
Kunama tried to lift her lovely silver head with its flowing mane, tried to raise it from the ground and only succeeded in opening her eyes.
"Why, Benni," she said. "I thought you were a dream or a cloud."
"I am neither," said Benni. "Nor have I the wings of a great bird with which to bear you to safety. I can only tell you that there is a man coming down the river not far from here, and that you must take care because that mean-spirited nephew of Arrow is close, too."
Kunama drew her aching legs up beneath her and sat up.
"Oh, Benni," she said. "How am I to get to the Secret Valley without leading them there?"
The little pointed face looked even more troubled.
"I do not know, but if I go ahead, and you follow a little distance back, I should be able to warn you if I run into danger."
"Danger comes quickly and it may come from the side or from behind," Kunama said sadly, "but we must try." She rose stiffly to her feet, shook her head, because her neck was very sore where the rope had bitten into it, and stretched gingerly. Her shoulder was sore where the ice had cut it: not one muscle felt good. There was no leaping joy of strength, of vigour. With a great effort she followed Benni through the dark branches and the swaying ropes of pale-green old-man's- beard.
The grey kangaroo hopped silently through the trees, look​ing back often, the same anxious expression on his pointed face that Kunama had thought was on the face of a cloud. She realized as she followed him that one foreleg hurt and that she was lame, but her muscles were loosening up as she moved.
Limping, she threaded her way between the dark trunks, always watching for the silver grey movement on ahead, the hop, hop, hop.
Benni was keeping close to the river, so that they should have the thick timber to hide them for a while. The wood of black sallees ended and they entered a tangle of blanketwoods, of hop scrub, of bitter pea and bracken, growing round the tall peppermints and ribbon gums, the whole of it crossed and
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re-crossed with trailers of wild raspberry. Often there was a jumble of boulders underfoot, with the wild raspberry grow​ing over them and rotten sticks and bark hiding the crevices between the rocks. It was hard going for a lame and exhausted filly.
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Once they crossed bare ground, wet from the storm, Kunama placing her feet as best she could on the few scattered tussocks, and she saw a dark-brown snake, with a yellow stripe coming back from each corner of its mouth, slide across their way, towards the water.
Thowra had taught her always to avoid the Evil One. She started back in fear and her skin began to creep, clammy, cold, the hair rising. The snake moved away towards the river, dart​ing sidelong looks at her out of glass bead eyes. Kunama, who had paid no heed to the clamorous warnings of black cocka​toos, to the spoken warnings of the bush animals, or the mono​tonously repeated wisdom of the mopokes, now felt that the snake crossing her path was a sign that evil was abroad on this day after the storm - felt it was an omen of some disaster that would take place beneath the heavy, hot clouds that still shrouded this land of forest and wild hill.
Benni suddenly appeared hopping back towards her.
"Why do you not come?" he asked, and, noting her staring coat, added: "What has just frightened you, Kunama?"
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"Only a snake, Benni," said Kunama humbly. "A snake to tell me that evil may happen today."
"Come," he said. "You, who would listen to no ordinary warnings and now read omens in the movements of a snake! Come while you can."
Kunama kept close behind Benni then, and that was how he had no time to tell her to go back and hide.
They were skirting round a shingly beach that stretched back into the scrub. Kunama could see the sullen, swollen river, grey-black beneath the grey-black clouds, when, almost from under Benni's feet, there was a tremendous upheaval of what looked like a red-gold boulder, an upheaval of a cream and silver mane and tail - Yarraman's mane and tail, or Arrow's, or Spear's. Kunama drew in a sobbing breath. Benni gave one agonized, backward glance, saw how close she was behind him, and called: "Go! Go to Paddy Rush's Bogong! Go!"
In a second Kunama was again fleeing through the bush, plunging through the scrub, scratched and tripped up by the interlacing wild raspberry, galloping, plunging, racing away, and so tired that she could hardly take note where she was going or make any plan for reaching safety. Often a sharp pain went through her shoulder and lame leg.
She did not know Paddy Rush's Bogong at all well, Thowra had rarely taken her there, and for a while she simply galloped blindly up one of its long ridges, once more making a tremen​dous effort to escape from a pursuer. In her exhaustion it seemed that the three chases in the last two days and the night blended together so that they were just one long, agonizing, interminable chase by man, or horse, or terror itself.
As she stepped and stumbled through a rough jumble of boulders she realized that Benni was hopping alongside.
"Make for the cliff over which Bel Bel and Mirri escaped with Thowra and Storm when they were foals," Benni said. "Do all you can to get there and I will try to find help!"
The breath escaped through Kunama's nostrils in a sort of high-pitched whinny, and she went on, alone now, for Benni had vanished.
The next few hours were a blur of grey rocks, of olive-green branches - whipping eyes, whipping flanks - of grass, of earth,
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of stones. A sudden white trunk of a tree would stand out as a goal to reach and pass as she stretched her bruised and aching legs to gallop and gallop, or there might be a cool, tea-tree- covered creek where she could only stop for one second to dip her sweat-darkened head to the water, draw in a mouthful and gallop on.
Uphill she could gain on Spear, who was heavy and had never been nimble. Along a flat ridge or downhill she could hear him thundering closer, and his screaming filled her with fear.
It was all a blur of intense effort - a chase that seemed to have gone on all her life.
"Born to be hunted" - well, hunted she was, and there was no joy in it. She barely knew, now, whether there was a storm all around, lashing ice out of the sky, and a man galloping on either side of her, whether it was light or dark, or whence she was galloping, except that sometime - and it might have been a long time ago - she had set her mind on going straight to that cliff near the grazing ground.
She could hear the noise of Spear following her, and once she heard a whip crack so that she knew that the man was still coming after her. Certainly any man should be able to follow the noise Spear was making.
She came to a long gully filled with rocks and granite boul​ders and as she struggled up it, aware that she was leaving no possible track, she realized, quite clearly, that she was ex​hausted and could go no further. She was not far from the cliff, but she simply could not go on. Her heart was thundering inside her ribs. Her legs were shaking and would hardly follow each other. She was done, completely done, but even so, her instinct told her she must hide herself, and she crept into a little cave on the rocky side of the gully, and there collapsed on the cold stone floor, her breath sobbing, red spots dancing in front of her eyes.
Not far off, she could hear the careless, crashing sound of Spear.
Thowra, Storm, and Tambo had gone back to where the sound of Kunama's despairing cry had come from through the night, and had been unable to find her. By the time they
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had got there Kunama was well on her way towards the Pool of the Moon.
In the morning Thowra had found the track of a shod horse, a shod horse alone near the head of the Crackenback, and knew that Kunama must have escaped and that the man was still searching for her. He followed very carefully.
It was while he was gliding through the bush, every sense alert, that he heard the rhythmic sound of a kangaroo hopping, and then saw Benni's anxious face and saw the face light up.
"Well met! Silver Horse," said Benni. "For you I search. Both man and horse chase your daughter."
Thowra stood absolutely still as though his body grew from the silver trunk of a tree, leaves clothing him as they clothed the boughs.
"The man is now far behind her, but Spear was pressing close, trying to capture her for his herd...."
"As he has done ever since he saw her." Thowra's lip curled back from his teeth. "As if any daughter of mine would mate with the breed of Arrow! Where shall I find her, friend of mine and of hers?"
"I told her to go to Bel Bel's cliff, up from the old crossing of the Crackenback where once you and Golden met Storm. She may not have reached the cliff, but you will find her. Spear is not silent."
"I go," said Thowra, and he reared on his hind legs in salute to Benni, then headed off through the bush.
Behind him he heard Benni's soft voice carrying down the long aisle between the mountain ash: "Quickly, oh quickly, Silver Horse," and suddenly Thowra started to speed through the trees, for once going too fast to take his usual heed over tracks, but silently as ever.
Up the long remembered ridges he went, where Bel Bel had led him as a foal, where he and Storm had galloped and played, where he had proudly led Golden, his prize. Up he went, sweating beneath the warm blanket of cloud that re​mained after the storm; up towards the old summer pastures. Then he heard Spear screaming, the scream echoing around the mountains that had once heard the young stallion, Arrow's, challenge. And Thowra went towards the sound, his neck arched, his silver tail held high.
The scream came from a gully, echoing off the rocks. Thowra galloped towards it and down, down into the gully,
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stones showering out behind his flying hooves.
There was Spear rearing and screaming in front of a cave in the rocks. Thowra could hear the triumph in his voice and knew that Kunama must be close. With an answering squeal of rage, he went straight for Spear.
Kunama had risen, trembling, on to her legs when she heard Spear coming close, and now, with the rushing sound of the whirlwind that came from the side of the gully, and the scream, the great wind of flailing legs as the horses met in battle, she knew that help had come, and her legs gave way again.
There, lying on the floor of the cave, she could see through a circular gap in the rocks, the two horses fighting, the great silver horse, her father, and the chestnut whose handsome appearance, even from this distance, was marred by the pinched expression of his head.
Though Spear was heavy for a three-year-old stallion, he was small compared to Thowra, and Thowra, in his fury, seemed to tower above him, both in flesh and in spirit. Kunama raised her head, to see more clearly through her rock window. A long shaft of light came down from the sun behind the clouds and fell on the rearing, striking horses so that Thowra was the glittering foam on a waterfall, was quicksilver held for a dazzling moment in the shape of a horse, but a horse that was never still.
The fight moved away from her window and she could only hear the dreadful sounds. Then, after a while, all was still.
It seemed to her a long time before. Thowra darkened the mouth of the cave, standing there in magnificent triumph.
"Spear will never try to capture you again," he said, and she, now that she was safe, fell sound asleep. Thowra stood hidden in the entrance to the cave, keeping guard. Each time he looked back at the exhausted Kunama he knew that, for her, life had become too dangerous to contain joy.
When Kunama woke next it was night and Thowra was nudging her with his nose.
"Come," he said. "Somehow you must get to the Secret Valley tonight. I have heard men scouring the bush for us, but they have gone back to their camp. We must go now, and travel while they sleep."
Ghost Horse to the River
Before the darkness of the night had been broken at all, Thowra and Kunama came to the edge of the cliff above the Secret Valley and went silently over the top and down. In that dead silence and dark not even a boo-book owl called: no dingo nor wombat was there to watch them. If there was a possum, peak-faced in a sallee tree, he would have seen that Kunama was lame and tired, but no living thing stirred, only the two horses, flowing like foam on water, went over the edge.
Far, far away there was the sound of a neigh. Storm had found Spear's body.
The mountains settled down to silence. Over on the other side there were the lowing mobs of cattle, mustered all ready for the climb up the range when dawn came. Somewhere along the banks of the Crackenback were the restlessly moving mares of a small and now leaderless herd. A silver-grey kan​garoo slept near the unlit Pool of the Moon. A tired and foot​sore stock-horse stood with its head almost touching the ground in the horse paddock at Dead Horse hut.
With the dawn the last of the storm clouds broke into pieces and departed: a bright hot day came to the mountains. Sun​shine, the damp earth, fallen seed, and living trunk began to repair the damage wrought by the storm. Sunshine and long bright days, the sudden uprush of growth - that was part of summer's pattern, and this was the start of it, the start of summer for another year.
