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For Pauline, exquisite equestrian and loyal friend of all
creatures, two-footed and four-footed = S.J.
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e first place I remember is a large pleasant meadow, where I lived
with my mother. As soon as | was old enough to eat grass, my
mother used to go out to work in the daytime and come back in the
evening. Our master was a good, kind man, and we were fond of him.

One day, when I was still quite young, I heard the cry of dogs. “They
have found a hare,” said my mother, “and if it comes this way, we shall
see the hunt.”




¢ rushed by; then came the dogs, who leaped
ow. After them came men and women

A hare wild with frigh

over the brook below our mead
on horseback. The hare tried to get through the fence around our

meadow; but it was too late, and the dogs were upon her. Two horses

were down by the brook. One of the riders was getting out of the water
he other lay still. It was Squire Gordon’s only son,

covered with mud; t
The farrier came to look at the horses; he

and his neck was broken.
shook his head over the one, for he had a broken leg. Someone came

with a gun; there was a loud bang and the black horse moved no more.

Not many days after, we heard the church bell tolling for a long time;
they were carrying young Gordon to the churchyard to bury him. What
they did with the black horse, I never knew; but ’twas all for one little

hare.

By the time I was four years old, I had grown quite handsome. My
coat was a bright black, and I had one white foot and a white star

on my forehead. My master decided it was time to break me in.
Breaking in means to teach a horse to wear a saddle and bridle and
to carry a rider on his back. He has also to learn to wear a collar and

harness and to have a cart or carriage fixed behind him so that he drags
it after him. He must learn to go quietly and just as his rider or driver
wishes. He must have no will of his own, but always do his master’s
will, even though he may be very tired or hungry. So breaking in is
very important.

I had been used to a halter, but now I was to have a bit and bridle.
After a good deal of coaxing, my master got the bit into my mouth. [
did not care for it, but I wished to please my master. Next came the
saddle, but that was not so bad. And one morning my master got on
my back and rode me round the meadow on the soft grass. I felt rather
proud to carry my master.

Next my master went with me to the smith’s forge, where the black-
smith took a piece of iron the shape of my foot, clapped it on, and
drove some nails through the shoe into my hoof. But this did not hurt
me, and I stood still on three legs till he had done them all. My feet
felt very stiff and heavy, but in time I got used to it.




Now my master broke me to harness: first the collar; then the bridle
with sidepieces called blinkers against my eyes, so that [ could only see
straight in front of me; and then a small saddle with a nasty stiff strap
that went under my tail—that was the crupper.

My master often drove me in double harness with my mother. She
told me that the better I behaved, the better I should be treated. “But,”
she said, “there are many kinds of men: some are good and thoughtful
like our master, but there are also bad, cruel men and foolish, careless
men. A horse never knows who may buy him, but you have been well
bred and well trained, and I hope you will always be gentle and do your
work with a good will.”

10

quire Gordon decided to buy me, and a man came and took me
S away to the town of Birtwick, where the squire and his family lived.
Squire Gordon’s park was entered by a large iron gate, and then there
was a smooth road between large old trees; then another gate to the
house, which was called the hall, and beyond that the orchard and
stables. I was put in a fine large loose box, and when I looked around,
[ saw in the stall next to mine a little fat gray pony. I said, “How do

you do? What is your name?”




He turned round as far as his halter would allow, for the other stalls
were not loose boxes like mine, but straight stalls, where the horse is
tied up. “My name is Merrylegs. I carry the young ladies on my back,
and they think a great deal of me, and so does James, the stable boy.
Are you going to live in the box?”

Just then a horse’s head looked over from the stall beyond Merrylegs’s;
the ears were laid back, and the eye looked ill-tempered. This was a
tall, handsome chestnut mare. She looked at me and said, “So it is you
who have turned me out of my box.”

“ beg your pardon,” I said. “I have turned no one out; the man who
bought me put me here.”

In the afternoon, when the mare went out, Merrylegs told me: “Ginger
bites. When she was in the loose box, she used to bite and snap very
much, and so my young ladies were afraid to come into the stable, and
I missed them very much. I hope they will now come again, if you do
not bite.”

I told him I never bit anything but my food and could not think what
pleasure Ginger found it.

“I don’t think she does find pleasure in
it,” said Merrylegs. “It’s just a bad habit.
She says no one was ever kind to her and
why should she not bite? But I think she
might be good-tempered here, for John
Manly, our coachman, does all he can to
please her, and you never saw such a kind
boy as James.”
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\ The next morning the squire came to try me. I found that he was a
very good rider and thoughtful of his horse too. When we came home,
Mrs. Gordon asked, “How do you like him, my dear?”

“A pleasanter animal I could not wish to mount,” he replied. “What
shall we call him?”

“He really is quite a beauty, and he has such a sweet, good-tempered

2 A : ' i face and a fine, intelligent eye—what do you say to calling him Black

Beauty?”

“Black Beauty—why, yes, [ think that is a very good name.”
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few days after my hirst ride with the squire, [ wcn’r out wit'll\‘(jingcr
A' S | wondered how we should get on together; but
l"f'h(l Mr:d;,‘:; e d up to her, she behaved
except for laying her ¢
very chll. She did her work hone
tter partner in double harness; John
us in than to urge us forward. After we h
together, we grew quite friendly.
Sometimes on fine Sundays we were turned

d. We galloped, or lay down, or rolled ov
just as we liked; and we talked. One day |

ars back when I was le
stly, and | could not wish to have a

Manly had more often to hold
b ad been out two or three times
out in the paddock or
er on our backs,

the old orchar
or nibbled the sweet grass, and
told Ginger about my bringing up and breaking in.

v
——

“Well,” said she, “if I had had your bringing up, I might have had
as good a temper as you, but it has all been so different with me. The
man that had the care of us young colts did not ill-use us, but he did
not care for us one bit further than to see that we had plenty to eat.
When it came to breaking in, several men cornered me, and one caught
me by the nose and held it so tight 1 could hardly draw my breath.
Another took my jaw in his hard hand and wrenched my mouth open,
and so forced the bit into my mouth. And this was my first experience
of men.

