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THE AMERICAN HUMANE EDUCATION SOCIETY.

The American Humane Education Society was incorporated as a
National Society by Act of the Legislature of Massachusetts, March,
1889, with power to hold half a million of dollars free from taxation.

It has received during its firs¢ year in its permanent fund real
estate given by its president, valued at over three thousand dollars,
and for present and future use money given by persons in various
States to the amount of over eight thousand dollars more.

Its object is to carry humane education into_all our American
schools and homes, and to found « Humane Societies” and “ Bands
of Mercy ” over the whole American Continent.

In its first year it has founded in Western States fourteen new
Humare Societies” and four Jundred and sixty-iz new “ Bands of
has offered prizes to the students in all our American Col-
leges, also to all American editors, for best essays on the Zffect of
Himane Education on the Prevention of Crime; has employed an
active missionary, and has sent nearly a hundred thousand copies of
humane publications into every State and Territory except Alaska.

Its directors are among our most respected citizens.

All persons wishing information as to what it has already done
and is proposing to do will receive prompt answers by writing.

GEO. T. ANGELL,
President of the American Humane Education Society, the Massachusetts

Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and the Parent Amer-

ican Band of Mercy, 19 Milk Strect, Boston.

BosToN, March 1, 1890.
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The American Humane Fducation Society.

RATES OF SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP :

Active Life - - - - $100.00
Associate Life - - . 50.00
Active Annual - - - 1000
Associate Annual - - 5.00

All members receive “ OUR DUMB ANIMALS ” and
other publications free.

OFFICES OF THE SOCIETY :
GODDARD BUILDING, 19 MILK STREET,
COR. HAWLEY ST., BOSTON.

‘WILLS.

To those who wish to remember in their wills our “American
Humane Education Society” 1 would say that the Trustees of the
Permanent Fund of the Society have a box in the Union Safe De-
posit Vaults, State Street, Boston, as has also the undersigned,
where such wills can be preserved, and where several wils already
made in favor of the Society are now deposited.

To guard against accident T recommend that all wills be executed
in duplicate or triplicate, and so kept in different places.

After a will is made it is very little cost or trouble to make one
or two copies, and execute all at the same time with same witnesses,
and in the last clause of each write that it is executed in duplicate or
triplicate, as the case may be.

‘All persons wishing to give property by will to the Society can
have their wills written without charge by applying to

GEO. T. ANGELL,
President of the American Humane Education. Society, the Massa-
chusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruclly to Animals, and the
Parent American Band of Mercy, 19 Milk Street, Boston.
BosTON, March 1, 1890,




Killing Animals Humanely.

HumaNITY requires that animals be killed in the quick-
est and least painful manner. The following circular has
been sent by our AMERICAN HUMANE EDUCATION Soct-
Erv very widely through the country.

THE HORSE.

SuootiNG.— Place the pistol muzzle within a few inches
of the head, and shoot at the dot, aiming toward the centre
of the head.

Brows. — Blindfold, and with a heavy axe or hammer
strike just below the foretop, at the point indicated in the
present cut. Two vigorous, well-directed blows will make
death sure.

Be careful not 1o shoot or strike too low.



THE DOG.

SHOOTING. — Place the pistol muzzle near the head,
aiming a little one side of the centre of the top of the
skull, and shoot downward at the dot, so that the bullet
shall go through the brain into or toward the neck.

Do not shoot too low or directly in the middle, because of
thick bones.

After much consultation with veterinary surgeons and
experts, no better or more merciful method of killing cats
has been found than to put, with a long-handled wooden
spoon, about half a teaspoonful of gure cyanide of potas-
sium on the cat’s tongue, as nar the throat as possible.
The suffering is only for a few seconds. Great care must
be used to get pure cyanide of potassium, and to keep it
tightly corked.

For further information, when needed, write

GEO. T. ANGELL,
President of the American Humane Education Society,
the Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cru-

elly to Animals, and the Parent American Band of
Merey, 19 Milk Street, Boston.
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BLACK BEAUTY:
HIS GROOMS AND COMPANIONS.
By A. SEWELL.

«iﬂie “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” of the Porse.

AMERICAN EDITION PUBLISHED BY THE AMERICAN
HUMANE EDUCATION SOCIETY.

GEORGE T. ANGELL, Presipext, 19 MILK ST., BOSTON.

6% Read the Introductory Chapter.
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INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER.

THE UNCLE TOM’S CABIN OF THE HORSE,

IOR more than twenty years this thought
has been upon my mind,

Somebody must write a book which shall
be as widely read as “Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” and shall
have as widespread and powerful influence in abol-
ishing cruelty to horses, as “Uncle Tom’s Cabin”
had on the abolition of human slavery.

Many times, by letter and word of mouth, I have
called the attention of American writers to this
mafter and asked them to undertake it.

At last the book has come to me; mot from
America, but from England, where alfeady over
ninety thousand copies have been sold.

It was written by a woman, Anna Sewell.

It is the autobiography of an English horse, tell-
ing of kind masters and cruel, of happiness and of
suffering. 7 am glad to say that happiness predomi-
nates and finally triumphs.