That day, the brumbies, still nervous after the storm, began to move in herds towards their summer grazing grounds, to Paddy Rush's Bogong and the Brindle Bull, leaving their lovely pastures in the Cascades to the men and their mobs of red- and-white cattle. Perhaps their uneasiness was not only a result of the tornado or the knowledge, learnt no one knew how, that the cattle were coming - perhaps there were many reasons for uneasiness. The horses of the main herd had found Storm, their leader, missing as soon as the great wind died away: Thowra, the ghost, had been there and vanished immediately: Kunama, too, had been there and flown, and Tambo had gone, leaving Jillamatong and Wanga alone. A whisper was running
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from horse to horse that Kunama had been captured by men.
The day wore on. The sun rose in the clear, bright sky. The lowing, red-and-white beasts climbed up the steep sides of the Range from Groggin. The horses strung out along the snow- gum lanes, foals trotting by the flanks of their dams. Long be​fore noon Storm, sweating from fast travelling, joined his herd and from then on they moved with greater confidence, now the huge, noble bay was out in the lead. Later, Tambo came, searching for his two remaining creamies, and when Jilla asked him was Kunama really caught, he answered:
"I have seen a halter lying on the ground like a coiled snake: I have seen a dead chestnut stallion, the body of Spear - more I cannot tell you."
Through the moving mobs of horses the word spread: "Kunama has escaped. Spear is killed."
Down in the Secret Valley Kunama still slept under the tall candlebark trees, and dreamt that an anxious grey face peered out of the clouds, dreamt of a rock window framing the silver and chestnut stallions in their deadly fight. Some​times she moved jerkily in her sleep as she felt the burning grip of the rope. By the time she awakened the day was done. The cattle were already up in the Cascades, the brumbies were in their old camping-grounds on Paddy Rush's Bogong, and only the crows, wheeling over Spear's body, told where he lay.
It was the start of another mountain summer, but this sum​mer was a little different. Storm realized it was different before Thowra did because Thowra only came out of the Secret Valley at night and he did not see or hear all that Storm saw and heard. He did not see that there were men riding about who were not belonging to the cattle, nor did he hear the cattle telling tales of the men's campfire yarns about ghost horses seen on the snow in two places at once.
Storm heard these things, saw men riding around looking at the tracks, and wondered. He started going down to the Crackenback Crossing in the hot still afternoons to listen to the cattle. There he would stand inside the thick, round leaves of a swamp gum, watching the wide-horned beasts come and go. The cattle did not worry about him; some of them came to know him well and would toss their horns at him and hail him:
"Mind yourself, 0 wild bay stallion, further upstream are the man and his son that came from the Grey Mare Lease!" Or they would say: "Greetings, Storm horse, all is calm."
Soon Storm understood that the two who were searching through the countryside for something other than strayed cattle were this man and his young son from the Grey Mare Lease, away to the northwards of the highest mountains in the Range. The cattle said that the stockmen called the boy the Ghost Hunter, because he was hunting the ghost of the Silver Brumby. But the cattle knew that even the stockmen were asking them​selves if the Silver Brumby must not still be alive. The boy's father swore he had roped a silver filly the night of the tornado, that she had got away because he was so startled at the sight of the Silver Stallion - swore that he would catch her again. Of course, from all accounts, anyone could believe anything about that tornado! But still... who knew?
The man and his son said they had seen two silver horses on the snow-slopes of Mount Townsend, and some other skiers had seen them too, near Dead Horse hut and on the very same day. It was all impossible - or was it?
Then, one hot night, the ghost horse himself appeared at the crossing when there were a few beasts still drinking because of the heat. Storm had been standing there with the cattle for some time and, though he really did not see Thowra, he knew he was coming.
Storm waited, then Thowra's low whinny sounded out of the trees and blanketwoods:
"Hail! O my brother of the wind and the rain! Is all clear?"
"All is clear, my brother," Storm replied, and Thowra step​ped out of the trees, a silver horse gleaming palely in the night, reflected in the river that also reflected half a hundred stars.
The cattle threw up their white heads, the wide horns of two clashed together. They stared. Thowra stood quite still at the edge of the water.
Storm gave a soft whinny, but the cattle stuck their tails in the air and galloped madly away from the ghost horse that had come to their river.
Standing by the star-glowing stream, Thowra heard all the stories from Storm - listening most intently when he men​tioned the man and his son.
"You know it is true," he said, "that we did see a man and a smaller one coming up out of the mysterious sea. You know
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that two other men on skis saw us that same day at Dead Horse hut. Also," he went on thoughtfully, "Kunama told me that a young man and an older one nearly skied right into her when she and Tambo were up on the Ramshead Range."
When Thowra returned to the Secret Valley he kept thinking of the young man and the older one, the two hooded figures coming up out of the mysterious sea. The man had said they would have the filly one day. Thowra remembered how, for once, it had been Kunama who had felt the danger before he had; he remembered, too, the strange expression about Kunama's head as she stood looking northwards over the roll​ing mountains.
In the long bright days that followed he often thought of those men, of the mystic lake, of all Storm had told him. Weeks passed in the slow drift of summer days and he did not men​tion these things to Kunama.
Kunama had taken a long time to recover from her des​perate galloping - even with the good spring grass, the healing sunshine, and the freezing cold water to cure a twisted leg. However, by the time the peppermints were blossoming along the lower slopes of the cliffs she could frolic and race with Lightning, and she could think of the glorious days in the Cascades without recoiling in horror from the memory of the tornado, of the burning rope round her neck, of hooves gallop​ing after her. These things, and the sight of Thowra killing Spear, still woke her from her sleep in a sweat of fear, but ever more persistently came the remembered feeling of joy in her blood as she thought of the days she spent galloping with Tambo.
Something like that joy and vigour was leaping through her one day as she chased Lightning through the peppermints, scattering the fluffy cream blossoms as they went, when she heard suddenly - a sneeze.
Kunama stopped, her feet sliding so that she was right on her haunches. She looked this way and that, but could see nothing till another sneeze almost parted the branches of a low tree.
"Hay fever again!" said Benni.
"Benni!" Kunama exclaimed, and Lightning came gam​bolling round the kangaroo, sniffing him curiously, then jump​ing back.
Benni gave him a light box on the nose.
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"Well," he said to Kunama, "you have succeeded in attract​ing the hunt," but the significant sound of his words was com​pletely lost in the sneeze that followed. "I am not just being funny!" he said as he brushed the sweet peppermint blossoms off his coat and sneezed again.
"You have some blossom on your head, O wise kangaroo," said Lightning politely.
"Your sister," said Benni, "has a price on hers."
"Oh!" Kunama was unable to still the tremble that went through her.
"For your sake, Kunama, I have listened round the smoke of the men's campfire, watched and listened, and many things have I learnt."
Kunama and Lightning stood in tense silence. Only a little breeze stirred through leaf and branch, bringing down more of the silvery blossoms to rest invisibly in the silver manes or cream coats and to clothe the kangaroo in balls of sweet-scented fluff. Through all the air was this sweet scent with the faint tang that eucalypt blossoms have.
"There are men camping near the Crackenback, the like of whom I have never seen in the mountains. They are not stock​men, yet they know the hills," Benni went on. "I learnt, as I stood in the hop scrub listening, that they come to the moun​tains in the winter and that they had heard the stories of the Silver Brumby. They thought they saw you and your sire near Dead Horse hut in the snow, but they are not sure."
Two men saw us," Kunama said.
Benni sneezed. "Also camping on the Crackenback were a man and his son from the Grey Mare Lease - and now I come to the price that they have put on your head!"
"What do you mean?" asked Kunama.
"You know how men bet on horses when they race them one against another?"
"I have heard."
"Up north, they tell me, the kangaroos will even bet on the length of their hop," Benni went on, "but these men, the two winter men and the stockman and his son from the Grey Mare, have bet each other fifty pounds that they cannot catch you or your noble sire - catch and keep, they said."
Kunama's lips and nose rolled back as she snorted. For a moment she spoke not a word, but at last she said, very thought​fully:

"I thought that the boy and his father, who nearly saw Tambo and me in the snow on the Ramshead, were the same two that came out of that great sea."
"Yes," said Benni, and his words fell like stones into water. "And it was the stockman, the boy's father, who roped you during the tornado. The man with the whip was one of the men on this snowlease. They are determined to have you."
Kunama trembled.
"Don't be afraid," said Benni. "If you stay in the Secret Valley all summer you will be quite safe. Come with me, now, my two silver ones, and see Silky who plays with our son by a little pool."
Kunama followed him but as she watched the grey kangaroo hopping through the trees and the wind-floating blossoms, she could only think of the price on her head and the words, "catch and keep".
Thus it was that Kunama heard of the men's wager, but she still had no wish to go out of the Secret Valley - her last visit outside had been too terrifying - and in the Secret Valley she would not be caught.
Thowra, too, went out far less often than usual, and only for a few hours at night. Though Kunama did not know it, it was because he was afraid that if she found him gone she might go off herself and get caught again or bring trouble to them all.
So the days passed peacefully and lazily, yet it was a strange waiting summer, and when Tambo arrived at the Hidden Flat the feeling that something was going to happen seemed to spring from the ground, blaze in the bright yellow everlasting phebalium that grew among the rocks. The pimelias, bend​ing their heavy white blossoms to the stream, whispered quietly of something secret, to the hurrying water. Even the sweet song of the swooping, diving grey thrush held an urgent note, and sometimes he sang that the world was good, so good but that all things passed, as the water of the stream passed below the tree on which he sat.
None of the birds or the animals knew what was going to happen. They only felt that something waited in the future for Kunama, and that Tambo's coming had made it closer. The song of the singing birds was more poignant, the cries of gang- gangs and cockatoos wilder against the sky.
Kunama was thinking of Tambo now. She waited a few days, then she went round the cliffs - joy singing in her veins,
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joy in the lilting rise and fall of her silver mane, joy in her
dancing hooves, and never a sound did she hear of the sadness in the thrush's song or the mournful cry of the plover. "Life is good," thought Kunama.
"Life and summer are fleeting," sang the bird. "Snow and dark, and the winter comes. Nothing remains the same."
"I will stay hidden away, but I will dance," thought Kunama. "With the wind will I gallop and play."
"But freedom will go," said the bird. "Nothing remains the same."
Ring of a Shod Hoof
When Kunama got to the Hidden Flat Tambo was not there.
She found his tracks: she picked up his scent, barely an hour old, but Tambo himself had gone.
Half a dozen times she thought she saw him, a black, shiny horse among the trees, but there was no one there. Nose to ground she followed his track and the scent was so fresh that she thought she must come on him at any moment. Hurry, hurry, and she would catch up to him before he had climbed up out of the steep forest that enclosed the Hidden Flat. Hurry! Hurry! Tambo must be just beyond sight, in the trees.
"Faster, I must go faster," she told herself. "I will find him and bring him back." She strained upwards, the smell of Tambo leading her, the imprint of his hoof showing ahead of her.
