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gay crowds laughing, chatting and forget- 
ting. Can she—the heartbroken mother-— 
over forget ?

Mr. Tremaine was not a cruel man, al
though supremely selfish. His first anxie
ty had been for La Purcelle, the beautiful 
creature of so many of his hopes and 
dreams. A veterinary surgeon had pro- 
nounced her with no permanent injury, on
ly unfit for the course to-day. His second 
thought was for the little jockey ; and ap- 
proaching the group "under the steps, he, 
too, bent over Jamie, to start back, shocked 
and horrified, as he realized that the shat- 
tered little life was going out.

The surgeon shook his head. He had 
done nothing, but then there was nothing 
to bo done. No need to add to the poor 
boy’s pain by moving him. Where could 
he be more comfortable, with those cruel 
tortures of bones driven back into tender 
flesh and on to quivering nerves by those 
relentless hoofs? One could not be so 
cruel as to wish the young spirit to linger 
in the poor suffering little body.

His dying ears caught the word of the 
trainer, as he, too, joined the group.

“Bold Pioneer isn’t hurt, nor his jockey 
neither. They’re on the track again now.”

“I’ve no heart to hear about it, Turner; 
our poor Jamie is dying.”

The sound of loud cheering from with
out reached the dulled ears, and a light 
shone in the rapidly glazing eyes, while 
the boy even made a faint attempt to raise 
his body, as he muttered :

“Bold Pioneer has boat—I know he has! 
Dear Miss Mai said it would break her 
heart ! O, I’m so sorry—so sorry !" .

"Hush!" sobbed a woman’s voice, in a 
broken whisper. “Don’t think about the 
races now, mamma's darling. You are dy
ing, Jamie dear. O try to pray—ask 
Christ to receive your soul !” a; ,

But her words fell on insensate ears, for 
the little blue jockey was dead.

ly breaking in on his revery, and playfully 
chucking him under the chin.

“No danger of breaking a neck that was 
born to wear a rope round it,” laughed Ja- 
mie.

I’m living here, you observe ;" with the slight
est touch of Milesian brogue in hie young sweet 
voice.

“Who is your mother ?”
“You've just said it, old cove. As near as I 

can make out, she is my mother.”
“Now see here, have done with this fooling!” 

cried Turner, impatiently. “I’m talking to you 
for your owe good. I want to know how old 
you are, and how much you weigh.”

Mr. Tremaine, and as its result, was at once in. 
stalled as Dolly’s trainer ; whereupon he pro
ceeded to break her in and bring out her fine 
points.

Many times did Mr. Tremaine meditate part
ing with her, for it seemed as if even with her 
patient trainer she never could be broken into 
a steady trot, while the expense of keeping 
Turner was no trifle. On the other hand, the 
trainer prophesied s glorious career for Dolly, 
and held his faith in her unshaken, while with 
great earnestness he urged Mr. Tremaine not to 
part with her.

The event justified his confidence and recom
mended bis penetration. Racing men came 
from a distance to see Dolly ; fabulous prices 

.were offered for her : and when a race coarse 
i was finally laid out in the suburbs of the town, 
she was entered in competition with horses of 
famous record.

Mr. Tremaine’s only daughter Mai—a pretty 
girl of eighteen, sharing her father's enthusiasm 
for horses, and herself a fine horse-woman—re- 
christened her as La Purcelle, and she was no 
more known as Dolly.

On the first day of the races the little town 
was as gay as Rome at carnival time. To be 
sure, there were a few good old-fashioned con
servative folks who closed their blinds and re- 
mained at Lome in shady rooms ; but the gay 
city people wielded a mighty influence, and 
their countenance seemed to lend to the whole 
affair an air of respectability, so that even grave 
and sober people were drawn into the vortex.

In one carriage, whirling rapidly through & 
cloud of dust, was seated Mr. Tremaine, a fat 
and pompous gentleman whose rubicund and 
rather coarse-featured face was beaming cor- 
placently. His obesity rather added to than 
detracted from a self-important air. He wore 
fine broadcloth ; a white silk vest, opening low 
over an expansive chest adorned by an em
broidered shirt-front, on which sparkled a dia
mond of exquisite lustre; a wde-spreading hat, 
refreshingly lined with green, and adorned with 
a scarf of tulle ; a pair of yellow kid gloves, 
stitched with red, drawn tightly over his little 
podgy bands ; and sleeve-studs of enormous di- 
mansions, representing with the finest touches 
of the gold-stnith’s art heads of his equine, 
idols. y

like bis friend Mr. Tracy, who was seated be
side him, and who shared his faith in La Pur- 
celle, he wore on the left breast of his coat a 
rosette of blue and maroon ribbons.

