
Br ownlock  

We t hought  his name was Br ownlock. 
He was our  son’ s f ir st  hor se. 
A f unny sounding name but  st ill 
We kept  his name of  cour se.  

Much lat er  we discover ed, 
By st ockmen he was known. 
’ Old Skinny’  was his handle t hen, 
For  he was skin and bone.  

A seasoned hor se was Br ownlock, 
And st ubbor n as a mule. 
Despit e his st ubbor n nat ur e t hough 
This hor se was no-one’ s f ool.  

He’ d t hr ow his head back, st ar ing. 
For  men he wouldn’ t  st and. 
But  f or  t he kids and ladies, he 
Would eat  out  of  t he hand.  

Our  Ray at  only nine year s 
Embar ked on t r aining st r ess, 
But  who was t r aining who, and how, 
Was anybody’ s guess.  

The t wo became a legend, 
So ver sat ile wer e t hey. 
Gymkhana, show and j umping t oo, 
And st ill had t ime f or  play.  

Thenf  Ray would pr act ice f alling, 
I n case he f aced t hat  t est . 
They wer e t he envy of  t he club. 
Bot h gave his ver y best .  

Our  son t ur ned t welve and t r avelled 
To boar ding school down sout h. 
I t  f ell t o me t o lear n t o r ide, 
And t r y out  Br ownlock’ s mout h.  

He picked me f or  a novice, 
And t est ed me each day. 
Somet imes he’ d pr op his f eet  and st op. 
At  t imes he’ d f ly away.  

 His ’ t r ainer ’  had allowed him 
To gallop out  and back, 
The gr avel r oad beside t he dam 
Then f ast  along t he t r ack.  

I  near ly came unseat ed. 
We dipped int o t he dr ain. 
A shar p t ur n her e, a j ump up t her e, 
I  clung t ight  t o t he r ein. 

 I t  must  have been amusing 
To see me looking pale. 
Now on t he hor se’ s neck, and t hen 
I  dangled near  his t ail.  

Though shaken up and f lust er ed, 
I  f ir mly did decide, 
I ’ d not  f all of f , no mat t er  what , 
And st ill I ’ d lear n t o r ide.  

Thr ough t hick and t hin we bat t led, 
The best  of  enemies. 
And ever y day I  st ill f or gave, 
And he t r ied har d t o please.   

Eleven mont hs and count ing, 
Now Polocr osse I ’ d do. 
I  hadn’ t  f allen once, and I  
Was get t ing cocky t oo.  

I  r eached out  wit h my r aquet , 
Unbalanced, in a daze. 
The pony leaned t he ot her  way, 
And t hen we par t ed ways.  

A gent le sliding ear t hwar d, 
And I  was on my f eet . 
I  smiled and bowed, so gr acef ully. 
I  t hought  it  r at her  neat .  

They say pr ide goes wit h f alling, 
And t his was soon t o come. 
When galloping along t he t r ack 
I  landed on my bum.  

That  st ubbor n hor se veer ed lef t war d, 
While I  was pulling r ight . 
We headed f or  a pole, and it  
Was him who won t he f ight .  

A sudden st op, of f  balance.  
We f ell. I  used my cr op. 
He r ose and ambled down t he r oad. 
I  called, ’ Please Br ownlock, st op!’   

So inj ur y t o insult  
He added on t hat  mor n. 
I  st agger ed home wit h wounded pr ide, 
Wit h knees and j odphur s t or n.  

The hor se had won, I ’ d f allen, 
But  now can t r uly say, 
That  I  became a r ider , when 
I  hit  t he dir t  t hat  day.  
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