
MY' FRIRNVD THEf COUNI'

was flot sitting in the sun, but bis face
took on a troubleci, anxious expression.
That 1 should ho talking about the
horses vas ln itself surprising; that 1
should so hopelessly jumble noblomen
and borses together was, no doubt, a
ipatter for anxicty.

"A man namoci Marston owns Sir
Michael," Steel said deliberately, and
with a soothing intonation in bis
voice ; -"vait a bit-I've got it ; thcre's
another horse from the same stable
cailld the Count ; that's what you've
got in your minci. 1 was really afraid
it was a touch of the suri, for you've
not boon pcgging."

IlWho owns the Count ?" I quericd.
ls it a man named Griffith? "
IlBy Jovo I "exclaimed Steel, IIyou

are njxed ; Griffith's a jock, and
wouldn't b. allowed to race or own
horses. l'Il tell you who owns him,"
he addod, looking at bis raç 'e card-
Il4acklin ! that's the man. H e's

laiedi the samne stable with Sir
Michael.,"

41Let's go and have a look at the
hors..," I saici, moving down the
steps.

Steol's oye opened vide with aston-
ishment- 1 "You're comning on nicely,"
b. remarkeod; " you'll wind up by hav-
ing a bot on Sur Michael yoursêlf.»

IlNo, 1 shan't do that ; and you haci
botter wait tili 1 finci out about some-
thing."

-I supposo you're going to ask the
jockey," ho mneered banteringly.

"Vos," I answered siniply, Ilif 1
get a chance."

IlIf you make that inistake, old
man, ho wili probably toil you to go

nnamf," I put in.
ý's just vhat be'Il do," said
thi a gin at my Hindustani.
alked over to the paddock.
-n and ladies ver. sauntering
amongst the bigh-tempered
ho were vaiting, ail on cdgc,
ýruggIe that lay before thern.
way, please," vhispered The

a sny car. Straigbt, liko a
Iker, 1 foliowed tho whisper to
great white-stockinged chest-

nut wvas stretching bis long, lean neck
impatiently, and making nervous music
with the snaffle in bis teeth.

1 knew 1 should see the litlo man of
brickbat procilivities besido the Count.
Hec vas tbere in ail the spiendour of
Oxford-blue jacket, and deep crimson
sasb.

IlWho is that littie man iu blue and
crimson ?" I asked Steol. 1 know;,
for The Thing vas whispering iu my
car, " 'that's Griffith ; " but I wanted a
human volvo to assure me that 1 vas
flot drcaming.

1 'That'. Griffith, the jockey; Little
Gi-if,' as they cali hlmi-ne of the bout
boys that evor came out from Austra-
lia. Ho's tho Fred Archer of India,
Wonder what ho's riding-" and ho
looked at bis card again. IlBy Jove t
The Count ! Wonder vhat ho's doing
upon that crock-to make the runuing
for bis stable companion, Sir Michael,
I suppose."

-l'Il ask him," I said.
Steel put a detaining baud on my

airm, and bis blue oyos wer. full of a
nov wonder. I vent over and spoko
to the littie man.

-Gooci day, sir," ho exclaimed,
touching bis cap, as ho looked up at
me.

4'You remomber me thonP" 1 que-
ied.

-"F4 bc a sweep if I didn't," h. an-
swered.

-"lu that the Count ?" 1 askod care-
lessly.

'" Vos, sir. You can bot your l1f. on
hlm this trip."~

The signal to mount camne froin the
judges' stand. A big, red.facod man
stcpped up and held bis band on a level
witb the Count'. foroarm ; the jockey
put bis foot in it, and vas Iifted into
the sacddbe.

1 walked back to Steel. " That
horse is going to vin," I assured bim ;
Ilbut ther. la one thing I don't quit.
undcrstaxd-tho jockey once told me
that if I saw the Count vitb bis shoes
off ho vas certain to win."

Steel iooked at tho horse as I spoke,
and exclalmed : - Dou't you seo-
they hazw taken bis shoes off-he's as