Opposite to these two gentlemen was a boy 
of some fourteen years, but small and slightly 
built for his age, possessing a face, however, re
markably spirited and intelligent. Sunny hair 
fell in curling rings over his broad forehead, 
and was surmounted by a jockey’s hat of blue 
and maroon, set jauntily on to one side ; a fine 
color lighted his thin cheek and deepened the

Jostry. e-----... ------
MAY.

The bright and sonny Msy is here,
The hours are rife with light and bloom,

Balm fills the air, the sky b clear.
The flowers revel in perfume;

The trees have donned their green attire, 
Aad the scarlet bush is veined with fire.

The birds are singing sweet and glad,
The butterfly is on the wing;

Where dwelleth gloom and lives are sad
The welcome May will rapture bring.

‘Mid fields and woods the brook does stray, 
Babbling of happiness and mirth;

While the golden hours of lovely May
Lie mellow on the Earth.

“What will the boys say, Jamie to you?” 
"They’ll envy me,” replied the boy, com- 

placently stroking his gay attire, “as much 
as Joseph’s brethren did his coat of many 
colors, and wish they dared roll me into a 
mudhole."

"The dickens, you do I Cool and salubrious! "Well, well, there is some difference in a 
Well, I’m the same age as my twin brother that toilet made in a fair lady's dressing-room 
died, and weigh as much as my shadow. How and those of the stables. Jump out with 
is that for strait ?” you—here we are!"

“You’re a provoking cub I You’d listen to Jamie q-sickly vanished, and the gentle- 
reason if you bad any sense in you.” man lefs the carriage to mingle in the

"Don’t go of on your ear, old fellow I” cried crowd.
the boy, putting bis arms akimbo, and eyeing ,The seats were already filled, and the en- 

tire scene was one of the utmost gayety. 
The first race was to be a handicap for all 
ages, ono mile stretch. The horses were

Turner with an innocent smile. “But are you1 
reason?”

“He’s got you there, Turner,” laughed the 
groom.

Turner deigned no reply.
“Would you like a lot of money, boy 9" asked 

he.
“Shoot your money 1 You wouldn’t be after 

giving it to me, even if you had it !"
“You could earn it."
“And spend it, .0o, you bet ?”
"I m a horse-rainer, and you’re the boy I’d 

like for a jockey, to ride the prettiest creature 
ever you Let yjur two eyes op. What do you 
say to that ?"

“I 88, bully for you, old fellow 1 and now 
you talk like a man and a brother I Give 
us your paw, and it’s a bargain. My moth
er may not like the business, but she’ll find 
the money convenient to have.”

“Then you've got a mother ?"
“To be sure I have ; she lives just be

yond,” replied the boy, nodding his head 
toward a small house at a little distance. 
"Come and hold out your inducements to 
her, if you’re in earnest.”

In a few moments they reached the poor 
shanty, where they found a frail-looking 
woman bending over washtubs. The train
er explained his business, and the weary 
mother listened and hesitated.

“It’s no horse that could throw the likes

I AND MY SWEETHEART.
BY MORTIMER COLLINS.

I and my sweetheart spelt together;
Our ages were together ten:

How sad to waste the sweet Spring weather 
In the old Dame’s fusty den !

White lilac, fragrant, graceful, cool, 
Tapped at the window of the school: 
Alas, too well our doom we knew— 
There was a tremulous birch-tree too.

now brought on the track, and their appear- 
ance greeted by the crowd with excited 
mürmurs of admiration. First camo the 
favorite of the day, “Bold Pioneer,” a pow
erful six year-old, mounted by a jockey 
weighing one hundred and ten, wearing 
orange and green. Last of all came La 
Purcelle, mounted by her little blue jockey, 
his head bent in serious attention as he lis
tened to the last earnest instructions of the 
trainer.

There was no end of laughing and chat- 
ting; up went opera glasses, fans were light
ly waved. Ladies gayly exchanged bets 
with their cavaliers of smoking-caps, slip
pers or cigars against bouquets, bonbons, 
gloves, or other trifles dear to femininity, 
going by whim and fancy oftener than pro- 
bability. More anxious gamesters register
ed heavier stakes, too much engrossed by 
their risks to enjoy the occasion in the light- 
hearted fashion of their fair neighbors.

