Capitolul 1
Prima mea casa

Primul loc de care-mi amintesc este pajistea
verde si racoroasa pe care o imparteam cu mama.
In mijlocul ei cresteau brazi, iar printre ei curgea
un rau argintiu si cristalin, strajuit de un mal
abrupt.

Fiind mic, stateam foarte aproape de mama, iar
noaptea dormeam langa ea. Cand am crescut
destul cat sa ma pot hrani cu iarbd, mama s-a
intors la lucru in timpul zilei si venea la mine doar
seara. Nu ma deranja prea mult, pentru ca aveam
alti sase manji cu care sa ma joc si ne distram de
minune alergand pe pajiste cat era ziua de lunga.
Uneori, joaca devenea cam violentd, fiindca ne
muscam si ne loveam cu picioarele.

Intr-o zi, dupa o astfel de joaca destul de zbu-
ciumata, cu mai multe muscaturi si lovituri de
picioare decat in alte ddti, mama ma chema la ea:

— Vreau sa-ti amintesti ce-ti spun acum, zise ea.
Esti bine-crescut si ai o educatie aleasa. Manjii cu
care te joci tu sunt manji de povara si, chiar daca
sunt iscusiti in ceea ce fac, nu vreau sa musti si sa
lovesti ca ei. Trebuie sa fii bland si bun, sa muncesti
cu sarg, sa-ti ridici picioarele frumos la trap si nicio-
data sa nu musti ori sa lovesti, nici macar in joaca.

Tot atunci imi povesti despre bunicul meu, care
castigase de doud ori Cupa in cursa de la New-
market, si despre bunica mea, care fusese o iapa
cu o fire blanda.
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Chapter 1
My Early Home

The first place I can remember was the cool
green meadow I shared with my mother. Fir trees
grew at the top of the field and a clear silvery
stream, overhung by a steep bank, ran along the
bottom.

While I was young I stayed close to my mother
and at night I lay down beside her. When I was old
enough to eat grass my mother went back to work
in the daytime and came back only in the evening.
I did not mind very much because I had six other
colts to play with and we had great fun galloping
round and round the field. Sometimes the play got
rather rough; there was plenty of biting and kicking.

One day after a rather noisy play when there
had been more kicking and biting than usual,
mother called me to her.

“I want you to remember what I say,” she said.
“You have been well bred and well born. The colts
you play with are cart-horse colts and although
they are very good colts I don’t want you to bite
and kick like they do. You must be gentle and
good, work with a will, lift your feet up well when
you trot, and never bite or kick even in play.”

She also went on to tell me about my grand-
father, who had won the Cup two years at New-
market races, and what a good-tempered horse my
grandmother had been.




N-am uitat niciodata sfaturile mamei, pentru ca
era o iapa bdtrand si inteleaptd, iar stapanul isi
punea mare nadejde in ea. El venea pe camp,
tindnd In mand un morcov sau o bucata de paine,
si, cum numele mamei mele era Ducesa, i spunea:

— Ei bine, badtranica mea, ce face micutul tau
Negrut?

Imi zicea asa pentru cd eram negru ca ticiunele.

Viata la ferma stapanului era, intr-adevar, foarte
placutd.

Pe cand inca eram manz, se intampla ceva ce
n-am putut da niciodati uitirii. In timp ce eu si
ceilalti manji pdsteam intr-o parte mai joasd a
campului, auzirdm niste sunete care aduceau cu
urletul cainilor. Cel mai mare dintre noi spuse ca
erau caini de vanatoare.

— Se pare cd au dat peste un iepure salbatic, zise
mama.

Indata, cainii strabaturad in goana lanul proaspat
de grau din apropierea noastra, hdituindu-l. Nu
latrau ca toti cainii, ci urlau ,Hauuu, hauuu,
hauu!“. In urma lor, veneau in galop cativa barbati.
Iepuroaica aparu in fata noastrd, apucand-o catre
ferma, dar cainii trecura paraul, lipaind prin apa, si
o incoltira pe mal, lasand-o fara scapare. Inainte s-o
ucida, un domn imprastie cainii si o ridica. Toata
lumea pdrea incantata.

Cat despre mine, eram atat de socat incat trecu
ceva timp pana si observ ce se intamplase pe
malul paraului. Doi cai cazusera: unul se zbatea in
apa, iar celalalt gemea pe camp.

6

I have never forgotten my mother’s advice, for
she was a wise old horse, and our master thought a
lot of her. He would come in the field with a carrot
or a piece of bread for us and, although my
mother’s name was Duchess, he would call, “Well,
old Pet, and how is your little Darkie?” I was a dull
black so he called me Darkie.

Life on our master’s farm was very pleasant
indeed.

[ was quite young when something happened
which I have never forgotten. The colts and I were
feeding at the lower part of the field when we
heard what sounded like the cry of dogs. The
oldest colt told us it was the hounds.

“It sounds as if they have found the hare,” said
my mother.

Soon the dogs were chasing through the field of
young wheat next to ours. They did not bark like
other dogs but kept up a “Yo! Yo, o, o! Yo, o, o!” A
number of men on horseback were galloping after
them. The hare appeared in our field making for
the farmhouse but the dogs were bursting over the
bank, leaping the stream and were upon her
before she could escape. Before they could kill her
one of the gentlemen drove them off and held her
up. Everyone seemed pleased.

