
THE SAN FRANCISCO SUNDAY GALE

ON
TETE<i»ymymother whinnied, and said: "Youare

v«;ry veil bred, my boy, for year grandfather

won the cup two yif-rsago at the Newmarket races. Be
always gentle and good- L^t your heels high vhen

j-ou trot and never kick cr bite
"

We were feeing in th-. lower par*, of the field, and

just then Iheard the baying of dogs. My mother
pricked up her ctrs. *nd said: vThe hounds l

"
We

galloped toge*hrr to th* upp?r p*»t of the field, nnd
saw the dogs running down thr fi»:ld yelping

"
Vo' Ye!

O. OP with their nos^s on the ground- A ntimbe.r of

men in red ooats sp*xl after on galloping horses..
"Theyhave lost the scent." said my mother. "Per-

haps the hare willescap?."
Presently the dogs began the'u "Vo» Yo' O. Of

again, and the men and horses came back at full speed

straight for our meadow -*-

"Now uatch for the hare," said my mother.

JUST then a poor frightened hare rushed by us to-
_ ward the woods. On came the dogs pellmell. leap*

ing theiitream and dashing across the fietd, followed by

the huntsmen. The hare tried to get through the fence*
but just then the dogs pounced upon her, and one of
the hunters, whipping off the dogs, held it up. But.
alasIone of the horses lay, struggling in the stream,

and another groaned on the grass beside his rider, who- . \u25a0
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lay quite still. \u25a0 .
"His neck is broken." my mother said.
The beautiful black horse had broken his leg. Htf

was noon quiet, too. for he was shot to end his misery.

When I«va.s four years old my coat became glossy
black, and Igrew very handsome. Ihad a white star

on my forehead and one white foot. Mymaster sold
me to Squire Gordon, who proved to be a kind master,

forhe broke oie inwithout the use of a whip.

TOHN. the coachman, took ma out for a rtde next**
morning, and we met the Squire with his wife.

"How does he go, John?" he asked

"He is as fleet as a deer, and has a fine spirit."

"He is a perfect beauty," said the lady. "Let us

call him 'Black Beauty/ *,

"Yes," said the Squire,
*'

TBlack Beauty* shall be

his name."

Imade fast friends with Ginger and Mcrrylegs,

findIwas very happy. »

One day in the autumn my master and mistress

decided topay a visit to some friends who lived a long

.way off,and John was to drive them. We reached a

town at sundown, and they stopped at the hotel for the

night Ginger and Iwere taken to the stable* where
there were six or eight other horses. John fed us, and

are soon went to deep, as we were very tired after our

long drire,
'

/^\ NE day the Squire said: "Good-bye. Darkie; be*good horse." and Ileft 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. V

"How do you do; what is your name?" Isaid td

"Myname is Mcrrylegs. Arc you going to lite. .it
,

V A

. Just then a tall, ill-tempered chestnut mare said
- \u25a0"\u25a0 !\u25a0\u25a0"

"So it's you who turned me outof my stall."

"Ihad nothing to do with it,"Isaid. "The,man

put me here."
When sh« went out in the afternoon Merrylegs

told me that she was called "Ginger" because of her

bad habits.

T AWOKEsuddenly to findthe air was fullofsmoke.*
Icould see nothing, and could scarcely breathe.

Ginger was coughing, and the other horses seemed very

restless. The trapdoor was open, and Iheard some*

thing crackling and snapping. Idid not know what it

srgs. and trembled allover in fear. Allthe horses were

now pulling at their halters and stamping. At last s>

man burst into the stable and tried to lead the horse*
out The first would not go with him, nor the second
or third. In fact, none of us would stir a foot iXo•
doubt we were foolish, but danger seemed allaround us,

end we were afraid to leave the stable* Soon a ret!

light flickered on the wall,*nd some one cried "FireP
Next thingIheard was John's voice, quiet and cheery:

*'Come. Beauty, on with your bridle, my boy. We will

soon be out of this.'" He tied a scarf lightly over my

eyes, and, patting and coaxing, he led me out

T WAS soon sold after this to a livery stable man as

a job horse, but he did not keep me long, and I
fellinto 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 a thin, wornout horse, drove up be-

side us. The horse looked at me and said: "Black

Beauty, is that you?" Itwas Ginger, but so changed I

scarcely knew her. :
"

c. :... . .v iShe told me how she had gone from bad to worse,

until she wished she could die. Just thcu her driver

came up, and. with a tug at her mouth and a lash of .
the whip,drove off. .

A short time after this a cart with a dead horse in

St passed our cab, andI'saw it was poor Ginger.

f~\NE day during the summer Iwas groomed with
*

. core care tb.*^ usual* and some Isdies ouns Is

see me. The next dayIwas led to a new besom tad

placed in a comfortable stable owned by these came

ladies. When the groom wasdeaning my face bo saidi
> "Why, this is just like tbe star Black Beaaty bad." Hi

stood and looked at me, and thensaid* "Itmust be Black

Beauty! Whjr.Beauty, do you know met laa Joe

Square Gordon's under groom." Iput my case op to

him and whinnied.

"Well, Beauty, it will not be my fault ifyou

haven't a good time now." said he.

HereIhave liveda year inhappiness, and hope to

spend the rest of my lifein the place whereIam called

by xav own name, "JJlack Beauty," ...Xv

6t TTERE, somebody! Take this horse while fgo

, back fo7 the otherI"ahouted John. In,a

few moments .Jpbjj came through the smoke leading

Ginger. .

We continued our Journey next day without any

more excitement.

Three years later Ginger end Iwere sold to.Mas-
ter's old friend, Lord W— » where our lives were

far fromhappy. Early inthe springIwas turned out

into the meadow, for Iwas gone in the kuoes. One

morning some days \u25a0 later the gate opened ami who

should come inbut Ginger.
'When Itrotted up to her Isoon saw that she,' too,

had been ruined byhard driving. \u25a0

"And so." she said, "here we are, ruined in our.

youth and strength; you by-tr drunkard and iby a ftoV*


