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NOFE-TO-THE READEPER

The authoress of the book “Black Beauty” Anna Sewell was born
in Yarmouth, England, in the year 1820 and died in 1878.

The book “Black Beauty” was written in 1877. Black Beauty is
the name of a horse, who tells the story of his life from the early child-
hood to the old age.

The writer was fond of animals, she knew and understood them
very well. The principal idea of the book is that people must be kind
to animals and treat them well.

Though it is a book about animals, it is by no means a dull book.
The authoress describes different people in it. You can clearly see that
Anna Sewell likes those people who are good, honest and industrious.
In her book she also criticizes the state of things in capitalist England
(see ch. XXV “Seedy Sam”, XXVI “The Election” and others).

The book “Black Beauty” is very popular in England. Anna
Sewell’s biographers write that this book has made her name immortal
and that the work belongs to the treasury of English classical hterature
about animals.



LS K. FEEREELIE:  www. ertongbo



J5R

- 1



L4\

ki




CHAPTER 1
My Early Home

The first place .that I can well remember, was a large
pleasant meadow with a pond of clear water in it.
While I was young, I lived upon my mother’s milk,?
as I could not eat grass. In the daytime I ran by her side 2
and at night I lay down near her.
As soon as [ was old enough to eat grass, my mother began
to work in the daytime. She came back only in the evening.
There were six young colts in the meadow besides me.
They were older than I was. I ran about with them and had a

good time. ® Sometimes we were very noisy. We galloped
and bit and kicked. -

1 I lived upon my mother’s milk — st nuTa/sCcs MATEPUHCKUM MOJOKOM
2 by her side — psigom ¢ Heft
3 had a good time — Beceno MpoBOAUA BpeMs



One day my mother called me and said: “Listen to me,
son. Your mother never kicks or bites. I hope you will be
like your mother, your father, your grandmother and your
grandfather. I hope you will grow up ge‘ntle and good and have -
good manners. ! Do your work well and never bite or kick,
even in play.” .

I have never forgotten my mother’s advice. She was a wise
- old horse, and our master loved her very much. Her name was
Duchess, but he often called her Pet. 2

Our master was a very kind man. He gave us good food,
good lodging and kind words. He spoke as kindly to us as he
did ® to his little children. We were all fond of him. My
mother loved him very much too.

When our master saw my mother he always patted and
strokeg her and said: “Well, old Pet! How is your little
Darkie?” ¢ I was black, so he called*me Darkie. He often
gave me a piece of bread and sometimes brought a carrof
for my mother. All the horses came up to him but I think
we were his favourites. My mother always took him to the
town on a market day.

There was a ploughboy, ¢ Dick, ¢ who sometimes came
into our field and threw sticks and stones at the colts to make
them gallop. ? He liked this game, but we did not. When
we saw him, we galloped off, because his stones often hit
and hurt us.

1 you will... have good manners — TBl... HayuYHIIbCS Xopomia cebs
E€CTH :

2 Duchess ['datfis] — I'epuoruna (kauuxa asowadu); Pet — Jlio-
Gumuna

3 as he did=as he spoke (BcmomorartenbHbiii rs1aros to do uacro 3a-
MEHSIeT CMbICJIOBOH IV1aroJ B MpejesiaXx OfHOro MPeJIOKEeHUs HIH B PAXOM
CTOSIIHX TPEeJIOKEHUIX) :

4 Darkie ['da:ki] — kmuuka jomanu (or dark — TemHbIi)

5 ploughboy ['plaubsi] — moBogbIpb NpH Jomagix C MIYroMm

¢ [IpousHOIIEHHE MMEH JeHCTBYIOUMX JHI, CM. Ha cTp. 95.

7 to make them gallop — uToGbl 3aCTaBUTb HX CKakKaTb TaJoNoM
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One day he was at this game. * He did not know that the
master was in the next field. In a moment the master jumped
over the hedge, caught Dick by the arm, gave him a box
on the ear 2 and said: “Bad boy! Bad boy! You are cruel
and don’t like animals. You will not work on my farm any
more. Take your money, go home and don’t come back.”
So we never saw Dick again.

Old Daniel, the man who looked after the horses, was as
kind as our master, so we were very happy.

CHAPTER - B
My Breaking In?

I was now beginning to grow * handsome. My coat had
become fine and soft, and was bright black. I had one white

_ foot, and a pretty white star on my forehead. Everyone said
* that I was very handsome. My master did not want to sell

me till 1 was four years old. He said, “Boys must not work
like men, and colts must not work like horses till they are
quite grown up.” 8

When I was four years old Squire Gordon ¢ came to look
at me. He examined my eyes, my mouth and my legs. Then
I had to walk, trot, and gallop ? before him.

