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ous like Cyel pillars
fupheld the lowering, dun-colored cloud-
bank. For six days in the week they
spouted smoke, but today the furnace

Luck was' with the.assistant, That
single whizzing upper-cut, and the way
in which it was delivered, warned him

him at this minute,”

fires were banked, for it was 8
Bordid and polluting glooth hung ove
@ district blighted and blasted by the
lreed of man. There was nothing in
! the surroundings to cheer a despond-
ing soul, but it was more than his dis-
| mal environment which weighed upon
' the medical assistant.
y His trouble was deeper and more
wersonal. The winter session: was ap-
proaching. He should be back again
mt the university completing the last
wear which would give him his medi-
xal degrée, but, alas! he had*mtt the
money with which to.pay his class fees,
nor could he imagine how he could pro-
cure it. Sixty pounds wgs wanted to
{ make his career, and #§ might have
| been as many thousands “for any
chance there seemed to ba of his ob-
| #aining it,, v Faif
. He wad aroused from his black me-
' Mitation by the entrance of Dr. Old-
 mere himself, a large, clean-shaven, re-
spectable man, with a prim manner
mnd an austere face. He had prosper-
ed exceedingly by the support of the
local church Interest, and the rule of
his life was never by word or action
10 run a risk of offending the senti-
nent which had made him. His stan-
dard of respectability and of dignity
was exceedingly high, and he expected
the same from his assistants. His ap-
pearance and words were always va-
Buely benevolent. A sudden impulse
came over the despondent student. He
would test the reality of his philan-
thropy.

“I beg your pardon, Dr. Oldacre,”
Baid he, rising from his chair; “I have
B great favor to ask you.”

“Yes, Mr, Montgomery?"

‘““You are aware, sir, that I need only
bne more session to complete my
course.”

“So you have told me.”

“It is very important to me, sir.”

“Naturally.”

*“The fees, Dr. Oldacre, would am-
punt to about sixty pounds.”

“I am afraid that my duties call me
elsewhere, Mr. Montgomery.”

“One moment, sir! I had hoped, sir,
that perhaps, if I signed a paper pro-
mising you interest upon your money,
¥ou would advance this sum to me. I
will pay you back, sir, I really will.
Or if you like I will work it off after I
&m qualified.”

The doctor’s lips had thinned into
& narrow llne. His eyes were raised
fagain and sparkled indignantly.

“Your request is unreasonable, Mr.
Montgomery. I am surprised that you
should have made it. Consider, sir,
how many thousands of medical stu-
dents there are in this country. No
doubt there are many of them who
have a difficulty in finding thelr fees,
Am I to provide for them all? Or
why should I make an exception in your
favor? I am grieved and disappoint-
ed, Mr. Montgomery, that you should
have put me Into the painful position
of having to refuse you.” He turned
upon his heel, and walked with offend-
&d dignity out of the surgery.

The student smiled bitterly, and turn-
ed to his work of making up the morn-
ing prescriptions. It was poor and un-
worthy work—work which any weak-
ling might have done as well, and this
Wwas a man of exceptional nerve and
sinew. But, such as it was, 1t brought
him his board and £1 a week, enough
%o help him during the summer months
and let him save a few pounds towards
his winter keep. But those class fees!
‘Where were they to come from? He
could not save them out of his scanty
wage.. Dr, Oldacre would not advance
them. He saw no way of ecarning
them. His brains were fairly good,
but brains of that quality were a drug
on the market. He only excelled in
his strength; and where was he to find
& customer for that? But the ways of
Fate are strange, and his customer
was at hand.

“Look y'ere!” said a voice at the
@oor.

Montgomery looked up, for the volce
Was a loud and rasping one. A young
man stood at the entrance—a stocky,
bull-necked young miner, in tweed
Bunday clothes and an aggressive neck-
tie. He was a sinister looking figure,
With dark, insolent eyes, and the Jaw
and throat of a bulldog.

“Look y’ereé!” mald he again.
hast thou not sent t’
thy master ordered?”

