Our master ordered the young rider to be taken to the
farmhouse. We learned later that the young man was George
Gordon, the Squire’s eldest son. The black horse he had been
riding was found to have a broken leg and had to be shot.

My mother was very upset. She had known that horse for
years and said his name was Rob Roy, a good, kind horse. She
never went to that part of the field again.

A few days later Squire Gordon’'s son died of his injuries. It
seemed a sad waste of life for one little hare.

As | grew older my coat became fine and soft and was black
and glossy. | had a white star on my forehead and one white foot.









.and am implinit patru ani, mosierul Gordon a venit sa ma
vada. A spus cd-i plac si cd vrea sd md cumpere. L-a rugat
pe stdpanul meu sa ma dreseze. A dresa inseamna a obisnui
un cal sd mearga inseuat, cu zabala si sd poarte pe cineva in spate.

El trebuie, de asemenea, sd invete sd poarte un ham, un frau,
sd stea potolit cat i se pune harnasamentul, dupa care sa fie inha-
mat la o cdrutd ori la o trasurd. Trebuie sd mearga iute ori incet,
dupd voia caldretului. Nu trebuie sd se sperie de ceea ce vede si
nici sd intre in conversatie cu alti cai in timp ce merge. De musca-
turi sau de lovituri cu piciorul nici nu poate fi vorba. Nu trebuie
sd aiba dorinte proprii, ci trebuie sd facd mereu ce spune stapanul,
chiar daca este obosit sau infometat. De aceea, vedeti voi, dresura
este foarte importanta.

Cele mai nepldcute parti ale dresurii sunt fraul si zdbala.
Zabala este facutd din otel si e groasa cat degetul unui barbat.
Stapanul mi-a pus zdbala intre dinti, deasupra limbii! Iese din
gurd pe la colturi si e legata cu chingi pe deasupra capului, pe sub
gat, de jur-imprejurul nasului si pe dedesubtul barbiei.

Toti caii o poartd si nu-i raneste, asa ca, vorbindu-mi bland si
mangaindu-mad, stdpanul m-a invatat sa port zadbala si fraul.

Dupd aceea, a venit randul seii. De fiecare datd cand imi
punea saua, primeam si ovaz.

Insi intr-o zi, stipanul m-a incilecat si am dat roati cam-
pului. Ma simteam ciudat, dar dupd ce m-a caldrit cate putin in
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%hen | was four years old, Squire Gordon came to look at
me. He said he liked the looks of me and wished to buy
me. He asked my master to break me in. Breaking in
means teaching a horse to wear a saddle and bridle and to carry
someone on his back.

He also has to learn to wear a collar, a crupper, and to stand
still while they are put on, then have a cart or a chaise fixed behind
him. He must go fast or slow, as his driver wishes. He must never
start at what he sees, or speak to other horses while driving. Biting
and kicking are out of the question. He must have no will of his
own but always do as his master says, even though he may be
tired or hungry. So you see breaking in is very important.

The worst part of breaking in was the bit and bridle. It is
made of cold hard steel as thick as a man’s finger. My master put
it in my mouth between my teeth and over my tongue! Its ends
come out of the corner of your mouth and are held fast there by
straps over your head, round your nose, and under your chin.

All horses wear it and it didn’t hurt, so with my master’s kind
words and pats | learned to wear my bit and bridle.

Next came the saddle. Every time it was put on | was given a
few oats.

One day my master got on my back and rode me around
the field. It felt very queer, but after he had ridden me a little
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fiecare zi, am inceput sd ma obisnuiesc si devenisem tare mandru
ca-1 port in spate.

Urmadtoarea etapd nepldcuta din dresaj a fost potcovirea.
Potcovarul a potrivit potcoavele si a batut cateva cuie care au
pdtruns in copite. Nu m-a durut, dar dupa aceea mi-am simtit
picioarele tepene si grele.

In cele din urma, m-am obisnuit cu toate, chiar si cu ochelarii
si cu fraul. Trebuie sd vd mai spun un singur lucru despre antre-
namentul meu, cdci mi se pare interesant.

Stapanul m-a trimis, vreme de doud sdptdmani, la un vecin
fermier care avea o pajiste in apropierea gdrii. Cand am auzit pen-
tru prima oard zgomotul trenului, am rupt-o la fugd speriat, spre
celdlalt capadt al pajistii, dar, cand mi-am dat seama cd trenul n-are
nici cum sa intre pe cAmp, nici cum sd ma raneascd, am devenit la
fel de neinfricat in gdri ca si in propriul meu grajd.

De multe ori, stapanul md inhdma aldturi de mama. Ea ma
invatd multe si imi spuse cd, dacd ma comport bine, voi fi tratat
bine.

— Nadajduiesc sa-ti gdsesti un stdpan bun, imi spuse. Pe
lumea asta sunt multi oameni nesabuiti si nestiutori care irosesc un
cal bun doar de dragul unui capriciu marunt. Dar sunt si oameni
buni si blanzi, ca stapanul nostru, si naddjduiesc sd intri pe maini
bune. Orice s-ar intampla, poarta-te frumos si nu uita cine esti.
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every day, | began to get accustomed to it and felt rather proud
of carrying him.

The next unpleasant part of breaking in was having iron
shoes put on. The blacksmith put them on and drove some nails
through the shoe quite into my hoof. It did not hurt, but my feet
felt stiff and heavy afterwards.

At last | got used to everything, including blinkers and the
crupper. There is just one more part of my training | feel | must
mention because | always considered it a great advantage.

