
The Chanigeiing
A RACING STORY

By W. A. FRASER,-Author of ""Thôroughbreds."1

W ITII a ast petulant bump, the car settled to restagaînst the freight-shed platformn at Hillsbury,
and l)utchy Straus, who had travelled in it with

Ben AUi frutm Belmont, scuttled across to the littie depot.
The nigbt-operator, finger and thumnb on key, raised

lis b ead imnpatiently at flutchy's ;"Say, 'wbere's dot
Mister Raeburn-I got a hoss for in ?"asem curt-
ly-"Il guess he's in bed." Dutchy looked ruefully at the
laconic operator, listening to the irritating burr of the
vibrated key, and reiterated: "I got a boss for dot
Mister Raeburn."

The operator shoved the key over, and said crossly:"Raeburn's conmin' in the mornin' for your dan' horse;
you don't think he's goin' to sit up ail night waitiu' for
tUns way-freight, do you ? [t gits here any old hour;
she's early to-night-one o'clock."

"la dot a s4.oon?" Dutchy asked amibiguously, his eye
trained on a light that gleamed, faintly on a nebulous
horizon.

"lYes; ouight to, be shut up, thougli," jerked £romn the
operator's lips.

Dutcby went back to the car, looked Ben AIl over, put
a buncli of dlean timotby-hay under bis nose, and s'aid:-".Just chew dot, Ben, and stay by your lonely for a leetie
while I go git me a glass of beer2' Re turned the lau-
tern low, slid the heavy door closed, and took bis way
across the yard and down the roaid to the beacon-light
that protnised bibulous cheer. ' owrAs hie disappeared in the night two men carnefowr
(roin the deeper shadowof the freight-shed, and one of
themn ini a guarded voice, said: "He'sl heading for a drink,
Cusick-get after hlm and keep at the saloon while we get
the horse. Are you sure ho won't be staying here with
.aeburui"

"The Dutchtnan works in the stable of the Braund
girl, and goes back as soon as he delivers B3en Ali.
Burke has kept nie advised. Perhaps they'll wish they
had taken my off er of two thousand, eh, Finkie ? When
a wotnan gets sweet on a horse-"

"*Neyer mind-get next the Dutchman, quieki"
When Cusick bnci gone Finkie whistled, andi as a ne-

gro rose up fromn somnewhere, a bulky sbadow, lie said:'
l'Corne on, Johnston-we'il get Ben Ali out first. Got
the bags ?-that's rigit.'l

The two men slipped into the car, Finkie rubbing the
horse's nose andi quietiug bimn with bis voice wbile the
darky miuffled each hoof in a bag. 'Then Bon Ali was led
to the platE orm, that was on a level with the car floor,
down its inclineci approacli, and behind the shedi Finkde
hielc hlm, while Jobuston stripped the horse's clothing.
The negro worked with sulent celerity, the evident resuit
o)f a careful plan.

491'il hold this one to keep hlm quiet," Fluide whis-
peroci. "You a do the job alone. Put this fef.low's
halter on the other."

With the hood andi blankot under bis arm, Johnston
skirteci the shed wall till ho carne to a horse quiotly
niunching oats out of a pal. The legs of this animal
were swathed in cotton bandages from hoof to above bis
'kucos and bocks, andi his feet were also muffleci with bags.
The negro adjusteci the hood andi blanket, exehangeci the
baltors, and led the horse iuto the car, his wrapped hoofs

turned across a grassid field, ploddîng on Jike voiceless
shadows till they came 'to a smnail group of Iow trees.
Here a horse and buggy waited as part of this midnight
enterprise. Finkie untied the buggy horse wblle the ne-
gro remioved the bags from the stolen aniinal's hoofs.
thon thev drove on, passing tbrough a gate to a bard
gravel road. As they turued along this the darky said:-
"Golly, l'in mos' glad ter gît shut, ob dat debbil at las'.
Dat North Ligbt boss, he's jnst hoodooed-needn't teli
me,, bôss-der aiu't no boss could go as far an' as fas' as
hie could 'somte days, andi den go out and mun like a sick
cow anudder day. Somnebody put a, hoodoo on him, dat's
what dey did."

"Oh, go on!" Finkie growled;, "bie just was a bad-
tempereci horse-it cost me thousaucis to find that out."1

Growlingy about the horse tbey haci left ln the box-car,
andi buildin-g casties over the great killings they would
make with the one they bad stolen if be was as gooci as
Cusick had been told at Belmout, the two thieves with
thoir loot traveleci aIl the remaining hours of the niglit.1It was haif an hour before Dutcby Straus tore him-
self away from the liberal entertainnieut Cusick provided
at the hotel andi trudged back to his car, very beery,
congratulating buniseif upon bis great luck in havlnZ met
by chance sucb a generous stranger. Straus surveyed
his charge witb* sleepy satisfaction. It was real-l a
inatter of clotbhing more tbaii of horse, just thevelvet
nose, aud the black blotches ln the bood tbat were eyes
sbowlng ln the way of borse-fiesh ; even the braideci tail
was hiciden under the overreacbiug blue blanket. Beneatb
this the four legs gleamed grotesquely white, like the
pudgy, sawdust limbs of a doil, wound iuterinably lu
cotton bandages to protect theni durimg the journey.

Dutchy curled bimself up ou biis straw bcd, and it was
after dayligbt when bie was roused by a knock on the
door. Banfield Li<cgh, >witb a stable-hand, had driven
over from. Raoburu's place, Clover Bar, for the borse
Kathleen Branc haci sent hlm. with which to win the
International Steeplechaso.

Then the changeling, North Ligbt, that was now
Ben Ali, was brouglit forth andi led away bebluci Leigb's
buggy, stili claci as be was. Straus, complimeated for
havlug delivered thc horse lui sncb gooci shape, knowing
notbing of the exchange, took the first train back to
Belmont.

Raeburu was at the stables wbien Leigbi arrived.
"Ah!" bie crieci, "lthis is the wonderful world-beater of

our frienci Kathleen's findiug, eh ? He's a big up-stand-
ing brute. Let's bave a look at hlm ; strip hlm, Dlck."

And presently the miorning sun painted a sbixnmer of
bronze, and peacock-blue, andi burnt-gold, on the silken,
red-bay coat of the thorougibreci. Raeburu put bis chin
to the horsc's wither.

"Gad ! be's a big one," lie said - "sixteen-two, al-
moat. That's the kinci for getting over the tituber-
they walk over their jumps."

He rau hi. band dowu the tendons of the f orelegs,
piuching theni wli finger aud thumb ; then ho stood up,
saying : "No soreness there-be neyer flincbed. Hello !
be's been fired for splut, tbough." Hc exainined a hair-
boss spot just below the borsc's knce. "It won't niatter
-it was on the boue. Devehiali strange, thougb!1 Didu't
Kathleen say that he'd neyer been raceci till she got lm


