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# What sort of state is he in at prescnt?” inquired the Baronet. “1I
mean, could he nde now ?"

“Yes," rjoined Slade, “that is the provoking thing about it: He
could ;- but you don't suppose he'll stay where he is.  Just insinuate to Lim
that he had better touch nothing till the race is over, and he'd ring for more
drik that minute. Leave him to himself -—"

« And he'll drink all the same,” chimed in the Baronet. * Yes; I know
my friend Bill, and’ when he’is fairly off on the booze it would take chain-
cablea to hold -him, ‘Have you ventured to suggest that Tom Shaddock
should ride in his place ?”

% Not yet; I have succeeded in managing the whole thing capitally.
Abrahams, who owns Hobbyhorse, is quite prepared to let us have Shad-
dock, providing we give him a thousand if Belisarius wins ; and Shaddock
will be quite content to, in like manner, stand five hundred to nothing."

# Shaddock is as good as most of them,” replied the Baronet. * Can't
"Bill be brought to accede to that arrangement ?"

“ We shall have to try,” said Slade, * but in his present temper I am
-afraid not ; besides, you know what he is. He looks upon himself as seven
pounds better than any one else. They are all given to it; but there never

B8 'was a jockey more conceited about hig own riding than Bill Smith.”

“Then,”” :said Sir Ronald, *there is only one thing to be done ; we
she.l have to tie him up to the bedpost, and lock him in his room."

Norman Slade gave vent to a grim laugh as he rephed, © 1 wish, we
could ; .and, by Jove, we would, if he was only trainer and jockey, but,
unfortunately. you see, he owns the horse, and there's no gammsaying that
he has a right to do what he likes with his own. He's just in that beastly
temper in which he would say that he only kept racers for the sport of the
thing ; and that if hc couldn’t ride them himself ho didn’t care to star
them. If his colt got beaten there’d be a pretty row. e and all the
public with him would say that it was all our fault—that if Bill himself had
been up he would have won easily "

“ You're right,” said Sir Ronald, moodily, 1 suppose there would be a
royal row ; and yet, hang it, I've half a2 mind to chance it—it's not often
one has the chance of auch a conpe as this.”

“ Yes,” retorted Slade, * and I'm sorry for the fool hiuiself ; he stands
1 win 2 raro nice stake, and he wants it; he is never likely to get much
more riding. He is not likely, in his small way, to pick up such another

colt as Belisarius. To fool away this chance will be the throwing away, |

probably, of his last.” .

“Well, we've got the morning before us,” said Sir Ronald ; “and I can
only hope that he will listen 10 reason. In the mean time, I shall stroll
into the town and see what's doing. It was an awful bit of bad luck that I
couldn't take your place at Bellaton Moor.”

‘Left to himself, Norman Slade pondered deeply over the situation. He
could see no way out'of it. He knew his man far too wéll'to suppose Bill
Smith’s sobriety would improve as the day ‘wore on, nor was there the
slightest chance of .his getting. quite Jors de combat. "He never did that ;

¥ then again, the combined vanity and obslinacy of the jockcy made it most

improbable ‘that he would ever consent to Tom Shaddock’s taking his
place. INorman had considered himself ‘extremely fortunate in having con
cluded that negotiation successfully. Shaddock was a fine horseman, and
quite capable of doing the colt every justice:; but, in his exultation, lie had
quite overlooked the vanity of human nature,.and the infirmity of human
temper. The jockey had not as yet left his room, and there was no use as
yet, as Slade well knew, in-arguing further with him. He strolled out into
the town, and again saw Shaddock and Shaddock’s employer. Both
expressed themselves perfectly willing to stand to the agreement to the
very last available moment.

“ Let me know half-an hour before the nuwmbers go up,-and it will be all
right, sir.. My horse -won't start, and Tom here is very much at your
service.”