“The old master was a gentle man, but he had given up the trade to
his son, who was a strong, hard man who used to boast that he had
never found a horse that could throw him. He worked me as hard as
he could, and at night I lay down tired and miserable and angry. One
morning he came for me early, with a saddle and bridle and new kind
of bit, He had only just mounted when something | did put him out of
temper, and he pulled hard on the rein. The new bit was very paintul,
and | reared up, which angered him still more, and he began to beat
me. | kicked and plunged as 1 had never done before. For a long time

17



he stuck to the saddle and hurt me cruelly with his whip and spurs, but
after a terrible struggle [ threw him off and galloped to the other end
of the field. The sun was very hot, and the flies settled on my bleeding
flanks. I was hungry, but there was no grass in that field; I wanted to
rest, but with the saddle strapped on tightly, there was no comfort; and
there was not a drop of water to drink.

“At last, as the sun went down, the old master came out with a sieve
of oats in his hand. I stood still and let him come up, for his voice took
all my fear away. He patted me while I ate the oats, and the blood on
my sides seemed to anger him. He led me to the stable; just at the door
stood his son, and I laid my ears back and snapped at him. ‘Stand back,’
said his father. ‘You’ve done a bad day’s work for this filly. You've not
yet learned your trade, for a bad-tempered man will never make a good-
tempered horse.’




: on, "1 was bought by a fash-
o weniX/c \’:verc driven with a bearing
m.g, for it holds your head up very

except with a jerk still higher,
how to bear it. And you have
rp one, and hurt my tongue,
ter only thought we looked
cless and irritable—I could

“After my breaking in \
ionable gentleman tO make up :a tttahm
rein, and | hated it worse than anyVe "
high, and you are not able to mot -
and your neck aches till you d(? no o
two bits instead of one; and mfne wasM e
but if | fretted the whip was laid ond. > ;'re -
spirited and stylish. I grew more an e
not help it—and I began to snap an e
me; for this the groom beat m.e.. One hs;,a o
into the carriage and were straining my cadwp
to kick and rear. 1 broke a lot of harness; an

n anyone came to harness
hey had just buckled us
with that rein, I began
¢ was the end of that

place.

“Of course, it is very different here, and they seem to be kind, and
they do not use the bearing rein; but who knows how long it will last?
I wish I could think about things as you do, but I can’t after all [ have
gone through.”

[ was sorry for Ginger, but as the weeks went on she grew much more
gentle and cheerful and lost her watchful, wary look. “She’ll be as good
as Black Beauty soon,” said John. “Kindness is all the medicine she
wants, poor thing!”

[ grew very fond of John, he was so gentle and kind. When he cleaned
me, he knew the tender and ticklish places; when he brushed my head,
he went as carefully over my eyes as if they were his own. James, the
stable boy, was just as gentle and pleasant in his way, and [ knew myself,
and Ginger and Merrylegs and the others, to be well off in this happy
place.

ne day late in the autumn my master had a journey to make on

business. I was harnessed to the cart, and John went with his
master. There had been a great deal of rain, and now the wind was very
high. We went along merrily till we came to the low wooden bridge.
The man at the tollgate said the river was rising fast.

When we got to the town, the master’s business kept him a long
time. We did not start for home till late in the afternoon, and by the
time we got to the bridge, it was nearly dark. We could just see at the
bank that the water was very high. We were going along at a good pace,
but the moment my feet touched the bridge, 1 felt sure there was some-
thing wrong. [ dared not go forward, and I stopped dead. “Go on,
Beauty,” said my master, and he gave me a touch with the whip, but
I would not stir.

Just then the man at the tollgate on the other side ran up waving a
torch. “Halloo! Stop!” he cried. “The bridge is broken in the middle;
if you come on you'll be into the river.”

21
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d he gently turned me to the road
g way to the next bridge. When
ner was looking out for us.
ng some accident; and
“Are you really

“Dear God!"” said my master, an
by the riverside, but we had to go a lon
we came at last to the park gates, the garde
He said that the mistress had been worried, feari
as we came up to the hall, the mistress ran out, saying,
safe, my dear?”

“We are safe; but if your Black Beauty had not been wiser than we

. . "
were, we should all have been carried down the river.

a visit to some friends who

y master and mistress decided to pay
s was to drive them

lived at a distance from our home, and Jame

there, instead of John, the coachman; for James was soon to go to a.

new place, to work for a friend of the master’s. The master had promised
to give James practice at driving before he left.

Just as the sun was going down we reached the town where we were
to spend the night. We stopped at a large hotel. James stood by while
Ginger and I were rubbed down and given our grain, and then he and
the hostler who had taken care of us left the stable together.

I cannot say how long I slept, but I woke up in the night feeling very
uncomfortable. 1 heard Ginger coughing, and the other horses moved
restlessly. It was quite dark, and the stable was full of smoke. I listened
and heard a soft rushing noise and a low crackling, and there was a red
light flickering at the open hayloft door.

