D. H. Lawrence  (1885-1930)

The Rocking-Horse Winner 1o

eautiful, who started with all the advantages,
ed for love, and the love turned to dust. She
been thrust upon her, and she could

here was a woman who was b

yet she had no luck. She marri
had bonny children, yet she felt they had . ;
not love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault w1tb her.
And hurriedly she felt she must cover up some fault in herself. Yet -what it was
that she must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, when her children were
present, she always felt the centre of her heart go hard. This troubled her, alnd in
her manner she was all the more gentle and anxious for her children, as if she
loved them very much. Only she herself knew that at the centre of her heart was
a hard little place that could not feel love, no, not for anybody. Everybody else
said of her: “She is such a good mother. She adores her children.” Only she her-
self, and her children themselves, knew it was not so. They read it in each
other’s eyes.

There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant house, with a
garden, and they had discreet servants, and felt themselves superior to anyone
in the neighbourhood.

Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the house. There
was never enough money. The mother had a small income, and the father had a
small income, but not nearly enough for the social position which they had to
keep up. The father went in to town to some office. But though he had good
prospects, these prospects never materialized. There was always the grinding
sense of the shortage of money, though the style was always kept up.

At last the mother said: “I will see if I can’t make something.” But she did not
know where to begin. She racked her brains, and tried this thing and the other,
but could not find anything successful. The failure made deep lines come into
her face. Her children were growing up, they would have to go to school. There
must be more money, there must be more money. The father, who was always
very handsome and expensive in his tastes, seemed as if he never would be able
to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who had a great belief in herself,
did not succeed any better, and her tastes were just as expensive.

And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: There must be
more money! There must be more money! The children could hear it all the
time, though nobody said it aloud. They heard it at Christmas, when the expen-
sive and splendid toys filled the nursery. Behind the shining modern rocking-
horse, behind the smart doll’s-house, a voice would start whis ering; “The;e
must be more money! There must be more money!” And the children would
stop playing, to listen for a moment. They would look into each other’s eyes, to

1016



LAWRENCE/ THE ROCKING-HORSE WINNER « 1017

. 2 pl’ingS Of the Sti]l—swaying I‘O{j]dn _horse and
even the horse, bending his wooden, champ; : §-1101s6, ar
ting so pink and smirking in her peyw ‘Mping head, heard it. The big doll, sit-

e pPram,' could hear it quite plainl - and
seemed to be smirking all the more self-consciously becausequf it, PThe fﬁolish

puppy> toq, that took the place of the teddy-bear, he was looking so extraordi-
narily foolish for no other reason but that he heard the secret whisper all over
the house: “There must be more money!” F

Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and therefore no
one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: “We are breathing!” in spite of the fact
that breath is coming and going all the time,

“Mother,” said the boy Paul one day, “why don't we keep a car of our own?
Why do we always use uncle’s, or else  taxi?"

“Because we're the poor members of th

“But why are we, mother?”

“Well — I suppose,” she said slowly and bitterly, “it's because your father has
no luck.”

The boy was silent for some time.,

“Is luck money, mother?” he asked rather timidly.

“No, Paul. Not quite. It’s what causes you to have money.”

“Oh!” said Paul vaguely. “T thought when Uncle Oscar said Silthy lucker, it 15
meant money.”

“Filthy lucre does mean money,” said the mother. “But it’s lucre, not luck.”

“Oh!” said the boy. “Then what is luck, mother?”

“Its what causes you to have money. If you're lucky you have money. That’s
why it’s better to be born lucky than rich. If you're rich, you may lose your
money. But if you're lucky, you will always get more money.”

“Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?”

“Very unhicky, I should say,” she said bitterly. 20

The boy watched her with unsure eyes.

“Why?” he asked. ‘

“T don’t know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and another
unlucky.” i

“Don’t they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?

“Perhaps God. But He never tells.” . e 25

“He ought to, then. And aren't you lucky e1t}ler, maLier:

“Ican’t be, if I married an unlucky husband.