1 he was at this game — oH pa3sBiexajcsi 3Toii Wrpoi

2 gave him a box on the ear — jan emy nomeunHy

3 my breaking in — kak mens oGbe3:kanu (to break in a horse —
06be3KaTh JOWAaAb)

* to grow — 30. CTAHOBUTbCS

5 till they are quite grown up — nMoxa OHH HE CTAHYT COBCEM B3poc-
JIBIMU

6 Squire Gordon ['skwalo 'gd:dn] — ckBaiip (momemux) Iopaom.
CnoBo squire cTaBUTCsl Takxke nepef damuaueil 1aa o603HAYEHUS JHLL
JLBOPSHCKOrO IPOHCXOXKJEHHS.

7 | had to walk, trot, and gallop — s posnzken Obll NPOHUTH ILArom,
PHICBIO ¥ NPOCKAKaTh raJjolnoM ;
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He liked*me and said: “We must break him in and then he
will be a good horse.”

My master promised to break me in himself. He knew that
he could do it better than anybody else so as not to frighten
or hurt me. * The next day the breaking in began.

Some people do not know perhaps what breaking in is, 2
so I shall explain it.

To break in a horse is to teach him to wear a saddle and
bridle, and to carry on his back a man, woman or child.
The horse must also learn to drag a cart after him and always
do what his master wants. The horse must neyer bite or kick.
So you see this breaking in is a very difficult thing. And
my master taught me all that.

I must not forget to tell you about one part of my training
which la®r helped me very much. My master taught me not
to be afraid of the noise;made by a passing train. 3 So thanks
to my good master I am as calm at railway stations as in my _
own stable.”

' When I had learned everything, I began to work together
with my mother. She always gave me good advice and often
repeated: “Don’t forget, son, that the better you behave,
the better you will be treated. * You must always do your
best to please your master. ® But,” said she, “there are differ-
ent men: there are good, kind men like our master, that
any horse ® may be proud to serve; but there are bad, cruel
men, who have no right to have a horse, a dog or any other

-~

1 so as not to frighten or hurt me — Tak, uToGH He HanyraTh MEHS <
¥ He NPHYHHUTb MHe 60JHU

2 what breaking in is — 4To 3HauuT 06be3kaTh JomAaLb

<3 not to be afraid of the noise made by a passing train — ue 6osiTbcst
HiyMa MPOXOASLUero Moesjga

4 the better you behave, the better you will be treated — uem nyume
Tl ce6s1 Gyeib BeCTH, TeM Jyuiie K Te6e GyayT OTHOCHTbCSH

5 do your best to please your master — u30 BCeX CHA CTapaThea
YLOAHTb CBOEMY XO3fIUHY

8 any horse — x106aa nomwanb

10



animal. Besides these ! there are foolish, vain and ignorant’
men who never trouble themselves to think 2 a little about
their horses. I hope you will fall into good hands, ® but a horse
never knows who will be his master. It is all a chance. 4
And still I must say: ‘Do your best wherever you are and
keep up your good name.’”

How well I remember my mother’s words! How good and

¥ wise she was! How well she knew life!

.

CHAPTER 111
My New Home

Early in May there came a man from Squire Gordon'’s,®
who took me away to the Hall.? My master said, “Good-bye,
Darkie; be a good horse, and always do your best.” I could
not say “Good-bye,” so I put my nose into his hand; he patted
me kindly, and then I left my first home.

My new home was very good too. My stable was very large.
It had four good stalls and a large window which opened on
the yard. 8 So we had plenty of air ® and it was very pleasant.
My stall was called a loose box.1® The horse in a loose box

1 besides these — kpome Takux (mepeudcJeHHHIX BHIIE) JIOfel
2 who never trouble themselves to think — KoToprle HHKoOrjga He
JnaloT cebe Tpyha NMOAyMaTh
3 I hope you will fall into good hands — 51 Hazeloce, 4To THL Tomna-
s Jlenlb B XopomHe pyku (o6paTuTe BHMMaHHE Ha 6eccoio3HyIO CBH3bL J0-
HOJHUTENBLHOTO NPHIATOUHOTO -NMPENJIOKEHHST C TJIABHBIM)
4 It is all a chance. — Bce 310 feno cayuas.
5 keep up your good name — coxXpaHH CBOe HoGpoe HMs
¢ from Squire Gordon’s — u3 goma nomemuka [opmona ~
7 the Hall — momemuunit 10M; NMOMECThHE
8 which opened on the yard — KoTopoe BBIXOAHJIO BO JBOP
9 plenty of air — mHOro BO3nyXxa
a loose box — meHHHK, cToltJo aast Jomaau (6yke. cBobGomHOE
croiizio: loose — cBoGopHb, box = stall — cToiin0)

-

0
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is not tied up but is quite free and can move about easily.
It is a great thing ! to have a loose box.