The next thing I heard was James’s voice, quiet and cheery as it always
was. | stood nearest the door, so he came to me first: “Beauty, on with
your bridle.” With him near me, indeed I had no fear; and patting me
soothingly, he led me out of the stable. When we were safe in the yard,
he shouted, “Here, somebody! Take this horse while [ go back for the

other.”
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ne night, a few days after James had left, [ was roused from sleep
i by the ringing of the stable bell. I heard John run up to the hall
i //,/;’,/ from his little cottage near the stable; and then he was back again,
calling out, “Wake up, Beauty, you must go your best tonight.” He took

me at a quick trot up to the hall door, where the squire stood with a
lamp in his hand.

“Ride for your mistress’s life, John,” he said.

John said, “Yes, sir.” The gardener was ready with the gate open,
and away we went through the park and through the village. I don’t
| believe that my grandfather who won the big race at Newmarket could
have gone faster. The church clock struck three as we drew up at

sion in the yard as the other horses were led '
s were pulled free; but above the din I heard
w was my master’s: “James Howard! Are
[ heard a crash within the stable, [

There was much confu
out and the carriages and gig
a loud, clear voice, which [ kne

you there?” There was no answer, but
and the fire roared up, and then I gave a loud joyful neigh as I saw

James coming through the smoke leading Ginger. She was coughing
violently, and he was not able to speak.

“My brave lad!” said our master.

The rest of our journey was very easy; we stopped for two or three ‘
days with the friends of our master and mistress, and then returned }
home. We were glad to be in our own stable again, and John was glad
to see us. James asked, “Do you know who is coming in my place?”

“Little Joe Green,” said John.

“Joe Green! Why, he’s a child!”

“He is fourteen and a half,” said John, “and he is willing and kind-

hearted, and I know the master would like to give him the chance. I
was only as old as Joe when my father and mother died of the fever;
and the master took me into the stable under the coachman that was
here then. I am not the man to turn up his nose at a little boy.”
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wice, and Dr. White, in his night-
b

(l “\X’hc‘lt dO you Wdllt?"
)
nks she Wlll dlC lf you cannot

Dr. White's door. John rang the bell t

. 1

shirt, looked out the window and sa )

“Mrs. Gordon is very ill, sif; master thi
get there.”

“] will come,” he said. He was soon at t

oL
: rse’
tired. May [ have your ho o
ke care of him, sir.” In a

he door. “My horse has been

out all day and is !

John stroked my neck; T was very hot. T
moment we had left John far behind.

Joe was at the gate; my mastet was at the h
went into the house with him, and Joe led me to the stable. I was glad
gs shook under me, and I could only stand and pant,
Joe! As yet he knew very little; but he did

all door, and the doctor

to get home; my le
and 1 steamed all over. Poor ‘
the best he knew. He rubbed my legs and chest, but he did not put my

warm cloth on me; he thought I was so hot I should not like it. Then
he gave me cold water to drink, and some hay and grain, and thinking
he had done right, he went away. Soon | began to tremble, and turned
deadly cold. My legs and chest ached, and I felt sore all over. wished
for John, but he had eight miles to walk, so I lay down in my straw.
After a long while I heard John at the door, and I gave a low moan,
for I was in great pain. He was at my side in a moment. He covered
me with two or three warm cloths; he made me some warm gruel, which
I drank; and then [ went to sleep, but not before I heard John say,
“Stupid boy! No cloth put on, and I dare say the water was cold too.”

I was now very ill, and I could not draw my breath without pain.
John nursed me night and day, and my master, too, often came to see
me. “My poor Beauty,” he said one day, “my good horse, you saved
your mistress's life!”

I do not know how long I was ill. I thought I should die, and I believe
they all thought so too. One night John had to give me some medicine;

30

Joe’s father, Thomas Green, came to help him. “I wish, John, you'd
say a kind word to Joe; the boy is broken-hearted. He is not a bad boy.”

John said slowly, “You must not be too hard on me, Tom. I know
he meant no harm; but that horse is the pride of my heart, to say nothing
of his being such a favorite with the master and mistress. To think that
his life may be flung away in this manner is more than I can bear; but
[ will try to give the boy a good word tomorrow.”

“Well, John! Thank you. I knew you did not wish to be too hard,
and I am glad you see it was only ignorance.”

John’s voice startled me as he answered: “Only ignorance! Only ig-
norance! How can you talk about only ignorance! Don’t you know that
it is the worst thing in the world, next to wickedness? Which does the
most mischief, heaven only knows. If people can say, ‘Oh! I did not
know, I did not mean any harm,’ they think it is all right.”

[ heard no more of this conversation, for the medicine did well and
sent me to sleep, and in the morning I felt much better. But I often
thought of John’s words when I came to know more of the world.
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had now lived in this happy place three years, but sad changes were
I about to come over us. We knew that our mistress was ill; the doctor

was often at the house, and the master looked grave and anxious. Then
we heard that she must leave her home and go to a warm country. The
news fell upon the household like the tolling of a death bell. John went
about his work silent and sad, and Joe no longer whistled.

Master sold Ginger and me to his old friend, the Earl of W—, for
he thought we should have a good place there; Merrylegs he had given
to the vicar on the condition that he should never be sold.

The last sad day had come; the heavy luggage had been sent off the
day before, and most of the servants had left. Ginger and I brought the
carriage up to the hall door for the last time, for the master and the
mistress and the two young ladies, who were weeping bitterly.