Mont y had b
ed to the brutal frankness of the Nor-
thern worker. At first it had enraged
him, but after a time he had grown
callous to it, and accepted it as it was

meant. It was insolence—brutal, over-
bearing insolence, with physical men-
®ce behind it.

“What name?” he' asked, coldly.

“Barton. Happen I may give thee
©ause to mind that name, yoong man.
Mak' oop t' wife’s medicine this very
moment, look ye, or it will be the worse

thee.”

Montgomery smiled, A pleasant

* Sense of rellef thrilled softly through
\hln;. ‘What blessed safety-valve was
thif through which his jangled nerves
- might find some outlet. The provoca-

Hon was so gross, the insult 8o unpro-
be could have none of
those qualms which take the edge off
man’s mettle. He finished sealing the
bottle upon which he was occupled,
- @nd he addressed it and placed it care.
fully in the rack,
“Look here!” said he, turning round
the miner, “your medicine will be
made up in its turn and sent down to
don’t allow fol

“Why
medicine oop as

‘i

that he had a formldable man to deal A
with. . But if he had t his | the
day. 1, his ant ist had also un-

derrated him, and laid himself open to
a fatal blow,

The miner's head had come with a
crash against the corner of the surg-
ery shelves, and he had dropped heavily
on to the ground. There he lay with
his bu.mly legs drawn up and his hands
throws abréad, the blood trickling over
the surgery tiles, :

“Had enough?"' asked the assistant,
,breathing fiercely through his nose.

But no answer came. The man was
insensible. And then the danger of his
position came upon Montgomery, and
he turned as white as his antagonist.
A Sunday, the immaculate Dr. Oldacre
with his plous connection, a savage
brawl with a patient, he would irre-
trievably lose his situation if the facts
came out. It was not much of a situ-
ation, but he could not get another
without a reference, and Oldacre might
refuse him one. Without money for his
classes ,and without a situation—what
was to become of him? It was abso-
lute ruin,

But perhaps he could escape expos-
ure after all. He seized his insensible
adversary, dragged him out into the
oentre of the room, loosened his collar,
and gqueezed the surgery sponge over
his face. He sat up at last with a gasp
and a scowl,

“Domn thee, thou's spoilt my neck-
tie,” #aid he, mopping up the water
from his breast.

“I'm sorry I hit you so hard,” said
Montgomery, apologetically,

“Thou hit me hard. I could stan'
such fy-flappin’ all day. 'Twas this
here press that cracked my pate for
me, and thou art a looky man to be
able to boast as thou hast outed me.
And now I'd be obliged to thee if thou
wilt give me t' wife's medieine.”

Montgomery gladly made it up and
handed it to the miner.

ceps; as round and hard as a cricket
ball, spring up under his fingers.

“Feel that!" said he.

The blican and hor
it with an air of reverence.

“Good lad! He'll' do yet,”
Purvis,

“Gentlemen,” sald Montgomery,
think that you will acknowledge that
I have been very patient with you. I
have listened to all that you have to
say about my personal apeparance,
and now I must really beg that you
will have the goodness to tell me what
is the matter.”

They all sat down in their serious,
business-like way,

“That's easy done, Mr. Montgomery,”
sald the fat-vciced publican. “put be-
fore sayin' anything, we had to wait
and see whether, In a way of speakin’,
‘there was any need for us to say any-
thing at all. Mr. Wilson thinks there
is. Mr. Fawcett, who has the same
right o his opinion, bein' also a backer
and one o' the committee, thinks the
sther way.”

“I thought him too light built, and I
think so now,” said'the horsebreaker
atill tapping his prominent teeth with
the metal head of his riding whip.
“But happen he may pull through, and
he's a fine-made, sturdy young chap,
so if you mean to back him, Mr, Wil~
son——"

“Which I do.”

*“And you, Purvis?

“I ain’t one to go back, Fawcett,”

“Well, I'll stan' to my share of the
purse,”

“And well I knew you would,” said

ke

cried

.