The groom gave me some very nice _oats, patted me,
spoke kindly, and then went away.

When I had eaten my oats, I looked round. In the stall
next to mine 2 stood a little fat grey pony, with a thick mane
and tail, a very pretty head, and a pert little nose.

I said, “How do you do? What is your name?”

He turned round, held up his head and said: “My name is
Merrylegs. ® I am very handsome. I carry the young ladies
on my back and sometimes I even take our mistress out in
the carriage. Everybody here is fond of me. Are you going
to live ¢ in the box next to mine?”

“Yes,” I answered.

1 it is a great thing — 3ameuaTensHO (6yks. aTo Beaukoe Aeno)
2 next to mine — psagoM ¢ MouM
3 Merrylegs ['merilegz] — knnuka nmoHu (merry — Beceani,
legs — Horn)
. * Are you going to live...? — Bul 6yjgere XuTb...? {To be going
¢ WHOUHUTHBOM INepejaeT 3HAYeHHe HaMepeHHs.)

12
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“Well, then,” 1 he said, “I hope you are good-tempered.?
I do not like any one who bites.”

At that moment another horse’s head appeared. A tall
chestnut mare looked at me and said: “So it is you who have
turned me out of my box. 3 Isn’t it strange that a colt like
you 4 comes and turns a lady out of her own home?”

“I beg your pardon,” ® I said, “I have turned no one out.
The man who brought me put me here, and 1 had nothing
to do with it.® And I am not a colt, I am four years old.
I am a grown-up horse. [ never yet had words with anybody ?
and it is my wish to live at peace.”

“Well,” she said, “we shall see. Of course I do not want
to have words with a young thing® like you.”

I said nothing. In the afternoon, when the chestnut mare
went out, Merrylegs told me all about her.

Merrylegs sajd: “Ginger ® has a bad habit. She likes to
bite. That is why 1° she is called Ginger. When she was in
your box Miss Flora and Miss Jessie, our master’s daughters,
were afraid to come into the stable. Miss Flora and Miss
Jessie are very fond of me. They always brought me nice

1 Well, then.. — Hy, B Takom cayuae... (Bockauuanue well B Ha-
ualle NpeNJIOKEHUsI BBIpAyKaeT corjacue, yIAHBJIEHHE, YCTYNKY H T. A.)

2 you are good-tempered — y Bac Xopoumuii Xxapakrep

3 So it is you who have turned me out of my box. — Tax 310 TH
BHIF'HAJI MEHsI M3 Moero crofina. (Ycunurenpuslii o6opor it is... who...
BbIle/IIET 3Jech MojJiexaliee.)

4 Isn’t it strange that a colt like you... — He crpauHo au, uto xe-
pebeHok Bpoje Telsl...

5 I beg your pardon — mpomy MNpoOUIEHUA

¢ I had nothing to do with it. — $§I ne umen x 3ToMy HHWKaKOro oT-
HOLIEHUSI, S TYT HU TNPH YeM.

? I never yet had words with anybody — s eme Hukorga Hu ¢ Kem
He ccopuicsa (to have words with smb. — ccopuTbesi ¢ Kem-HHOYAb)

8 a young thing — loHoe cymiecTBo, IoHeN; 30. npe3pum. «MOJOKOCOCH

® Ginger ['d3indz9] — KIHYKA JOWAAM, MOCTPOEHHAsT HA COBOKYM-
HOCTH BHEUIHHX M BHYTPEHHHX NPH3HAKOB: ginger — pPBUKEBATHIH, pbi-
XKuii; gingery — pasjipaKuTe/bHbIH, BCHBLIbYHBBIIL

10 that is why — BoT nouemy

13



things when théy came: an apple, or a carrot, or a piece of
bread. I hope that if you do not bite, they will come again.”

I told him that I did not bite and that I could not under-
stand what pleasure Ginger found in it.

“Well, I don’t think she finds pleasure in it,” said Merry-
legs, “it is just a bad habit. She says that no one was ever
kind to her, that is why she bites. Of course, it is a very bad
habit, but I am sure all that she says is true. Her life had
really been very hard before she came to this place. And still
she ought to behave herself here.* I am twelve years old.
I know life. I can tell you that there is not a better place for a
horse than this. Our master never uses a whip. John is a very
cood groom, and you never saw such a kind boy as his assistant
James is. So it is all Ginger’s fault. She ought to behave her-
self here!”

CHAPTER 1V
How I Got My Name

The name of the head coachman was John Manly. He had
a wife and one little child. They lived in the coachman’s
cottage near the stables.