“Bu aren’t you?” .

1 uts(l:é/ );gutr;i]f(, (ir?;az,)iefore I married. Now I think I am very unlucky
g 30
“Why?” ., . ‘

“Wel)lz—— never mind! Perhaps I'm not really,” she said,

e family,” said the mother,
10

‘A baby carriage.
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The child looked at her, to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the lines of her
mouth, that she was only trying to hide something from him.

“Well, anyhow,” he said stoutly, “I'm a lucky person.”

“Why?” said his mother, with a sudden laugh.

He stared at her. He didn’t even know why he had said it. 35

“God told me,” he asserted, brazening it out.

“I'hope He did, dear!” she said, again with a laugh, but rather bitter.

“He did, mother!”

“Excellent!” said the mother, using one of her husband’s exclamations.

The boy saw she did not believe him; or, rather, that she paid no attention to 49
his assertion. This angered him somewhat, and made him want to compel her
attention.

He went off by himself, vaguely, in a childish way, seeking for the clue to
“luck.” Absorbed, taking no heed of other people, he went about with a sort of
stealth, seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he wanted it.
When the two girls were playing dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his big
rocking-horse, charging madly into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls
peer at him uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark hair of the
boy tossed, his eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not speak
to him.

When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he climbed down
and stood in front of his rocking-horse, staring fixedly into its lowered face. Its
red mouth was slightly open, its big eye was wide and glassy-bright.

“Now!” he would silently command the snorting steed. “Now, take me to
where there is luck! Now take me!”

And he would slash the horse on the neck with the little whip he had asked
Uncle Oscar for. He knew the horse could take him to where there was luck, if

only he forced it. So he would mount again, and start on his furious ride, hoping
at last to get there. He knew he could get there.

“You’ll break your horse, Paul!” said the nurse.
“He’s always riding like that! I wish he’d leave offl” said his elder sister Joan.

But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him up. She could
make nothing of him. Anyhow he was growing beyond her.

One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was on one of his
furious rides. He did not speak to them.

“Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?” said his uncle.

“Aren’t you growing too big for a rocking-horse? You're not a very little boy 50
any longer, you know,” said his mother.

But Paul only gave a blue glare from his big, rather close-set eyes. He would
speak to nobody when he was in full tilt. His mother watched him with
ious expression on her face.

At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into the mechanical gallop, and
slid down. '

“Well, I got there!” he announced fiercely,
sturdy long legs straddling apart.

45

an anx-

his blue eyes still flaring, and his
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«Where did you get to?” asked hig moth
“Where I \}Tanted‘ t0 g0,” he flared back :tr ‘h
“That’s right, son!” said Upgle Oscar, “Daon’ o
the horse’s name?” ar. “Don’t Yousstop till you get there. What's
“He doesn’t have a name,” said the b
“Gets on without al] right? asked the u.ncl
e.

“Well, he has different names.

“Sansovino, eh? Won the ASCZS;‘;?VS (iz(lille;luSE:sowEo last Ws?k,”

“He always talks about horse-raceg with B:ssett ”Os\'Zidls o »

The uncle was delighted to fing that his smal] néphew]\::sn . osted with all the
racing news. Bassett, the young gardener, who had been wgunded in the left

foot in the war and had got his present job through Oscar Cresswell, whose bat-

man’ he had been, was a perfect blade of the “turf™ He lived ir, the racing
events, and the small boy lived with him.

Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bagsett.

“Mastel.' Paul Com‘es and asks me, so I can’t do more than tell him, sir,” said
Bassett, his face terribly serious, as if he were speaking of religious matters.

“And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?” 65

“Well — I don’t want to give him away — he’s a young sport, a fine sport, sir.
Would you mind asking him himself? He sort of takes a pleasure in it, and per-
haps he’d feel I was giving him away, sir, if you don’t mind.”

Bassett was serious as a church.

The uncle went back to his nephew and took him off for a ride in the car.

“Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?” the uncle asked.

The boy watched the handsome man closely. 70

“Why, do you think I oughtn’t to?” he parried.

“Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for the Lincoln.”

The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscars place in
Hampshire.

“Honour bright?” said the nephew.

“Honour bright, son!” said the uncle. 75

“Well, then, Daffodil.” o

“Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What abou‘t‘ erz’a? N

“Tonly know the winner,” said the boy. “That's Daffodil.

“Daffodil, eh?”

There was a pause. Daffodil was an

“Uncle!”

“Yes, son?”

“You won't let it go any furth

“Bassett be damned, old man

35

obscure horse comparatively. 80

er, will you? 1 promised Bassett.”
! ’What’s he got to do with it?”

A k kshire, England; also the name of its most celebrated race. The names of
racetrack in Berkshire, Engldits
’ T racetracks and races are mennone(éttl an
4A801dier in the British army assigned t©
Adashing young man.

yroughout the stury.. t
officer as a servant.
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“We're partners. We've been partners from the first. Uncle, he lent me my g5
first five shillings, which I lost. I promised him, honour bright, it was only
between me and him; only you gave me that ten-shilling note I started winning
with, so I thought you were lucky. You won't let it go any further, will you?”

The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set rather close
together. The uncle stirred and laughed uneasily.

“Right you are, son! I'll keep your tip private. Da
you putting on him?”

“All except twenty pounds,” said the boy. “T keep that in reserve.”

The uncle thought it a good joke.

“You keep twenty pounds in reserve, do you, you young romancer? What are 90
you betting, then?”

“I'm betting three hundred,” said the boy, gravely. “But it's between you and
me, Uncle Oscar! Honour bright?”

The uncle burst into a roar of laughter.

“It's between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould,” he said, laughing.
“But where’s your three hundred?”

“Bassett keeps it for me. We're partners.”

“You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?” 95

“He won’t go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he’ll go a hundred and
fifty.”

“What, pennies?” laughed the uncle.

“Pounds,” said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. “Bassett keeps a
bigger reserve than I do.”

Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He pursued the
matter no further, but he determined to take his nephew with him to the Lin-

ffodil, eh? How much are

coln races.

“Now, son.” he said, “I'm putting twenty on Mirza, and I'll put five for you on 100
any horse you fancy. What's your pick?”

“Daffodil, uncle.”

“No, not the fiver on Daffodil!”

“I should if it was my own fiver,” said the child.

“Good! Good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you on Daffodil.”

The child had never been to a race-meeting before, and his eyes were blue 105
fire. He pursed his mouth tight, and watched. A Frenchman just in front had
put his money on Lancelot. Wild with excitement, he flayed his arms up and
down, }'elling “Lancelot! Lancelot!” in his French accent.

Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third. The child, flushed and
with eyes blazing, was curiously serene. His uncle brought him four five-pound
notes, four to one.

«“What am I to do with these?” he cried, waving them before the boy’s eves.

“I suppose we’ll talk to Bassett,” suid the boy. “T expect I have fifteen hundred
now; and twenty in reserve; and this twenty.”

s Nathaniel Gould (1857-1919) was an English novelist who wrote prolifically about horse racing.
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His uncle studiecl him f(?r SOMe Mmoments
«1 ook here, son!” he said. “yg,
ndred, are you?. ’
hu«Yes [ am. But it’s bet“leen yo
«ftonour bright all right, son!

d get me talking 115

t’s about a year

since, now, that | put five
— and we Jost.

Then the luck turned, with

that we go down.”

“Oh, but we're careful then,” said Bagsett.
“But when are you sure?” smiled Ungl

e Oscar.
“Its Master Paul, sir,” said Bas

sett, in a secret, religious voice. “It:
itfrom heaven. Like Datfodil, now, for the Lincoln, That was as s

"Did you put anything on Daffodil?” asked Oscar Cresswell, 120
“Yes, sir.  made my bit.”

