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a dark blood bay, well knit, clean limbed, sbort-barreled, full mane and tail, a fighter

with the grit of a horse that dies before it yields. I stood qilite near with my camera.

It was difficuit to get the rope bridie on, it was more difficuit to put on the boodwink,

it was nigh impossible to set and cinch the saddle. But Moore did it aIl, easily deftly,

quietly. The hoodwink dropped, and instantly the sloucby, awkward stranger was rid-

ing, that furious, leaping. cavorting, bucking, lunging creature as though borse and mari

were one. I have neyer beheld such riding, He sat to his saddle and every muscle

and sinew kept perfect time to the fiery, furjous movements of the horse. And he

plied bis whîp and used his spurs and laughed with glee, as though he were on the vel-

vet cushions of a Pullman car. The borse was stronger, more active, more violent tban

the two before. It whirled 'round and 'round until you were dizzy looking. It went

up ail in a buncb, it came down spread out, it came down with stiff legs, it reared, it

plunged, it ran for the fence. Notbing could mar the joy of the rider, nor stir that

even, easy, tenacious seat. " You've beat 'emn al." " qor can the others beat you,"

roared the crowd, as he rode the conquered animal on a gentle trot up to the judges'

stand and leisurely dismounted. It was tbe greatest horsemansbip I bave ever seen,

nor shall I again see the like for many a day.

Bunn rode next. His horse was ini full and fine condition. It leaped, it hucked,

it raced for the fence, it reared, it even mat down and started to roll backwards, a terri-

ble thing to happen, and often bringing death to an incautious rider. But Bunn neyer

lost his seat, nor did the horse stay long upon its haunches, for, stung by the rawhide

and spur, it sprang to its feet and tore across the meadow, actually leaping dlean and

sheer the impounding fence. And Binnn. vanquîshing at last, walked bis quiet horse

up peacefully and dismounted.
The Thompson boys each covered binmself witb glory. Dick's horse was tamcd

so quickly--a big beavy bay-that they brought bim a second one to ride again--a

long, le.an, dun-colored, Roman-nosed cayuse, wltb scant marie and tail. A mean beast,

tbe sort of a horse tbat otber borses in tbe bunch scorn to keep company witb and bate

witb natural good horse sense. He stood very quiet througb bridling, boodwinking

and saddling. He bad seen tbe others inî the game. His mind was quite made Up.

And wben Dick vaulted into the saddle, be at first stood stock still, and tben, as I set

my kodak, I could see notbing but one gceat cloud of dun-colored dust and Thomp-

son's bead floating in the upper levels of of the baze. The borse was whirling and

bucking ail at the same instant, a bump buck, a fiat buck, an iron legged buck, a

touch-ground-witb-belly buck, and a swirling-whirl and tail-and-neck twist at one and

the same moment. Enough to tbrow a tender seat a hundred feet and crack bis bories

like pipe stems. And then, liko the fiigbt of an arrow from a bow, that dun-colored

devil bolted straight for the wickedest edge of the fence. 1 thought I ick would be

killed certain, but there he sat and drew that horse down on bis hams tbree feet from


