
THOROUOHBREDS
*V» cMhM in often when he^i credited with « ndi-

take,*' retorted the other.

-Well, I'ye pUjred the Uttle nii«," ueerted Porter.
'Ifnoh, lirr aeked Dixon, eoUcitondy.
"AU

I
CM itend-Mid. little more," he added, fUter-

togly; "I needed a win, • good win," he offered, in an
explanatory voiee. "I want to clear Bhigwood-4rat
nerer mind about that, Andy. The mare'i weU—ain't^f There can't be anything doing with Mclfay-
we>e only put him up a few timet, but he eeema aU
right.

*! think well win," aniwered the Trainer; «I didn't
get anythin' itraight—iust that there seemed a deuced
9tTong tip on Lau2aiine, considerin' that he'd nerer
ahowed My form to warrant it. Yonder he i», wr. in
number fire—go and haye a look at him."

«..t'/'*^j!?*'«'"*"'^
**'~" *^ P*^do«k a hone,man touched the fingen of his right hand to his cap.

There was a half-concealed look of interest in the man's

^fJSf*.^®'*®' ^°^^ ^^ experience meant somethimr.

I. ???I:^^
yon know, Mike?" he asked, carelesslyrw^

half halting in his stride.
^

"Nottin' sir; but dere's somebody in de know dia
tnp. Yer mare's a good little filly, w'en she's right, but
ye'r up against it."

^^
Porter stopped and looked at the horseman. He waaMike Gaynor, a trainer, and more than once Porter

had stood his friend. Mike always had on hand threem four horses of inconceivable slowness, and uncertain-

1^^ ^rl'f"'
~?^«ently there was an eyer-re-cumng inability to pay feed biUs, so he had every chance

to knowjust who was his friend and who was not. for
ne tnea them most sorely.
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