Before Reading

Cn?} Anna Sewell wrote “Black
Beauty” at a time when
people were often cruel to
Lorses. What was life for
horses fike then? What is

it ike now? Discuss.

{?} “Black Beauty” is an
P
autobiography. What is
an autobiography? Can
vou naime anty f3mons people

whe wrote one?

Ama Sewe?i was E)ovﬂ on 30
March, 1820 n Ymm}wﬁ England.
She had ayounger brother, Phillip.

Their parents were kind and

gentle people. Anna’s mother

wrte children’s books and poetry,

" and she taught Anna to love

history, animals and nature,

@ in “Black Beauty” a horse talks about his life, Animals that

talk are a commaon feature of children's fiteratuve. Do you

Jike this kind of books? Why (not)? Do you know any other

stories with animals that taik?

m Gead the blorh on the back of the book. 15 the story you are

going to read & happy cne or a sad one? Why? How do you

think the story ends?
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{ ﬂ:::? Read zbopt Anva Sewell and circle the correct answers,
oo

1 Anna Sewell learnt to love horses thanks 1o her

g father b omother, ¢ brothern ¢ f-‘;éai?h@?i%,

i

2 Alter having a small accident as a givl, Anna,

a horse. ¢ had trouble walking.

4  did not have children,

3 Anma decided to do something to help hovses afrer she.
a  read ahout animals, o fell off a borse,
boosaw how horses suifered, d  read her mothers boods,
4 Anmna Sewell wro i Beguty

when she was fifteen.

[

a2 when she was i'éé“;' :

dust belore she died,

b ointhe lasgye

%









Chapter 1

My Early Years

W hen I was a young colt, I lived with my mother on a big
farm. I remember a big green field with a pond in the
middle of it and beautiful green trees all around. There was a
small wood and a brook, too. On one side of the field, past the
gate, was our master’s house.

My mother and I ran together in the field, and when it was
hot we stood under the trees where it was cool. Sometimes 1 ran
with the other young colts in the field and we had great fun
together. Some of them were almost as big as grown-up horses.
But one time, when we kicked a little as we played, my mother
whinnied to me to come to her.

“Listen to what I say to you.The colts here are good colts, but
they do not have good manners.You do have good manners and
I don’t want you to learn bad ways. Do your work well and lift
your feet high when you trot, and remember: never bite or
kick —even when you are playing”

My mother, Duchess, was a wise horse, and we were the master’s
favourites. He called me Darkie because my colour was black,
even though I had one white foot and a white star on my forehead.
We had a fine and happy life in those days.

When I was four years old, my master sold me to Squire Gordon.
He lived near our farm, and early in May a man came and took
me there. My master said goodbye to me.

“Be a good horse, Darkie, and always do your best”

Then my mother said her last words to me.

“Remember, my dear son, there are good men like our master,
and there are cruel men. T hope you will always have a good master,

but a horse can never know who will buy him. Just do your best”



Chapter l

Sguire Gordon's home was near the village of Birowick. it was
2 great big bouse with a big iron gate in front of it and lots of

appie trees. A long road went up to the house and gardens, and

there was a big feld where we horses could run and play,
John, the coachman, pul me in o nice bright stable where 1
could talik o the othor horses and see outside, too. In the box
next 1o me, there was a fat e grey pony with a thick mane and
tail, a very pretty head and a cute littde nose. T said,
“Helie, how do you do? What is your name?”

He looked at me and held up his head.

i,

“My name is Merrvlegs. T carry the young ladies and sometimes

I rake our mistress out, too. I vou are going 1o Hive nest door 1o
me, T hope you do not bite!
Then T saw g mll chestnut mare with 2 beautiful jong neck.

Her name was Ginger, and when she looked at me and spoke,

she was angrv,

R0 i s vou they gave my box o I isn't ve Y e for a colt

1o send a bady fom her home?

SLErpreised,
“Excuse me, but | did not send vou from your home and 1 do

not ke sngry words. A man brought me here and put me in this

ax.And Tam not a coli T am four vears old and quite grown-up’”

in the afternoon, when G inger wenl oul, Merry zyw woid me

alyouir ber

[ think she is unl

o1 and our master

never nses 2 whip, so she shouldnt say :.-‘u:z\,—'i:’;“ta m.g.”

The nest e squire rode me. He was a good rider, and

came home, Mrs Gordon was at the front door

i
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