When we reached the railway station, mistress said in her sweet voice,
“Good-bye, John; God bless you.” I felt the rein twitch, but John made
no answer; perhaps he could not speak. Poor Joe stood close to our

32

heads to hide his tears. Very soon the train came puffing into the station.
In but a few minutes it had glided away again, leaving behind it only
clouds of white smoke and some very heavy hearts.

The next morning Ginger and I were taken to Earlshall Park, where
the Earl of W— lived. We were taken to a light, airy stable and placed
in boxes next to each other. John said to our new coachman, Mr. York,
“We have never used the bearing rein on either of these horses; the
black horse never had one on, and the dealer said it was the gag bit
that spoiled the other’s temper.”

“Well,” said York, “if they come here, they must wear the bearing
rein. I prefer a loose rein myself, and his lordship is very reasonable
about horses; but it must be tight up when my lady drives.”

“ . .
I 'am sorry for it, very sorry,” said John. He came round to each of
us for the last time; his voice sounded very sad.
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aid. “Well,” said he, “you must

| what John had s h the bearing rein easy. I'll

are, and start wit

York told the ear
keep an eye on the m o
mention it to her ladyship-

In the afternoon we Were fie
t time wearing 2 bearin
not to be able to get m
ad higher than [ was ac

|l

harnessed and put tO the carriage., Thits xwis
g rein, and though it certalr.xly was
y head down now and then, it did not
customed to carrying it. The next

my firs
nuisance
pull my he

i R
.,,/,;///{/

day at three o'clock we were again at the door of the earl’s hall; and
we heard her ladyship’s silk dress rustle as she came down the steps, and
in a haughty voice she said, “York, you must put those horses’ heads
higher.”

York came round to our heads and shortened the rein, and then I
began to understand what Ginger had told me. I had to pull with my
head held up tightly now, and that took all the spirit out of me, and |
felt the strain in my back and legs. When we came in, Ginger said,
“Now you see what it is like, but this is not bad.”

Day by day our bearing reins were shortened, and instead of looking
forward with pleasure to having my hamness put on, as [ used to do, I
began to dread it. Ginger, too, seemed restless, though she said very
little.

One day my lady came down later than usual, and the silk rustled
more than ever. “Are you never going to get those horses’ heads up,
York? Raise them at once.”

York came to me first, while the groom stood at Ginger’s head. He
drew my head back and fixed the rein so tight that it was almost in-
tolerable. Then he went to Ginger, who was impatiently jerking her
head up and down against the bit, as was her way now. She had a good
idea of what was coming, and the moment York unhooked the rein in
order to shorten it, she reared up so suddenly that she struck York
roughly in the face and knocked his hat off; the groom was nearly thrown
down. At once they both jumped to her head, but she still plunged and
kicked in a most desperate manner; at last she kicked right over the
carriage pole and fell down.

35



“doer

%,

X B S 2
Z S
N = ST 2
:
= 4 s
4 R

S //l.W/
SR

A'H IS

PR

v’ = =
—~ =
= =

e

[
Nl

= o=

i

e - - - 7 = 2
: S 7=

if
.\\

i
N
\

i

by
N

b s ..n.%\\

7

\\‘.

l‘\ .\\ -
5
7 D\
5 , A
7 2
—
Y - s
! -
~ o [ = ,
= S
~- - B
\ i —
2=,
C

0
\

i

7




ger and the carriage and led me back
as | was, and ran back, and there I

d sore, with my head still strained up by the r‘é lr;artetal(::\egd
wood anénh E;,n b s ’saddle and no power to get 1t dolwn- eto ’
to the Small. arnels oking a good deal bruised, was led in by two gr(lloms.
e Gm'g;r,hor and then came to look at me, and fle let . zwn
Yorkhca:e‘;‘;ese i)éaring reins! Fashion, and no sense!” he said to
my head.

»
ischief soon.
himself. “I thought we should have some mls.,ch " el
s never put into the carriage again, but w

’ id he
i of the earl’s younger sons, sai
f her bruises, Lord George, one e
Ohou(;:i like to have her; he was sure she would make adgc;/?d hnlx_?telz !
s : | :
was still a carriage horse and had a fresh partner rTamlcﬁal lix Stozd -
always been used to the tight rein, and 1 asked him how he )

in
The groom set me free from G
to my box. He just turned me 1N

Ginger wa
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“Well,” he said, “I stand it because I must, because people who know
nothing of horses like the way we look with bearing reins on; but it is
shortening my life, and it will shorten yours, too, if you have to go on
wearing it.”

What I suffered for four long months in my lady’s carriage would be
hard to describe; but I am sure that had it lasted much longer, either
my health or my temper would have given away. My breathing grew
painful, my neck and chest were sore and strained, and my mouth and
tongue tender. I felt worn and depressed.

man named Reuben Smith was left in charge of the stables when

York went to London with the earl and his lady. No one understood
his business better than Smith did, and when he was all right, there
could not be a more valuable man. But he had one great fault, and that
was the love of whisky. York had spoken about him to the earl, who
was kind-hearted, and Smith had promised that he would never taste
another drop as long as he lived at Earlshall.

One day Smith rode me to the town and ordered the hostler to have
me ready for him again at six o’clock. A nail in one of my front shoes
had started to come loose, but the hostler did not notice it till six
o’clock. The man then told Smith and asked if he should have the shoe
looked to.

