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The Rocking Horse

This is +he story of a very special rocking horse
who was very old indeed. He once belonged +o a
boy called Pobbie, but Robbie had 9rown up +o be
a strong man With a big beard, and so had 9iven
his £avourite old +oy +o his hieces and nephews.

Soon the +ime came when +he children became
older, and no longer played wWith +toys, and so
the old horse, along wWith all +he other toys,
was lef+ behind in +he big nursery at +he t+op of
the house. As +ime went on, Spiders spun 9reat
webs over +he Windows and a thick layer of dust
covered everything in the room.

When litHe Basil Found his way into +he old nursery, he +thought

i+ WasS a wonder<ful, magical place full of adventure, and decided +o
explore. He sat himsel£ down on an old stuffed chair and +hought
about where he might begin. He looked around +he large, dusty
nursery, and at once +he rocking horse met his gaze. He looked at i+
for so long that his eyes blinked.

Now, an older person might say +hat
Just then, t+he rocking horse creaked
as old +hings have a way of doing, bu+
Basil knew very well +hat the rocking
horse had Sighed, and he asked him what

was +the matter.
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"I was just Wishing +that someone might come along and smarten me up
a bit, Said +the horse. \y lef+ eye 1S in +hat box over there with all +he
+in soldiers, and my +ail 1S +ied +0 a stick in +hat cupboard. | suppose
a litHe bit of 9lue would stick both back in place.” He +old Basil. "And
one of My stirrups has been nailed +o t+he +able drawer for a handle,

| +hink i+ would come o£¥ i pulled hard enough, +hen i+ could be t+ied
back on +o My saddle-St+rap With a bit+
of string. My mane is gone forever, i+
wore away over +ime, but | +hink | could
be smartened up, With a little help?”

He asked hopefully. é
"I can help you!” Said Basil, jumping \

up and running +o +he +ool cupboard
and opening i+ wWith a loud CREAK.
"I’'ve found your +aill Oh, and here

1S a botHe of glue! Now, | shall ook
for your eye.” With that, Basil began
11£4ing paper and dusty +toys out o+
the way in search of the +in with the
+oy soldiers.

"Jou know”, wen+ oh +he old horse, "l heard +he Mother saying +he
other day that She would send me back +o my old home if | were no+
50 shabby.” Basil, who had Found the missing eye, was how Fiving i+
In it+s place With plenty of 9lue, Which ran down and dropped o+ the
horse’s nose. “Does i+ hur+?” he asked sympathetically. "Oh, | don'+
mind +that,” said +he horse. "I+ feels like old +imes having another

li++le boy around. @
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| used +o belong +o Zobbie, before he gave me +o the children here,
but +hey werent very kind +o me.” The horse shook his head sadly.

"Be careful!” Said Basil, "The qlue isn+ dry yet and your eye will
drop of+ again i+ you shake your head like +that. Tell me more about
Robbie, he sounds like he was lot+s of fun.”

"We were best friends”, went on t+he
horse. "He +old mMe all about his +roubles
and showed me all +he new +hings he had
learned. Sometimes, i£ he had a bit of
cake, he would put i+ in t+he hole in my
neck, and rock me +o make i+ drop into my
stomach.”

While he had been +alking, +he horse
hadnt even hoticed that Basil had Fived
his +ail back on. Basil was grateful,
because i+ meant i+ hadnt hur+. "There!
Your +ail’s in now,” said Basil. *| will see
1€ | can get the stirrup of+ the drawer:;
then I'll sponge you clean.”

"I ¥ you could only Make Me look hice +hey would send me back for
Robbie’s son, and | could see P-obbie again. You are such a kind lite
boy, P-obbie will Iove you.” "You look 10+s better already”, said Basil,
+ug9ing away at the stirrup. "When you 9et+ back +o Pobbie, I'm sure
he Will have you painted up and you will Feel like new.”
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With that the stirrup came of+ the drawer suddenly, and Basil had +o
be careful not +o Fall over backwards. He remembered t+here had been
a piece of String ney+ +o +he 9lue in +he cupboard, and so he went and
9o+ i+, and t+ied the stirrup back onto the horse’s saddle-strap. Jus+
then, Basil’'s mother called up the stairs +o +ell him that lunch was
ready. "I must 90 now,” said Basil, "but | will come up again and finish
you.

"Auntie,” Basil began, when he was seated at +he +able, "I have been
mending up t+he old rocking horse; won'+ you send i+ +o Uncle Robbie’s
son?”

"Yes, | +hink | will,” Auntie
replied. Jus+ then, a lit+He boy
of about 4 or 5 came bounding
down +he hall, followed by a
+all, strong man with a big
beard. "Oh, Robbie!” Said Basil’s
Auntie, "You're just in +ime,
Basil here has been Fixing your
old rocking horse. Why don’+
you +ake Simon up +o see him?”

Robbie +ook his young son and
Sat him on his shoulders, before
climbing up +he st+airs +o the
nursery.
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When he opened +he door, +he old rocking horse was wait+ing, 9iddy
With excitement and joy. Pobbie placed Simon on +he floor, +ook
his hand and +ook him over +o Meet his old friend.”Well, what have
we here!” he exclaimed, laughing. "I+ is certainly 9ood +o See you old
friend, how about we +ake you home and 9et+ you Fixed up properiy?”
Simons eye Were Wide With wonder, i+ Was clear that he was 9qoing +o
love the rocking horse very much.

As Robbie carried +he rocking horse out +o the car, +he old +oy smiled
gratefully at Dasil as he waved them qoodbye, and Basil knew that
+he rocking horse was 9oing +o be very well loved and looked af+er
$rom now on.