“You are weak still,” said he, “Wgn'+
you stay awhile and rest?"

“T" wife wants her medicine,” said
the man, and lurched out at the door.

The assistant looking after him saw
him rolling with an uncertain step
down the street, until a friend met him
and they walked on arm in arm. The
man séemed in hig rough nerthern
fashion to bear no grudge, and so
Montgomery’s fears left him. There
was no reason why the doctor should
know anything about it. He wiped the
blood from the floor, put the surgery
in order, and went on with his inter-
rupted task, hoping that he had come
scatheless out of a very dangerous
business, A
Yet all day he was aware of a sanse
of vague uneasiness, which sharpened
into dismay when, late in the after-
noon, he was informed that three gen-
tlemen had called and were waiting
for him in the surgery. A coroner's in-
quest, a descent of detectives, an in-
vasion of angry relatives—all sorts of
possibilities rose to scare him. With
tense nerves and a rigid face he went
to meet his visitors,

They were a very singular trio. Each
was known to him by sight; but what
on earth the three could be doing to-
gether, and above all, what they could
expect from him, was a most inexplic-
able problem.

The first was Sorley Wilson, the son
of the owner of the Nonpareil Coal-pit.
He was a young blood of twenty, heir
to a fortune, a keen sportsman, and
down for the Easter vacation from
Magdalen College. He sat now upon
the edge of the surgery table, looking
in thoughtful silence at Montgomery,
and twisting the ends of his small,
black, waxed moustache,

The second. was Purvis, the publican,
owner of the chief beer shop, and well
known as the local bookmaker, He was
a coarse, clean-shaven man, whose
flery face made a singular contrast
with his {vory-white bald head. He
had shrewd, light-blue eyes with foxy
lashes, and he also leaned forward in
silence from his chair, a fat, red hand
upon either knee, and stared critically
at the young assistant,

So did the third visitor, Fawcett, the
horsebreaker, who leaned back, his
long, thin legs, with thelr box-cloth
riding-gaiters, thrust out in front of
him, tapping his protruding teeth with
his riding whip, with anxious thought
in every Iine of his rugged, bony face.
Publi and hor

gomery,"” said the u
genial voice, s
wrong end,

niversity man, in a

I know, but we'll soon

our views.

took Morris, the ten-stone-six cham-
pion, a deal more trouble than that be-
fore he put Barton to sleep, You've
done a fine performance, sir, and hap-
pen you'll do a finer, if you give your-
self the chance.”

“I never heard of Ted Barton, beyond
secing the name on a medicine label,”
sald the assistant,

“Well, you may take it from me that
he's o slaughterer,” sald the horse-
breaker. “You've taught him a lesson
that he needed, for it was always a
word and a blow with him, and the
word dlone was worth five shillin’' in
a public court. He won't be so ready
now to shake his fist in the face of
everyone he meets. However, that's
neither here nor there.”

Montgomery looked at them in be-
wilderment,

“For goodness' sake, gentlemen, tell
nie what it is you want me to do,” he
cried.

“We want you to fight Silas Craggs,
better known as the Master of Crox-
ley.”

“But why?"*

“Because Ted Barton was to have
fought him next Saturday. He was
the champion of the Wilson coal-pits,
and the other was the master of the
iron folk down at the Croxley smel-
ters. . We'd matched our man for a
purse of one hundred against the
Master. But you've queered our man,
and he can’t face such a battle with
a two-inch cut at the back of his head.
Theére’'s only one thing to be done, sir,
and that is for you to take his place.
If you can lick Ted Barton you may
lick the Master of Croxley; but if you
don't we're done, for there’s no one else
Who 18 In the same street with him in
this dietrict . It's twenty-two rounds,
two-ounce gloves, Queensbury rules
and a decision on points if you fight
to the finish.”

For a the absurdity of the

were all three silent,
earnest, and - equally critical. Mont-
gomery, seated in the midst of them,
looked from one to the.other. “Well,
gentlemen?” he observed, but no ans-
wer came. The position was embar-
rassing,

“No,"” sald the horsebteaker, at last.
“No. It's off. It's nowt.”