“No,” said Smith, “that will be all right till we get home.” He spoke
in a very offhand way, and it was unlike him not to see about a loose
shoe; and yet he did not come for me at seven, nor at eight, and it was
nearly nine o’clock before he called for me, and then it was with a loud,
rough voice. Almost before we were out of town, he whipped me into
a gallop, and went on whipping me, though I was going full speed. The
moon had not yet risen, and it was very dark. The roads were stony,
and as [ went over them at this pace, my shoe became looser, and when
we were near the turnpike gate, it came off. If Smith had been in his
right senses, he would have noticed something wrong in my pace; but
he was too drunk to notice anything.
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Beyond the turnpike was a long piece of road, upon which fresh stones
had just been laid, large, sharp stones over which no horse could go
quickly without danger. Over this road, with one shoe gone, I was forced
to gallop at my greatest speed, my rider meanwhile cutting me with his
whip. Of course my shoeless foot suffered dreadfully; the hoof was broken
and split down to the quick, and the inside was terribly cut by the
sharpness of the stones.

No horse could keep his footing under such circumstances. [ stumbled
and fell heavily to my knees. Smith was flung off, and at the speed |
had been going, he must have fallen very hard. I recovered my feet and
limped to the side of the road. The moon had just risen, and by its light
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I could see Smith lying a few yards beyond me. I could do nothing for
him nor myself, and I listened hopefully for the sound of wheels or
footsteps. It must have been nearly midnight when I heard the sound
of a horse’s feet. I neighed loudly and was overjoyed to hear an answering
neigh from Ginger, and men’s voices. They came slowly over the stones
and stopped at the dark figure that lay upon the ground.

One of the men stooped over him. “It is Reuben!” he said.

“He’s dead,” said the other man solemnly.

“Why, the horse has been down and thrown him! Who would have
thought the black horse would have done that? Nobody thought he
could fall.” He then attempted to lead me forward. I took a step, but
almost fell again.

“He’s bad in his foot as well as his knees. Look here—his hoof is cut
all to pieces. He might well fall down, poor fellow! I'm afraid it has
been the old thing with Reuben,”

I shall never forget that night’s walk home; it was more than three
miles. [ was led slowly, and I limped on as well as [ could. At last |
reached my own box, and the next day the farrier examined my knees.

He said that [ was not spoiled for work, but that [ would neve
scars,

r lose the



While my knees healed, 1 was turned into a small meadow for a month
or two. I was all alone, and though 1 enjoyed the sweet grass, 1 felt very
lonely. Ginger and I had become fast friends, and I particularly missed
her. Then one morning my pasture gate was opened, and who should
come in but dear old Ginger.

We were glad to meet, but it was not for our pleasure that she was
turned out with me. She had been strained by hard riding and now was

to be given a long rest. Lord George, the earl’s son, would hunt and
race whenever he could get the chance, quite careless of his horse.
Ginger's wind was touched, besides which he was too heavy for her,
and her back was injured. “And so,” she said, “here we are—ruined in
our prime—you by a drunkard and I by a fool. It is very hard.”
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One day the earl came into the meadow, and York was with him.
The e‘arl was angry. “What I care most for is that these horses of my
Ok_i friend, who thought they would find a good home with me, are
ruined. The mare shall have a year's rest, but the black one mu;t be
SOI(Yi' "Tis 2'1 grﬁat pity, but I will not have knees like that in my stable.”
Ofteork said, “I know a man who is master of some livery stables. He
Wel]n’vwams a good horse at a low price, and he looks after his horses
frie:dh(;yl-:l soon take you a.way,” said Ginger, “and I shall lose the only

ave, and most likely we shall never see each other again.”

And about a week after this I was led away.




ch care of us as he could. He kept
nt kinds for hire. Sometimes his
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ster took as mu
rriages of differe
ometimes the h
rove themselves.

n driven by peopl

qs to get my experi
[ was a “job horse” and was rented to
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I think my new ma
many horses and ca
own men drove them; s
gentlemen or ladies who d
Hitherto I had always bee
to drive; but in this place [w
of bad and ignorant driving, for

all sorts of people. A [ was depend
ignorant drivers than were some of the other horses.
«those who seemed to think

First there were the tight-rein driver:
that all depended upon holding the reins as hard as they could. They
ralked about “holding a horse up,” as if @ horse were not made to hold

himself up. Then there were the loose-tein drivers, who let the reins
lie on our backs and their hands rest on their knees. Such drivers have
no control over a horse if anything happens suddenly; and a horse likes
a little guidance and encouragement and to know that his driver has
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Of course, we sometimes came in for good driving here. One gentle- | mornings after this, the stable door was pushed open and a policeman
course, :

me . and after trying me several times with | walked in, holding the child tight by the arm.
man took a great.llkmg to m ,ter o <ell me to a friend of his, who My next groom was a tall, good-looking fellow; but if ever there was
the saddle, convinced m(yi maSAnd o 1 was sold to Mr. Barry. a humbug in the shape of a man, Alfred Smirk was he. He was the
wanted a safe horse for ri mg-b e and a man named Filcher as groom. laziest, most conceited fellow I ever knew. I had a loose box and might
My new master. hired a st; ees but he wished to treat me well. He have been very comfortable if he had not been too lazy to clean it out.
My master knew little acl1)0ut‘ or‘Sn d,at <t all was well; but after a while Standing as I did on dirty straw, my feet grew sore. One day my feet
ordered the best hay an gramf, a o he rode out into the country 0 were so bad that I made two serious stumbles with my master on my
my feed. grew me.ager.hOne. ;l tf;:seems to me, Barry, that your horse back; and so he stopped at the farrier’s and asked him to see what was
see a friend of his, wl 0 S: :i'd when vou first had him. How do you the matter with me. The man took up my feet one by one. “Your horse
does nf)t ?l:)ok so well as he di y has got thrush, and badly, too. This is the sort of thing we find in foul
feel(\il/l:;l l:11'<1.ster told him. The other shook his head. “I can’t say who eats F :;abfsd‘g_hi‘:h arl: nel\;er properfly cliareddo.lit.” 'l;hehfa;lrier ordzrecll( all
your grain, my dear-fellow, but I am much mistaken if your horse gets - pecng 7o be taken out of my box daily and the floor to be kept

very clean. With this treatment, and some medicine the farrier provided,
it.

