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B]}'E  Glad to soc you luoking so well, ‘Tom," rejoined Norman, * No, Mr.
. Smith told me last night you had nothing in the string that you had any
hopes of.  "T'is so, sometimes, the stable gets clean out of form, and hasn't

+a horse in-training good enough to win a saddle and bridle. Next year Juck

changes, and you sweep the board. What work are you going to give 'em
The man could ride as well half-drunk as sober, save in one respect ;° this morning 2"

aud it is just that which invariably cuts short the career of a jockey who: ¢ Well, they'll do a little slow cantering, and then old Knight of the
takes to drinking , namely, that in the critical woments of a race he lost  Whistle will lead the three-year olds a smart mile spin. It's time to get
his head.  Instead of waking advantage of every point in the game, he failed on with them, you see, Mr. Slade ; if they're cver to addle their keep, they
10 note what his antagonists were doing; he got muddled , he timed his® ought to begin at the Newmarket Spring Meeting.”

tush cither too suen or too late.  That deadly rush of his, far which he| % Just so,” said Norman. “You use the old gallop, I suppose? I
had once been so famous, and which had snatched so many races out of the  shall go and stand about half up the rise of the finish, and then I shall
fire op the very post, was now amt to be delivered ot the wrong time.  He | see them well extended.”

who had been wont to measure his supreme effort to the .crv stride, now ' “Can't do better; sir,” repiied Parront ; and, turning his pony short
cither won his race two lecgibs before the chait, or pohaps the same | round, he cantered back to his charges.

the other side of it, but he failed o win at the winuiug post. Gradually | Slade made his way to the coign of vantage he had mentioned, un-
his 1iding fell away from him | owners naturally ceased to anploy a jockey | shipped his glasses, and gazed iazily at the horses, as on the other side of
upon whose sobricty there was no dcpcndeucz}:. “I'he samie pitiless aulholr}n‘)l' the down they went through some slow exercise.  Presently he saw four of
whom we have quoted abote as givivg such a laudatory opinion of Bill | them walk yuietly down to the mile-post, and knew that he was about to
Swith's 1iding, now said, ** that he threw away more races than any man in | see the cream o1 Bill Smith's lot gallop. ‘There was no keener race-goer
England.” ‘The great stable of the North, which had held first claim on | than Norman Slade. No man more thoroughly loved racing for sheer
his scrvices for many years, had now withdrawn its patronage ; and the | sport; he could be as deeply interested in the 1ssue of a trial on those
world generaliy frowned on the once-famous jockey. Still, every now and | Yorkshire wolds as on the result of the Derby ; but still it was with
then he astonished the Turfites by a bit of Lrilliant ridivg worthy of his best | languid curiosity be awaited the forthcowming gallop. There could be little
days. It was evident that his right hand had not lost its cunning, nor his | interest in secing a few notoriously bad horses scurry over their mile in an
nerve failed him ; and that if only he could keep from drink, the man was | exercise gallop.  Suddenly his attention was aroused ; before the quartette
as fine a horseman as ever. Ah! the infinite conjectural probabilities of | had gone a quarter of a mile he could see that the second, a slashing big
thuse “ifs brown colt, had got his head up, and was fighting with his rider. Another

