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The Recollections ot & Korse.
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“HOW I WON MY FIRST RACK."

“From ny point of view at the immature nge
of two and o half years, a race was the deliri-
um of my young ambition. In the pasturel
van with the same wild jnstinct that prompts a
bird to’ scar into the sunlight. 1 ruan tor joy,
in blind obedicuce to the Llood of tho desert
that courseld in iy veins. 1 ran to tease
RBotherum, who serambled afterme thiough the
clover, and then gavo up the chase in despair,
I ran for the eantertuininent of the row of
ecreaming pickavinoics hangiog on the gate and
ehying apples at me.

When I bad been three months in traiving,
on dry fced, the hard gallop over the coloncl’s
private course was the only purely satisfactory
half hour of the day. If the weather was bad
I had the hearl to kick down my box inmy
eageraess to get out, aud I trod impatiently
around the border of my enclosure like a caged
lion, until I had trailed o deep path in the
straw.

I had my owa ideas ubout the coaduct of my
rider. A pair of bare black heels rattling on
my ribs tickled me to & frenzy of cffart, while
the touch of a spur maddened me.  The colo.
nel at this time had secured an Eaglish groom,
and installed him at the head of the stable.
Tho darkies listened, iucredulous, to thislad’s
boasts of his prowess, and turaed the whites of
their eyes scorafully on the glory of his racioy
togs.

Qne evening, after tea, a rare was made up ia
which I was pitted agaiast Miss Euaice’s cart
pony, riddeu by my own groom,whiie I was to be
mouuted by the briltiant chief of the stable in
all his finery. Tite family and scrvants had
congregated along the fence at the startiog
poiat, and every black groom had his tonguein
his cheek. We were off at the word. the peny
at his best pace, and 1 gallopivg at hia side, in
proud contempt of his powers, the darky drum-
ming oa his ribs with his black hecls, and
mocking across at my rider.  \We hed gone
half around the course ot this easy pace, whea
1 felt the reigas tighten, and ot the same mom-
ent, the cruel spurs struck wmy flapke. My

lood was up like a flash.  From the ioner side
of the track 1 bolted futo the pluughed groucd,
as dry and light as & bed of ashes. 1 heard
the shouts and laughter of the apectators. [

aw stars through the chaos of dust, and at the
ead of a series of mad plunges aod kicks, 1
cmerged from the red cloud on the opposite side
of the track, aud galloped riderless 1a ahead of
my rival.

The new groon had been added t3 the stable
for the express purpose of ridiog me in the
two-year-old stakes at the approachisg Ken.
tucky Derby. I took a vicious dislike to him
from my firat expericnce in his hands.  If he
1eft off his spurs I permitted him to ride me,
but I took cace to do my best work when my
old groom, Butternut Jim, wax in the stable.

The excitement increased daily about the
stablc as the time for the race drcw oa. When.
they were off dusy, the bays rolled about on the
straw outside my window, basking ia the sup,
aad laying their small bets.

“Wnat make yo' ain’ bettin’ nuffia’ on
Selim, y0'Jim?*" I hcard a voice ask,

“ What fo' Lain’? I is got a halfn dolln’
onto that colt ufo’ I knewed dat cockney gwine
ride ’im. Iain’ w0 fool nigger, Tuin’.  Soon’s
I yer dat nows I dcne hedge long o* Mose, see?
An’ I doubled dat hedge. I done lay ever'
nickel I got "gin do colt—Dbigges' kind o* odde.”
And true to his words, when Jim found the
1iding was sottled, he laid every dollar ho conld
raise against my success. He bet all his per-
sonul property on the outside favorite, and
staked his next month's wages against mo at
such odds vs he could get.

Jim was unusually sociable when ho rubbed
me dowo, aud the night pending the great
ovent he staod before me with tears in his eyes,
in the seclusion of the box.

it aia’ yo' fault, Selim, boy ; yo's got casy
wivner rit in yo' eye, if ever Buttersut Jim
was in de saddle, sec? \What fo’ was we1is to-
gedder, me ae’ yo'?  Ajn’ I done rub yo’ av’
wait on yo' eber since yo' was weane', sec?
Aio’ I done lub yo' since the mawnin’ yo' was
folded? Ain' ole Marse Colonel done gone
clenn back oa he own stable, see, a-mountin’ o
white trash on yo', honey, an' him got mo’
spurs an’ sense? Kyaryin’ he brains on he
heels instead of in he head, see? Selim, boy
yo' doae loss dat sace afo’ yo’ saddied up an’
weighed in.  Dat feol jockey gwine tote yo°
un’er Qe wire, on do tale en’ ob de string.
honey, bos, hoo—"" and Jim broke down com-
pletely aad wept on my neck.