e ——— T ———
gy

I could have told them where the oats went. My groom’s little son
took my grain from the feed room for the poultry and rabbits that Filcher
and his wife fattened for sale; and so my master found out when, a few
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[ soon regained my health. But Mr. Barry was so disgusted at being

twice deceived by his grooms that he decided to give up keeping a horse,
and [ was therefore sold again.

49



o doubt a horse fair is a very amusing place to those who have
Nnothing to lose. At any rate, there is plenty to see: long strings
of young horses; droves of shaggy little ponies; hundreds of cart horses
some of them with their long tails braided and tied with scarlet Cord,;
and a good many like myself, highbred, but come down in the world
through some accident or injury. There were some splendid animals in
their prime and fit for anything; but there were also a number of poor
things, broken down with overwork. These last were sad sights for a
horse, who knows not but that he may come to the same state.




¢ once hoped would buy me. I knew by
as used to horses; he spoke gently and
He offered to buy me, but the sum
y hard, loud-voiced man came

There was one man that I a
the way he handled me that he w
his gray eyes were kind and cheerful.

was too low and he was refused. A ver
after him, and 1 was dreadfully afraid he would have me, for he offered

a better price. But the gray-eyed man stroked me an.d s:‘a‘id, “\X{,el[,.[
think we should suit each other,” and he raised his bid. “Done,” said

the dealer.

My new master led me out
traveled steadily, till at twilight w
to the right and streets to the left;

the end of them. We finally turned up
of the houses. The door flew open and a young woman,

followed by a little girl and an older boy, ran out. There was a very
lively greeting as my rider dismounted. 1 was led into a comfortable,
clean stall, and after a good supper I lay down, thinking [ was going to
be happy.

My new master’s name was Jeremiah Barker, but everyone called him
Jerry. Polly was his wife; Harry, their son, was twelve years old; and
little Dolly was eight. They were all very fond of one another; I never
knew such a merry family. It was a great treat to be petted again and
talked to, and I let them see that I wished to be friendly. Polly thought
[ was very handsome, except for the scarred knees.

“There’s no one to tell us whose fault that was,” said Jerry, “and |
shall give him the benefit of the doubt, for a neater stepper I never
rode. We'll call him Jack, after the old one.”

Jerry drove a horse cab; he owned his cab and one other horse, which

of the fair, put a saddle on me, and we
e reached London. There were streets
[ thought we should never come to
a narrow side street and pulled

up at one

he took care of himself. His other horse was a tall white animal named
Captain. He was old now, but when he was young, he must have been
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ago helonged to an officer in the

he had long
s, Captain went out in the

far OVersci

¢ school to fee
as much trouble to sce

; he told me that

splendic
n in a war

cavalry and had bee
cab all morning. Harry
| was put to
fitted comfortably
2 blessing that was!

s very hard. 1 had never

\me in afte J and water me, and
the cab. Jerry took

in the afternoon .
as if he had been John Manly.

if the collar and bridle
in—what
as a cab horse wa
the hurry, and the crowds of

There was no bearing r¢
The first week of my life
and the noisc,

hat 1 had to make
could trust my driver, and then

been much in London,
. and carriages
but 1 soon found that |
rush and bustle.

scellent care of us,

horses, carts my way through made
me feel anxious;
[ got used to the

Jerry always took e
had our Sundays for rest. We worked so hard during the week that I do

not think we could have kept up to it but for that day.

One day, when I had been a cab horse for two years, our cab and
many others were waiting outside one of the parks when a shabby old
cab drove up beside ours. The horse was an old chestnut, with ribs that
showed through the dull, dirty coat. | had been eating some hay, and
the wind rolled a little wisp of it away; the poor creature put out her
long, thin neck and picked it up, and then turned round and looked
about for more. There was a hopeless look in the eye that I could not
and then, as | was wondering where | had seen that horse

but the best thing was that we

help noticing,
before, she said, “Black Beauty, is that you?”

It was Ginger! But how changed! The beautifully arched and glossy
neck was now straight and thin; the clean legs were swollen; the face
that was once so full of spirit and life was now full of suffering; and
[ could tell by the heaving of her sides, and her frequent cough , h
bad her breathing was. It was a sad tale that she had to tell gA,ft h
twelvemonth’s rest at Earlshall she was sold to a gentlema.n F(frr Z
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d of it, but 1 will no
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' . . we
if they are cruel, there is nothing that

ome. 1 wish

I wish the end was ¢ . ,

and on to ;he enderytnhappy but I could say nothing to comfort her
This made me v '

S r driver came
hough she said she was pleased to see me- ]ufsft then he
though s |
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My third winter as a cab horse came in early, with a great deal of

cold and wet. There was snow, or sleet, almost every day for
weeks. When the streets are slippery, that is the worst of all for us
horses. Every nerve and muscle of our bodies is straining to keep our
balance; and the fear of falling is the most exhausting of all.
Christmas and the New Year are very merry times for some people;
but for cabmen and cabmen’s horses it is no holiday. There are so many
parties and balls that the work is hard and often late. We had a great
deal of late work Christmas week, and Jerry had caught a cold and his
cough was very bad. On New Year’s Eve we had to take two gentlemen
to a house at nine o’clock and were told to come again at eleven. As
the clock struck eleven we were at the door, for Jerry was always punc-
tual. The clock chimed the quarters, and then struck twelve, but the
door did not open. The wind had been very changeable, with squalls
of rain during the day, and now it turned to sharp, driving sleet, which
seemed to come from all directions.