“And my nephew?”
Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul.

"I made twelve hundred, didn’t I, Bassett? I told uncle I was putting three
hundred on Daffodil.”

“That’s right,” said Bassett, nodding.
“But where’s the money?” asked the uncle.

Tkeep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any minute he likes to
&k for jt

:what’ fifteen hundred pounds?”

is Wi ourse.”
And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on the cour
65 amagiy, ” said the uncle. L
i Magter lgaul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were you; if you'll
Me,” said Bassett,
“;Car Cresswell thought about it.
S the money,” he said. o )
€y droye homey; ain, and sure enough, Bassett came rmiln\d.t:? t::t E\::\:l;:;t
\’&Ei)use With fifteer, hungdreél pounds in notes. The twenty pounds reserve wz
E}'IY % Glee, in the Turf Commission (lepomt‘.Then we go strong, for all we're 135
Usee, it o] 1 le, when I'm sure! 1he
Worg > 18 all right, uncle, w
" Nt we, Bassett?”

ure as eggs.”

125

130
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“We do that, Master Paul.” »

“And when are you sure?” said the uncle, laughing.

“Oh, well, sometimes I'm absolutely sure, like about Daffodil,” said the boy;
“and sometimes I have an idea; and sometimes I haven’t even an idea, have I,
Bassett? Then we're careful, because we mostly go down.”

“You do, do you! And when you're sure, like about Daffodil, what makes you
sure, sonny?”

“Oh, well, I don’t know,” said the boy uneasily. “I'm sure, you know, uncle; 140
that’s all.”

“It’s as if he had it from heaven, sir,” Bassett reiterated.

“I should say so!” said the uncle.

But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on, Paul was
“sure” about Lively Spark, which was a quite inconsiderable horse. The boy
insisted on putting a thousand on the horse, Bassett went for five hundred, and
Oscar Cresswell two hundred. Lively Spark came in first, and the betting had
been ten to one against him. Paul had made ten thousand.

“You see,” he said, “I was absolutely sure of him.”

Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand. 145

“Look here, son,” he said, “this sort of thing makes me nervous.”

“It needn’t, uncle! Perhaps I shan’t be sure again for a long time.”

“But what are you going to do with your money?” asked the uncle.

“Of course,” said the boy, “I started it for mother. She said she had no luck,
because father is unlucky, so I thought if I was lucky, it might stop whispering.”

“What might stop whispering?” 150

“Our house. I hate our house for whispering.”

“What does it whisper?” :

“Why — why” — the boy fidgeted — “why, I don’t know. But it’s always short
of money, you know, uncle.”

“T know it, son, I know it.”

“You know people send mother writs, don’t you, uncle?” 155

“I’m afraid I do,” said the uncle.

“And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you behind your back.

It’s awful, that is! I thought if I was lucky . . .”

“You might stop it,” added the uncle.

The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny cold fire in
them, and he said never a word.

“Well, then!” said the uncle. “What are we doing?” 160

“I shouldn’t like mother to know I was lucky,” said the boy.

“Why not, son?”

“She’d stop me.”

“T don’t think she would.”

“Oh!” — and the boy writhed in an odd way — “I don’t want her to know, 165
uncle.”

“All right, son! We'll manage it without her knowing.”

They managed it very easily. Paul, at the other’s suggestion, handed over five
thousand pounds to his uncle, who deposited it with the tamily lawyer, who was



L
AWRENCE/ THE ROCKING-HORSE WINNER e« 1023

nother about the thousand POunds,e the effect of the birthday letter, telling his
when there were no visitors, Paul pow took his meals with his parents. as 170

he was beyond .the nursery control. His mother went into town neparl e

day. She ha.d discovered that she had an odq knack of sketchin ﬁfrs an?lj

dress ‘T‘nat?rfds’ so she worked secretly in the studio of a friend w}glo was the

chief “artist f9r the leading drapers, She drew the figures of ladies in furs

and ladies . silk and sequins for the newspaper advertisements. This young

woman artist earned several thousand pounds a year, but Paul’s ‘mothei'/ only

made several hundreds, and she wag again dissatisﬁed.’she so wanted to be first

in something, and she did not succeed, even in making sketches for drapery

advertisements.