“‘Stand oop, lad; let's see thee stand-
in’.” It was the publican who spoke.
Montgomery obeyed. He would learn
all about it, no doubt, if he were pa-
tient. He stood up and turned slowly
l;ound, as if in front of his tailor,

“It's off! It's off!" cried Se horse-
breaker. “Why, mon, the er would
break him over his knee.”
“Oh, that be han, for a yarn'
#aild the young tab, “You can
drop out if you like Fawcett, but I'll
see this thing through, if T have to do
it alone, I don't hedge a penny, I
like the cut of him a good deal better
than I liked Ted Barton.”

“Look at Barton's shoulders, Mr.
‘Wilson,”

“Lumpiness isn't always strength.
Give me nerve and fire and breed.
ThAt's what wins.”

“Aye, sir, you haye it theer—you have
it theer,” said the fat, red-faced publi-
can, In a thick, syety voice. “It's the

same. wi' poops. Get 'em clean bred
an’ fine, an’ they'll yark the thick 'uns

thing drove every other thought out of
Montgomery’s head. But then there
came a sudden revulsion. A hundred
pounds—all he wanted to complete his
education was lying there to his hand
~if only that hand were strong enough
to pick it up. He had thought bitterly
that morning that there was no market
for his strength, but here ,was one
where his muscle might earn more in
an hour than his brain in a year, But
a chill of doubt came over him.
“How can I fight for the coal-pits?”
sald he. I am not concerned ‘with
them.”

“Eh, lad, but thou art” cried old
Purvis. “We've got it down in writin’,
and it's clear enough. ‘Anyone cons
nected with the coal-pits’ Dr, Ola-
acre is the coal-pit club doctor. Thou
art his assistant. What more can they
want "
‘“Yes, that's right enough,”
Cantab, “It would be a
ing thing of you, Mr,

sald the

—yark 'em out o' r skins,’

respect to i opinion, Mr. Wilson,
that there's half a stone of tallow on
The young Cantab put his fingers on
'8 upper arm. Then with
his other hand on his wrist he bent
the forearm sharply, and felt the bi-

felt

“y

Purvis, “ror it would be somethin’ new |
to find Isaac Fawcett as a spoil-sport |
Well, then, we make up the hundred |
for the stuke among us, and the fight |

stands, always supposin’ the young |
man is wilin’."
"EXclise all this rot, Mr. Mont-

e've begun at the |

straighten it out, and 1 hope that you |
will see your way to falling in with |
In the first place, you re- |
member the man whom you knocized |

out this morning? He is Barton—the
famous Ted Barton.”

“I'm sure, #ir, you inay well be
pround to have outed him ‘in oné
proud to have outed him in one

beer thou want for the

0 of thy
waiting for three at the

our Sacks.,”

you've got the constitunécy
pocket, if you care to stand.
know the outhouse in my garden?"

“Next the road?'

“Exactly, I turned it into a gymnas-
fum for Ted Barton. You'll find all
you want there: eclubs, punching ball,
bars, dumb-bells, everything, Thén
you'll want a sparring partner.. Ogivy
has been acting for Barton, but we

Barton bears you no grudge. He's a
good-hearted fellow, though cross-
grained with strangers. He looked
upon you &s a agmnsor this morning,
but he says he knows you now, He
Is quite ready to spar with you for
practice and he will come at any hour
you will name.”

“Thank you, I will let you know the
hour,” sald Montgomery; and so the
committee departed Jubilant upon their
way.

