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oot

s Cowshill, or, rather, the in-[

svigial Whom, for sufficient reasons, j we've decided to-put you up on Spit- | his worn face, all these told their in- | *“Lie still,”, he said, grufiy, “and | young um, wouldn't yer "
by that imaginary style, was a nming Jenny next week in fhe Cam-|fallible tale

arket trainer, well known in
sevénties. He never,  indeed,
&ieved the reputation of a Dawson
or 2 Porter. Still, he had a consid-
] erable name, and some of the most
£-ominent men-<then on the turf were
:mong his patrons. That he thor-
oughly understood his ' business no
ofie Was ever found to dispute. What
Amm'(‘OWShill did not know about
horses Was, in truth, not worth
knowing And his knowledge of hu-
manity, as represented by jockeys,
grooms and stable hands, was hard-
jy inferior. He did not look shrewd. 1
On the contrary, his heavy, red face |
and stolid, sleepy eyes rather gave
the impression of stupidity. But. it
wad . a most fallacious impression,
nevertheless Behind that heavy
.ountenance and that sleépy eve there
urked a penetration’ that scarcely
thing escaped. And the less he
medl to notice, the more he really
ook in
By his employers he was psteemed
man upon whose judgment in 1.ur(’
natters it was always safe to rely ;|
nd on  those few occasions when |
hey refused to be guided by his a.d-f
viee they alimost invariably b
sequent reason to regret it.
employes he was regarded with min-
gled awe, admiration and fear, as
something between an oracle and .1~
pogey—one who never failed to spot |
either secret misdemean—
ors of trivial good
vices, and to store them up for fut-
ire reference " in his retentive Yll(‘l’ﬂ‘i
ry |
Woe fo that stableboy whe scamp-
od his work, imagining that. because
Bhis sleepy-eyed guv'nor made no r(‘-'l
bmark thereon he had not noticed it | |
ithe fellow would be allowed to con-
inue in his evil ways, growing more |
and more securely idle, for perhaps a
fortnight Then he would be sum- |
joned one morning into Amos Cow- |
khill's -office, where he would be civ-
illy invited to explain his whole
ourteen days’ delinquencies in detail,
raveling backwards. Usually when
his retrograde process had reached |
he tenth of the ninth day, the un- |
ortunate man's  power of mventmg!
pydlises would have become exhaust-|
d. Then Amos would drop his civil |
one and talk straight
“You're no use here, you lout. I1'll

By his |

their most

their most ser-

en minutes
Only once had a lad been found of |
flicient boldness to challenge the |
pgality of this high-handed proceed-
" X

“You've no right,”’ prctested
Budacious vouth, “to discharge
Without a week's wages.”
“P’raps not, sonnie,’”’ replied Amos
““What then ?"’

“I'll have the law of you, and
make you pay. That's what I'll do.”
“Ver¢ well ; do i, then, my lad ;
a reference al-

the
me

come o
erwards. '’ ~

“I @in't afraid. I've a-done noth-
ng why you shouldn’'t speak fo
e

“Oh, I'l speak for vyou right
nough. Pon’t make no blooming er-
or abeut that. Now, them, out you
.’

Considering what manner of man
mos Cowshill was ycu may imagine
bat none ol his stable hands could
eceive the  summons “Guav'nor
parnts ter see yer in 'is orfice’’
vithout many qualms of conscience
But those
iterviews were not always of a dis- |
pgreeable kind. Sometimes the train- !
r sent for a lad to commend, and |
ven to promote him. It was with
jhis intention that on . a certain
petober morning in the year 187- he |
fumoned Samuel Wix to his august |
Tice

Samuel Wix—or “‘Bow-legged Sam-
R

me for

iany of 'em

ad sub-:;

the matter over, and—well, in fact,

bridgeshire.’’

‘‘Eh, sir,”” gasped the bow-legged
one, with mouth wide open and an
expression of almost incredulous joy
overspreading his vacant eounten-
ance. “Me go up on Spinniag Jenny
in the Cambridgeshire ?"’

“Yes, my lad, you—your blooming
self,”” said Amos. *“You're a . fine
rider. You're well within the weight.
You can manage the mare ag.;nst
And, in short, you're
going to ride her.”’