She dared not call, in case strangers, man, horse, or cattle were near, but so intent was she on finding Tambo and so certain was she that she would find him, that she felt no fear.
Trees rose up ahead and ahead, upwards, upwards. Her cream coat was stained with sweat and the muscles stood out on her quarters as she climbed. There was a sound beyond her. Was it Tambo? She went on, soundless herself, but found nothing. Still Tambo's scent clung, and he could not be far away. Upwards and upwards she climbed, passing the slender, white trunks of ribbon-gum, passing the red-splashed candle- barks. When she met the wafting, drifting scent of peppermint a vision rose before her of a gentle, grey kangaroo, but she thought: "Just a little further and I am sure to find Tambo."
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Then she was at the top, and Tambo's hoofmark was fresh
as if just made; his scent warm and close, as though he were present.
She went on, following his trail, following the very breath of his being, filled with the sense of his presence and the lilting sense of freedom which she always had when she was gallop​ing out on the high, wide mountains at his side.
The tracks came to a broad stretch of flat, mossgrown rock. There was no sign as to which way Tambo had gone - up or down or straight across it - and on that expanse of rock she would be visible for all to see. Suddenly she realized how far she had travelled beyond the walls of the Hidden Flat. No scent of Tambo clung here, and the rock held no mark of his hoof, and she was alone.
Just then she heard a sound which came from the direction of the Hidden Flat - the ring of a shod hoof. In one moment of piercing clarity she saw Benni's pointed face, heard him say: "The price on your head", and she knew the feeling of doom. All this the birds had foretold, but she had refused to hear it in their song. Where was Tambo now? She had left her hiding-place and journeyed into the mountains. She had fol​lowed him, and searching for him she had come too far, and now men were close.
She melted backwards into dense white sallee trees, and stood completely still, hardly breathing, trying to look exactly like the silver trunk of a tree. The leaves were thick all around her, thick across her face, but she could see through them. Standing so still she watched, and waited, and listened.
Once again there sounded the ring of a horseshoe on rock, and this time it was closer, then suddenly she heard an ex​clamation of surprise in a man's voice, and she knew that her tracks and Tambo's had been discovered.
"Keep still, still!" she told herself. "Do not even breathe," and breathless she stood, till two riders came in sight, and then she could scarcely stop herself from drawing her breath in sharply. There, quite close to her, rode the man from the Grey Mare Lease and his son.
They came closer and closer till they were looking at Tam​bo's last hoofmark at the edge of the rock. There they stopped, staring, and Kunama stood, motionless, aching with horror and stiffness.
The man started to lead across the rock, but just as the boy 121
pressed his stock pony's flanks to follow, he glanced round,
and he looked through the leaves directly into Kunama's watching eyes.
A flash of horror pierced her, as through all the thick, grey- green leaves, their eyes met.
The hair of her coat stood on end. Chill fear penetrated her flesh, to her bones. How much of her except her eyes could he see? Nothing, she thought, but his eyes held hers all the time.
"Dad," the boy called. "Here!"
Kunama heard the clatter of metal shoes on the big sheet of rock. She pushed back on the branches behind her, feeling if they would part to let her through. They gave, so she stepped backwards, the boughs parting and closing again in front of her with a swish, breaking that seemingly unbreakable hold between her eyes and the boy's. She could no longer see him, and she was no longer bound to him by his eyes. She turned round, in the thick and scratching trees, and forced a way through.
It was not a big sallee clump and the men could circle it. The surrounding forest was not very thick. Kunama could think of no way of hiding herself. In her panic, she longed to burst out of the white sallees and fly for her life - but where ?
The men were waiting for her. She could hear the sound of one of them cantering round the trees. Quietly, quietly she sneaked back to where she had entered the thicket. The shod horses could be heard still on the other side. There was thicker forest further on and she might reach it before her escape was discovered.
Out in the open she felt as if there were a million eyes to watch her. Even the bitter pea would be some sort of cover. She lengthened her stride ... if only she could hide where no eyes could see her.... Then there was a silent rushing beside her. But before she saw whatever it was that was rushing, teeth had met in her fetlock. As she put her head down and kicked, a blue-and-white flash leapt at her and fastened on her nose. She shook, and struck, and kicked, finally ridding herself of the two Blue Heelers, but the men had come up by now, and the dogs would not let her pass them.
Wild with terror she rushed at one dog; picked it up in her strong teeth, and flung it from her. Before she could get right away the men were after her, stockwhips cracking, then the
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two dogs came again, and, fight though she did, with all her fury, they wheeled her and drove her in the direction they wanted, the direction of the Crackenback. In a frenzy of fear, lathered with sweat, dogs at her heels, at her nose, at her flanks, horsemen behind her, she galloped on.
To begin with, she could think of nothing. Blind terror gripped her. She galloped without knowing where she went or where she was, only kicking at a dog that came too close. After a while the red film of fear that had clouded her eyes cleared away. No amount of cunning or knowledge of the country would help her when there were dogs as well as men chasing her, and this part of the forest was not one which Thowra and she had visited much. Thowra had often told her how he had escaped from men by galloping down steep rocky places where a tame horse carrying a rider could not go - but she knew of no steep or rocky places close. Here were only a few granite tors that rose up out of the gently sloping forest. When she saw one of these tors ahead of her she remembered Boon Boon telling her how Thowra had fought off Arrow from a heap of rocks on the Ramshead, and she put on a sudden spurt' of speed and leapt up the tor to the very top.
Up sprang the blue dogs too, but Kunama was on top and, once she was above the dogs, she could slash and kick at them.
She heard the man's voice call: "Fetch her down!" and the two blue dogs, teeth bared, came flying at her. Kunama waited, then she struck, right and then left. The dogs dashed forward again, and again she lashed out. No dogs would move her from her fortress.
She heard the man's voice, calling them off.
The dogs crept down. The man and his son waited below, looking up at her where she stood on the rocks. She stood in glory, but not like Thowra's glory. Kunama stood half-rearing, fierce and wild, beset by a fury which was man-made. Perhaps both the man and his son understood what they had done to the silver filly - but still they wanted her.
They waited for her to make the next move. Kunama looked down on them and felt the wild anger rising within her. Up she reared again and neighed a great cry to all the gods of freedom and a furious challenge to those who would tame her.
The man tried scrambling up the rocks on foot, as though 123
he might drive her down with his whip, or perhaps thinking that she would run from him in very fear.
If it wanted one more act of Kunama's to make them realize that they had turned her into what men call a "bad" horse, they saw it now. Kunama felt as if the anger inside her grew bigger and bigger till it burst, and she rose right up on her hind legs, screaming, screaming, and leapt at the man with vicious, pounding hooves. In her rage she looked more like the great stallion, her father, than a sweet-natured filly. Her mouth was open, her eyes showing white flecked with red, and her lovely mane and tail foamed and glinted in the sun as they flew free.
The man cracked his whip across her face, trying to protect himself. Kunama dodged and got in one tremendous blow on his shoulder before he dodged away.
She reared and screamed again, and as she saw him stand undecided by his horse, she felt some elation mixed with her fear and fury. She had beaten him off once anyway, and beaten off his dogs.
She watched the man and his son talking together but she could not hear the boy say: "Let's leave her, Dad, she's earned her freedom," or the father say through clenched teeth: "We'll get her yet!"
Then the two moved off on their horses to the shade of the peppermints, never taking their eyes from her.
Kunama stood motionless on the rocks.
The sun beat down. She had travelled miles that day, and thirst began to worry her. Like her father years before, she decided to leave her safe position when she was sufficiently rested and before her thirst got too bad. She looked up once and saw a sparrow hawk hovering overhead, breast glinting silver in sunlight, so free, so free, then she looked down at the men again and the dogs licking their wounds in the shade. She wondered for a moment where Tambo had gone, but her mind was taken up with the terrible problem of saving herself from capture.
There she stood in the scorching sun till she knew it was time to go. Then, without any warning movement, she shot down the rocks and away.
It was only a second before both the men and the dogs were after her, but she had that second's start, and the dogs were lame, the man was stiff and sore.
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Kunama galloped through the trees towards Paddy Rush's Bogong as though she had wings. For a while neither the men nor the dogs could get near her: she was rested, she had no rider on her back - and she was desperate. Perhaps if she had headed straight for the Secret Valley she might have escaped, but she could not give away the Silver Herd's hiding-place, so she tried to reach Paddy Rush's Bogong instead. She might have been able to hide herself there - over Bel Bel's cliff or in the rocky gorge - but she never got further than the lower slopes. It was evil luck that brought the other two men who were searching for her right on to the very line she was travel​ling. She saw them and they saw her simultaneously. Then they closed in and the four men and two dogs headed her back towards the river.
She had to go where they drove her.
Gasping for breath she galloped, her heart pounding, pound​ing, pounding inside her ribs.
The sun was dropping from the high northern sky to the west, now, and the timber was lit with long, soft bars of sun​light. Oblique shadows fell across the forest floor, and Kunama galloped, a flickering horse, from shadow to sunbeam, shadow to sunbeam.
At the river, she thought, she still might escape. Thowra had once escaped down the river, from men and from The Brolga. If night would only come quickly, darkness and the interwoven black sallees would surely hide her. But night was a long way off yet, and the men were closing in even more driving her round to the crossing where Storm often drank. She could smell the water now. It would be cool and fresh. Her stride stretched out almost without her knowing it, but the men were gaining all the time.
The ground was dropping towards the river. She could see the line of scrub along the banks. She would plunge in and then swing downstream - but the men were right around her, she felt the touch of their whips then their horses' shoulders were beside hers: she even felt a man's leg against her, and right at the water's edge she was swung upstream into the thick scrub - and suddenly she was alone.
She heard a sound behind her of timber thudding on timber. She slowed up then, propped to a standstill, her chest and neck against the timber rails of a high fence.
She turned wildly towards the water, but the fence was 125

there too. Round she went and round, but the fence enclosed her. Wildly she went, now, the sweat streaming all over her, back to the river - the sweet, free river - then round and round, crashing against the fence. There was no other sound. Once she saw the boy watching her. She smelt the smoke of their campfire and it only added to her frenzy. At last her thirst slowed her down. She looked through the rails at the river which she could not reach, then drank at a little soak at her feet. Then she started again on her ceaseless prowl round and round the tall, stout fence.
Night came, and heavy darkness. After a while the moon rose, full and round, to fill with its brightness the Pool of the Moon. But Kunama plodded on round the yard, hour upon hour, as the immense moon flooded the eastern horizon, as it swung up and up the sky, and as the hours of the night wore away and it went lower and lower in the west. Plodding, plod​ding on tired and aching legs, Kunama went round and round the yard.
Once she raised her nose to the moon and neighed a wild cry to Tambo, to Thowra, to Storm, a cry for freedom, and throughout the bush every animal and bird stirred uneasily, looking with fear into the night.
Mountain Highway
Riders and horses came out between one of the tors on the Ramshead. Beyond them was the swamp where the Snowy River heads, Lake Cootapatamba shone in the sunlight below the steep side of Kosciusko, and far northwards stretched the rolling mountains, high-lifted against the sky, the great moun​tains of the Range.