At the first attempt the flag fell to a glo
rious start, Rowdy, a four-year-old gelding, 
being the first to pass the string, while the 
others were well up, and La Purcelle form
ed the rear guard. As they rounded the 
turn Bold Pioneer shot to the front.

I and my sweetheart dwell together: 
Many tens are our ages now: 

Vanished is youth’s gay violet weather, 
Stays the old Dame’s frowning brow.

Dame Nature keeps the eternal school, 
And grows green twigs to flog the fool; 
But looks away with pardoning eye, 
When we play truant, my love and I.

THE LITTLE BLUE JOCKEY.

BT ANNA MASON.

Early in the season the usually quiet town of 
W.----- was all alive with excitement and gay
ety. Fine equipages filled its thoroughfares, 
while strangers crowded its hotels, keeping the 
proprietors and their supernumerary assistants 
on the verge of despair with their exactions, 
only bearing up under them through the power
ful incentive of money being lavishly squan
dered.---------------- — -

Besides all this, the wave from the outer 
world had brought into the quiet town a style 
and elegance in dress usual in fashionable loca- 
lities, but astonishing to the town's people, 
•wakening them to a sense of their own de
ficiencies, and turning many a pretty little head 
with foolish longings, hitherto unfelt.

For the first time, except on the most insig- 
mificant scale, horse-racing had found its way 
to the secluded town. Heretofore it had been 
confined to farmers' lais mounted on miserable

NEW ZEALAND ‘-Ladixs."—The sudden 
transformation of a servant-girl into a 
grandly-dressed lady is sometimes quite 
startling. "Not very long ago,” says Mr.1 
Bathgate, “I noticed a girl, who I charced 
to know had come to the colony as an as- 
sisted immigrant, sitting in full splendor, 
with cloak, bouquet and fan, beside her 
husband in the front row of the dress cir
cle at the Italian Opera !" Unfortunately, 
it is easier to decorate the person than to 
cultivate the mind. In the wrong use of 
phrases Mrs. Malaprop is beaten hollow. 
A girl who had been developed into a lady 
was heard to speak of getting an. “anti- 
monic" dress, meaning a dress of moire an- 
tigue. Another gave it as her opinion “that * 
the mayor of their town should wear a scar- 
let robe lined with vermin," meaning, of 
course, ermin. Male immigrants who have 
come suddenly into wealth are apt to make 
similar mistakes. One night, at a public 
supper-party, an individual sat opposite to 
a dish of patis de foie gras, which rare and 

; costly dish he persisted in calling ‘potted 
Iphotographs.’ It is not necessary, how
ever, to go to New Zealand to see just such 
‘ladies' and ‘gentlemen.'

So far, following the trainer’s direction 4, 
Little Blue Jockey had by no means per
mitted La Purcelle to show her full speed; 

of him," said she, with a smile of motherly[but as they neared the upper turn the beau- 
pride. “But it's meself don't like to throw tiful little creature struck out with a speed 
him in the way of temptation, and the that was simply amazing—like an arrow 
rough life he'd lead with bad men and . ...............................  
boys.”

from the tight-drawn bow—shot past all 
other competitors, easily about to pass Bold

“But mighty good pay he’d get, I guess," 
put in the groom, artfully.

"Shure it's pay we need, sighed the over
worked, underpaid woman. "Jamies is a 
good boy, and willing to work at every odd 
job that comes to hand ; and when he can't 
get work it’s help me to iron he will, no 
matter who laughs. But for all that, it's 
starving we're like to be."

“Then he may go."
"Shure there’s no help for it, and luck go 

with him I" decided the mother, with the 
logic of suffering and necessity.

So the bargain was made. Jamie’s face 
was washed, and he stepped into the buggy 
and drove off with the trainer.

Half an hour later he was weighed in the 
stables, and presented to Mr. Tremaine as 
the jockey who should ride La Purcelle to 
victory.

"Eighty-seven pounds, commented Mr. 
Tremaine; “that's two pounds more than

Pioneer, and the race, virtually won, as all 
could see at a glance, when—O Heaven, 
what a sight! Bold Pioneer and La Pur- 
celle were both down, kicking and strug
gling. The green and orange jockey, hav
ing sprang to his feet, was rubbing hie shine 
and shaking off dust, while the little blue 
jockey lay under the cruel feet of the rush
ing horses.