She was down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. Paul watched her
face as she read her letters. He knew the lawyer’s letter. As his mother read it
her face hardened and became more expressionless. Than a cold, determined
look came on her mouth. She hid the letter under the pile of others, and said not
aword about it.

“Didn’t you have anything nice in the post for your birthday, mother?”
said Paul.

“Quite moderately nice,” she said, her voice cold and absent.

She went away to town without saying more.

But in the afternoon Uncle Oscar appeared. He said Paul’s mother had had a 175
long interview with the lawyer, asking if the whole five thousand could not be
advanced at once, as she was in debt.

“What do you think, uncle?” said the boy.

“Tleave it to you, son.”

“Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the other,” said the boy.

“A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie!” said Uncle Oscar.

“But I'm sure to know for the Grand National; or the Lincolnshire; or else the 180
Derby. I'm sure to know for one of them,” said Pau%.

So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul’s mother tO}lC]le'd the whole
five thousand. Then something very curious happé{ned. Th? voices in the house
suddenly went mad, like a chorus of frogs on a SP““i‘% evel"l“ng- Tlhef@ WENS Sepe
tain new furnishings, and Paul had a tutor. He W'd&ﬂ"’@“ U Ii-’a"'l“g ip Eton, his
fathey’s school. in the following autumn. There were? ;)Wf‘lz H:lt It; \t\l/mter,- -c‘md. a

lOSSOming Of’the luxury Paul’s mother had been usei(hio. ‘011]ﬂ Ye ! f1e vomeslm

e house, behind the sprays of mimosa and 'dlrIlOl‘lf‘ . (])]sgdtin, -‘:I;(()]-t! ::;1\ 1\1‘1:‘( er
the pileg of iridescent cushions, simply trilled and -E;C{(Zumore :1:une ! O(lelLS "
“There must be more money! Oh-h-h; there must' D , y! Oh, now,
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now-w! Now-w-w — there must be more money! — more than ever! More than
ever!”

It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and Greek with his
tutors. But his intense hours were spent with Bassett. The Grand National had
gone by: he had not “known,” and had lost a hundred pounds. Summer was at
hand. He was in agony for the Lincoln. But even for the Lincoln he didn’t
“know,” and he lost fifty pounds. He became wild-eyed and strange, as if some-
thing were going to explode in him.

“Let it alone, son! Don’t you bother about it!” urged Uncle Oscar. But it was
as if the boy couldn’t really hear what his uncle was saying.

“I've got to know for the Derby! I've got to know for the Derby!” the child
reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing with a sort of madness.

His mother noticed how overwrought he was.

“You'd better go to the seaside. Wouldn't you like to go now to the seaside,
instead of waiting? I think you'd better,” she said, looking down at him anx-
iously, her heart curiously heavy because of him.

But the child lifted his uncanny blue eyes.

“I couldn’t possibly go before the Derby, mother!” he said. “I couldn't
possibly!”

“Why not?” she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was opposed. “Why
not? You can still go from the seaside to see the Derby with your Uncle Oscar, if
that’s what you wish. No need for you to wait here. Besides, I think you care too
much about these races. It’s a bad sign. My family has been a gambling family,
and you won’t know till you grow up how much damage it has done. But it has
done damage. I shall have to send Bassett away, and ask Uncle Oscar not to talk
racing to you, unless you promise to be reasonable about it; go away to the sea-
side and forget it. You're all nerves!”

“I'll do what you like, mother, so long as you don’t send me away till after the
Derby,” the boy said.

“Send you away from where? Just from this house?”

“Yes,” he said, gazing at her.

“Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this house so much, sud-
denly? I never knew you loved it.”