57

|(H" RN\

N\



,f///,/%//,. [
® N

— O e - —

z i
TEATIEE

ey
e
o = .

o e




r opened and the two gentlemen came
¢ a word. My legs were numb with
e sorry to have kept us waiting so
angry at the charge. They had
ting; but it was hard-earned
d hardly speak, and his

ual and even went up

At quarter past one the doo
out; they got into the cab withou
cold. The men never said they wer
n they got out they were
o hours and a quarter wai
hen we got home he coul
t he rubbed me down as us

long, and whe
to pay for the tw
money to Jerry. W
cough was dreadful, bu

into the hayloft for extra straw for my bed.
It was late the next morning before anyone came, and then it was

only Harry. He cleaned and fed us, but he was very quiet. At noon he
came again, and Dolly came with him, and from what they said I
understood that Jerry was dangerously ill. For a week or more there was
great worry. At last Jerry grew better; but the doctor said that he must
never go back to cab work if he wished to live to be an old man. The
children talked, as they cared for us horses, about what their father and
mother would do.

But one day Dolly had news. “Oh, Harry! Mother’s old mistress, Mrs.
Fowler, has written, and we are all to go and live near her; there is an

empty cottage with a garden. .
-od then she will warglt Fathefr{::rrl c}i)iz;cslr:caer.\”ls going away in the spring,
[t was quickly settled that the cab and horses should be sold
as possible. This was heavy news for me, for I was not yo sold as soon
three years of cab work, even under the best conditior:’s “nglanW, e
one, and I felt I was not the horse that I had been ,P“ﬁ o e
children bid me good-bye. “Poor old Jack! Dear Jack I w(') hy nd the
take you with us,” Polly said. I never saw Jerry agai,n aftls :e ould
Year’s Eve; and so | was led away to my new place er that New
| Lwalsdsild tOfel grain dealer whom Jerry knew, and \:Vith him he thought
s ou‘ ave fair work. If my new master had always b h
not think I should have been overloaded ys been there, I do
o ko b vt b e s i
there three or four months, I found the work telling ve i l?d een
stre?gth, But the heavy loads went on. Good feed and faz o -lon -
one’s strength under full work, but no horse can stand ;egztitrtlok\f:rp

loading, and [ was
J so thoroughly worn
bought in my place. out that a younger horse was
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ever forget this new master;
h was as full of teeth as
nding of cartwheels

r cab owner. 1 shall n
2 hooked nose, his mout
¢ was as harsh as the gri
o was Nicholas Skinner. I never knew till
se's life can be.

s and hired drivers; he was hard on,
1 the horses, and in this place we
wretched that I wished I might,
d be out of my misery, and

[ was sold to anothe
he had black eyes and
a bulldog’s, and his voic
over gravel stones. His nam
then the utter misery a cab hor

Skinner had a cheap set of cab
the men, and the men were hard o
had no Sunday rest. My life was now so
like Ginger, drop down dead at my work an

one day my wish very nearly came to pass.
[ was at the cabstand at eight in the morning and had already done

a good share of work when at noon we had to take a fare to the railway.
The load was very heavy, for there was a family and all their luggage,
box after box dragged up and fixed on the top of the cab; but I got along
fairly till we came to a great hill. There the load and my own exhaustion
were too much. I was struggling to keep on, goaded by constant use of
the whip, when my feet slipped from under me, and I fell heavily to
the ground on my side. The suddenness and force with which I fell beat
all the breath out of my body. I lay perfectly still; indeed, I had no
power to move, and I thought that now I was going to die. | heard a
sort of confusion around me, loud, angry voices, but it was like a dream.
Someone said, “He’s dead, he’ll never get up again.” Some cold water
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ore poured into my mouth, and

: ing back, and
something warm was thrown over me. | found my life coming back,

was thrown over my head and some m

: > ise. After one or
a kind man was patting me and encouraging me to TS A“‘f ‘ A :
+ and was gently led back to Skinner's

two attempts | staggered to my fee
a farrier to look at me.

stables. The next morming Skinner came with .
The farrier said, “This is a case of overwork, not illness. There is a sale
of horses in about ten days. 1f you rest him till the
than he is worth for dogs’ meat, at any rate.”
After ten days' rest | began to think it might be better to live than

go to the dogs, and when I was taken to the sale, 1 held up my head
and hoped for the best. At this sale 1 found myself in company with
the old, broken-down horses, including some that it would have been
merciful to shoot. I noticed an old man with a young boy by his side;
they both had kind faces. The old man looked sadly at us. I saw his eye
rest on me; | pricked my ears and looked at him.

“There’s a horse, Willie, that has known better days.”

“Poor old fellow!” said the boy.

“He might have been anything when he was young; look at the shape
of his neck and shoulders. There’s good breeding about that horse.” He
gave me a pat and [ put out my nose in answer to his kindness, and the

n, you may get more

boy stroked my face.