Bill Smith touk the neglect of his old patrons bitterly. That he had | few second's, and, dropping his head, he n%akcsoan angry cnatch at the
lost the greater part of his business soured the man.  Frue, it was from his | bridle, bolts out of the Indian file in which they are galloping, tears past
own fault ; and in his own breast he most likely acknowledged that it was{old Knight of the Whistle, and comes thundering along the gailop by himsc‘l‘f.
so; but it rasely happens thzt upon these occastons a man does not put his “ Got clean away with the lad,” muttered Norman, as he watched the
w»wn sins upon other people, and think all the more hardly of them oun that | boy throw himself right back in his saddle, and strive in vain to check his
:1?coum.h tln his {)al;nt); d:}f:s, ;oof.] Qxlll Sm_n}? hald bcclzn arrogant andtco:tse horse ; ¢ b:xit?whla; :;n farthtdocs‘?]d Billl mean by saying hl‘s\,tbh‘tcey:a_golgz
of speech to wost of the Turf officials with whom he came in contact; a|are no goo 1at's not & galloper 1 pever saw one. ¢ a stride he
Lully amongst the younger jockeys: and a very unscrupulous rider, to say | has ! and how well he brings his quarters under him ; now he is really going.”
the least of it, among those of his own standing. A man like this has not In vain the boy pulled ; the big brown cult had completely overpowered
wany friends when the tide turns against him ;. and, though his brethren of him, and was bent upon doing a gallop entirely on his own account that.
the saddle were chary vet of provuking the rough side of “ Black Bill's” morning  Norman watched him keenly as he swept past him, breasting
tongue, they made no disguise of their satisfaction when he threw a raccf the slight ascent like a hon, and going a good quarter of a mile past the
away in consequence of s besctting failnz. Two of his old friends there , termination of the gallop betore his rider succeeded in pulling him up ; he
were who stood stauncaly to hims, in spite of his transgressions . and these , did so at last, and turned his mouvut a litile ruefully to walk back. Ivs
were Norwman Slade and Sir Ronald Radclife. e L well,” he n}}mcrcd, “that Parrott is in charge this morning instead of old

‘ 1 c:mft gpl:]uécl '“il}hlﬂ:c old fellow, ;\!-(I)qnau, Sir .Rofnald had ol)scrvc:‘li llmlkhxqm;lclf. _a\lth&ugg l:._ is at times bi)mpO?Slbllc to hpre;'cm it, yet xmati:g
after one of Bill Sminth's later jiveces. “ He's put me in {or too many good look with considerable disfavor at a Loy who lets his horse get away
things in kis thwe for that, but I'll back him no more.  He simply threw |, him ; and with a violent-tempered, course-tongued man like Bilt Smith slucg
that Jast race away by coming too late."” mistake was met with a volley of abuse. By this time Tom Parrott ha

It would have been well tor Su Rouald if hie had adhered firtly to that joined Slade, and, walking his pony alongside of him, they Loth proceeded
resolution, . ) 10 mieet the culprit.

“ Well,” said Slade, after 2 pause of sume minutes, * very little sleep, Well, you young duffer,” exclaimed Parrott, ** what possesseJ you lg
doces for me as a rulz, but 1 feel tired to-uight. and, as you know, when in Jet him get bis head up like that? You might have known that he woul
the couutry am always an catly man o the moing 1 think 1'll be off o wwitch the bit out of your hands directly he dropped it again. Now don’t
bed.  Snall you be out with the horses to-morrow moraing 1" say you couldn’t help it. In the first place, you should have helped it ; and

* No,” returned the jockey. 't not rid of this confounded gout yet, | in the sccond place, if I thought you could have helped it, you'd get your
and I am especially ordered to be careful about takng cold. You had | walking ticket this afternoon ;' with which rather coniradictory rebuke Mr.
better wrap well up, for you'll find the air confounded keen on the welds.” « Parrott closed his lecture.

« 1 know all about it," rejoined Slade. * I suppose 1 shall find Tom « Stop a moment, boy,” said Sladeauthoritatively ; “ I want just to look

Parrout in charge 2" your horse over ;” and Norman's practised eyc at once took keen stock of
“ Yes, he is a right good lad, is Tom. 1 don’t know how I should get, the colt's understandings.