The next morning he took me into the yard and cleaned
me so that my coat became soft and bright. When I was enter-
ing my box, the Squire came to look at me and I think he
liked me. : ;

“John,” he said, “I wanted to try the new horse this morn-
ing, but I have other business. Do it yourself.”

“I will, sir,” 2 said John. After breakfast he put a saddle

1 she ought to behave herself here — sneck ona fo/xkHa Qbuia Gbl
BecTd ceGs Kak ciefyer :

2 J will, sir =-I will do it, sir — caymaio, csp (ynorpebienre scro-
MoraTenbHoro rJaarojda will B 1 auue 6yaymero BpeMeHH MEepefaeT Ke-
JlaHWe WJIH TOTOBHOCTb BBINOJHUTH JeHCTBHUE)

14
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on my back and led me out of the stable. He rode me at first
slowly, then at a trot, * and at last we had a splendid gallop.

As we were coming back through the park, we met the
Squire and Mrs. Gordon. 2 They stopped, and John jumped off.

“Well, John, how does he go?”

“First-rate, sir,” answered John. “He is as fleet as a deer 3
and has a good temper too. Besides he is not shy. My opinion
is that he was very well treated ¢ while he was young.”

“That’s good,” said the Squire. “I will try him myself
to-morrow.”

The next day I was brought up for my new master. I
remembered my mother’s advice and my good old master’s
words. So I tried to do everything to please the Squire. He
was a very good rider, and thoughtful for his horse, ® too.

When we came home, my master’s wife was standing at
the door.

“Well, my dear,” she said, “how do you like him?”

“Johm was quite right, my dear,” answered the Squire.
“He is a first-rate horse. What shall we cdll him?” ¢

“Will you call him Blackbird 7 like your uncle’s old horse?”

“No, he is much handsomer than old Blackbird was.”

“Yes,” she said, “he is really quite a beauty. He has such
a sweet, good-tempered face and such beautiful and clever
eyes. Let us call him Black Beauty.” 8

“Black Beauty — why, ® yes, I think that is a very
good name. If you like, let us call him Black Beauty.”

And that is how I got my name.

1 he rode me... at a trot — on moexas... puiChIO

2 Mrs. Gordon ['misiz 'gdo:dn] — muccuc TCopjon

3 as fleet as a deer — GbicTpoHOTrHi, KaK OJeHb

4 he was very well treated — c HuM oueHb Xopomo oGpamajiuch

5 was... thoughtful for his horse — 3aGoTusics o cBoeii Jomanu

o What shall we call him? — Kak mbl ero Hazosem?

? Blackbird ['bleekba:d] — Uepumit Iposn (xauuxa onuaau)

8 Black Beauty ['bleek 'bju:ti] — Uepuntit Kpacasen (kauika sowadu)

" ® why — 30. BoCK/IHIAHHe, BbIpAXKaIOIEe HEpPEIIUTeNbHOCTb, pPa3-
nymbe. [IpuMepHBINl mepeBOA! «HY, UTO 3Ke...»

15



o CHAPTER V
Merrylegs

I was quite happy in my new place. Ginger — the chestnut
mare — was now kind to me. As for ! Merrylegs, he and I soon
became great friends. He was so cheerful, brave and good-
tempered that he was a favourite with everyone, 2 especially
with our master’s daughters, Miss Jessie and Miss Flora.
They often rode him all about the garden ? and played with
him and their little dog Frisky. ¢

Once Merrylegs, who was the kindest person in the world,
had to give a lesson to some boys ° because they did not know
how to behave.

Let me tell you how it all happened.

The Vicar of our neighbourhood had a large family of
boys and girls. They sometimes came to play with Miss Jessie
and Flora. One of the girls was as old as Miss Jessie; ° two
of the boys were older, and there were several little ones. ¥

When they came, there was plenty of work for Merrylegs.
The children rode him in turn and he galloped all about the
garden for hours. 8

One day Merrylegs had been out with the children a long
time. ® When James brought him back, he said to the pony:

1 as for — yTo Kacaercs

2 he was a favourite with everyone — o 6bly1 BceoOUIuM MI06AMIEM

3 rode him all about the garden — Kartaiuchb Ha HeM BepXoM IO
BCEMY cany

* Frisky ['friski] — kauuka cobaku (frisky — peaBbiii, HrpHBBI)

5 had to give a lesson to some boys — nonxeH GblJ NpPOYYHUTH
MaJIbYHLIEeK

6 was as old as Miss Jessie — Gnlla posecuuna mucc [xkeccu

7 little ones — mannin

8 for hours — wacamu

? had been out with the children a long time — jgoaro npoGuia B cany
C JeTbMH
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