Sambo’s features were now expand-
ed in a smile of simply childish de-
Iight, and his dull eye lit up strange-
ly as he said

“Oh, yes, I can manage the nare
—1 can do that, Muster Cowshill
They say she has a temper, but—"'

‘“The temper of a fiend,”” interpos-
ed Amos.

‘“She never show it with me,"’
Bowlegged Sambo, chuckling and
rubbing his wart- bedizened hands.
“*No, no f She's tco fond of me, sir,
and T of | her We understands one
anmhor—;‘w(- does. That's
size of it,  Muster Cowshill "

“You've a wonderiul control of her,
anyway,'’ said the (rainer. ‘‘And

she's more likely to do hersell ius-|

tice with you up than any one else
She's well “‘in

“Ah 1" cried Sambo. **Well ‘in,’ I
should think she was, sir. Six three,
Muster Cowshill—six three

too—""

The race

!is a gift for Spinning Jenny at that,

1 do believe

“1 agree with you, my lad, if she
runs all right and don't indulge In
those damned tantrums that have al-
ways. spoilt her chance on previous
occasions

“She’'ll not do that if 'm up,"” de-

|clar('d Sambo, with eager conviction. |

“I hope not,"’ replied the trainer

{ “Well, that’s all for the present, my

lad. Now go back to your work."”
Bowlegged Sambo went back to his
work seventh heaven of de-
light
A lew mornings later Cowshill sent
for him again. The trainer Jeld in

in the

his hand the current copy of a sport- |

ing journal

“Look here, Sambo,” he said, *“I
a word or
caution, my lad Since it
that we've found
Spinning Jenny, under-
stands her temper and can manage
her, the mare's price suddenly

jumped to hali. Fcur days ago she

want to give you

has got

cut

ride who

has

You'll have to be careful
yourself, Sambo."’

of

like to
you my
no !

spoil my condition, I
werd, Muster Cowshill
A chance such as I've got don't

give

dish it by no carelessness, sir.''
“Ah, but | don't mean that, Sam-
" gaid the trainer. “1 mean there

happen to know, who

t
re thos¢, as I
don’t phean to lat Spimning Jemny |

And it's on
they'll try o ‘get at’

win tf they can help ib
the cards that
lad

won !

you, my
“They make nothing out
me, Muster Cowshill,"" declared the
lad, confidently. *'I wouldn's be
bought off from the chance of pilot-
ing Spinning Jenny 'ome, not for all
the rinno in the Bank of England.’’
“Bribing is not the only, nor the
mosi cerfain way
AMos ‘I know plenty among ‘em
wouldn't stick at violence, W
they could find the chance—a broken
arm or leg, instance, or p'raps
worse

who

for
even

“You mean as they might 'ave &
shot to crock me up ?'' inquired the
lad

Amos nodded

“Just that,”” he said. “‘And 1 dou't
speak at random Fact is, ¥'ve
heard something. So il you take my

+ a8 be was known in the stables
stood fumbling nervously with his |

advice, you'll not be outside the
stables more than you can heip, and

raid |

about the |

two of |

some one to |

was quoted at twenties, now she’s at |
| tens

“No-fear of my doing nothing as is !
No,

come to every stableboy, and I'll not |

ot}
¥

Frakies: But now, ‘in his 29th year, he! “*Where am 17" inquired Sambo, lieve his m mate, whe had been

showed unmistakable signs that na-

+ture was Beginning to exact the in-

levitable penalty of his dissipations. | The other placed his strong hand 'custodiap, who had sat smoking until
The crows' feet round the eyes, the iupon the lad’s chest and held him- now in silence, sald, with almost
!duk hollows beneath them, the num- |down as easily as if he had been a |startling suddenness -

jerous lines and wrinkles that creased

| And if report spoke
{true, his fortune was little less  im-
Ep&ired than his constitution
{acre of his ecstates, the gossips said,
was mortgaged to the hilt. Even the
park round his country seat was let
to a grazier, while in his very garden
i he might not pick a peach or a plum
off the walls without the consent of
the gardeneé: received no direct
wages, but
of the produce

However that have been, his
{lordship generally managed to find
gmoncy_?h-x his personal indulgences,
land though he betted and gambled
i heavily, he never lailed to pay up his
| losses
’;h\rge 8

who

l may

To be sure, he irequently won
ums both on the turf and at
%ph_v ; and now he made no secret of
{the fact that he was backing Spin-
{ning Jenny for a large stake which
;h(’ confidently hoped to land

{ After watching the mare in silence
!«Ior some minutes, biting his nails
| nervously the while, as hix habit was
{he turned to the trainer and
{ with free-and-easy

said,
familiarity
“Locks pretty fit—eh, Cow "
“Fit for a fiddle, my lord,"" as-
tsented Amos. ‘‘We shall get her to
{the post in the very pink.”