on without him, for V’ve been able to louvk after the horses very litle all “ Can't sec much of him here, “I'om ; but I'll have a good look at him in
this winter.  Sure you won't Lave auything more before you go 2" " the stable, where you wan strip him for me ; his legs look sound enough.”
¥ No, good-night,” rejuined Slade, as e jucked up a handle-candles,  ** Ob, hc's sound asa bel),” rejuined Parrott ; *if he was only as good
stick off the sidcboard, “ and 1 Lope the cuemy will let you sle=p to-night. ; as he is sound hc'd do.”
When you comic down to breakfast T shail be able 10 tell you what I think,  “ 'What do you call him, and how is lic bred ?" .
of the threc-ye.r-olds.”’ * Belissrius, by Triumph, out of Darkness,” rejoined Parrott laconically.
Bill Smith replied with a grunace, and, turning to the fire, observed, as * As stout blood as any in Ingland,” remarked Norman; ¢ and what's
Norman left the room.  * There's nughty culd comfort in that.” more, Tom, Js fne a mover as 1've scen gallop for some time.  Mr. Smith
A litic hefore cight the nest morning saw Norman Slade attired in | told ine last night that he had tried all his three-year-olds good for nothing.
breeches, gaiters, stout boots, aud shoutmyg jacket, plodding up tue winding . 1o you wnean to tcll me that brown colt was i the trial 2”
road that led 10 the platcau.  “There, walking up and down, clothed iu the. * Yes, sir,” ieplied Parrott, *and well beaten off”
Tugs, were somc halt-scare horses bestrudden by stable-boys, the whoe | ¢ Well, Tomw,” said Slade, “ did you sce the colt go this morning®> Can
cvidently under the control of a little man riding a clever-iooking Iittle | you shut your cyes to that?  Who rode him in the nal 2" .
pony, and who, though he was every day of fivc and thirty, was perhaps,  “ Onc of the boys,” replicd Parrott.  *1 forget at this moment which,
better knewn by the sonbriguct of Bill Smiuth’s head lad than by l-is]but I can casily asccrtain.”
legitimate appellation of Tom Parrot. ‘The string, with onc or two “ Do, Tum, as soon a3 we get back. Tl lay pounds to crowns the
exceplions, were the property of ' *1 Smith himself, for few prople cared to, trial's all wrong. 1I'll comne round and have a look at Belisarius in his box
cutrust_the preparation of their horses to a man with Bill's unfortunate | after breakfast.”
reputations.  If he could not curb his propeusity for strong waters when,  And with that Slade strode away down the hill to satisfy the keen
such urgent call upon Ina facilities was demanded as on the racecomrse, , appetite that 2 morning on the wolds is wont to induce. * 1v's all nonsense,”
was it likcly that he would put any check upon himsclf on the taining- , he said to himself, as hic stepped smartly out in the direction of the farm-
urd? Jud the Juif, hke all other professions, requires sobricty among . housc.  *That trial was all wrong, I'll lay guincas to gooscberries ; old
1ts volaries. 1l was most likely too ill to superintend it himself, and, at all events, no
Tom P'arrolt cantered briskly iowards Norman the minute he saw hun  doabt never rodw in it.  Tom Parrott's a good head boy, but putting lhiorses
striding across the grand cxpanse of springy tutf. Jt was not that he was together is a litle beyond him. 1f Bill had ridden in it he would have
going w do anything that all the world might net have ecen, but he had - kaown what cvery horse in it was doing.  As it 13, 1 fancy Belisarius s a
all the istincitve jealousy of most tratners at finding his charges watched  great big lazy colt that takes a great deal of getting out. 1 don't suppose
in their work. . any of them ever saw him gallop till this morning.  Wcil, come, I’'m going
* Mr. Siade " he exchined, as e secomized his visitor. " Blamed if 10 have 2 more amusing week than [ reckoned on.  1've at ali events found
I didn’t think 1t was one of thosc wourdy teuts.  Not, 1 am sonty to say. | out somcthing to do.  I've got to discover the rights of that trial, to induce
that we have anything wonth their spying about, but 1 can’t abide tho} Bill to try them again, and also to asceitain whether that big brown colt is
varmin.” | entered for any stakes worth winning.”

SADDLE AND SABRE. |wist

( Continued.)
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