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I turned to my companion and said tell me what you see 

Just a herd of feral horses, was his reply to me 

A herd of feral horses, I pondered that a while 

Then I looked at him and with a little smile 

I said what you say may well be true 

But when I look at them I guess I see much more than you 

I see a proud, majestic herd running wild and running free 

That earned the right to live this way and we should leave them be 

I look out and see our forefathers trekking this great land 

From everywhere they came riding or with a team in hand 

Ordinary people with adventure in their heart 

With extraordinary horses beside them from the start 

Miners on the gold rush trail, navvies laying tracks 

Farmers, ranchers, natives riding on their sturdy backs 

Sometimes a beast of burden, sometimes their only friend 

Sometimes they saved their companions from a fatal end 

 

 

 

Six days a week, from dawn till dusk, the farmer worked the soil 

Six days a week, from dawn till dusk, his faithful horse would toil 

They hauled the logs, they pulled the stumps, they plowed and seeded crop 

And when it came to harvest time, their work would never stop 

And on the seventh day, when the farmer took his rest 

The horse would take them all to church dressed in their Sunday best 

When no longer useful in the fields, he still had work to do 

Taking ma to quilting bees and the young ones off to school 

Sometimes these horses were turned out, sometimes they would just flee 

Sometimes their human partners died, leaving them alone to roam free 

So you may be right, they were feral a hundred years ago 

But look at them again today, you can see that‘s no longer so 

When I look out on a wildie herd, I see their history 

By virtue of that heritage, they have earned the right to live wild and free  

So now my friend I ask again, tell me what you see 

He replied a herd of wild horses, running free as they should be 

 


