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Introduction

Anna Sewell was born in 1820 in Great Yarmouth, England. She

rode horses on her uncle’s farm in Norfolk from a very early age;
but she was often ill and had to stay in bed. She had the idea for
this story when she was fifty years old, and so ill that her mother
had to write it down.

Today, we ride horses mainly for pleasure. But in the
nineteenth century, they were used to pull carriages or cabs, and
for riders on business. Their health and happiness depended entirely
on their owners and their grooms.

Anna Sewell was always shocked by the cruelty that men
showed to horses at work. She wrote this story to draw attention to
their poor working conditions in Victorian England. The full title
page of the book was: Black Beauty, his grooms and companions ;

the autobiography of a horse, translated from the original equine,

by Anna Sewell. Anna Sewell pretended that she had translated a -

horse’s own story so that she could write from the horse’s point of

view. The reader feels what it is like to be dependent on a groom or

owner.
Black Beauty was published in 1877, only a year before Anna
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Sewell’s death. She did not live long enough to see how successful it
became. Her book has been translated into many languages and has

been made into a film.
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CHAPTER ONE

When I was young

It was a day in early spring, when I still lived with my mother in
Farmer Grey’s meadow, that I first realised that life was cruel. A
light mist still hung over the fields after the night frost. In the
distance, I could hear the sound of dogs baiking.

“Here come the hounds, ” said one of my friends.

We all ran to the top of the field and looked over the hedge.
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“They have found a hare,” explained my mother, “and if they
come this way, we shall see the hunt. ”

Soon I could see young dogs trampling through the wheat in the
next field, followed by men on horseback. The dogs did not bark,
or howl, or whine, but they yelped. Suddenly, they stopped and
ran round and round, their noses to the ground.

Just then, a hare ran by, wild with terror. The dogs leapt over
the stream and chased it. We heard one shriek, then that was the
end of her. The huntsmen rode up, held up the dead hare and
seemed very pleased with themselves.

I was shocked.

A few minutes later, I heard a noise coming from the steep
bank leading down to the stream. I turned round to look. A horse
lay groaning on the grass, and a boy lay still beside him.

“One of the riders has fallen,” said my mother, “his neck is
broken. ”

“That serves him right, ” said one of the young horses.

I agreed with him, but I didn’t say anything.

“Oh, no,” said my»»mnthg?i‘ gently ;/“you musn’t say that. ”

Now my owner was lifting up the rider, a young boy, whose
arms and head hung down. Everybody looked serious. Even the
dogs were quiet.

“Carry him to my house!” ordered my master, “and fetch the
doctor. Somebody go to Squire Gordon’s house and tell him that his
son is hurt. ” _ |

We only remembered the boy’s horse when the horse doctor
arrived and examined him.

“Broken leg!” he said.

He took out his gun and shot the poor animal.
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” said my mother quietly,

“I’ve known that horse for years,
“he’s called Rob Roy. He was a brave and good horse. ”

She sobbed loudly.

“I’ll never come to this part of the field again,” she wept.

Squire Gordon’s son also died that day and he was buried a few
days later.

“All because of one little hare,” I thought.

I grew into a handsome horse. By the time I was almost four,
my coat had grown fine and soft, and was bright black. I had one white
foot, a white star on my forehead and a splash of white on my back.

One day, Squire Gordof came to look at me.

“When you have broken him in, he
will suit me very well,” he told my owner.

Do you know what breaking in a
horse means? It means to teach a horse to
wear a saddle and reins and to carry a
person on its back, or in a carriage behind
him. It was not too terrible. The thing I
hated most was the iron shoes I had to wear. They were stiff and
heavy. But I soon got used to them. |

Soon, it was time to leave my mother and go to Squire
Gordon’s estate.

“Remember,” she said, “the better you behave, the better
you will be treated. ”

She looked at me for a moment.

24

“There are many kinds of men,” she went on, “good, bad,
foolish, ignorant, careless and, worst of all, cruel ones who should
never be allowed to own a horse. I hope you will always have a good

master. ”
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Her face was sad now.