The scene was one of terror. A cry of 
horror burst from the affrighted crowd; la
dies even fainted. The horses wore stop
ped, and their riders gazed back with curi- 
ous awful eyes at the little blue jockey, who 
did not stir. In a moment Brack Turner: 
sprang forward, caught the child up in his 
strong arms, and carried him out. To still 
the excitement he almost immediately re
appeared to announce that the little jockey 
was not much hurt, but frightened, and re 
ceiving all needful attention from a skillful 
surgeon who had offered his services. He 
also announced that the races would con
tinue, the handicap for all ages being post
poned to the last, and only La Purcelle 
withdrawn.

A great sigh of relief from the ladies and

grass-fed specimens of equine creation ; al- .scarlet in lips arched, like Cupids bow ; and 
though it must be admitted that Judge Har- .there was inimitable drollery and humor in his 
sis’s son, seated in his light sulky behind a fast merry blue eyes, that changed in expression 
horse, had, occasionally, raced on the road with every thought that chased through his ac- 
against Brack Turner and his celebrated La tive young brain. Now and then be slyly 
Purcelle. stretched out his limbs to admire his silken

Turner was a professional trainer, employed hose, and complacently patted hie knee-breech 
on the estate of Mr. Tremaine, the magnate, es of pale blue satin, slashed over linings of 
‘par excellence,’ of the place on grounds purely maroon-color silk, or his jacket of the same ma- 
mercenary. . terials, heavy with embroidery.

As the first rosy dawn prophesies the full ef-1 Thus attired, he reminded one of nothing so 
fulgence of approaching day, so these small be-

ON WASHING HOUSE PLANS.—Have a 
large pail or tub filled with soapsuds, then 
spreading the fingers and palm of the left 
hand over the soil in the, pot; turn the 
branched topsy-turvy into the warm soap- 
suds, swing the plant briskly in the water, 
till every leaf has become completely satu- 
rated, then put it through a pail of clean 
water, and rub each leaf with the thumb 
and finger ; give it a good shake, and when 
dry, return it to its place in the window. 
The leaves of a plant are its lungs, each leaf 
being furnished with hundreds of minute 
pores, whence the plants breathe in carbon, 
and exhale oxygen. The perspiration of 
plante is said to be seventeen times that of 
a human body. Many plants never bloom 
on account of the accumulation of dust upon 
their leaves. A plant too largo to be laid 
down in a tub, as above described, may be 
syringed and each leaf rubbed clean with 
the finger and thumb, which are better for 
this purpose than a brush or cloth.

THE CHRONO BUSINESS.—Our impression 
was that only those who subscribed Tor pa
pers received chromos; but we are justly 
informed that an enterprising young clergy- 
man, in the West, is presenting the induce
ment of a seventy-five cent chromo, “neat- 
ly framed,” to every couple coming to him 
to be married.

the regulations require for three-year olds, 
much as one of those pretty pages of mediæval jBut we’ll have the weight all right. He’ll 
days—perhaps of noble birth, the pet of some do.”ginnings were premonitory signs of a mighty 

“turf-fever,” that rapidly increased and culmi
nated in the grand races, stirring the great 
world beyond W------, and bringing surging into 
it men of wealth, ladies of fashion, lovers of the 
turf, and a hostof speculators, gamblers and ad- 
venturers. The great wave swept over the lit
tle town, and it scarcely knew itself.

Mr. Tremaine, a gentleman of large means, 
was very fond of horses, and had always kept a 
number on his place. He was somewhat given 
to trading, and unusually fortunate in his trans
actions ; for when he bought horses whose fine 
points—or, more correctly, latent possibilities 
of fine points—no one else seemed to appre- 
ciate, he would, after due care and training, 
part with them on terms extremely advantage
ous to himself.

There was one little mare bred on his place 
of pedigree that would Lave led to no greet ex
pectations on the part of turf-men, that early 
exhibited marked traits. She was difficult to 
break in, and rebelled so fiercely al work that 
she was at last turned loose, and allowed to 
roam about the place at her own sweet will.

Occasionally she was called into requisition 
by Tom Snow, the groom’s son, when sent on 
some errand, until that worthy discovered that 
the small, irritable, nervous mare had remark
able speed ; after which he surreptitiously led

fair queen of love and beauty—learning in her : The bright pretty boy at once became a 
courts chivalrous devotion to her sex, ere going prime favorite with Miss Mai. She laugh

ed at his slang till be dropped the use of it, hearty cheers from the men greeted this in- 
encouraged him to lead and study, and formation. Racing men were heard com- 
stirred up his ambition, till the coming‘

forth into the world to learn of grim and armed 
knights sterner lessons of combat and warfare. 

