
TRINIT COLLEGE SCHOOI, RECORD. 45

Swarthy Nukolds was the first man, He carne out into the rneadow carryin~ býis
own saddle and bridie. To hlm bad falleti a wiry bay, four-year-old, neyer yet touched
by man. First, the horse wvas led out witb a lasso halter arounid bis neck, then, when
it had corne to a standstill, Nukolds, with the softnCss of a cat, slipped up and passed
a rope halter over its head, which he made cleverly into a bitless bridie, then he steal-
thily, and before the horse knew it, boodwinked it with a leather band, and when the
horse could flot see bis motions, be gently, oh, so gently, Ilid the big Mexican saddle

-on its back, and bad it double girt fast before the horse knew what had happencd.
Then lie waved bis hand. the hoodwink was pulled off by two assistants,, and instantly
he was in the saddle astride the astonished beast. For a moment the horse stood
wild-eyed, sweating with terror -and then, and then-up it went like a bent book, a
buncb, then down it came. stiff-knced, taught as iron, and then up again, and so by
Ieaps and bounds across the wvide field and back again rigbt through the scrambling
crowd. AIl the while Nuckolds rising and falling i perfect unison withi the rnad mo-
tions of the terrified borse-his biat gonie, bis black liair flying, bis great whip and
hcavy spurs goading the animal into subjection. At Iast he rode it on a trot, masteied,
subjugated, cowed, up to the judges' stand. The horse stood quietly, trernbling,
sweating, wet as though having swurn Grand River. WiId wcre the yells that greeted
Nuckolds. fie bad but added to a reputation already mande.

" Grimnsby iiext," Nv'as tbe command, His borse was a short backed, spindle-tailed
sorrel, with a sort of viciou3 gait tbat boded bad tenîper and stubborn mind. Ag uin
the lialter was deftly put on and made into a bitless bridie, tbe boodwink slipped on,
the saddle gently, placud, and nuan and horse wvCre furiously rusbing, bucking, leaping,
rearing across i he rneadow, and rigbr straight at tbe bigh board and ivire fence. T'he
horse, if it couldn't tbrow hirn. would jarn and scrape himn off if it cver reacbed that
merciless mass of pine and barbed ivire. Could Grimsby turn hiîn, and witbout a
bit ? Great riding tbat wvas, and] greater steering, for just before the seerning inevitable
crash, the horse swerved, turned and was bucking across and then arouind the field
again. Grimnsby neyer fiailed to ineet cacb îvild inovernent, and sat iii the saddle as
though in a rocking-chair. The borse, at last Conhqtir(.d, stood quiet as a lamb, and
the cheers for the sturdy rider <fuite eqnalle(l tlie applatuse given to bis ravein-rnaned
predecessor.

Now the cruw'd bad its blood ul,î. Tiwo iltive ci):,mlp)nis had proved their grit,
Nv'bat could the Arizonian do iga inst sucb as tlicee He's too big and avkward,"
said onie offlooker. '4 He's'not the cut for a King. buster," grunted another. " The
h-1 be ini't. Ain't be the man who wvan that Chbeyenn~e race after bis horse feil on
hirm ?" exclainîed onie who) knew, and the scoff crs bcuesilent.

Arizoua NlQore sirode eiunisily uinder the Nc-igbt of bis big saddle, but bis black
eye slione clear and masterful, and 1 fult bc wa, sure enough a man. H-is horse was