The medical assistant sat for a little
time in the surgery turning it over in
his mind. He had been trained origin-
ally at the university by the man who
had been middle-weight champion in
his day. It was true that his teacher
was long past his prime, slow upon his
fect and stiff in his joints, but even
80 he was still a tough antagonist; but
Montogomery had found at
last that he could
more than hold his own with him. He
had won the University medal, and his
teacher, who had trained so many stu-
dents, was @amphatic in his opinion that
he had never had one who was in the
same class with him. He had been ex-
horted to go in for tha amateur cham-

are in such a hole, ot you
might not like to take the
Mlllm :::tl»h.w,m in
case of your winning we could ar-
range that it should take the form of
& watch or piece of plate, or any other
shape which might suggest itself to
you. You see, you are responsible for
our having lost our champlon, so we

plonships, but he had no particular
ambition in that direction. Once he
had put on the gloves with Hammer
Tunstall in"a hooth at a fair, and had
fought three rettling rounds, in which
he had the worst of it, but har made
the prize-fighter stretch himsslf to the
uttermost, There was his whole re-
cord, and was it enough to encourage’
him to stand up to the Master of Crox-
ley? He had never heard of the master
before, but then he had lost touch of
the ring during, the last fow years of
hard work. Aftér all, what did it mat-
ter? If he won, there was the money,
which meant so much to him. If he
lost, it would only mean a thrashing.
He could take punishment without
fliniching, of that he was certain. It
there were only one chance in a hun-
dred of pulling it off, then it was worth
his while to attempt it.

(Uontinued Next Week.)
————— ey

CAME TO LIFE IN A
CLOSED COFFIN.

b i
Woman Supposed Dead Revived Only
to Die from Suffocation,

i

CUNNINGHAM, N. C., Sept. 3.—Mrs.
Julia Ann Stanfield, colored, went to
Durham, N. C., about two weeks ago
to be operated upon for a tumor, Two
colored doctors gave her chloroform,
preparatory to removing the tumor, but
before they were ready to use the knife
the woman collapsed and apparently
died. The doctors issued a certificate
that her death resulted from heart
failure, .

Mrs, Stanfleld’s nephew, Henry Hey-
wood, obtained a coffin with a case.
The body was prepared for burial,
pliced in the coffin and case and put
on a rallroad train for this place, ac-
companied by Heywood.

It was necessary to change cars at
Denniston Junction, and the body was
carried into the station, there to await
transfer. Heywood was sitting in the
station when he thought he heard
groans. He spoke to the station agent,
who quickly traced the groans to the
coffin,

Help was summoned, and the case
and coffin were opened, and Mrs, Stan-
fleld was found alive, grasping at her
throat with one hand. She moved and
tossed her hands after the coffin was
opened, but in a few moments she
ceased to struggle and dled,

It was plain that the woman had
made a desperate struggle for alr in
the coffin.’ She had turned on her side,
and her face and throat were torn and
scratched where she had clutched them
with her hands. After it was found
that life was really extinct Mrs, Stan-
field's body was sent on to Cunning-
ham for burial,

e —— .
BEAUTIES OF THE VERNACULAR.
———

This was the conversation between
the girl with the gum in her mouth
and the other girl with the gum in her
mouth:

“Alncha hunghy?"

“¥ah.'! A

“S8o my.. Less go neet.”

“Where?" .

“Bleev go one places nuther.”

“S80 dy. lka neet mo stenn: 3
Canchee?" by
“Yeh. Gotcher money
“Yeh."

“Bo vy." Gotcher aptite?”

“Yeh. Gotchoors?"

‘“Yeh. Howbout place crosstreet?”
“Nothin' teet there, rround
corner.”

“Thatdedoo zwell

zennyware. Migh-

: J?ou‘hu that 't first. Getcher
“Ima getfinit. Gofeher mopey?
“Yeh. W’.nh-n')-?n say I had it?

Allready?” g ! 2
“Yeh.”

“K'mon."~Chicago THbune,

‘It is the mnost sporting thing I'ever
heard of in my life,” said young Wil-
son. “By George, sir, if you pull it off,
in your
You

don't think that he is class enough.

SOLE AGENT FO

" FRANK WHEATON

FOLLY VILLAGE, N. S,

R CANADA

The Turf,
Ring, etc.