“That's good—that's good. 1T only
{ she den’t that

{
{
i

show cursed tempet

tof hers there is nothing in the race |

to touch her
ol distinguishing
‘my lad
"
“Trust

You've a rare chance
voursell, Sambo,
Mind vou make the most of
me lord

1y answered

grinning with pride

§

{ the stableboy
tand plefisure

“You can manage her all rig *
| Seems as docile as a lamb with you,
{ Sambo the devil do you work
{it, eh ?

How

| —that's- what it is, my lord,”’ ®x-
lplmnvd the !mwfh-zgml one, eagerly

{ '"Oh! That's it it?T Well, fit's
{a damned lucky thing anyway. Pve
ﬁgnl ten thou. depending on this rave;
;l don’t mind telling you.. And if you
{steer the mare home, my lad, five
{hundred of 'em’'s yours.'

Sambo's eyes glistened at the mere
{ mention of (to him) fabulous
| wealth.

IS

such

“Thank vou, indeed lord,”” he
lordship's 100 gener-
ous I'll do my level best 1o earn
the money as you oflers so liberal.
! Not but what,” he added, 'I'd do all
{T know to win, even if T wasn't to
{ be a peany the richer for it."’

“I'm would, Sambo,”
| said the marguis, sodding to him
| good-naturedly

Then he strolled out of the box,
tfollowed by the trainer

“Think he'll manage it, Cow "' he
| inquired, alter a minute

“I'm pretty confident, my lord
{ The control has of the mare is
| something wonderful, and 1 never
| saw a finer rider of his age in all my

my

| cried “Your

stire  you

he

experience
“Hope he will, that's all.”' said
{ the marquis, anxiously
{  Then they went on to look at some
tol his other horses
On the following day—which was,
lin fact, the Monday belove Came
'bridgeshire—a message came from
| Amos Cowshill at his private house
{to Bow-legged Sambo 3t the stables,
requesting him to step round al opce
‘as he wished to see him on urgent

though,” rephied ; business.

| Sambo lost no time in complying
iwnua the summons

Now, Cowshill's house stood &
quarter of a mile from the stables,
iwith which it was counected by &
private road.  Sambo had traversed
about hall the distance whes all of
{a sudden two o three men, who
[spemed, as it were, to vise owt of
| the earth, sprang wpon him in the
idarkness. Ile was seized and theawn
i to the ground alinost belore be was
iaware. He Tried to call for help, bt

lu handherchie! saturaied with scme

i i
P and shuffling uneasily with bxs%"e\‘ﬂ by yoursell, or alter dark. {sticky, stupefying ligquid - Was e
¢t before the great man. He was a | Twig

unted, shrivelled youth, who, in{ “Yes, sir, I twigs, and ')l be care | gisziness—a sense ol wultocation—and

pite of his 17 years, had hardly |

‘hieved sixty inches of stature, and
bo in his bare- skin could not have
aled’ &n ounce more than five stone
OF, mdged by his low forehead and |
"Bt expression, did his intellect-
al faculties appear to be more de-
eloped than his physical. However, |
espite his lack of ordinary intelli-
nce, be thoroughly understood and
a8 deeply devoted to horses, and,
OTEOVer, was as daring and skillful |
rider O‘hillgeasuuld be found
" all Newmatket,
“A‘h. Sambo,” hegan the trainer,
" his most genial tones, ‘“I've had |
e upon you as a likely young-

¥ Wis twelve-month past, and now
o foing to " past,

‘. ed

ful to act as yvou Says,’ rejoined
Bowlegged Sagnbo.
Next day the Marquis of Ewell

£y

[ himself paid a visit to the stable. He

came into Spinning Jensy's loose box
with Cowshill, while Sambo happen-
to be there rubbing the mare
down

“Morning, Sambo.”
ding to the lad

be said, nod-

“Good morning, my lord,’’ answer- |

ed Sambo, touching his forelock re-
spietiully.