I have read each of its zwo hundred and thirty-
eight beautifully printed pages from its cheerful




6 BLACK BEAUTY.

beginning to its happy end, and then called in the
printers.

Through the kind gifts of friends I am enabled to
pay $265 for having it electrotyped, and through the
kindness of another friend am enabled to print a
Sirst edition of ten thousand, at the marvelously low
‘price of twelve cents each—to which must be added,
when sent by mail, eight cents for postage, ete.

As T have said, over ninety thousand copies have
been already sold in England.

1 want to print immediately a hundred thousand.
copies.

1 want the power to give away thousands of theso
to drivers of horses, and in public schools, and else-
where,

I want to send a copy postpaid to the editors of
each of about thirteen thousand American newspa-
pers and magazines.

I would be glad to have each reader of this paper,
who has ever loved or cared for a horse, send me as
large a check as he or she can afford, to be used in
the distribution of this book.

Every such check will be acknowledged in # Our
Dumb Animals,” and at once passed into the treas-
ury of our ¢ American Humane Education Society,”
and be promptly used for the purpose for which it
is sent.

I would be glad, if T had the means, to put a copy
of it in every home in America, for T am sure there
has never been a book printed in any language, the
reading of which will be more likely to inspire love
and kind care for these dumb servants and friends
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who toil and die in our service. I hope to live
long enough to print and distribute @ méllion copies.
Tre Trrie or e Boox 1s “Brick Briury,
His Grooms AND CoMPANIONS.”
GEO. T. ANGELL,
President of the American Humane Education Society, the
Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to

Animals, and the Parent American Band of Mercy,
19 Milk Street, Boston.

Bostox, February 12, 1890.







BLACK BEAUTY.
PART 1.

CHAPTER I
MY EARLY HOME.

HE first place that I can well remember was a
large pleasant meadow with a pond of clear
water in it. Some shady trees leaned over
it, and rushes and waterlilies grew at the deep
end. Over the hedge on one side we looked into a
ploughed field, and on the other we looked over a
gate at our master’s house, which stood by the road-
side; at the top of the meadow Was a grove of fir
trees, and at the bottom a running brook overhung
by a steep bank.

Whilst I was young, I lived upon my mother’s
milk, as T could not eat grass. In the daytime T
ran by her side, and at night T lay down close by
her. When it was hot, we used to stand by the
pond in the shade of the trees, and when it was
cold, we had a nice warm shed near the grove.

As soon as I was old enough to eat grass, my
mother used to go out to work in the daytime, and
come back in the evening.




10 BLACK BEAUTY.

There were six young colts in the meadow be-
sides me; they were older than I was; some were
nearly as large as grownaup horses. I used to run
with them, and had great fun ; we used to gallop all
together round and round the field as hard as we
could go. Sometimes we had rather rough play,
for they would frequently bite and kick as well as
gallop.

One day, when there was a good deal of kicking,
my mother whinnied to me to come to her, and then
she said, —

T wish you to pay attention to-what T am going
to say to you. The colts who live here are very
good colts, but they are carthorse colts, and of
course they have not learned manners. You have
been well-bred and well-born; your father has a
great name in these parts, and your grandfather
won the eup two years at the Newmarket races;
your grandmother had the sweetest temper of any
horse I ever knew, and I think you have never seen
me kick or bite. I hope you will grow up gentle
and good, and never learn bad ways ; do your work
with a good will, lifs your feet up well when you
trot, and never bite or kick even in play.”

I have never forgotten my mother’s advice; T
knew she was a wise old horse, and our master
thought a great deal of her. Her name was Duchess,
but he often called her Pet.

Our master was a good, kind man. He gave us
good food, good lodging, and kind words; he spoke
as kindly to us as he did to his little children. We
were all fond of him, and my mother loved him very
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much. When she saw him at the gate, she would
neigh with joy, and trot up to him. He would pat;
and stroke her and say, “ Well, old Pet, and how is
your little Darkie?” I was a dull black, so he
called me Darkie; then he would give me a piece
of bread, which was very good, and sometimes he
brought a carrot for my mother. All the horses
would come to him, but I think we were his favor-
ites. My mother always took him to the town on
a market day in a light gig.

There was a ploughboy, Dick, who sometimes
came into our field to pluck blackberries from the
hedge. When he had eaten all he wanted, he would
have, what he called, fun with the colts, throwing
stones and sticks at them to make them gallop. We
did not much mind him, for we could gallop off ; but
sometimes a stone would hit and hurt us.

One day he was at this game, and did not know
that the master was in the next field; but he was
there, watching what was going on; over the hedge
he jumped in a snap, and catching Dick by the arm,
he gave him such a box on the ear as made him roar
with the pain and surprise. As soon as we saw the
master, we trotted up nearer to see what went on.

“Bad boy!” he said, “bad boy! to chase the
colts. This is not the first time, nor the second,
but it shall be the last. There — take your money
and go home; I shall not want you on my farm
again.” So we never saw Dick any more. Old
Daniel, the man who looked after the horses, was
just as gentle as our master, so we were well off.






