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on any tenns, and wu lan^^ifld at for hit pains.
''Ton had yonr choice, didn't yont" Pitkin

would say. "Well, then, yon cant blame any-
body bnt yonnelf. Whose fault is it that I got
the good oolt and yon got the crabf No, Oabe,
a bargain's a bargain with me, always. The
General's a rotten bad race horse, bnt he's
yonrs and not mine. It's what yon get for be-
ing a poor picker."

The bay colts were nearing the end of their
three-year-old form when the Pitkin string ar-
rived on the Jnngle Circuit and took np quar-
ters next door to Old Man Gurry and his ''Bible
horses." Sergeant Smith was the star of the
stable and the principal money winner, when
it suited Pitkin to let him run for the money,
while General Duval, as like his half brother as
a reflection in a flawless mirror, had a string of
defeats to his discredit and his feed bill was
breaking old Gabe's heart. The trainer often
looked at General Duval and shook his head.
"You an' that otheh colt could teU me some-

thin' if yo' could talk/' he frequently remarked.
After his conversation with Old Man Curry,

Pitkin returned to his tackle-room in a savage
state of mind, and, needing a target for his
abuse, selected Mulligan, the Irish jockey.
Now, Mulligan was small, but he had the

heart of a giant and the courage of one convic-
tion and two acquittals on diarges of assault
and battery. In spite of his size—he could
ride at ninety-eight pounds—Mulligan was a
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