He gazed at her without speaking. He had a secret within a secret, something
he had not divulged, even to Bassett or to his Uncle Oscar.

But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for some
moments, said:

“Very well, then! Don’t go to the seaside till after the Derby, if you don’t wish
it. But promise me you won't let your nerves go to pieces. Promise you won't
think so much about horse-racing and events, as you call them!”

“Oh, no,” said the boy casually. “I won’t think much about them, mother. You
needn’t worry. I wouldn't worry, mother, it I were you.”

“If you were me and I were you,” said his mother, “I wonder what we

should do!”
“But you know you needn’t worry, mother, don’t you?” the boy repeated.

185

190

—
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i shOlll‘ill be awfully glad to kngy, it,” she said wearily, 2
“Oh, well, you can, you know, | me & , =
ot 4 an, you ought to know you needn’t worry,

“Surely, youre too big for a rockip
“Well, you iee, mother, till 1 can have a reql horse, I like to have some sort of 205
animal about,” had been hig quaint answer.

“Do you feel he keeps you company?” she laughed.
“Oh, yes! He’s very good, he always keeps me company, when I'm there,”
Sa_]d Paul

So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested
The Derby was drawin

hardly heard what was sp

prance in the boy’s bedroom.
g near, and the boy grew more and more tense. He

oken to him, he was very frail, and his eyes were really
uncanny. His mother had sudden strange seizures of uneasiness about him.

Sometimes, for half-an-hour, she would feel a sudden anxiety about him that
was almost anguish. She wanted to rush to him at once, and know he was safe.

Two nights before the Derby, she was at a big party in town, when one of her
rushes of anxiety about her boy, her first-born, gripped her heart till she could
hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might and main, for she believed in
common-sense. But it was too strong, She had to leave the dance and go down-
stairs to telephone to the country. The children’s nursery-governess was terribly
surprised and startled at being rung up in the night.

“Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?”
“Oh, yes, they are quite all right.”
“Master Paul? Is he all right””
“He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at him?”
“No,” said Paul’s mother reluctantly. “No! Don't trouble. It’s all right. Don’t
sit up. We shall be home fairly soon.” She did not want her son’s privacy
intruded upon.
“Very good,” said the governess. ‘
It was about one o’clock when Paul’'s mother and father drove up to their
house. All was still. Paul’s mother went to her room and slipped off her white fur
cloak. She had told her maid not to wait up for her. She heard her husband

Ownstairs, mixing a whisky-and-soda. .

And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, s.he stole upstairs t()‘hel.
%ons room. Noiselessly she went along the upper corridor. Was there a faint
Noise? What was it? , —
She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, hﬁtemng. There was a
Strange heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her heart st(?od fstlll. It was a sound.less
Noise, et rushing and powerful. Something huge, in wolgnt, hush‘ed motion,
at was it? What in God’s name was it? She ought to know. She felt that she
ew the noise. She knew what it was.

210
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Yet she could not place it. She couldn’t say what it was. And on and on it went, 29
like a madness.

Softly, frozen with anxiety and fear, she turned the door-handle.

The room was dark. Yet in the space near the window, she heard and saw
something plunging to and fro. She gazed in fear and amazement.

Then suddenly she switched on the light, and saw her son, in his green pyja-
mas, madly surging on the rocking-horse. The blaze of light suddenly lit him up,
as he urged the wooden horse, and lit her up, as she stood, blonde, in her dress
of pale green and crystal, in the doorway.

“Paul!” she cried. “Whatever are you doing?”

“It's Malabar!” he screamed, in a powerful, strange voice. “It’s Malabar!” 225

His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, as he ceased urg-
ing his wooden horse. Then he fell with a crash to the ground, and she, all her
tormented motherhood flooding upon her, rushed to gather him up.

But he was unconscious, and unconscious he remained, with some brain-
fever. He talked and tossed, and his mother sat stonily by his side.

“Malabar! It's Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, | know! It’s Malabar!”

