
HORSES NINE

and at an exact right angle with it, mo-
tionless as the horse ridden by the bronze
soldier up near the Mall. "Reddy"
would sit as still in the saddle, too. It

was hard for Skipper to stand there and
see those mincing cobs go by, their pad-

housings all a-glitter, crests on their blind-

ers, jingling their pole-chains and switch-

ing their absurd little stubs of tails. But
it was still more tantalizing to watch the

saddle-horses canter past in the soft bridle

path on the other side of the roadway.
But then, when you are on the force you
must do your duty.

One afternoon as Skipper was standing

post like this he caught a new note that

rose above the hum of the park traffic.

It was the quick, nervous beat of hoofs

which rang sharply on the hard macadam.
There were screams, too. It was run-

away. Skipper knew this even before he
saw the bell-like nostrils, the straining
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