GARDNER TO FORCE FITZ.

champion fighter of the world, is hot on

g8oing to try and force
heavyweight champion into a match
With him, The Chicagoan—for Gard-
ner is now a resident of that city—feels
aggrieved to think that
does not give him a direct reply to all
of the challenges that he has hurled
at the red head of the New Yorker.
That he may get such a reply, one way
or another, he intends to camp stead-
ily on the trail of Bob and force him to
| fight or run,

i PISTR Wouil

I‘ JEFFRIES WILL NOT BE

KIND TO MUNROBR.

(By W. W. Naughton.)

SAN FRANCISCO, Aug. 30.—It looks
as If Jeftries and Jack Munroe will get
together in Los Angeles. Jeffties wants
revenge for the indignities heaped up-
on him at Butte. Munroe is willing to
make the match if the inducements are
right, and the promoters of the South-
land appear to think that the go will
fill a long felt want. All the parties in-
terested being of one mind, an an-
nouncement that the contest has been

ute.

What wiil it be like?

There isn't any question In regard to
the things the champion will do to
Munroe if ‘the opportunity offers. The
only professional courtesies the gen-
tleman from Montana may expect are
swings and wallops. Will he be able
to stand enough of the heroic treat-
ment to imbue the crowd with the
feeling that it has had a run for its
money ?

Here in San Franclsco where Munroe
is remembered as an amateur boxer
and foot-balier, he is not taken serious-
ly. That is why the local clubs pooh-
poohed the proposition when a match
between Jeffries and Munroe was sug-
gested, after the recent champlonship
affalr,

Come to think of it, Munroe's experi-
ences as a professional pugilist have
been somewhat unique. He became a
celebrity through standing before Jeff-
ries for a few rounds at Butte. He
made all the capital possible out of the
thing, meanwhile being careful to avold
Jeftries and all other heavyweights, In
‘this respect he showed that he possess-
es considerable native shrewdness or is
peculiarly amenable to sound advice.
Now he proposes going against Jeff-
ries again. From Jeffries he recelved
his boost; from Jeffries he will in all
probability receive his quigtus.
—— e

THE TURF.

George E. Smith, better known to
the public as “Pittsburg Phil,” whose
horses have been ruled off all the tracks
of the Jockey Club, talked recently to
a writer for the New York World with
a freedom altogether unusual for him.

study in reticence when an interview-
er approaches him. But on this occas-
fon he ‘“plunged” as much in his con-

versation as he does usually in the
betting ring. ;
“What is the biggest bet I ever

made?”’ enquired Pittsburg Phll, re-
peating a question. “That's a hard
question, and I can’t answer it. I have
never kept tab on my big bets. My
heavy wagers have been pretty thor-

and it seems to me it would be more
interesting if I should tell you what I
am doing now. Today, for instance, T
only plunged $300. I bet on two races
and I lost on both of them, Take some
of the so-called “plunges” attributed to
me and compare them with my opera-
tions today and you will have a fair

horse racing now.

“It is pecullar how a man will drift
into the game. The poolroom {is re-
sponeible for my advent into the bet-
ting ring. I used to go to the room—
you know how young fellows will—to
bet on the baseball games. When I put
my first money on a horse I don't re-
member whether I had even seen a
race or not. For me this par-
ticular race was run in the poolroom.
I made a winning and, as usual with
young fellows, it seemed like easy mon-
ey, 8o I went into it in a business-like
way to get what I could out of it. And
I have no complaint to make about the

1t result, Y

One in seven of British landowners
there .are about
land in Englana

“Betting on horses and owning them:
are two different things. I would much
rather bet my money on other.people’s
horses than own a string and have to

back them,

Georgé Gardner, light heavywelight

the trall of Bob Fitzstmmons and is
the former

Fitzsimmons

As a rule “the plunger” is a splendid ;

oughly discussed by -the newspnpera.'

line on the interebt I am taking in

for a mgn will back hlslboay else's.”

of his judgment.

had it, and I don't want it.