The marquis was a YOung man,
still under 30, though he looked at
least a dozen years older, by reason;
doubtless, of the life he had led. No-
toriously wild and fast, even in boy-
hoed, be had, by the time he was 31,
gained for himself a reputation that
was the envy of many -aged

| stantly pressed over his lace. A it

itm he jost all consciousnbes.

| When be came tc higssif-how loag
{afterward be had no idea—be flound
;himlf lying upon a heap of straw s
{what apphared 1o be a gipsy's ¥aR.
| That the van was in motion the con-

the lad's aching head, at onee W
{ormed him He looked dimily
around. The vehicle was lighted By &
dingy oil lamp, nailed to the side.
1ts fickering beams revealed the fig-

his keep, black eyes fixed upon his
Jow, dressed in
‘es to the leather,” which came %o far

on to his head that it seemed almost
)

s

Every |

made what he could out'}

¥

“‘She and me understand each other |

stant joiting, which bade (it to sphit |

ure of 3 man who sat near him, with |

face. He was a powerfully built fel- i

tattered garments
and wearing a fur cap, bare in pateh- ||

ok s 3

in a dazed manner, essaying to sit

up.

{ kitten.

| then you won't come t« arm i
! ““‘But what's the meanin'~" i
| “Meanin’ * interposed the gypay, |
i chuckling  grimly ; meanin’ s |
{this. You've friends little cock, |
{48 is interested in calth and |
i thinks a few days’ change of aix il

do yer geod. Ha, ha ' E
i And be lavghtnd boarse!
| wit
i _“But. you must
rmust, I say 1"

iy
! “Dunno
{gypsy ; 1
| So there "
{ Sambo stared at his
{todian in bewildered
| etreumstances bis capture were!
{gradually coming back to his \uu!-rvf
Efd mind, and the truyth began to !
| dawn upon him {
{ 1 see,” he ejaculated, though mote |
%0 himsel! than to his companion ;
{“'this is a put-up job—a plan to get |
{me out of the way, so .as | shan’t |
;nde Spinning Jenny on Wednesday.'' |
{_ “No! Does yer really twig thas * |
{What a penetratin’ hloke yer are-—an |
{out-and-out deep wn.'' said the gy psy |
twith ponderous faceticusness
% “But  _you shan't keep me
Ishu\‘t I tell "ee,” exclaimed Sambo,
fagain struggling to rise :

“I1 yer don't

threateningly,
{ here, now,
| wishes yer

"o

“*the
my

yer

al bix own |
i

. ]
lemme go . Yyou|
cried Sambo, excited- |
]

"bout that retorted the |
only kncws as [ shan’t. |

|

i

swarthy «u»;ﬁ
dismay. The!

of

50\1!
said, |
.ok |
we |
do i
ng gquietly ad
. cepis the inevitalile. But il yer re
[ fuses to do that, and tries to kick up |
a. dust—~ Well, we
;ba over partik’ler
iyer. Amd the soomer yer putx thati
{in- yer stummick and digests it, ihe)
[ better.” §
Seeing  that or rmm
| was, for the present at any rate, oul |
{of the question, Sambo lay still, m~§
{ wardly chafing against the cruel fate |
inte which be bhad been entrapped. |
[ By and by drowsiness overcame him
{and he sank into an uneasy slumber. |
{When he next awcke the oil iamp!
| was out and daylight was streaming !
Lin through the little window at ihe'
Iside of the van. His foriner custod- |
flnn had now disappeared. and jn his
']plact sal a vounger man, of toless!
{ably forbidding aspect declined |
{to answer amy of Sambeo s remacks, |
[but simply bade him “shut up and!
Ite still, yer littie devwie, curn't|
[yer 7" every time he attempled 1ol
 move or open his lips !
[ After awhile & gypsy woman cabte
[0, bringing the prisoner some break:
{fast, for which, however, he Itad 13-
;ﬂe appetite
i “'Where are we ! be ventured 1o
 inguire, While discussing the meal
“Wouldn't yer like to know 7' she
| laughed mockingly

e still,” e
“I'I1 make yer

little Dbantam

arm, and won't

*my
no

{ yor none, so0 long as ver

ain’t the onex 10|
i

ow we silenoes

resistance

wiy

| Mayn't 1 go outside and breathe |

| the air for a few minutes T be said,
{“1'm fair suffocated in ‘ere, | am.