Kunama looked, saw Cootapatamba where Thowra had rolled on the lovely snow crystals and saw the vast, high-domed mountains rolling on and on, grey-green now, with summer's snowgrass, and seeming, even more than they did under snow, to be endless. A light wind from the north blew over them, lifting her forelock, a light wind saying: "This was the future, and the future is now here."
Desperate with dread, Kunama sat back on her haunches and refused to move.

Once the men had her out in that wide open country of immense, rolling hills she felt sure she would never escape. Years ago wild horses used to gallop with the wind all over those mountains, but not now. Now they must have trees in which to hide themselves from men. Even if she broke away from the men, out there, far above the trees, how would she remain free in that country where there seemed nowhere to hide? And with fear raging through her, Kunama fought and fought to escape and to remain in her own country.
She pulled back till she dragged the boy and his horse with her. She reared and struck; she rushed in to bite. Still the boy held her. She dug her hooves into the snowgrass and threw herself back, full weight against the halter rope. There came the feared whistling sound of a rope through the air. She twisted and flung herself sideways but it was too late and the man's rope encircled her neck. They both had her now, and something told her that it was useless to fight any more, but still she fought. There, below the last rampart of rocky tors, she fought and fought, pulling, twisting, pulling.
Whenever she saw past her captors to the vast mountains beyond, she struggled all the more desperately. In that great stage against the sky to which they were leading her, she could not act out her life as a captive, a tame horse.
It was days, now, since she had been driven into the hidden yard on the Crackenback - hideous days, they had been to Kunama, in which the man had tried to teach her to lead; days in which she had had a cold, hard, jangling bit forced into her mouth, a saddle on her back. She had found that she could buck and twist evilly in the air, and throw the man. Once the boy had ridden her when his father was not there, and though she had bucked to start with, there was something about the boy's gentle hands and his voice that took the fear and the hatred out of her. Sometimes the boy had come to the yard alone, seeming more like a child than one nearly grown to manhood, and talked to her and rubbed her ears, letting her know that he understood her misery at being caught.
Except for these times the past days were a terrible memory.
The thought of all this made Kunama quite certain she would not go on with them. Nothing would move her.
The whip cracked all round her, but she had learnt by this 127
that they did not hit her hard with it. She would not go on, but she could not get away. They might have been there for hours - The stubborn man and the terrified, miserable horse, had not a solitary stockman ridden by.
With the stockman holding her too, the boy dismounted and unsaddled his horse.
"What are you doing?" his father asked.
"I rode her once and she was quiet," the boy said.
"Did you! But quiet in the yard doesn't say she'll be quiet out here."
"Well, we're never going to shift her without hurting her, and I may as well try."
"That's right," the solitary stockman said. "She's too beauti​ful to hurt."
So the saddle was put on Kunama, the jangling bridle pushed into her mouth, and the boy slipped into the saddle, gently like water flowing.
"Might be unlucky to capture one of the ghost horses," the stockman said as the two men took their hands off the bridle.
Kunama felt the restraining hands go and she twisted around facing for home. Then she gathered herself together in a tremendous buck, up and up, and twisting. The boy still sat there and she could feel the gentleness of his touch, hear his voice. Some of the desperate hatred went out of her but she felt the longing for home and freedom like a rising, choking wave. "Go!" she cried to herself - and she went, galloping back the way she had come, along the snowgrass roads between the great rock tors of the Ramshead Range.
She knew she was galloping as never before, jumping rocks and little hollows where water lay, galloping, galloping through the bright air and over the soft snowgrass. The boy sat so quietly on her back that she began to wonder why he did not try to check her or turn her back. Soon they would come to the edge of the range and the drop down through all that country that Thowra loved so much and where Bel Bel had come to die.
Then the sound of his voice came in her ears and she could feel the faintest touch of his hands on the bit in her mouth. It was not that he was trying to pull her up: somehow through his hands, through the reins, through the bit went a current of understanding and sympathy, not command. Without know​ing that she did, she slackened her speed.
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His voice came again and a firmer touch on her mouth. It was as though the boy wove a spell over her, because the mad​ness began to leave her. She allowed him slowly to pull her up.
As she stood still on the edge of the long drop down the face of the Ramshead towards Dead Horse, the boy's hand was on her neck quietening what had been frenzy to a dull ache of longing for her own country.
At last he turned her round. Then she saw the man and the solitary stockman watching them from far off, and the sight of them, against the grey-green, rolling mountains beyond, made her despair surge up again. Wildly she swung bade and went charging down the long slope, but the boy sat lightly as though nothing unusual was happening. Presently his quiet voice and his hands checked her again. At last he brought her back to the waiting men.
"Ah well, you're right now," said the solitary stockman. Then he looked at Kunama. "But she's born to be wild and free."
A bridle track runs all the way along the tops of the Kosciusko mountains: it goes on the steep side of Mount Northcote, hanging above Lake Albina: it goes over Mount Lee and over Carruther's Peaks: it drops down to the Blue Lake. This track was the one the men took on their way back to the Grey Mare Lease where they had their cattle.
Kunama had only been in these mountains on that one day with Thowra. Now, as they went around Kosciusko, she knew that they would soon be overlooking that enormous sea, and even with the weight of the boy and the saddle on her back, even with the hated bit in her mouth, and with the terror of what lay ahead of her, she walked eagerly forward to look over the edge at the vast sea beyond.
Then she stopped in complete, bewildered fear, because the waters had rolled right away and gone leaving no trace. The mountains dropped down, down, down, below her, vanishing in steep forested sides, but further out, and far, far below there was a valley floor, and the shining loops of a river. What had seemed islands to her and Thowra were the lines of hills that bounded the side of the great valley. This was the valley of which her mother, Golden, had spoken, the great unbelievable valley whence came most of the red-and-white
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Herefords. But where was that mysterious sea? She stared, her ears pricked, her coat creeping with a new and unnamed fear. Then the boy's legs pressed her gently forward along the stockman's track.
They stopped for food at the Blue Lake. Kunama had never seen such a big sheet of calm water, and something told her that it was very deep. Towering cliffs were round two sides of it, the rest of its shores were low to the water's edge, and little pink-and-white everlastings bloomed, rustling in the wind. High on some of the cliffs she saw the white faces of Herefords gazing down on them.
The boy tried to ride her in to drink, but she refused to set foot in that round lake and drank only at the little stream at its outlet. The boy dismounted, but never let go of her reins. The other two stock-horses and the pack-horses grazed loose.
Soon there was the always horrifying smell of smoke, as the men collected pieces of the short scrub, built it into a heap, and caused it to burn with a crackling red flame. Then they unstrapped the quart pots that they carried on the side of their saddles, filled them with water at the sparkling lake, and put them in the fire where the smoke wreathed.
Everywhere the boy went Kunama had to go too, and the acrid smell of the smoke was in her nostrils, the feel of the bit always in her mouth so that she could not bear to feed. When the boy sat down to eat he did not let her go, and though he offered her some crumbly damper she snorted from it in terror.
Over and over again Kunama thought she would pull back sharply, strongly, and escape, but each time she knew that the boy would not let her even start. There was something com​pelling in his hand on the reins, and in his eyes which never left her for more than a second. So by the time they had finished their food and their drink and were ready to mount again and go on she had not tried to break away.
As the boy swung into the saddle she started to buck again, but there came the quietness of his voice, the gentleness of his hand, compelling her to obedience. He urged her forward with his legs and voice, and, snorting with nervousness and misery, she moved ahead on the track that went on and on over the high mountains.
Sometimes they were on a wide, grassy ridge with a great, leaping drop on the one side, into the start of that valley, and on the other side more gentle slopes down to the Snowy River.
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Sometimes there were fields of the silver-leaved snow daisies, the big white flowers scattering pollen from their yellow centres on the horses' legs as they brushed through. Sometimes the snow grass was bright with everlastings - golden, or pink and white, holding their stiff heads up to catch any breeze. White purslane and blue asters grew too. Sorrel was red, and over the rocks sprayed the pink-mauve of alpine mint bush. Through this wild flowering against the sky, the beautiful creamy brumby filly walked, carrying a rider on her back, her step despondent, her eye dull.
Then a breeze came rippling in the gold, the silver, the white, the blue, and the red. It lifted her mane, and wind and sunlight turned the long hair to flashing silver. It spoke to her of the wild mountains, of speed, of glory. It whispered of the spirits and the sound of long dead-and-gone horses who used to gallop wild and free over these great, rolling, snowgrass mountains. In spite of the rider on her back, in spite of the bit in her mouth, she raised her head and her tail high and stepped out with a swinging step of pride. She would be free! And the white, and gold, and silver daisies, the purslane, and the everlastings, the blue asters and red sorrel all made a royal carpet for the proud and lovely filly.
She, the daughter of the Silver Brumby, would never be​come a tame horse. Sometime, someday, somewhere she would be away with the wind, galloping in freedom over these high mountains.
The boy felt the lightening of her step, saw the proud lift of her head, and, pleased and proud that he was riding such a beautiful filly, let himself imagine that she had got over her misery at being caught.
When they left the western side of Mount Tate, where the garden of flowers grew right to the edge of the vast drop, and where a sparrow hawk watched them as it hovered over space beside them, they went down into a saddle and steeply up again on to the long, long ridges of the Granite Peaks and the Rolling Grounds. Grass, smooth like a lawn, wound between outcrops of rock. Sometimes the ridge became a broad ribbon of snow daisies, and always it was a highway from which one could almost touch the sky. The boy gently urged Kunama into a canter.
Kunama saw the grass and daisy highway ahead of her. Had she been saddleless, riderless, that ridge would have given her
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an invitation to wild, gay galloping; now, suddenly, it invited her to bolt. She sprang away, a silver streak, the grass soft under her hooves.
Swiftly, surely, she galloped along that highway of the sky. Rocks and crags were behind her, below her - her road was a road for a winged horse.
The call of the road was stronger than the spell the boy had woven over her, and he must have realized that nothing would stop her, for he sat forward and let her go. Small herds of grazing cattle scattered, tossing their horns and galloping to a safe place to watch. The sound of Kunama's hooves, drum​ming, thundering must have woken the long-forgotten echoes once made by wild horses as they galloped this self-same road. But the wild horses of the olden days would have been in twos and threes or a herd, never alone, and Kunama tossed her head to the sky in wild longing.
For long, flat stretches the ridge rolled out like a ribbon; there were places where it dropped and places where it turned upwards to the sky; and on, ever on, Kunama galloped. At last a huge tor rose at the end of it, a mountain of rocks piled one on the other, too high, and of too big slabs even for Thowra to climb.
Kunama was gasping for breath, as though she had run a long race, yet if she stopped nothing would be changed, she would be still captive, the rider still on her back.
She could see a way round the mountain, through rocks and scrub. A red-and-white Hereford was standing there as though to show her where to go, but the boy tightened one rein and pulled her head around. Kunama, sobbing for breath, knew she must stop. She kept going till the last possible moment, till the boy had pulled her round to the edge of the western drop. The ground was boggy there, at the head of a creek, and it closed round her feet and up her legs. Too tired to gallop through that bog, she stopped. The creek turned steeply over the edge, and Kunama, right at the edge too, looked over into the great chasm which is at the top of the Geehi River.