¢ X’clar’ to Moses, honey, fo' Gawd, ef yo'
win de stakes, an' Jim go2s broke on de Cala.
mity faverite, he'll be der joyfulest coon in
Kaistuck : an’ i'm sleepin’ rite yerin do straw
fong yo', cu’se I done trus’ nobody, an'I ain’
gwioe ter tedt yo' good.by dis ebeoin’.”

Toere were few cyes closed in sleep among
the excited stabie boys who sat belt upright
and polished bita by the glimmer of lauterns,
and sowed ecraps of oruuge snd black—the
colonel’s racing colors—on hats and coats.
Even Jim tosecd about in the straw, and talked
in his broken aleep., ani was up before day, be-
meaniog his fate.

Before the sun touched the highest weather
wauc on the stables, the coloael's string wag on
ths road, blanketed and hooded. I wasled by
Butternng Jim, radiant in his tightest aad
looscs? joskey outfit, for Jim wassuro to be in
demand as a rider, though he was for the mom-
cat, cclipsed by the imporied professsional
haad. So near were we to the geeat track thas
we were shut up in our snug quarters before
the dew wasoff the grass.  Botherum was with
me, and there was no love lost betiween him
and the Eoglish greom. The goat zcemed to
absorb my temper, for I was in the worst of
humors, and determined to fight my rider. The
box wascloscavd hot. By the noiscs outside
I kuew that there was the greztest activity on
the geounds. \When Jim looked in I was
pleased and calm, but whea he was away. and
the che:ring from the gravd staud sounded liko
distant thunder, just a background of murmur
to the shouting aand clatter of hoofs by the
stables, I kicked at Botherum, and stiuck ant
with my fore fect at the walls,

Wheo, at last, Jim led me out into
the suulight to waddle, I forgot my tem-
por in the sweet, open air, on the frag-
raut turf, ia the midst of the glitter

and color and excitement—and Jim. I tossod
my lhead for joy, and felt tho flutter of the
wind in my nerves.

I way the prime favorite in my cluss, and, as

we pissed dowa towards the track, I heard
many n wager placed to my credit.  ““Fwo to
ene on Sclim Blanche ogainst Calamity.”
“Selim even against the field.” 1t was old.
fashioved letting in those days, When the
cloth was stripped off, a great shout went up
from the crowd of my admnirere.  In the midst
of my pride and jay at this ovation from
fair women aud eritical men, tho small
fuglish jockey came forward and took my
reins from Jim, When my eye fell on his
epurs and goad, a surge of passion ran
through my blood. A few other colts were
out for their warming-up runs, aud Cslamity
was moving bandsomcly, as docile asa sheep,

There was a fino scramble before my jockoy
wag ol into his seat, in which I sidled away.
then rushed against the grooms, aud reared and
bit and struck out, to the disgust of my back-
crs, and to the amusement of everybody elss.

“ Plenty of temper,” “ There's nerve for
you.” *Ie can’t wie,” were some of the com-
ments heard,  And then the calm voice of the
colonel : *¢ Have patience, gentlemen, until the
colt gets warmed up, znd he'll show youa
pace.”

“*Not with this outfir,” I thought ; and the
twinkle in Jimn's cye, over by the palings, told
me that he thought so too.

Tho worse I behaved the smallar my odds
dwindled on iy chances, until it was even
money agaiust the Calamity colt before I had
started for my exercise. 1 made a handsome
rush down the track, and then whirled and
camo back, aed got whip and spur for my
reward. Then the fight was on. I plunged
and bolted from side to side of the track, I
sheared against the paliogs, and reared and
kicked like a demon, during which my tor-
meator stuck fast o the saddle, and I was
forced to have some respect for hisskill. Now
I tried another school of tactics, and shot half
around the course at a pace that broughta
ringing cheer from the multitude, and theo,
with a desperate bolt, I cleared the inper rail ;
aud, after a frantic secrics of plunges on the
turf, I sheok off my plucky rider, giviog him
such a serious fall that he lay still on the
ground until the crowd rushed over and picked
him up.

While this entertainment had beenia progress,
my stock among the bookmakers had fallenaway
below par, and the colonel, confident in my ul-
timate tractablencss, had booked tho bets reck-
1cssly at haudsome odds sgrainat me.

A dozen grooms were after me in the field,
but I cluded them all and trotted over to Jim,
who fell on my neck for joy. When wo camo
up to the colonel, Jim, who had not dared to
mount me without ordess, addressed him, cap
i haod.

«Ikin ride him, Marse Colonel, He won't

cud up no monkey shines loog o* Jim. Selim
an’ mc unerstans on ‘ner —sce?”

Tlhere was nothing for it but to toss up Jim
into the saddle, who was fluttering with orangs
and Dllack, and away we weat with an easy
gallop, making the circuit of the conrssin the
midst of an ovation to Jim. Then we took
half the track at a flying pace, daring which I