“See, Grandpapa, how well he understands kindness. Could you not
buy him?”

The old gentleman laughed. “Bless the boy! He is as horsey as his
old grandfather.”

“Do ask the price; I am sure he would grow young again in our
meadows.”

The old gentleman shook his head, but at the same time he slowly
drew out his purse; and I was led behind them as they left the fair. The

boy could hardly control his delight, and the old gentleman seemed to
enjoy his pleasure.




to their full strength. During the winter | grew so much better thyr by
spring [ felt quite young again.

“We must give him a little gentle work now,’
“He has an excellent temperament and good

quiet place where he will be valued.”

"said Mr. Thoroughgood'
g ( I paces; we must look for 4
'.'Mw\‘\%qﬂ/’\.*‘
\ \

7

One day that summer the groom cleaned me with such care that |

\J 7 \
'J&C “,ﬂ )%p k' u | thought some change must be at hand. A smart-looking young man
o .N N/BEESTT
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came to fetch me. At first he looked pleased; but when he saw my knees,
he said in a disappointed voice, “I didn’t think, sir, that you would
have recommended to my ladies an untrustworthy horse.”
“Handsome is as handsome does,” said my master.
safe as any horse you ever drove, send him back.”

{ A/
|
| “If he is not as

T
=t z

Mr. Th hgood, for that was the name of my benefactor, gave ['was led to a comfortable stable, fed, and left alone. The next day,
r. Thoroughgood, , _ o L
orders that I should have plenty of food and the run of the meadow, when the young man was cleaning my face, he said, “That is just like
d this treatment soon began to improve my condition and spirits. 1 ; the star that Black Beauty had; and this horse is much the same height,
?lnd o d constitution, and I was never strained when 1 was young too. I wonder where he is now.” A little farther on he came to a little
L b o bette , ’ k ver carefully.
so I had a better chance than horses that have worked before they come scar on my neck. He started, and began to look me o y
66 | 67
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“White star, one white foot on the off side, tll:s little bCﬁT. In just Fllklt s bR , .g' 8 oty : S w«{‘ %788 B : 5
place”—looking at the middle of my back—"and there is t,h o fitle e 2 U A i (ol o oV S BT I
patch of white hair. It must be Black Beauty! Why, Beauty! Do YOU ‘ % Sl 1 LS G ‘zf,% PP / AR s
know me? Little Joe Green who almost killed you?” He began patting 2\ JZ kit o 5 e 34 '9 SR 1< s G 5 B ’\c_'f RPN f Cage
me as if he was quite overjoyed. T i Wries R4 A' e .;f .‘ : ’/ o ) 1y A Ky {/,r“ : e l’ i 7 _ 3 ot / X7
[ could not say that I remembered him, for now he was a fine-grown <L ; iagy . r"/ : 7 / 32 A% A J }/) At As) 3 Y ‘
young fellow with black whiskers, but I was sure he knew me, and that % o . \ o Jos Oj e (‘u“;' ‘-‘ 8'2-’;/'/‘ & 2 B 7 TG £ ‘ %
he was Joe Green, and I was very glad. I put my nose up to him and AR NS P L Dok YIRS B e
tried to say that we were friends. “Give you a fair trial? I should think ‘Gl M At /A 5 w8 o R 10N REL i r‘z b ;P‘
so indeed! I wonder who the rascal was that broke your knees! You must gt Ay ; ' . A, Y {"’ ) J ‘ " ‘/ f‘ o 2 P b )‘ X BN ¥
have been badly used somewhere; but it won’t be my fault if you haven’t : ‘ A gy ,/ SRl B o ,(gt & ’w % 5| st
a good time of it now. I wish John Manly was here to see you.” A Y 7 ) \ s ol & ):.,»-ug % 7 & e
In the afternoon I was put into a low cart, for one of my new ladies : IR i {5% bl ):%ﬁf ‘ 34 3 2 LSV S
wished to try me; Joe went with her, but I found that she was a good ] ; : : o ' W\ /?A ., M L RS i:};,g“‘ ,»:- » § gl
driver, and she seemed pleased with me. I heard Joe telling her about & KLy (4 ) g&" £ & '\/ /) " o i = = %}e}
me, and that he was sure I was Squire Gordon’s old Black Beauty. When et Wl ) NS I g . A : 4 &
we returned, the two other sisters came out to hear how I had behaved “ i W )&, T >, = :
myself. She told them what she had just heard and said: “I shall write Iy 2 Vs : !"d == ‘\Q\\ 4 Sy
to Mrs. Gordon and tell her that her favorite horse has come to us. : S A L\ \ AW -é;
How pleased she will be!” = = N\ *—?‘f
[ was driven every day for a week or so, and the ladies all came to 2 VSO = ;\5/’
like me. After this it was decided to keep me and call me by my old & ' : N 2 ,
name of Black Beauty. i 7 &\ | ‘ il S S
I have now lived in this happy place a whole year. Joe is the best = {'\p \\\w\ F
and kindest of grooms, and my work is easy and pleasant. Willie always fa Sl NN R
speaks to me when he can and treats me as his special friend. My ladies 1 3
have promised that I shall never be sold, and so [ have nothing to fear; B | o 4 ’\ /
and here my story ends. My troubles are all over, and I am at home; .‘ 3 '@ ) Y l"\\./,'
but often, before I am quite awake, I imagine I am in Squire Gordon’s SN W AR A 2\
orchard at Birtwick, standing with my old friends under the trees. 3 ;:‘; ‘ ? ‘m y
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