“A horse never knows who will ‘buy him. But I still say, do
your best wherever it is, and keep up your good name. ”

With those last words, she left me. And I went to begin my
new life at Birtwick Park.
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CHAPTER TWO

A stormy day

I was nervous when my new master came to ride me for the first

time. I tried to do exactly what he wanted me to do. Squire Gordon
was a good rider, and very thoughtful towards me. He took me to
meet his wife.

“He is a pleasant creature,” the Squire told her. “What shall
we call him?”

“Would you like Ebony?” she asked. “He is as black as ebony
wood. ” |

“No, not Ebony, ” said her husband.

“Blackbird?” she suggested, “like your uncle’s old horse?”

“No,” he replied, “he is far more handsome than old
Blackbird ever was. ”

“Yes,” agreed his wife, “he really is quite a beauty. He has
such a sweet-tempered face, and such intelligent eyes. Why don’t
we call him Black Beauty?”

“Black Beauty it is! ” laughed the Squire.

“1 would have called him Rob Roy,” said James, the
stableboy, to his friend. “I’ve never seen two horses more alike. ”

“That’s because they had the same mother,” replied his
friend.

I felt sad. Poor Rob Roy who was killed at the hunt had been
my brother!

0120
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I soon made friends with Merrylegs and Ginger, the other
horses in my stable, and we spent many happy times talking under
the apple trees in the orchard. I liked Merrylegs, a small, plump
pony who belonged to the Squire’s children; but at first, I was a
little afraid of Ginger, a tall chestnut mare, because she was so
bad-tempered. Then I learned later that she had been badly treated
in the past. We soon became good friends. We were both good for
riding and for driving because we both had some racing blood in us.
And we were both about the right height — fifteen and a half hands
high.

I was very happy in my new home. I had a light, airy stable
and plenty of good food. What more could I want? Well, I wanted
my freedom! For the first three and a half years of my life, I had
run and jumped in the fresh air, in green fields. But now, week
after week, month after month (and probably year after year!), 1
had to stand up in my stable. I only went outside when somebody
needed me. I was young and I longed to gallop over the fields with
my tail blowing in the wind.

John, the coachman, knew this. Sometimes, he used to ride
me through the village and into the hills for a while. He knew how
to calm my high spirits. Other horses are not so lucky. Their
masters beat them to quieten them.

But one stormy autumn day, I had more exercise than I wanted.

My master had to make a long business journey. John harnessed
me to a small light carriage, then sat on top with the master. The
wind was blowing hard and there had been a lot of rain during the
night. Soon, we came to a small wooden bridge. I looked down in
surprise. The river was very high, and still rising.

My master went into the town on business and we set off for

0130
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home later than usual. The wind shrieked in the trees and the
branches swayed like twigs.

“I’ve never been out in such bad weather, ” John said.

“I wish we were well out of this wood, ” replied the master.

~ Suddenly, there was a groan, and a crack and a splitting sound.
An oak tree fell right across the road in front of us. I was very
frightened and I stopped, trembling. But I am proud to say that I
did not turn around or start to run.

“Well, sir,” said John, “we carf't drive over that tree nor
round it. We shall have to go back to the crossroads. It will be at
least six miles before we get round to the wooden bridge again. But
the horse is fresh. ” _

It was almost dark by the time we got back to the bridge. We
could see the water over the middle of it. I was going fast, but the
moment my feet touched the first part of the bridge, I felt that
something was wrong.

“Go on, Beauty,”
first, then hard.

I refused to move.

said my master. He whipped me gently at

“Come on, Beauty, what’s the matter?” asked John.

I wanted to tell him that the bridge was dangerous; but of
course, I couldn’t. Just then, the man at the bridge toll-gate, on the
other side of the river, saw us and came out.

“Stop! Stop!” he shouted above the wind. “The bridge -is
broken in the middle. The water has swept some of it away. ”

“Thank God!” said my master.

“You Beauty!” said John as he gently turned me round.

We travelled in silence for a while. Then I heard my master’s
voice.

o 14
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“We would have all been carried away by the water, ” he said,

“we would have all been drowned. God has given animals a special

knowledge. They act rather than think. This is how they often save
men’s lives. ”

What a wonderful supper John gave me when we arrived home — a
good bran mash, some crushed beans with my oats and a thick bed of
straw. I sank into it gratefully. I had never been so tired.

I did not know then that soon I would be in even greater
danger.
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