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UST then & poor frightened hare rushed by us to-
ward the woods. On came the dogs pell mell. leap«

ing the stream and dashing across the field, followed by
the buntsmen. The hare tried to get through the fence,
but just then the dogs pounced upon her, and one of

O NE dsy my mother whinnied, and said: “You are

very well bred, my boy, for yeur grandfather
won the cup two yenrs ag» at the Newmarket races, Be
elways gentle and good. Laft your heels tigh when
vou trot. and never kack or hite ”

We were feeding tn the lower part of the ficld, and
just then [ heard the beying of dogs. My mother the hunters, whipping off the dogs. held it up. But.
pricked up ber ezrs. and said: “The hounds™ We
galloped together to the upper part of the field, and
saw the dogs running down the field yelping “Vo! Yo!

0. O1" with their nos=s on the ground. A number of

alas! one of the horses lay struggling in the stream,
and another groaned on the grass beside his rider, who
lay quite still.

“His rieck is broken.” my mother said,

The besutiful black horse had broken his leg. He
was 500n quiet, too. for he was shot to end his misery.

When [ was four years old my coat became glossy
black. and [ grew very handsome. T had a white star

men in red coats sped after on galloping horses.
*“They have lost the scent.” said my mother. “Per-
haps the hare will escape.”
Presently the dogs began theit “Yo! Yo! 0,.O!"

k at full speed
again, and the men and horses came back at full spe o o folhabl Gha dhb shite sk

My master sold
me to Squire Gordon, who proved to be a kind master,

for he bro!ge me in without the use of a whip.
%

straight for our meadow -

“Now watch for the hare,” said my mother.

NE day the Squire said: “Good-bye, Darkie; be
s good horse,” and I left my first Home to go
to Birtwick Park, where my new stable was fine and
big. In the stall next to mine there was a little fat
gray pony.
“How do you do; what is your name?” I said to
him.
“My name is Merrylegs. Are you going to lite
here?" he replied.
“Yes,” I sagid.
y Just then a tall, ill-tempered chestnut mare said
to me:
“So it's you who turned me out of my stall.”
“I had nothing to do with it,” I said. ““The man
put me here.”
When she went out in the afternoon Mcfryhgo
told me that she was ealled “Ginger"” because of her
bad habits.

AWOKE suddenly to find the air was full of smoke.

I could see nothing, and could scarcely bresthe,
Ginger was coughing. and the other horses seemed very
restless. The trapdoor was open, and I heard some-
thing crackling and snapping. 1 did not know what it
wgs, and trembled all over in fear. All the horses were
now pulling at their halters and stainping. At last s
man burst into the stable and tried to lead thc horses

ERF, somebody! Take this horse while I go
3 back for the other!” shouted John. In a
few moments John came through the smoke leading
Ginger.
We continued our ‘Journey next dsy without any
~ more excitement. :
Milnhhdhpndlmoldhj!ar
ter's old friend, Lord W where our lives were
far from happy. Easly in the spring I was lurned out
into the meadow, for I was gone in the knoes. One
morning some days later the gate opened and who
should come in but Ginger.
* When 1 trotted up to her I soon saw that she, too,
bad been ruined by hard driving.
“And ‘n." she said, “here we are, ruined in our
youth and strength; you by drunkard and I by a fool”

out. The first would not go with him, nor the second
or third. In fact. none of us would stir a foot. No
doubt we were foolish. but danger seemed all around us,
end we were afraid to leave the stable: Soon a red
light flickered on the wall, and some one cried “Firel”
Next thing 1 heard was John's voice, quiet and cheery:
“Come. Beauty. on with your bridle, my boy. We u'il-‘
He tied a scarf lightly over my
eyes, and, patting and coaxing, he led me out.

soon be out of this.”

WAS soon sold after this to & livery stable man as

a job horse. but he did not keep me long. and 1

fell into the hands of a London cab driver. One day,

while our cab was waiting at one of the parks. a shabby

old cab. drawn by s thin, wornout horse. drove up be-
side us. The horse looked at me and said: “Black
Beauty. is that you?" ltwnGix.)ger.butaoc‘lunzull
scarcely knew her. o
Sktddmb!:ﬁhdmefml’dhwme.
until she wished she could die. Just theo her driver
came up, and. with 8 tug at her mouth and a lash of
the whip, drove off.
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OHN, the coachman, took me out for s ride next

moraing, and we met the Squire with hus wife.

“How does he go, John?" he asked

“He is as fleet as & deer, and has a fine spirit.”

“He is a perfect beauty,” said the lady. “'Let us
call him ‘Black Beauty. ”

“Yes,” said the Squire, “ ‘Black Beauty’ shall be
his name.”

I made fast friends with Gmger and Merrylegs,
and I was very happy.

One day in the autumn my master and mistress
decided to pay a visit to some friends who lived a long
way off, and Joha was to drive them. We reached 2
town at sundown, and they stopped at the hotel for the
night. Ginger and I were taken to the stable, where
there were six or eight other horses. John fed us, and
sve soon went to sleep, as we were very tired after our
long drive. 4

NE day during the summer [ was groomed with.
s more care than usual, and some Iadies came to
.namc. The next day I was led to a new bome sod
placed in s comfortable stable owned by thess ssme
ladies. When the groom was cleaning my face be sid:
“Why, this is just like the star Black Besuty had” Ho
stood and looked at me, and then ssid, “It must be Black
Beauty! Why, Besuty, do you know me? 1 am Joe,
Squire Gardon’s under groom.” I put my neee up o

him and whinnied.

“Well, Beguty, it will not be my fault i you
haven't & good time now,” said he.
Here I have lived a year in happiness, and hope to
spend the rest of my life in the place where I am called
by my, own name, “Black Beauty.” ’
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