So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking-horse that gave him
his inspiration.

“What does he mean by Malabar?” asked the heart-frozen mother. 230

“I don’t know,” said the father stonily.

“What does he mean by Malabar?” she asked her brother Oscar.

“It’s one of the horses running for the Derby,” was the answer.

And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Bassett, and himself put a
thousand on Malabar: at fourteen to one.

The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting for a change. The 235
boy, with his rather long, curly hair, was tossing ceaselessly on the pillow. He
neither slept nor regained consciousness, and his eyes were like blue stones. His
mother sat, feeling her heart had gone, turned actually into a stone.

In the evening, Oscar Cresswell did not come, but Bassett sent a message,
saying could he come up for one moment, just one moment? Paul’s mother was
very angry at the intrusion, but on second thought she agreed. The boy was the
same. Perhaps Bassett might bring him to consciousness.

The gardener, a shortish fellow with a little brown moustache, and sharp little
brown eyes, tip-toed into the room, touched his imaginary cap to Paul’s mother,
and stole to the bedside, staring with glittering, smallish eyes, at the tossing,
dying child.

“Master Paul!” he whispered. “Master Paul! Malabar came in first all right, a
clean win. I did as you told me. You've made over seventy thousand pounds, you
have; you've got over eighty thousand. Malabar came in all right, Master Paul.”

“Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say Malabar? Do you
think I'm lucky, mother? I knew Malabar, didn’t I? Over eighty thousand
pounds! I call that lucky, don't you, mother? Over eighty thousand pounds! 1
knew, didn’t I know I knew! Malabar came in all right. If T ride my horse till I'm
sure, then I tell you, Bassett, you can go as high as you like. Did you go for all
you were worth, Bassett?”
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« went a thousand on it, Master Payl.”
« never told you, mother, that if | caﬁ rid
absolutely sure — oh absolutely! Mot 4
“No, you never did,” said the mother
But the boy died in the night, '
And even as he lay dead, his mother |,
“My God, Hester, you're eighty-odd thou(;::cll }tl(f i}?er \
son to the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, he’s best
rides his rocking-horse to find a winner”

240

ther’s voice saying to her:
good, and a poor devil of a
gone out of a life where he

For Analysis

1. How do the opening paragraphs establish the tone of the story? Do these para-
graphs foreshadow a realistic narrative? Explain.

2. Why is the mother unable to feel love for her children?
3. What does “luck” mean to Paul’s mother? To Paul?

4. What does' Paul mean when he tells his uncle that he does not want his mother to
know that he is “lucky” because “She’d stop me” (paras. 161-63)?

5. When Paul’s mother reads the letter from the lawyer informing her that she is to
receive a thousand pounds for the next five years, “her face hardened and became
more expressionless” (para. 171). Why does she react this way?

6. What do Oscar and Bassett represent?

7. In the opening paragraph, we learn that Paul’s mother “knew that at the centre of
her heart was a hard little place that could not feel love.” At the end of the story, as
she sits at the bedside of her dying son, she feels as though “her heart had gone,
turned actually into a stone” (para. 235). What accounts for this change?

8. What is the meaning of Paul’s death?

9. Why is Oscar given the final words in the story?

On Style
1. How does Lawrence make

2. Discuss the use of irony in this story.

credible the fantastic events of this story?

Making Connections '
C0mpa§e this story with one of the following stories that also depart from the world of

. i . Nathaniel Hawthorne’s “Youn
ey ; logic to develop their themes g
oy ety and gt v G L0 o o bk way o
Omelas” (p. 357) arlljc.i Ha;Ian Ellison’s “ ‘Repent, Harlequin!” Said the Ticktockman”

(p. 363).

Writing Topics

L. Discuss the meaning 0
#The Rocking-Horse
s drive

f the rocking-horse. |
Winner” as a fairy tale.

2, Wri ; ;
Write an essay on nbya destructive obsession,

3. Describe a family you know that wa



