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sticks the sharp steel into your flank,
or bi ts you with a rawhide whip, what's
a fellowv to do? It's awful! but if a
fel]Low*s got any blood in bim, any of
the king's blood, he's got to make
another try-just a wee bit more.
That's what 1 dîd at Cau'field, and 1
got througb, but sometbing snapped.
E-'verybhody was saying that I'd won
C.asy;- but 1 didn't. 1 had an awful
pain, but 1 just managed to stay in
front, for the others were dead beat,
too. That's why 1 get a pain when 1
gallup more than a mile. That's why
my owner ini Australia sold me. Hie
said I'd turned lazy; but hie didn't tell
Captain Thornton. And now my
master and your mistress are risking
ail their happîness on rny winnîig the
Clip."

1 shuddered at this, for it was aIl
newv to me. The only race 1 bad
started in was the Nizam's Cup, and
my jockey had used neither whip noir
spur ; had just kept me back a little
with the bit, for 1 wanted to show
them ail how fast I could run; 1
liked it.

I wish, 1 could tell my master,"
sighed Sting. "Il e thinks I'm ail
righî. A vet looked at me when 1
Ianded, and said I was sound as a bell.
These men are such fools-som etimes."

J ust then Sting's traîner came and
ordered the syce to bring himn out ;
tbe jockey, Archie, got up on his back,
and îbey went on the course for a
gallop.

-Who's that fellow?" said a big
bay horse, Table Top, as we stood for
a few minutes close together in the
paddock.

"That's little Sting," 1 replied.
"Oh, I know," bie answered ; IlSon

of Grandmaster. Grandmaster was
always blowing about bis father,
Gladiateur, who won the Englisb
Derby. He was a Frencbman, was
Gladiateur, and tbat's wby tbey boasted
so much. We'lI see what the breed
can do out ini this blazing bot clîmate."

It seemed to, me tbey ail had a pick
on Sting because be was stnall, and
my beart warmed towards the little
fellow. As the days wore on I began

to have doubts about being able to
win myself. My legs got so bad that
1 had to give up galluping on the hard
course. They gave me frightful long
walks, and swam nme for hours in a
big pond to keep my muscles bard.
Thîs eased my legs, but it took away
my appetite, and 1 always left part of
the oats in the feed-box.

This made the traîner pull a long
face ; but hie was so kind. lie gave
me raw eggs, and sorted the hay ail
over, pîcking out the best for me.
He was a dear chap.

MNy owner was a pompouis Man1, and
when hie camne to the stables everybudy
jumped about as though they. were
going to lose their heads.

One day Southaîl said to him, "The
horse is losing flesh, sir; he won't ea1t,
and 1'm afraid he'll break down before
the race."

My miaster flew into a rage, and
cursed every body. He swore that
somnebody miust bave drugged me.
Miss Jess was with him,*and she broke
in with, "IWby, papa, nobody would
do that; besides, Dip knows as much
as a man-he wouldn't eat it. Why
don'tyou do witb himi as tbe doctors
did witb me when 1 was run down,
give him stout or something to drink. "

Everybody laugbed at this,, even the
father, who was s0 angry ; but the
tramner saîd, - Mly word, sir, that's a
good idea ; let mne try it."

They had to do something, so the
master consented, for bie knew that
trainers often gave whisky to horses
wbo were a bit soft, wben they were
going 10 run a bard race. After that
1 bad tbree quart bottles of beer twice
a day. It was a funny way to train a
horse, the knowing ones said-swmn
him, and feed him on beer ; but 1 felt
better.

We were a sorry lot, the whole of
us. Sting had a weak beart ; so bad
Robin Hood, as 1 could see now; Fîrst
Water bad a split hoof, liable to go at
any minute; Table Top was so big
and lazy tbey couldn't gel bim dowln
to condition ; jack-în-the-Green had a
splînt ; and 1 fancy aIl of the others
had somnetbing the matter.
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