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It was the morning of June 11th,
1950, Ricky’s sixth birthday, and

when he woke up, he could hardly

believe his eyes.



Standing at his bedroom door

was the best present he had gotten in his
whole life — a gleaming white toy horse
he could ride on! Mobo was his name.
Mobo! Mobo! Mobo! Wow! Ricky loved

his new toy horse, Mobo.

For Ricky, Mobo was the next best thing
to having a real live horse. Mobo was
perfect since the apartment Ricky lived in
with his parents and his sister Cookie was

too small for a real horse.



Mobo had little rubber wheels under his
black hoofs, and when Ricky pumped his
feet in the stirrups the white metal stallion
would roll forward, stopping only when
Ricky pulled back on the reins just like his

cowboy heroes on TV.

For days after that, Ricky hardly moved
from room to room without riding his
trusty horse. From his bedroom to the
kitchen to the living room and back, it

was Ricky and Mobo.




like

The Lone Ranger

and Silver,

Like Roy Rogers
and Trigger,

like peanut butter and jelly,

they were inseparable.




A few weeks after Ricky’s birthday, his mom
announced, “Guess what? There’s going to be
a big block party for the whole neighborhood

next week right here on Stebbins Avenue.”

“They’re going to have food and music and
all kinds of games for the kids. And, oh, best
of all, the day will end with a big race for

kids up to the age of seven.”

Ricky thought for a minute. “What kind of

race, Mommy? A running race?”

“No, Ricky, the rules say you can race with
anything on wheels but no motor: skates,
scooters, tricycles, or whatever other riding

toy you might have.”