I This was the boy known as “The Little Blue 
Jockey.”

|Driving out one day, with old Snow the groom 
seated beside him, Brack Turner had discover
ed him. The little urchin, with a very dirty

plaining of the faulty construction of the
races became to him, as to her, a matter of 
vital interest.

She entered heart and soul into the pro
spective triumphs of La Purcelle, and had 
laughingly declared that no one should ex
cel her rider in appearance. Her dainty 
fingers, then had fashioned the suit in which

course, and pronouncing the abrupt turns 
dangerous, till the entrance of the horses 
created a diversion, and the painful excite
ment died out.

Once more laughing voices were heard as 
the coming race was eagerly discussed. Itface’ had crossed his path, vaulted over a fence 

at a single bound, turned a somersault in the 
grass, and risen to his feet with a laugh of tri
umph/ to spring upon the back of a colt free 
in the meadow, there to cling like a monkey, 
notwithstanding the colt’s frantic behaviour, 
till they both rolled over in the grass together.

“Who in the name of mischief is that ?” de
manded Turner.

"O, one of them wild Irish!" was the care
less reply of Snow, who prided himself to an 
unreasonable degree on his Yankee origin.

“Come here with you, boy I" shouted Tur
ner.

The specimen approached.
“Now, then, what’s your name ?”
“That’s a conundrum, and perhaps you will 

hare to give it up," replied the boy, with a 
saucy shake of the head. “Besides, I don’t 
pick up acquaintances, bat only associate with

was to be a handicap hurdle race over eight 
hurdles, two mile stretch : and in the ad-Jamie was now apparelled. Ho had dress- 

ed at the house, and Miss Mai’s little fingers 
had adjusted the ribbons and put on finish- I pearance of the noble animals, and the ex- 
ing touches ere she had stepped into the citement of betting, is it to be wondered 
carriage, and driven off with her mamma *'” a *

miration called forth by the beautiful ap-

that the unfortunate opening episode was
and two young lady guests. €

"We have concluded to drive out on the 
track, Jamie, and see the races from the 
carriage,” bad been her parting words. 
“See, here are the blue ribbons I must pre
sent to the victorious horse at the home
stretch. Remember, it would break my 
heart should I be called on to fasten them 
to the headstall of any but La Purcelle.” 
And Miss Mai, his queen of love and beauty 
had actually kissed him. Ah well, he could 
die for that kiss

The day had been like a day of fairyland. 
After exercising La Purcelle in the morn
ing, he had dined at the great house, and 
been served from silver dishes, and oaten 
off of plates on which were painted beauti
ful clustres of fruit and groupe of flowers.

all but forgotten?
But underneath the seats where the gay 

crowds were assembled, sight and thought 
engrossed by the glorious race, it was cool 
and shady. Here, protected from the glare 
of the sun, only a blanket from the stables 
between him and the bare ground, lay Ja
mie. Over him bent a surgeon, anxiously 
examining his condition.,

One poor woman, in faded garments, 
whose voice had uttered a piercing shriek 
heard above the general confusion, had tot- 
tered out there, and was bending in an 
agony of grief over her only child. There 
he lay moaning on the ground, his bright 
maroon ribbons soiled with dust, his blue 
satin suit stained in many places with crim
son blood, and his face, begrimmed and

One of the saddest things about human 
nature is, that a man may guide others in 
the path of life without walking in it him- 
self; that he may be a pilot and yet a cast-
away. h

her out at night and won many trifling wagers quality that are introduced to me by the min- 
of peanuts and grog. Abuv all things, lern yure child to bo 

honest and industrious ; it these tu things 
dont enable him tu make a figger in this 
world, he iz only a cypher, and never w/

ister, the governor. or some of my friends.”
“The d—11 Where do yon live, I’d like to 

know ?”
It so chanced that she was seen by Brack 

Turner, who at once perceived lier great capa- 
lilities. He demanded a private interview withi

“You musin t get your neck broken, you 
monkey you,” cried Mr. Tremaine, sudden-

bleeding, distorted in an agony of pain.
What a sight ! and just overhead the intended for a figure.—Josh Billings.“Just wherever I happen to be. At present,
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