The sun was in the west now, and the gorges below were filling with a blue-and-golden mist of shadow. Kunama shivered. In these chasms there could be hiding-places, but could even a sine-footed brumby get down the precipitous cliffs without hurtling to death in the river, thousands of feet below?

The boy rode her round to the north, and Kunama saw that the huge pile of rocks above them was indeed the end of the rolling ridges that had made their sky highway. North, east, and west there were deep valleys. She must take careful notice of the lie of the land. She had heard, in the old stories of brumbies roaming the entire Range, that the main, high moun​tains .ended in Dicky Cooper's Bogong above the Munyang River.
This must be Dicky Cooper, and the Grey Mare, where they were undoubtedly taking her, could not be so very far away. She looked across a tangle of creeks, and clefts, and rivers, of ridges and hills to the north-west, and knew that somewhere there was where the Grey Mare lay.
The sunset glow was pervading the mountains, dusting over the bare hills lifted against the shining sky, dusting rocky tor, or timbered ridge, deep gorge or shining loop of sweet creek water.
Kunama, tired and trembling as she was, her cream coat caked with sweat, captive of man - felt the excitement of it. This strange, alluring country she would make her own! She would belong to no man, and this land would be hers. In years to come when the legend of the beautiful Grey Mare was told - how she roamed the Grey Mare Range, drank at the Ghost Falls, climbed Jagungal - there would be another legend too, how Kunama, the Silver Brumby's Daughter, had galloped these hills, had escaped.... But Kunama, gazing at the un​known land, could not foresee the future.
The man caught up with them after a long while, and they took the easiest way down into the saddle that divides the Munyang from the Dicky Cooper Creek.
They did not go to the hut and yards a short distance down the lonely Munyang Valley, but kept on towards the Grey Mare. Afternoon began to turn to evening when they were in a long, grassy valley that led to the Valentine River.
Kunama could feel the darkness coming as though it was something alive, something she could touch, voices she could hear. Up the darkness crept, whispering up from the gullies, the clefts, the gorges. It seemed to slide up the Valentine Val​ley, seep like a tide round the corner into their valley, lap at the horses' legs, enfold them, whispering, and at last only the sky held light, and mountains and ridges were dark against it. To Kunama all this unknown country seemed to be weird,
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mysterious. No wonder that fabled Grey Mare had loved its round, bare mountains, its grassy domes where a horse could dance in the wind. Kunama imagined herself rearing against the evening sky and then galloping down into darkness.
Night flowed in, and slowly stars brightened as the sky became darker. When the man pulled up before crossing the Valentine River, Kunama looked back and saw the Southern Cross hanging over the Cascades and the Secret Valley. How far they had travelled! How far she would have to go to reach home!
They had indeed come a long way, and Kunama had borne saddle and rider for most of it. She was so tired that she was shying at shadows, her head full of queer imaginings. Often it seemed to her that there was a grey mare upon the ridge above, and when they crossed the Valentine and went in among the snowgums, the grey mare seemed always to be in the trees to one side.
Through the trees, the whispering trees, and through dark​ness, they went: upwards and then steeply downwards, trees brushing them, stones rolling underfoot, the sound of water ahead, and the stars bright above.
Kunama could tell that the boy on her back was tired too, and the strangely compelling power of his hands, of his knees, of his voice seemed weaker. The man was in the lead now, the loose pack-horse and stock-horse followed behind him, and Kunama was at the rear. They reached the creek, at the bot​tom of the steep ridge, and followed it downwards, with the sound of falling water growing more and more insistent.
The old moon was just rising when the man stopped and put his horse into the rushing stream. The noise of falling water sounded very close, and Kunama, looking towards the sound, saw, over a spur, the moon-blanched lace of a great waterfall coming down between the ridge they had just crossed and a high mountain. The boy gave no sign that she should follow the other horses into the fast, boulder-strewn stream, and all of a sudden she realized he was asleep in the saddle and that all his strange power had gone from him.
Quick as a flash, right there below the moonlit ribbon of foam and falling water that men call the Ghost Falls, Kunama put her head between her forefeet and bucked.
She felt the boy leave the saddle and watched him, a moving 134
shadow in the darkness, land on the ground. Then she sprang away, taking in a vast gulp of fresh air as she leapt.
The empty stirrups flapped and bumped, the reins snagged a rock. She made for the cover of the trees, but the man was after her already. She put her foot through the reins, stumbled, freed herself. Then the reins caught in a log.
She reared and plunged, screaming, snorting, but the bridle did not break, and the man was alongside, off his horse, seizing her. Her wild burst of freedom was over, though she continued to pull back, scream, and strike.
She could just see the shadowy form of the boy scrambling up the slope in the dark. Something told her that once his hand was on the reins again she would be quiet. She fought like a demon while only the man held her. She did not get away, and the boy swung into the saddle even as she plunged. Once again that current of sympathy flowed into her from his hands. She went back quietly to the water's edge.
Downriver she saw a deep gorge, all black, unlit by the moon, the gorge into which the streams ran. The waterfall river rushed into the one they were going to cross, and Kunama could now see that this creek in front of her was made up of three creeks that all met together just above. This mysterious hollow was the meeting-place of many waters.
Tired though she was, Kunama knew, from all Thowra's training, that her escape would depend on knowing where she was, and she now guessed that here, where all the waters joined together and went on to vanish in the dark gorge, was the start of the big river that flowed at the very foot of the main Range - the Geehi River. She had heard the cattle speak of the Geehi River and seen its shining loops herself today.
Now she stumbled and slipped through the rushing stream whose bed was filled with huge, slippery boulders. There was the reflection of the rather shapeless old moon in the water. She put her nose down to touch it.
The opposite bank was undercut by the water, and covered with heather. It was a rough scramble to climb up it, particu​larly with a rider. Kunama felt her quarters straining as she got ready to jump out.
They went on, up the narrow, curving valley of the third creek, leaving behind them the strange meeting-place of the waters. Perhaps they went a mile, perhaps a little more, one
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leg plodding after the other, hooves sometimes meeting sharp stones in the snowgrass, plodding, plodding. Then the man turned up a ridge towards the dim outline of a hut and a fence.
Suddenly they seemed to be in the open night. Ridges had fallen away from them. The mountains of the Main Range were vast shapes against the stars. Moonlight touched rock and crag. Magic hung about them.
Kunama stood breathless, staring - and while she stared the first hobble strap was buckled round her leg.
The Grey Mare
Each night Kunama was hobbled.
The horse paddock had quite a good fence, but each night the dreaded, imprisoning hobbles were fastened round her sore fetlocks. It took both the man and his son to hold her because she quickly learnt to rear, and strike, and bite while they tried to strap them on. Even the gentleness of the boy's touch could not quieten her when she felt the hobble straps. Each time they hobbled her she got too wild with fear and anger to know that the boy regretted doing it. Each time it happened her spirit soared wilder and freer.
One evening she heard the man say:
"I do not like it, son. She turned into a bad horse the day we caught her - and she's not improving."
"She's quiet while I ride her," the boy answered.
"She's not really quiet. If you went to sleep again she'd still throw you. She's not to be trusted."
Kunama could hear their voices as they walked away, up to the hut, but, while the stars began to gleam in the soft sky, while some wild duck flew, necks outstretched, across its vast arch, she knew that she was a prize which those two men, father and son, could not bear to lose. There had been a price on her head, not only a price in money, but in courage. These men were proud to have caught one of the ghost horses: the boy was proud to ride her.
All night long Kunama stood still or lay beneath the glowing stars, watching the turn of the sky, as though she were right out in space, on the curve of the world, unprotected by valley sides or trees.

Throughout this night Kunama saw or felt an indefinable change come to the stars and the sky. Perhaps the stars grew brighter, colder. Then, when she went to drink at the little creek, the water - always cold - had a hint of brittleness. She knew as it touched her lips. She knew as she looked at the sky that autumn was coming early.
She kept looking towards the south, at the faint outlines of mountains against the procession of stars. Once on the shadowy dome of the Bare Spur she thought she saw, dwarfed by dis​tance, a shadow horse. She told herself it was only imagination, like the imaginary grey mare that had seemed to accompany her on their night journey from the Valentine River. She stared through the star-struck darkness, and nothing was there, only the bare dome. It must be just her own longing that made phantom horses roam the hills at night.
She slept for a while and dreamed that she was galloping headlong, in mad joy, down that Bare Spur that stands oppo​site the Ghost Falls above the meeting of the waters. Some​where on a high mountain, in her dream, Thowra was calling to her as she galloped, and she answered him.
The nickering start of a neigh in her own nostrils woke her. She was answering! She leapt up and the detested hobbles nearly brought her down again. She stood tensely, waiting, listening - Kunama waiting alone on the high, bare ridge off the Grey Mare, unprotected from the sky by trees, or rocks, or higher mountains. Then it came again, the clear, trumpeting call of Thowra, and she threw up her head and answered him.
It must be Thowra, standing shadowy on the Bare Spur - not even a shape, just the idea of a horse and his voice.
Kunama strained her eyes to pierce distance and darkness. For one certain second there was a starlit, silver horse, small and distant but there on the Bare Spur - after that she could see nothing.
There was nothing more - no sound, no sign - only the empty night with the mountain breeze blowing in to fill the space between the silent hills and the great, star-scattered sky. Though she, Kunama, was fenced in and hobbled, held prisoner of the man and the boy who slept in the long hut on the open ridge, Thowra had found her!
Against the starred sky she could see the outlines of ridge and hills, the high, mysterious land that lay around her, and once again she knew that one day she would gallop there, free
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as the wind. Restlessly she moved her hobbled legs.
In the morning the stream was colder to drink and Kunama remembered that, before Thowra's call had disturbed her sleep, she had suddenly known that autumn was coming early.
Days and nights passed before the man and his son seemed to notice the indefinable stilling of life that was the oncoming autumn. Then one morning the early shafts of sunlight seemed to be cutting through ice. The air was brittle, glittering, and the man came to the door of the hut and stood, feeling the change in the season. That day they started the autumn muster.
Nights had gone by without Kunama hearing a sound of Thowra, but that night after they had started gathering the Herefords together in the valley of the Grey Mare Creek, Kunama was again woken from sleep by a sound - or a dream? She woke, the answering neigh dying in her own throat. She listened. From along the banks of the creek came the restless lowing of the beasts - nothing more. She could not sleep again but stood listening till dawn began to creep up the sky, but there was nothing, only the sound of the cattle, the song of the streams and the movement of the mountain wind.
The next day and the next and the next, the boy rode her over the mountains, gathering together mobs of cattle. Often he talked to her as they went along, and patted her neck. Whenever they stopped for a meal he would stand by her head and rub her ears, and while he was touching her the wild long​ing for freedom was stilled by his hands, because of a queer sort of affection she could not help feeling for this boy who rode her with such pride. Except when she was hobbled at night, and the boy sleeping, she was never left alone.