' “My ‘inside informdtion’ is my eye.
That's a.. I place my money solely
'lupon my judgment of a horse’s ability
it. Perhaps you may call it intuition,
it I know when a horse is fit and will-
ing to run. I watch him In his races

intimately, and I can tell in an instant
whether he has put on ar taken off
flesh since I saw him last. "I note
whether he {s traveling free or is be-
i ing urged; I analyze his action and bo-
havior in the company he is in. I keep
close tab on him until I find him fit, in
my opinion, to run, and then I back
him, and the amount of backing is gov-
erned by my degree of confidence in my
own judgment.

“Any person who has ‘ever watched
me operate at the track will know T
put my money on at the last possibla
moment.
.Wwill remember that when the horses
come out for their preliminary work I
keep my glasses .on them all the time.
I am watching the horse I like. If he

g i » want- Dboints,
arranged may be expected any min- WAarms up well and looks as if he want B

ed to run I play him.

| “As I said before, I don’t want to own
any horses. All this spring I have
been trying to sell those that were ruled
off at Sheepshead Bay. If I don't have
an entry in T can back my own judg-
ment. People have often . said to me
that I appear to know .more about
what a horse can do than its owner,
Granted that this is true, there is no-
thing remarkable gbout that. During
all my experience on the track I have
never asked a ‘tip’ from an owner,
trainer, or  jogkey,, Why? Because I
have no faith-in them for the reason
that they are bound to lean towards
their own horses. If : wan knows
positively that ere is at least one
horse in the race as good as his, he will

12an towards his own horse nine times
out of ten. It's natural. I have done
it myself.

“The secret of my betting, therefore,
is nothing more or less than an accur-

ate study of past performances,

the day of the race to run the best
that’s in him. I don’t pay much attea-
tion to a horse in the paddock. I want
to see him move; I want to see him |
warm up, and know if he feels liku‘
running. The stronger my confldence
in him the bigger the bet.

“There is one thing that operates to
disturb the most careful calculations,

i and' that" is the jockey. And here‘let
| me say that we have absolutely the
worst bunch of jockeys riding races
now it has ever becn my experience to
observe. They are totally incompet-
ent. They ride a good race today, and
a bad one tomorrow. There is no use
working out a horse's form if you can’'t
depend on his jockey. You can't gauge
‘a. jockey by past verformances; he will
upset your calculations every time.

“It is like taking a magnificent time-
: plece and giving it to an inexperienced

man to take apart and put together

again. Put a good jockey on the back
of a horse, and he will ride to win, be-
{ cause he knows that what’s under him
: is anxious to run. All the horse wants
18 to be guided out of trouble, and
steadied—he will do the rest. But we
havién't got the jockeys, and this fact
more than anything else, is bringing
the sport of kings into disfavor,

“Do I want to moralize about racing?
No, except that if I were at the begin-
ning now, with my present knowledge
of the game, I should hate to think
' that; T had to make my living out of
'my winnings on the horses. = Visiting

the track and placing an occasional bet
. is like betting on anything else if a
| man can afford it. It followg the Am-
erican sporting inclination, But the
{ young man who expects to make a pile

out of ‘tips’ without hard study and a

quick eye is up against a hard game.
| On the whole, it is a good thing for a
{ man to let alone, unless he demon-
strates to his entire satisfaction that
he has a good eye for condition, and
feels that he can depend entirely upon
his own judgment.

“Will X go to the races regularly dur-
ing the meetings? WelL T can't say
that I will go regularly. I am not
f quite well yet; but if the weather is
| fair I will probably run down. Recent-

ly I haven't. been. follo: e races
carefully—half the time n't'vread the
entries. I may not take of my so-

wcalled plunges this seasoni and by the
way, if I do plunge, it' 18 because I
know Y am backing the best horse in
a race. I back my own judgment—no-

own horses, oftentimes at the expense
So-called ‘inside in-
formation,” to my thinking, 1s worth-
less for just this reason. I have never

to win a raoe and his willingness to do

day after day until I get to know him i

If you have noticed me, yvou | !

pres- |
ent form, and a horse’s willingness on |

DOHERTY, TENNIS CHAMPIQN.