“No. yer don'l the
| D EYpsy, with a threaleming pos-
;tuu, “Tey do anything of the
isort, young un, and 11 knile yor,
Now, thes,'' he added, il yer sin's
going to eat no move of that greb
just yeof iio down again. Nowe of yer
ponsense for-us, and %o | wars yer.”

The day wore weatily on, the van
continuing o jolt steadily along with
iscarcely a hait. At dinner Uime the
vider man resumed seniry-go aver the
: prisoner. 7
say, guv'nor,’ ctied Sambo sl
denly, an. idea coowrring to him
that made his heart Beat with oager
hopetalness
el :

Eweil's a-promised me Bve
‘andred quid i1'] pilots Spinning Jaw
ny ‘otne Lomosrer

“OB, ‘e ‘ave, ‘ave ‘e replied the
Kypsy with lacons iondiflereace.

“You shall ‘ave the lob, gRvRGPe
every blpoming cent, it yer'll oy
lomme go, cried Hambo, s s
sparkhing.

The suas Iaughed

oiam Kind of yer.'' be replind sare
castioally . ‘geess you'd ety YW
promise once yer was itee, yowng ‘s
wouldn't yer * Nothing more Jikely
—ly ¥

vBut | wosld~l would, Teithhel’”

inierposed ¢

o

)

gis

on guard since 7 o'clock.

iout my knawledge

Another’ hour pasied. Then his

“Yer'd like to make your lacky,

Sambo returfied  no answer e
imagined that the fellow was taunt-
ing him.

“Bat | needn't ask,'” went ofi the
other. ““In course ver would. . Well,
s'posin’ yer make it; then'

Still no reply. Sambo had w0 i
tention of being “drawn’’ for his fae-
etioas intorlocutor’s amuseinent

“Yer thinks 1'm taking yer on'
continwed the gxpsy. “That's sat'ral
enough, but yer mistook, my ikt
¢ovk. P'm sober serious. Look 'ee!”
he added, after a brief passe, ‘'
can't lot yer go. "Twoulds't do. 1’3
be again my contrack.  Bat what '}
wask to go out of this ‘ere van for a
minute and forget 1o fasten the door
bo'ind me, what then, Master Bows
legs, ob '

There was that in the man's tone |
that -evidently meant business An
unlookeddor hope brought the blood
rushing hotly ' to the lad's exeited
face, R

“Yer
aor 1

"Peeds is better'n words,'’ replied
the-gypsy, Tising from his seat and
moving 1o the door of the vas. “I'm
wgoin' out, young us, wow. And i
yer 'ere when | comes hack: Rt the
end of five minutes. yar'll be & bigger
foot 'n 1 takes yer for.  Juxt e
word,”" hé continged, turning around
in the open doorway. through which
the cold night air came rushing in;
‘yor've escaped. wind--eacaped withs
(herve e winked)
“Tell yor guv'sor. that. DVye hear?
If ver gives me away, 1"l find means
to settle yer afore yer wany days
Gider. And hist. When yer slipx ous
of tho van; laller yer noee until yor
oomoE to Tour crows rouds. then turn
to yor e, i and heep wiraight on and |
vor'll find yoursell in Noomarket well
afore dayhight ™

With  these words he disappeared,
leaving Sambo s a trmnsport of de
lighted wonder st so extraordinssy
and unexpectod o turs of events.

You ma; be sure thal the lad low
no time in. taking the gypay’s heoad
himg.
the open door of the van and started |
along the road in the divection tadis
cated as Tabt an his Tege could oarry |
bim. Hy 5 o'clock next morsing he i
artived safely st Cowshill's stahies

When the Lrso.ser saw bins his  joy
and astonishiment  keew no bounds:
After beaving the story of the jad's
adventure in which avibing was o
itted exvopt the gypsy's connivanes |
At Bis sscape he sl 0 :

SOf comne | never went Lhat mess
sage 14 was evidently part atﬁtl
plan. Wut this s grandeogrand, Nam-
bo.  How these scoundeels will  be
soll 1 1H take steps 10 Keep- your

SN e S 3

mean it—ver mean it, guv

He sprang up, slipped_thiough | *