There were men all over the mountains mustering their cattle, and another stockman came up from the great valley to help the man and his son. Blue, they called this man, and he came riding along one evening just as they came up from the creek to the horse paddock gate. Kunama knew that a stranger approached before the boy did, and she reared and snorted as he came towards them. She could feel his eyes on her, then his strange voice said:
"I heard as how you'd caught one of the silver brumbies. She looks like she's a bad 'un."
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"Not really," the boy said quickly, but already his father was saying:
"I'm afraid so, and I'm afraid it is we who have turned her bad."
"She's wonderful after cattle." The boy's voice was eager.
"Yes, I've heard that too, I met some men on the way down, and they said that her like had never been seen since the Grey Mare herself galloped these hills. But they said as how she would never be anything but wild and real bad too."
"I don't think she's bad," the boy declared, his hand resting on Kunama's wither."
The strange stockman, Blue, was still in the horse paddock when they started to hobble Kunama and there was something about the nearness of him that seemed to break the bond of sympathy between her and the boy.
Each night when they went to hobble her, she fought with fury - this time she became quite mad, leaping suddenly for the stranger with teeth bared, screaming with fury. She saw the horror on his face as he turned to run for the fence. The boy called out in fear: his father was running behind her. Her teeth closed like clamps - but there was only faded grey shirt between them. She smelt the hot smell of fear, then the stock​man tore himself free and scrambled over the fence, cutting his hand on the barbed wire, so that now there was the smell of blood too.
Kunama sat back on her haunches and swung round, striking out with her forelegs at the man coming behind her. One hoof struck, solid and hard, at his right shoulder. The boy, at first frozen still with horror, was running now - hurtling himself through the air to catch her by the bridle. He had one hand on the cheek strap as she reared again.
The broken reins flapped loose around the boy's legs as she swung him clear of the ground. Then with a wild move​ment of cream neck and shoulders, like a whip cracking, she flung him on to the snowgrass ten yards away.
The boy bounced up and on to his feet. The man, holding his right shoulder, came forward at the run. Blue came back through the fence. Kunama watched them all with wildly roll​ing eyes, then began backing away.
The barbed wire of the fence pricked her quarters sharply; she started forward again. She reared up to strike: she swung
139
round to kick, and all the time the tides of the night were rising, rising from the valleys.
They caught her and they hobbled her as the last glow died round the rock head of Dicky Cooper's Bogong.
That night she called her misery to the empty, silent hills. The autumn moon rose, half full, and a million moons were reflected in the streams - glittering moons that were stretched out in long ripples by the swift rushing water. There was no quiet, round pool here that would just contain the full moon, but when Kunama went to the creek to drink, her nose touched the rippled reflection and she wished the same wish that had risen in her mind when Benni bade her drink from the moon. To be free was all she wanted.
She drank deeply and called again, longing for an answer from a horse of her own wild herd, or for Benni to come hop​ping up out of the moonlight.
The emptiness of the moon-white night seemed to touch her coldly - fingers of moonlight, fingers of starlight, deathly cold. She called, ceaselessly called, all the cold night through - and never an answer came.
A number of the Grey Mare Lease cattle were missing, and day after day the men scoured the mountains for them.
If two or three beasts were suddenly seen making down a steep gully Kunama was the one horse that could gallop after them - Kunama galloped down precipitous rocks with stones flying out behind her hooves. Never a stumble did she make as she raced down, swung the beasts, kept on their flanks as they galloped, swung them again. There was a sort of wild fun in this, in the breathless gallop, in matching stride for stride with the great red-and-white beasts. Kunama smelt their hot breath, saw the white heads go down, saw the wide spread horns toss, then away, away they would go, red-and-white legs out​stretched and her cream ones beside them. Sometimes her shoulder would touch the shoulder of a beast and the cattle smell would blot out all other scent.
In those last days of the muster the sky was grey and threatening, and everything - the birds, the insects, the trees,
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and, above all, the wind - said: "Winter is coming. Winter is coming."
Perhaps it was the oncoming winter that upset Kunama; she grew wilder and wilder every day till the boy could hardly control her. She did not know what drove her suddenly, in those days, to leap out almost from under the saddle and gallop as though from a shadow - or after a shadow - swift, through the wind-whipping trees.
Rain came falling, rain in great leaden sheets, in the grey day's ending, after they had searched and searched for the missing cattle and found nothing at all. The rain fell down, out of the weighted sky on to the sombre, grey mountains, and the air grew cold, cold, cold. Kunama knew it was going to snow.
"Snow!" "Snow!" the men said as they unsaddled. "Snow!" the cattle lowed while they moved uneasily to and fro in the valley. "Snow, my snow," Kunama thought.
In the night the snow began to fall. Kunama felt the touch of the first flake, like a frozen feather alighting on her back, then feather after feather fell through the air, cold and quiet, coating the ground, the trees, the fence posts, the roof of the long hut in which the men slept. For two hours or three hours it fell - the first snow of the winter - enough to tell the men that it was time their herds had left the mountains.
Kunama, hobbled, felt intensely cold, yet the coming of the snow filled her with excitement. Somehow she would escape. In the swirling snowstorm she could hide herself. But the next morning there was a bluish light in the clouds at dawn, and soon after sunrise the clouds rolled away leaving a fine day and a glittering white world.
The men came out for their horses, saddled up, and rode away again for one more search for the missing beasts. During the day the snow melted. No track nor trace of the cattle was found and the men went back to the camp early. Kunama watched them fussing around with pack saddles and bags, get​ting ready for something, and she did not know what it was.
In the night cattle moving restlessly near the fence mur​mured : "Down to the valley...." and a sudden terror invaded her. What did all this mean? Trembling with fear and with cold, she looked round at the mountains outlined against the starry sky, and as she looked a sound came through the night,
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the wild, wild call of a stallion, the call of a stallion to his mate.
"Here am I! Here am I!" She flung up her head and answered, without heeding the men who slept in the hut.
Then Tambo's call rang out again and again, coming closer across the bare hills, and again and again she answered him.
The door of the hut opened and, in the stillness when the flying echoes and Tambo's call itself had died down, there was the sound of men's voices.
To Kunama, for once, their voices were unimportant. Tambo was coming across the dark hills to see her - Tambo the horse of the night, the invisible horse, the fleeting shadow that had been made visible for her, many moons ago now, by a flash of lightning, there above the Secret Valley on the Lookout Platform.
Tambo's call kept coming closer and she answered each one, her head thrown up to the stars, but she stood, unmoving, by the fence, waiting for him. Never before had she felt the full horror of the hobbles. It was not until Tambo's nose was touching hers over the fence that she took notice of the men's voices, realized that they, too, were near.
With a warning whinny in her nostrils she swung round in the direction from which their voices came. Tambo shied away from the hobbles' strange clank. Then there was a man run​ning and shouting; there was a whip cracking; there was wilder clanking of the hobbles, and frightened neighing from the stock horses.
Kunama heard the sound of Tambo galloping away and even before the halter was slipped over her head, knew that it was all over, that, though Tambo was near, she was once again alone in the great, empty night.
Printless Through the Snow
The two men and the boy were up and moving about before the stars had paled and the sun risen. Smoke rose from the chimney: there was the smell of food cooking. Early, far earlier than usual, they were outside, strapping pack-bags, saddling pack-horses. The dread morning had come.
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The boy put on Kunama's saddle and a halter over her bridle. He tied her to the fence but did not take off her hobbles. As though he feared Tambo might turn into a geni and spring up out of the ground and steal her away, he left her hobbled till they were ready to leave, till the packs were all fastened on, oilskin coats rolled and strapped in front of the saddles, and lastly the fire quenched in the hut so that after a final dense billow, there was no smoke from the chimney.
Kunama stood shaking, sweat breaking out and streaking her coat in long, dark lines that wrote: "Fear! Fear!"
It was barely light, just a cold, silver greyness illuminated the sky and outlined ridge and hill, leaving the valleys still in the night. The men came towards their horses, coiled whips in their hands. The boy stooped to undo the hobbles and swiftly swung into the saddle. Just as Kunama thought she heard Tambo call and, as a great flood of desperation flowed through and over her, she jambed her head down between her knees and bucked and bucked.
Not even the quiet murmur of the boy's voice, nor the touch of his hand on her wither, could stop her, but when he did not fly out of the saddle with the first bucks, she gave up and bolted instead, down the ridge and then along the winding valley floor towards the meeting place of all the waters - bolting through the grey light before the dawn, not heeding the grass- hidden rocks, simply crashing and stumbling over them, some​times only just keeping on her feet.
Frost brushed off the grass heads against her legs. The valley air was cold, dark. She went headlong into it, and down along the darkling stream; headlong down to the Ghost Falls and all the hills' gathered waters.
The boy clung there in the saddle, and his hands were heavier on the bit than usual. Though she was not really think​ing of anything except the mad need to be free, at the back of her mind she knew that he was afraid.
The Straight Creek had flowed into the Grey Mare Creek, and the stream on the valley floor was wider now. It reflected some of the creeping lights in the sky. Not much further on the Rocky Plains Creek would come rushing down its valley, turning the whole thing into a broad river to be met by the Valentine, below the Falls - a broad river into which Kunama might simply hurtle.
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for her to stop - that she might not want to stop. If he were
going to save himself he must pull her up somehow.
She felt her head pulled savagely round to the off side so that she nearly fell. Just here the bare ridges had become very steep, and he had turned her straight into one. She leapt and strained upwards, but the boy tightened the fierce hold on her mouth, and gradually pulled her up, Kunama stood with her head hanging, her breath gasping out, and streams of sweat pouring down her flanks and meeting under her belly to run on to the ground.
Below them there was still a well of darkness where the creeks met, but sudden light flared on the rocks of the Ghost. Kunama never raised her head, never saw the coal-black stal​lion framed in light.
The black stallion followed a long distance off, followed when the boy turned her back to the hut, and stood watching when they were joined by the other men; then followed again. Soon, Tambo saw his wildly galloping mate, surely out of control, going after the scattered cattle, swinging, propping, twisting, turning, and always bringing the bullocks to the main mob.
When the cattle in a bellowing herd of red-and-white hides and flashing horns were moving steadily along the valley of the Grey Mare Creek he cut across behind them and climbed up on to the Grey Mare's Bogong. There he went high-stepping along the ridge, proud and free, but watching everything. The dawn had come now, and the bright sunlight shone on the tossing horns, dripped off the snowgum leaves - glanced off Jagungal's rocks. Sometimes it shone into Tambo's eyes in blinding light, but there was no heat in its rays. The cold was intense. He followed the mob, cutting corners, standing watch​ing, never too close - getting further and further from home, further from the south where the brumbies run.
Several times, as they drove the cattle down the scrubby valley between the Rocky Bogong and Third Hill, Kunama felt sure that there was something close, but the watcher was hidden right away among the rocks.
The cattle were troublesome. Once they got out of the con​stricting valley, and all the way, over the low, rolling hills and up and down snowgum lanes, they were breaking and
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galloping, with the riders after them. Down, where the hill drops steeply through mountain ash, down, down into the Pretty Plain Valley, the cattle went in rushing streams of red and white, and Kunama, with the sharp tang of the mountain ash leaves in her nostrils reminding her of the long ridge down from the Cascades, went madly galloping after them, enjoying, as she always did, the rounding up of the beasts, the thrilling matching of stride for stride with the outstretched, straining red-and-white legs. So Kunama reached Pretty Plain without much time to wonder where she was going.
