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TOPICS 0F A TROOP STABLE
Horse Sense in a Conversation A bout the Men and the Work.

By F. J. DEE
1 ISITING Rounds," consisting of the

orderly officer, sergeant of the guardV and the sentry, had just visited No. 1
Stable of a certain Canadian Cavalry

Corps. The stillness was broken only by the occa-
sional rattle of a log chain and the sound of the
sleek, contented troop horses, stolidly munching
their hay. Suddenly from old No. IO's stall came
a.long drawn sigh. "Old Bill," as the Troops called
him, wvas the veteran of the regiment, and he in-
variably opened the nightly conversation, just as
invariabiy prefacing it with a long drawn sigh.

"Well, well," remarked "Bil," at last, "did any
of you people yever see such a case as that remount
that .ioined to-day. If he's up to standard, li eat
Miy saddle blanket. He'll be in the sick hunes before
he's been here a week, M'I bet"

"Oh, I don't know," came fromn "A 27," on the
other 'side of the stable, "good feeding, grooming,
and reguhar work will do wonders with that
YOungster in a week or two. Give him a chance
before you decide about him. You said exactly the
saie thing when "Jack" joîned, and to-day he's the
best jumper in the squadron."

"Where did the fellow come from, anyhow ?"
asked Bill. "He wasn't bred in this part of the
country, Ill swear; he's too rangy for that?"

49If you'hl wait until I've pulhed this blessed head
cOîlar over my ears, lI slip into the 2nd troop and
find out," said "A 44." "Old 'Rajah' was talking
to this youngster, and he'l know ail about hum."

So saying, "44," or "Prince," gave another tug
and, succeeding in slipping his head collar, calmnly
backed out of bis stail and, walkîng to the door of
the stable, nuzzled it open with his 1103e and pro-
ceeded on bis errand.

"That fellow will gyet into trouble some night
wandering round the way he does," remarked staid
"Id Tom, the Squadron Quartergmaster Sergeant's
horse, "and I for one shall have no sympathy for
hinm. He's too fresh anyway. Say, would you be-
Ileve it, there's another beasthy musical ride coming
this spring. My groom told me this morning."

"Secins to me," commented "Old Bill," "that they
are trying to turn decent service horses into a lot
of skewball prancing circus plugs nowadays. It's
ellough to put one off his feed. What with musical

"A 47," a big, intelligent, kindly, Western animal,
remarking, "Weil, I suppose there's a bard day in
front of me to-morrow, for my man told me to-day
that the signallers are for long distance work and
he expected to be detailed for it. I like signaling
rides, for they always take lots of oats with us, and
we are resting, usually, in a farmer's barn or under
some shady trees, while our men are working. It
took me a long time to get used to those flags they
wave, though, but my man is very kind and patient,
and I don't mind them a bit now."

Here old "27," or "Dope," as he was more often
called, said, "It's ail very well for you people whose
men are signallers, or scouts, or something, but how
wouhd you like to be an Instructqr's horse. I have
to go out into the field or school, day after day, with
the same ciass of recruits, and histen to the same
detail for drill, and dîsmounted service, advance
guards, reconnaisance and so on, until we get 'em

off our hands; then there's another lot to train."
Here "Old Bill' chipped in with, "Dope, you are

always grousing. If the Colonel took you over you'd
grouse just the same. When you were a trooper's
horse you didn't like that, then they put you on the
transport and that didn't suit. You were then de-
tailed to the signallers, and you stili cribbed."

"ýOh, you shut up, old hoss," fired back "Dope."
"You think you've the right to lecture every horse
in the stables, just because you've carried royalty,
but that's so long ago that we've only your word
for it now, and I for one don't believe it."

"If I could get loose, young f ellow, I'd give you
such a hammering as would put you in the sick lines
for. the rest of your service," wrathfully snorted
"Old BilI." "I'd have you know, sir, that I have
carried royalty on two occasions, and before you
begin to talk to me you'd better do less grousing and
pay more attention to your work; then your man
won't have to use his spurs on you like 1 saw him
doing this morfning."

Completely stubdued by this sharp rebuke froin the
old charger, and knowing he would receive no sup-
port from the other troop horses, who ail respected
and liked "Old Bill," "Dope" sulkily lay down in his
staîl, an example that was soon copied by aIl the
other occupants of the stable.