My master sent me for a fortnight to a neighbouring farmer
who had a meadow next to a railway station. The first time |
heard the train go by | ran to the other end of the field in fright,
but | soon realised that the train never came into the field or did
me any harm and | became as fearless at railway stations as in my
own stable.

My master often drove me in double harness with my
mother. She taught me a lot and explained that the better |
behaved, the better | should be treated, “l do hope you find a
kind master”, she said. “There are many foolish, ignorant men
who spoil horses just for the want of a little sense. But there are
good and thoughtful men like our master and | hope you fall into
good hands. Whatever happens, do your best and remember your
good name.”
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Ditwick Paky

/N

(‘?’ ntr-o zi, la inceputul lunii mai, in vreme ce ma tesdlau de
3 luceam precum o aripd de corb, un argat de-al m0§1erulu1
Gordon ma lua si ma duse la conac.

— La revedere, Negrutule! zise stapanul, iar eu imi odihnii
botul pe ména lui.

M4 mangaie cu blandete si astfel ldsai in urma prima mea
casa.

Viata mea de cativa ani alaturi de stdpanul Gordon urma sa
fie tare fericitd. Domeniul mosierului era aliniat de-a lungul satu-
lui Birtwick. Dupd ce treceai de o poartd uriasd de fier si de vreo
doud colibe, ajungeai la casa si la gradind. Mai incolo se gdseau
padocul si grajdurile. Era loc destul pentru mai multi cai si mai
multe trasuri, iar boxa care imi fusese datd era cea mai frumoasa
din cate vdzusem pand atunci. Era curata si aerisitd. In boxa de
langa mine era un ponei gri, mic si durduliu. Imi ridicai capul si-1
intrebai printre barele de fier:

— Ce faci? Cum te cheama?

— M4 cheama Merrylegs, rdspunse poneiul. {i scot pe copii la
calarie. Ai sa locuiesti aici?

— Da, i rdspunsei.

— Sper sd nu musti, zise Merrylegs.

De indata, o iapd mare, castanie ne privi din boxa de vizavi.
Avea urechile date pe spate, ceea ce ardta un temperament naravas.
— Deci tu esti ménzul care m-a dat afara din boxa, spuse ea.
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‘WLWS’
Ditwick Paky

D ne day in early May, as | was having my coat brushed till it
@ shone like a raven’s wing, there came a man from Squire
*Gordon’s who took me away to the Hall. My master said
“Goodbye Darkie”, and | put my nose in his hand. He patted me
kindly, and I left my first home.

| lived some years with Squire Gordon and was very happy
there. The Squire’s land skirted the village of Birtwick. After
passing a large iron gate and two lodges you came to the house
and gardens. Beyond lay the paddock and stables. There was
room for many horses and carriages and the stall | was given was
the finest I've ever been in. It was clean and airy. In the stall next
to mine was a little, fat grey pony. | put my head up to the iron
rails at the top of my box and said, “How do you do? What is
your name?”

The pony replied, “My name is Merrylegs. | take the children
for rides. Are you going to live here?”

“Yes”, | replied.

“| just hope you don’t bite”, said Merrylegs.

Just then a tall chestnut mare looked over from the stall
beyond: Her ears were laid back and she looked rather bad-
tempered.

“So you're the colt who has turned me out of my box”, she
said.
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— Nu te-am dat eu afard, ii raspunsei. Omul care m-a adus
m-a instalat aici. Si nu mai sunt un manz, am patru ani. Nu putem
fi prieteni?

— Ei bine, imi rdspunse, vom vedea.

Mai tarziu, Merrylegs imi povesti ca Ginger avea prostul obi-
cei sd loveascd si sa muste. De aceea, era numitd Ginger (Ghimbir
- n.tr.). Cat stdtuse in boxa mea, il muscase pe James, grdjda-
rul, iar copiii se temeau sd treaca pe langd ea pentru a-i duce lui
Merrylegs bucitele de biscuiti. Acum, Merrylegs spera cd vor
reveni sd-1 vadd, avand in vedere cd eu nu muscam. L-am asigurat
ca nu musc nimic altceva decat iarba, fanul si porumbul.

— Ce crezi cd o face pe Ginger sd muste? il intrebai.

— E doar un obicei prost, rdspunse Merrylegs. Cred ca a fost
tratatd urat inainte sa vind aici. Am doisprezece ani si n-am locuit
vreodatd in alt loc mai frumos ca acesta; nimeni nu m-a ingrijit
mai bine ca John Manly, asa cd nu pricep de ce ea se poartd urat.

in dimineata care urmad, in timp ce eram tesalat, mosierul
veni si se uitd la mine.

— John, zise el, vrei sa incerci calul cel nou?

Eu sunt prea ocupat acum. Mergi peste islaz si intoarce-te pe
langa rau.

John incuviinta si, in curand, galopam peste islaz si ne indrep-
tam spre un loc unde raul se ingusta. La intoarcere, John ii spuse
stapanului cad sunt iute ca o cdprioard si foarte bine educat.

— Dupa pdrerea mea, nu a fost speriat in tinerete si nu a fost
tratat urat, spuse el.

Stapanul se bucurd de ceea ce auzi, iar a doua zi ma scoase
chiar el la plimbare. Cand ne intoarserdm acasd, stapanul fsi
intreba sotia cum sd mad numeasca.

— Ti-ar placea Ebony (Abanos, n.tr.)? rdspunse ea. E negru
ca abanosul. Sau poate Blackbird (Mierla - n.tr.), la fel ca pe batra-
nul cal al unchiului tau.
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