By this time the secret. of Bill Smith's indiscretion had begun to leak |

E .out amongst those sporting men who had elected Epsom for their head

quarters. That the delinquent was a small, spare, wiry man, as they well
knew, made it probable tba ¢ would be able to ride the weight. Buta
jockey who got up to ride ‘in « big race rather the worse for drink was no
more 10 be relied on ‘than in any other calling in life ; .and therc was a
manifest tendency to bet agsinst Belisarius in consequence. Slade strolled
up to the course; and, though the day was still young, the carly contingent
from London was already sprinkled about the betting-lawn. A very enjoy

--able time this : you have a chance of seeing old friends, of hearing the

latest movements in the betting-market. Later on the crowd thickens, and
the coming across any-one becomes a mere ‘toss-up. It it is anybody you
particularly want to see, the chancer against that meeting tuking place scem
incalculably muitiplied. In that stroll Norman encountered his nephew ;
and to Bertie's inquiry as to wacther he fancied Bolisarius, replicd cunly,
“No; the horse is all right, but the man's.all wrong. Hedge, my boy,
especially if.you stand to lose anything to make you'feel uncomfortable ;**
and.then Norman jumped into his fly and drove back again to Epsom, to
look after the recreant jockey.

Bill Smith was having a nondescript meal, which consisted of a sandwich
and a tankard of bitter beer, and was surrounded by three or four blatant
fatterers, who had apparcotly breakfasied more largely.in a sirmlar fashion.

“That's what I say. Mr. Smith,” cxclaimed one of these worthies,
“when you come across a good horse, with a good man on-the top of him
—back him. That’s whereit is, I say : here's the best colt in England. and
the best man in England a-goin’ to nide him; 1t's good coough to go-your
shirt on—that’s what it is; and I've gone it

It wis possible that he had ; at all events there was not much appearance
of his having it on.

(To bo continucd.)

W. &£ C. SITVER.
OUR IMMENSE 8TOCK OF
‘White Shirtings, Fanoy Shirtings, Sheetings,
Table Linens, Napkins, Towellings,

=—AND—

HOUSEHIOLD GOODS AND FURNISHINGS,

NOW COMPLETE-VALUE UNEXCELLED.

CORNER GEORGE AND HOLLIS STREETS, HALIFAZ, N. S,

HENDERSON & POTTS

HAVING NOW COMPLETED THEIR

New Paint Factory,
On the Railway Siding, Kempt Road, Halifax,

Beg to aunounce to their customers and the trade generally. that they are now
wanufacturing aud ready to supply their well-known

Anhor Brand of White Loads and Colored Painks,

IN ALL THE USUAL PACKAGES.
Handy Color Liquid Paints, in tins, 1 to 5 1bs.
Pure Lijguid House Paints, in 3 and 1 gallon tins, and 5
10, 20 and 40 gallon packages.
Pure Linseed Oil Putty. Best English Linseed Ol
Varnishes, Dry Colors, Gold Leaf, Whiting, Paris White, &c.

IMPERIAL SHEOR BLACRING.

HENDERSON & POTTS salicit a continuanes of past favors, and hope with their much
increased facilities to give, if poxsible,moro prowapt attention than formerly
to all arders with which they may be intcusted,

NGYA_SGDT!A PAINT WORKS, - KEMPT ROAD.
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@, J. R FOSTER

MORCTON, H.6.

Friesian & Jersey Cattle,
Proprictor of Moncton Steam Flouring Mill
ODES, CURRY & CO.
000,000 Took Lumban ket 3o shock,
Walnut, Cherry, Ash, Birch, HOUSE FINISH.

Inporter and Breeder of
”— .\l_,SO -
Manufacturing Flour, Corn Meal, Horse, Cow and Stock Feed, &c.
Amherst, Nova Scotia, .

Doors, Sashes, Blinds, Wood Mantels,
Beecli; Pine and Whitewood.

* Cabinet Trim Yinish ™ for Dwellings, Drug Szo'ms, Offices, ete.
Manufaoturers of and Dealers in all kiuds of Builders' Materials,

Thoroughbred Holstein-
REGISTERED BERKSHIRE SWINE.
VANUFACTURERS & BUILDERS.
MOULDILNWNGS, ETC.
STHO0L, .OFFIOE, CHUROH AND HOUSE. FURNITURE, eto.
£~ Sz¥p ToR Estiutzs. &