Through those early hours of the morning, instead of the day warming up, the cold was getting fiercer, and a faint haze was spreading over the pale, brittle-blue sky, weakening the sun's rays. It was as though the fierce cold was biting and stinging the bullocks, for they still broke and galloped. Even by the time they had gone, mooing and booing, past the stout log cabin, down the lovely quiet valley, across the plain and were headed upwards on to the Broadway Top, they were still touchy, ready to go.
Tambo went up another ridge and reached the long Broad​way Top just as the leaders of the mob and Kunama, out on the wing, climbed on to it further along. He and Kunama must have looked over the edge at the same time - seen the same soft, billowing, silver-grey sea below them stretching infinitely onwards.
Kunama stopped in her stride - staring out. It had flowed back again, this strange, strange sea over which she and Thowra had looked - flowed back, lapping around the mountains, touching the side of the Broadway Top not far below the mob of cattle, not far below herself. It was immense. The land on the other side was far away, the islands separated by the grey, motionless sea.
Just then a few beasts started to break away towards it. For once Kunama did not jump away and after them before her rider could motion her to go. She stood staring at the soft, grey billows that went on, and on, and on, till the boy had to urge her after the cattle and then she went tearing down to​wards the huge sea, swinging the beasts back to the mob but with many a fearful glance at what lay below her.
Something seemed to get into the red-and-white mob, and all the way along the Broadway Top, among wind-twisted snowgums, the beasts broke and galloped hither and thither,
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white heads down bellowing, earth and snowgrass flying up behind.
Kunama galloped so fast that the thought of the sinister sea slid below the top surface of her mind. The wild exhilaration of chasing the cattle gripped her completely as they broke and burst down a gully where the snowgums whipped face and shoulders, or as they went headlong down a long, grassy ridge, almost to the brink of the slowly billowing sea. Kunama saw that sea out of one eye as she swung the beasts with their great raking horns, and she half felt the cold shiver along her back​bone, but then she was driving the cattle back up to the main mob again and along the wide ridge-top, she was galloping, and twisting, and swinging, holding them, and pushing them up a narrow track between thick snowgums.
All of a sudden they were turning the mob across the ridge, and in a very short distance they were at the head of a long, swiftly dropping spur - the Long Spur, it was, but Kunama had forgotten she had ever heard tales of this spur with its cattle track.
There were deep, deep gullies opening on either side, funnel-shaped, mountain ash-filled gullies that seemed to suck the cattle down off the track, and everything had queer blurred outlines from the speed at which she was galloping.
Behind, unseen by any of the horses or their riders, a black stallion stood watching.
Kunama, from the head of a deep gully, looked down once and saw the mysterious sea below her, but the rising tide of terror was checked again by a gallop after another breaking beast. Then, all of a sudden, tendrils of wet air, of grey-white vapour touched nostrils and ears, wreathed round shoulders. She gasped with fear and the wet air filled her lungs, entered right into her. Grey-white vapour twisted around and veiled both beasts and horses. In one moment they had been in the thin sunshine and the next entering into invisibility. She looked back over her shoulder: there was the glitter of sunshine above. She knew then, in that one fearful moment, that they were dropping down, down, down, under the surface of the mist sea. With the lowing of the beasts in her ears she never heard the despairing stallion cry.
Tambo, standing on the sunlit spur-top, saw his cream-and- silver mare sink from sight below the grey sea.
Beasts became looming ghosts in the greyness. Other horses 146
vanished from sight before they had gone many strides. A bunch of cattle breaking away towards a gully melted into the mist. Kunama could hear the two older men swearing. They had left beasts behind on the tops and would have to go back to get them: they did not want to lose any off the Long Spur.
She was breathing in more and more of the queer, wreathing air as she tore headlong down the loose rubble of stones, some​times catching a glimpse of the beasts she was after, sometimes only hearing them ahead.
That night the men put the cattle into a holding paddock, a cleared paddock, on the edge of the forest, the first of many cleared, civilized paddocks. By the time all the horses were hobbled and turned loose the misty evening had become dark night.
There, right on the edge of the forest, the night-time forest noises could be heard - the same noises that sounded all night in the Secret Valley or on the spur leading down from the Cascades. First Kunama was wakened by the weird, mournful cry of a dingo, sounding as though it echoed from a deep hollow. Then came a mopoke's hoot: "Be wise: be wise."
Kunama listened tensely. She felt sure that here, near the friendly trees, one of the forest animals would have some message for her. And down through the night and through the vast, tall trees the message must have come, passed from Mopoke to Flying Phalanger, from the Great Glider to a Frogmouth, from Frogmouth to Bobuck possum, and from the little Bobuck to the Mopoke whom Kunama could hear.
"Mopoke," the grey-white bird called. "Mopoke! Word comes of a black stallion that comes to the Long Spur - here in this country where no brumbies have run for half a hundred years. Mopoke! Mopoke! A black stallion on the Long Spur."
Kunama listened and listened to the murmurings and the bird calls, then started a ceaseless stamping round the fence that divided the paddock from the untamed bush. Through all that remained of the night she walked, short-stepped in the hobbles, listening, longing, till it seemed that the murmuring bush was closing in on the paddock and that she would surely be able to vanish through a fence that had melted away - but no dreaming dissolved the straps and the hobble chain. She had come down through the strange sea, left her mountain kingdom and was captive in the valley. No more was she run​ning with her Silver Herd.
With the first faintness of dawn the boy and Blue appeared. Kunama was saddled and one stock-horse. Two pack-horses were caught also. The boy whipped into the saddle. Blue opened the gate. With the pack-horses following, they went back into the forest, back up the track where all the hoofmarks of their mob the evening before were now overlaid with the broad spoor of dingo pads.
The day was grey and rather heavy. All the scents of the bush were strong, strong and sweet in Kunama's nostrils, as she took in great breaths and strode out and upwards, upwards to where a black stallion had been, strode back into the moun​tains. An hour, two hours ago she was captive in the valley, now she returned to the mountains - and to the certainty that she must escape.
The boy and Blue must have been making a last effort to find all their cattle before the impending snowfall, but all she knew was that she was climbing back up again, up the red earth track, past great fallen trees, over bright, swift creeks, and then up, up, up the Long Spur.
Through the peppermints and the ribbongums, through the candlebark, the mountain ash, and the snowgums they climbed, till they were up where the cold wind snatched at them and the soughing strips of bark whispered "Snow, snow, snow!"
Looking back, Kunama saw only the vast valley into which she had become used to looking from the top of the Grey Mare - no great mystic sea. She went on uneasily. Out of this sea the two men - the boy and his father - had first come, and into this sea Tambo had seen her disappear, had probably given her up for lost. She felt sure, now that he would have gone, not waited for her to come back.
The cold wind ruffled her mane, her tail. Snowgum branches made the screeve, screeve sound as they rubbed to​gether. They were out of the tall timber now and nearing the top of the Spur. All of a sudden she saw Tambo's spoor and it was indeed heading back to the Broadway Top. She put her head down and started a jog trot as she traced him through all the cattle tracks. Nothing the boy could do made her keep her head up. Nose to ground she jogged along the trail.
Tambo had gone back along the cattle track and he had gone slowly, but Kunama knew she would not catch up with him - the tracks were some hours old. He had gone, without hope of
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ever seeing her again. He would go straight back to Jilla and Wanga and the other herds on Paddy Rush's Bogong.
On and on Kunama trotted, almost forgetting the boy on her back. Near the Grey Mare hut she lost Tambo's track and could not find it again. Desolate, she raised her eyes from the ground and, for the first time for some hours, looked at the sky, let herself feel the whole quality of the day - and knew it was going to snow heavily.
They reached the hut by midday and spent the darkening afternoon searching all around the tangled gullies of Ryrie's Parlour for the cattle. The boy often caressed Kunama's neck or patted her on the wither, constantly spoke to her, softly, very softly as though he did not want Blue to hear - and she, herself, could not really hear. She felt something unusual about the boy's behaviour, and felt something warning in the weather.
The men failed to find any cattle and perhaps because of the whole feeling of bad weather coming very soon, they kept searching and searching till night had almost closed right down on valley, ridge and stream. There was complete silence - no plover cried from the creek, no cattle lowed: there was no wild stallion call.
The boy and Blue put their horses in the paddock, hobbled them, and went over to the hut. Soon smoke rose, and a dim lantern light showed in the window. Down from the sky came the first drifting flakes.
Snow fell all through the night. By dawn it was still snowing and several inches lay on the ground. The long ridges, the valleys, the dome-shaped hills, the peaks, were all covered in white, and indistinct in the snow-laden air. The silence was even more intense, and it was cold, so cold.
Kunama did not hear the door of the hut opening, but she saw the boy coming towards her across the snow and through the thick-falling flakes. He had a handful of oats which he held out to her, and his voice seemed filled with sorrow. He stooped and undid the hobbles, and as she stood, bewildered, he patted her on the neck, very gently, and she heard him say:
"You are hating it more and more, my lovely silver filly. Go! Go now, in the snow in which you are invisible!" And he slipped and slid through the snow to the gate and opened it.
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Disbelieving, and stepping stiffly from the cold, Kunama went cautiously to the opening, sniffing at the space where the gate had been. He did not try to stop her. She gathered herself together and shot through.
She looked back once. The boy was still standing there, a black, hooded figure as he had been when he came up out of the mystic sea at morning. Then she was away, away, away, galloping through the vast snowfields.
The drifts of falling flakes filled her footmarks so that in a few moments no track was there and Kunama went printless through the snow, printless as the mopoke had said she must.
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High and Wide were the Mountains
Kunama crossed the Rocky Plains Creek at the meeting-place of all the waters. There, in that deep bowl in the mountains, no wind disturbed the falling curtain of snow: each flake fell slowly down.
Through a lace of snowflakes she saw the froth and foam of the waterfall pouring down the side of the Ghost. It was here that the boy had gone to sleep and she had bucked him off. She saw the snow-covered outline of the log that had snagged her reins.... The boy would find his cattle and go back under the mysterious sea.... She twitched her ears as though she could feel his gentle hands stroking them....
Up she climbed, over the ridge that divided the Rocky Plains Creek from the Valentine, following exactly the way they had come. On the ridge-top and down the other side she galloped for pure joy, galloped through the snow. Her flying hooves cut through to the grass but the falling flakes soon filled each spoor, and it was as though only the lovely wraith of a horse had passed over the land. And Kunama reared and pranced for joy: she was a ghost horse again, invisible in the snow: free in all the freedom of the hills. She forgot that she had ever had a bit in her mouth, forgot the dread hobbles, forgot that she had worn a saddle, carried a rider.
She crossed the Valentine River and stopped prancing, set​ting forth at a steady pace for home. She had a long way to go and the snow might be deeper on the Main Range. It cer​tainly seemed to be falling faster, thicker - and then suddenly, through the white curtain, she saw a small mob of beasts.