As for me, I was so shocked that it was a while
before I noticed what was happening at the stream.
Two horses had fallen; one was struggling in the
stream, and the other was groaning on the grass.
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Un cdldret se catara pe malul abrupt. Celalalt
statea intins, nemiscat.

— Are gatul rupt, spuse mama.

Eu si ceilalti manji ne gandirdm ca si-o meritase
si spuseram asta cu voce tare, dar mama nu ne
impdrtasi parerea.

—Nu trebuie sd spui asa ceva. Sunt o iapa
batrana si am vazut multe la viata mea. Nu stiu de
ce oamenii 1si fac singuri rau si ranesc si cai buni,
doar pentru a vana un iepure sau o vulpe pe care
le-ar putea obtine mai usor pe alte cai. Dar suntem
doar niste cai; cine suntem noi sd-i judecam?

Stapanul porunci ca tandrul célaret ranit sa fie
dus la ferma. Am aflat mai tarziu ca era George
Gordon, fiul cel mai mare al mosierului. Calul
negru, pe care-l cdlarise, isi rupsese piciorul si
sfarsi prin a fi impuscat.

Mama se necaji tare. Il cunostea de ani buni; ne

spuse ca numele lui fusese Rob Roy si ca fusese un .

cal foarte bun si bland. De atunci, mama nu s-a
mai dus niciodata in partea aceea a campului.

Cateva zile mai tarziu, din cauza ranilor capa-
tate, a murit si fiul mosierului Gordon. Parea a fi
o mare risipd de vieti pentru un singur iepuras.

Cand ma facui mai marisor, pielea imi deveni
find, neagra si lucioasa. Aveam o stea alba in
frunte si un picior alb.
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One rider was climbing out of the stream. The
other lay quite still.

“His neck is broken,” said my mother. The colts
and I thought it served him right and said so, but
Mother did not agree.

“You must not say that. I am an old horse and
have seen many things. Why men hurt themselves
and spoil a good horse all for a hare or fox they
could get more easily some other way, I don't
know, but we are only horses and who are we to
judge?”

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 I grew older my coat became fine and soft |
and was black and glossy. I had a white star on my
forehead and one white foot.
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Capitolul 2
Cum am fost dresat

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

El trebuie, de asemenea, sd invete sd poarte un
ham, un frau, sa stea potolit cat i se pune harnasa-
mentul, dupa care sa fie inhdamat la o caruta ori la
o trasurd. Trebuie sd mearga iute ori incet, dupa
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 muscaturi sau de lovituri cu piciorul
nici nu poate fi vorba. Nu trebuie sa aiba dorinte
proprii, ci trebuie sa faca mereu ce spune stapanul,
chiar daca este obosit sau infometat. De aceea,
[l vedeti voi, dresura este foarte importantd.

Cele mai neplacute parti ale dresurii sunt fraul
si zabala. Zabala este facuta din otel si e groasa cat
degetul unui barbat. Stapanul mi-a pus zdbala intre
dinti, deasupra limbii! Iese din gura 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 poarta si nu-i rdneste, asa ca, vor-
bindu-mi bland si mangaindu-ma, stapanul m-a
invatat sa port zabala si fraul.

Dupa aceea, a venit randul seii. De fiecare data
cand imi punea saua, primeam si ovaz, asa cd ince-
pusem sa astept cu nerabdare saua si ovazul.
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’ Chapter 2
My Breaking In

When I 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 I learned to wear my
bit and bridle.

Next came the saddle. Every time it was put on
I was given a few oats.
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Insi intro z, stipAnul m-a incdlecat si am dat
roatd campului. Ma simteam ciudat, dar dupa ce
m-a caldrit cate putin in fiecare zi, am inceput sama
obisnuiesc si devenisem tare mandru cdl port in
spate.

Urmitoarea etapa neplacutd din dresaj a fost
potcovirea. Potcovarul a potrivit potcoavele si a
batut cateva cuie care au patruns in copite. Nu m-a
durut, dar dupi 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 sa va mai spun
un singur lucru despre antrenamentul meu, caci
mi se pare interesant.

Stapanul m-a trimis, vreme de doud saptamani,
la un vecin fermier care avea o pajiste in
apropierea garii. Cind am auzit pentru prima
oard zgomotul trenului, am rupt-o la fugd speriat,
spre celdlalt capit al pajistii, dar, cind mi-am dat
seama ca trenul n-are nici cum sa intre pe camp,
nici cum si ma raneasca, am devenit la fel de
neinfricat in gari ca si in propriul meu grajd.

De multe ori, stipanul md inhdma aldturi de
mama. Ea ma invata multe si imi spuse cd, daca ma
comport bine, voi fi tratat bine.

— Niddjduiesc sa-ti gasesti un stapan 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 nadajduiesc sa intri
pe maini bune. Orice s-ar intampla, poarta-te
frumos si nu uita cine esti.
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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 every day, I 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 T got used to everything, including
blinkers and the crupper. There is just one more
part of my training I feel I must mention because I
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 I heard the train go
by I ran to the other end of the field in fright, but
I soon realised that the train never came into the
field or did me any harm and I 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 I behaved, the better I should be
treated, “I 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 I hope you fall into good hands.
Whatever happens, do your best and remember
your good name.”
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