Since the introduction here of tennis
there never was so notable a tennis
match as was witnesed in the national
tournament at Newport last week. H,
L. Doherty, champion of Great Britain
demonstrated that his game was super-
ior to that of the leading American
player, W, A, Larned, notwithstanding
he naturally labored under a great dis-;
advatage, for the conditions, as re-
gards atmosphere and turf, were quite
different to those he was accustomed
to at home.

The various defeats of the American
| players made it apparent that it is true
now, as it was several years ago, that
the leading English player's garhe is
fully fifteen better than the American.
{{ Xt is no exaggeration to say that thae
{ tennis shown by H. L. Doherty was a
1 ¢ition to American players.

These Interhational matches  have
Proved A great object lesson as theyp
maks it possible for the fine points of
the English game*and the apparent
tkness of the American game to ba
brought out. The velocity with whieh

the balls sent by H. L. Doherty. went
over the net and his accurate placing
well were such as never before seen
this country. To hit hard and place
! with any degree of certainty can only
» the result of much practice to that
!end, and our players would do well. if

they paid the same attention to these
| stro s they do to others, which per.
haps ined them applause but not

We

is certainly the most

s the world has ever

s > him off the court, one
would not think it possible for him te
hit so hard as he does when he gets a
1acquet into his hand.” He never seems
hurried, but takes the ball that other
men would give up as hopeless, with
the e of an ordinary return.

Besides showing that he is the most
expert foreign tennis player that ever
visited this country, he has shown in
every detail a true and manly regard
for the ethics of sport.

H. L. Doherty
complete as
is world
the g > no
any qualification of the validity of the
title, The trial with W. A, Larned
settled this beyond question.

; This particular trial was the real
event of the tournament, testing i
did in each ¢ the highest d

ft-H

record is now as
unique, and today he
premier at
chance for

ment of the as played on both
sides of the water. ;

As H. L. Doherty is in a class by
i himself on the other side, o it is with
{ Larned, and now th ormer occupies
a nicha higher than them all.
| Tlarned was not beaten because he
| played badly or because of lack of

condit he well and as

| Reenly as ever. It was the case of an
' opponent playing the better, and the
method being better suited to stop him.

1. L. Doherty shgwed better form
than Larned in many respects, having
a longer swing to his strokes and de-
| pending less upon the impact at tha
moment of striking the ball. This was
particularly true of his smashing and
resulted in a faster stroke with less ef-
fort.

Doherty’'s play wunquestionably im-
proved during the weeks of play in
this country and he has been credited
with declaring.that he learned some
new things about the game over here,
Certain it is that he w very much
stronger at Newport thar Longwood,

although he did not consider himself
out of form in the internationals.

It seemed that Doherty had impreved,
mshile Larned had gone back.
% .The success of Doherty was due more
than anything else to the extreme
length of his ground strokes and hig
fast net volleying and sharp angles
used for attack. The British player for
the most part kept Larned pinned at
the base line. Speed alone will neyer
win from a man of the first class, and
one must take the bit in his teeth @nd

risk something to gain  suco@ss.
Doherty seemed to draw his oppomeént
in short and then pass deep, or @gpve
him full back to the base line, an en
pass across court, whether it es

to kill or opens the way for thelédup
de grace on the next return. This kind
of attack even when it does not. fvin
outright, forces the opponent toj, get
over much ground. Doherty's apfck
was_ nlways cross-courting, in an:g;t
to draw his opponent out of po A
to ¢émbarrass him so that he should
have a clear openini for the winnihg
stroke, while Larhed almed for
clean aces by cross courts. Both-wept
up to volley more often after short
crosses than long, stfaight drivegpess
—————— &

Chronic Constipatidn surely curea or
money back. LAXA-{'ARA TABLETS
never fail. Small dhocolate coated,
eays to take. Price, 35 cents. A%

druggists,