She stopped, ice-still. She saw the red flanks, the red on the legs, the dark beasts in the white world, then, looming up through the snowstorm, saw a man on a horse. Still, still, she stood, so still, and perhaps it was because she stood there as though she did not exist that the leading cattle snorted in terror, stopped, refused to move, then broke away to the other side of the valley.
Kunama could see the shadowy men galloping after them.
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One man, just for a moment, peered through the falling flakes straight towards her. She heard him exclaim as he went, but the loss of a mob of cattle when the first of the winter snow was falling would be a serious thing, so it was more important to follow the cattle than any ghostly horse.
Kunama waited till they were gone in the steadily falling snow, then she galloped up the valley towards the Munyang and Dicky Cooper's Bogong, with the falling flakes covering her tracks. She galloped fast because the sight of men had filled her with dread.
When she had got well away she slackened speed to a pace which she could keep up for a long time. She kept looking back and forth and all around, for where one lot of musterers had been there could be others, and went on and on, proudly, gaily. Ahead was the Secret Valley, and Silver Herd, freedom and safety. Here and now were the mountains, high and wide, and hers.
The snowstorm was not so heavy by the time she reached the slopes of Dicky Cooper's Bogong, but for nearly all that day the grey, lowering clouds clung to the mountains and the big flakes drifted softly through the grey air.
In Dicky Cooper's Creek she passed three more Herefords and those beasts did not even see her. She stood, backed into a steep slope, hidden in her cloak of invisibility, the drifting flakes merging with her own silver winter coat.
Up, up she went, up the steep side of Dicky Cooper's Bogong. All the heather bushes were bowed with snow. Soon, with a few more snowfalls they would be completely hidden, and by then, unless the snow was wind-packed and frozen, it would be too deep for horses to tread.
The clouds were so thick that she could not see the great rocky tor which is the summit of Dicky Cooper, but she knew when she was close to it, and knew when she was setting out on the mountain highway, among the Granite Peaks. Many a man has got lost in the Granite Peaks and on the Rolling Grounds when the mist and clouds cover them, but Kunama went un​erringly, knowing by instinct the way she should go - a form​less, printless cloud passing through clouds. Only the cold touch of the snow on her ears, her withers, her quarters, her legs, only this cold touch and her own boundless joy which tingled right through her to the tips of her hair made her cer​tain of her own reality. Cloud, or wraith, or will o' the wisp
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as she might seem to be, she knew she was herself, Kunama, crossing the Range on the way home.
Luckily for Kunama the snow kept on quietly falling out of the grey clouds and no wind blew; even a joy-filled silver filly might not have been able to keep her feet on the high bridle-track against the sky had a real blizzard raged. Now she walked along the edge of cliffs that she could not see, walk​ing through the clouds above the great drops into Geehi, tread​ing the narrow path with wild exuberance. What cared she if there were chasms and gorges below her? She could feel them, feel, through the clouds, their great emptiness drawing her, but she would go on treading her unseen narrow path, every step taking her closer to the Ramshead, the Crackenback, the Secret Valley.
All day she went trot, trot, trotting on through the cloud and the curtain of falling snow. At last she rounded the final steep cliff that hung above the cloud-hidden Lake Albina and turned in towards Kosciusko and Lake Cootapatamba and the headwaters of the Snowy. She was tired because the snow underfoot was getting a little deeper all the time, and now it was falling more heavily again: also she had travelled a long way that day.
Without making a single mistake she turned into the heart of the mountains and crossed over the Northcote Pass, with all the white land still shrouded by cloud.
As she scrambled up on to the road that runs to the summit of Kosciusko, she was not five yards away from two horsemen.
Kunama stopped, astounded beyond all movement. The men reined in. They were so close that she could see the snowflakes falling on their faces, and their clothes white with snow.
Men! But Kunama was free and in her snow. How could she feel fear! As Thowra might have done, she reared up on her strong hind legs, straight in front of them, and neighed wildly, triumphantly, then vanished into the dense curtain of flakes.
She heard a man's voice exclaim:
"A ghost horse!" But she had gone already, flying through the snow.
Evening was creeping over the mountains. There was dark​ness behind and around the thick white flakes. Tired though she was, Kunama bucked gaily as she went on her way over the great white swamp which is the head of the Snowy River.
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When she got among the tors of the Ramshead Range, the wind was just starting to get up. The buffeting roar of it sounded round the rocks, and then it came in a thin wail and whistle. This was the start of the blizzard, the blizzard that would always befriend her.
The snow beat against her, now, in smaller, harder flakes, and night came on the wings of the wind, hiding all, but Kunama was in her own Ramshead country where she and Thowra had raced and played since she was a yearling, where she had brought her mate, Tambo - the Ramshead where her granddam, Bel Bel, had come to have her foal and had later come so that she might lie down and die in her beloved high country. Kunama raised her head to the falling flakes, let the wind fly through her forelock, thread each hair with snow. Oh glory, glory! She cantered on between the tors and then turned down, down steeply over the edge, down over the open snow- field, wide under darkness, down through the friendly snow- gums where the soft snow was already lying along the branches, coating leaves, down through the thick scrub, down through the stormy night to the Crackenback River. With every breath she seemed to fill herself with joy.
At the old familiar crossing near Paddy Rush's Bogong, she went over the shallow, winter river. Here, lower in the moun​tains, the blizzard did not blow so hard nor the snow fall so thickly. She stopped for a moment drinking the water, and it was fire and life coursing through her, as the waters of the Grey Mare Creek had never been. As she stood, she had time to notice a radiance that drifted down with the falling snow. The dark river, the snow-bowed, silent bush, the flakes them​selves, were all charmed by an unearthly light. The moon must be full, riding high above the blizzard. She turned upstream for the black-sallee thickets.
They seemed further away than usual, she was tired, and when she reached them, she crept quietly through the dark trees and the snow-covered ropes of old-man's-beard. All was silent and, it seemed, empty of everyone except herself, yet Kunama pushed on till she came to the little clearing. By the pale, white light she noticed that the clearing appeared even smaller, every branch and bush around it being bowed over with the snow. Everything was white except the dark pool in the centre which was sheened over with silver. There was no Benni, and Benni had said: "Whenever the moon is full..
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However it was winter now, and kangaroos did not like snow.
Kunama put down her nose to drink from the pool, and this time she was not afraid. The snow-filled night was hers, friendly and safe. Cold, silver water trickled down her throat. Then as she bent again, her breath whispered: "Freedom! Freedom!" and barely rippled the water. Just then the snow shook off one of the bowed branches. A sleepy, pointed grey face peered out at her, and his eyes suddenly brightened.
"I thought you'd come tonight," he said, "when the first real snow made you invisible."
"Benni! Benni!" Kunama circled round him with plea​sure. "You said you would be here whenever the moon was full, but I thought you might have left the high country for winter, and everything seemed so empty."
"I would have gone, but I've waited for you."
"Dear Benni." Kunama rubbed her head against him. "Dear Benni, how good it is to see you."
"Well, Silver Filly, I too am glad to see you. You were not born for the world of men."
"I! I am a part of the wild mountain blizzard, and to the Silver Herd I belong, but it was a boy who freed me," Kunama said, then spoke again quickly: "Benni, can you tell me any​thing of Tambo? He was right over on the Long Spur and can only be a day ahead of me."
"I knew you'd ask about that black horse sometime." Benni folded his paws neatly. "He passed here a few hours ago, going towards the Secret Valley."
"I must go! I must go!"
"Well, I am going that way to meet Silky. We can go to​gether. I am fresh and you are tired and, even though you are very anxious to find Tambo, we will travel about the same pace."
He led out of the black-sallee thicket, and with one back​ward glance at the silvered pool of the moon, Kunama followed him. Where the black sallees ended, and they were once more in open country, Benni stopped and listened. No sound broke the profound silence.
"All is well," Benni said, and set off for the Secret Valley.
Once again Kunama found herself trotting and cantering through the trees behind the grey kangaroo, following his long hops. This time there would be no Spear to rise up like a chest​nut rock under their feet, and this time it was winter and dark,
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and the snow was falling through a silvery radiance of moon glow, this time she was wild with happiness.
On through the night and the snow they travelled, on through the night, and Kunama was so tired that she began to fall asleep, yet still forced herself on.
It seemed to her that there had been hours of darkness, hours of going on and on through the snow-covered bush and the night, before the strange feeling that they were being fol​lowed began to come to her through the haze of sleep in which she moved. And because she was half-asleep and so tired that she did not seem quite to belong to the usual world, she did not question her own complete certainty that it was no man who followed them.
She stopped to listen, a branch unloading all its snow on her back.
"What is it?" asked Benni, hopping back to her.
"I can hear nothing and smell nothing," said Kunama, "yet I know that we are being followed. "
Benni sat poised as though he was ready to hop off into space, his little paws raised in front of his chest, and listened.
"I feel sure there is nothing. You, Kunama, are imagining things because you are too tired.
"No," Kunama shook her head. "Because I am so tired it is as though I can hear things I could not usually hear - or per​haps I feel them, I do not know, but I am certain..."
"Come on," said Benni. "We'll stop and listen again soon."
When they were among the tall ribbongums and the candle- barks approaching near to the top of the cliffs, she said to Benni:
"Are we just leading someone or something to our Secret Valley? Should we not lead them away?"
"Our tracks are being covered by the snow," Benni ans​wered. "If we disappear no one will ever know where we have gone." And Kunama was so tired that she could not think beyond her longing to be safely at the foot of the cliff with Thowra, the wise and the strong, very close.
Even here the wind was blowing, now, and the howl of it could be heard on the ridges. Kunama saw the shadow of Benni, as he hopped from die cover of the dog wattle to the edge of the cliff, then suddenly he was enveloped in a willy willy, twisted, lengthened, as though a long, thin kangaroo was leaping fantastically into the depths below. Then she, too,
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stepped out among the spiral eddies of wind and snow, felt her mane and tail being swirled around, the snow stinging her eyes - felt sure that someone else was close, close in the storm - and let herself spin in the wind over the cliff-top.
Almost in her sleep, almost unable to believe she was there, she went step after step in the quiet falling snow down the cliff path. She looked up at the steep edge above her once only, and at the only place except the Lookout Platform where it was possible to see more than the steep crags. The snowflakes fell into her eyes, in her nostrils. She blinked them away and could hardly open her eyes again for sleep. Was it a dream, or was there a dark shape in the spiralling snow at the cliff edge? But she must find the Silver Herd - and then sleep. On she went, step after step, after Benni, sleep-filled head held high ... Kunama returning home.
Down the steep cliff, along the little path in the Secret Valley they went, and there, barely visible in the snowfall stood Thowra waiting, standing in front of his herd, Golden, Light​ning, Boon Boon and her foal - the proud Silver Stallion and the Silver Herd to which Kunama belonged.
Far above, a mopoke hooted, and down the cliff path be​hind her, stepping quietly through the night, came Tambo.
Thowra rose slowly on his hind legs and trumpeted a greet​ing to Kunama returning home through the snow, and to her mate, Tambo, welcoming him to the Secret Valley.
