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CHAPTER L

Lass thas a bundred miles from the city

eof Gotham, scross broad, green fields, dotted

fnte squard Apd oblong wallays by full-

Jeated maple and elm and mulberry, wai

_ the village of Brookfield.

A hundred years of expapsion in the
surrounding | had acted inversely with
the Ittle hamift and had ploched It Into
8 hermatlc isolation

The Brookfisldlans had dircoversd a huge
bestle io the smber of their serens ex-
fetemice; It was really Hev. Dolman who
Bsd unoarthed the monster. The beetls
fn %he amber wasa horse rscing and the
priine oftender, practically the sole culprit,
was John Porter.

By an ioconsiatent twist of fate he wae
kpown as homest Joho. His father bafore
him had raced in old Kentucky to consid-
erabls purposs and with the full vigor of
& man who racea for sport, and so to the
sos John in commequente had come little
beyond a not-to-be eradicated love of
thoroughbreds. To race squarely, honestly
and te ths glory of high-couraged hofues
was to him as much a matter of religion
as the consistent guardlanship of parlsh
morais was to Rev. George Dolman. There-
fore two men of atrong bellefs were msetl
om oppoaite wmides of the fence

Bven Im the Porter housshold, which
was at Ringwood farm, was divided al-
leglancs. Mrs. Porter was possessed of
an abhorrent detestation of horss racing,
also ap assertive Christianity.

The daughter Alllson had Inherited the
horse talnt. In the saddle was aiysium;
fn the swinging gallop of a airiving horas
was the obliteration of everyihing but sun-
shine and the smile of flalds and the blur
of awift-gilding hedges and the driving
perfume of clover-inden winds that presscd
stropg lote spread nostrils.

For Alan Porter, the son, thers wers
columns of figures and musiy-smelling
bundies of iattered paper money where
be clerked in the bank. There had been
great unison In the Porter household over
the placing of Alan,

In sddition to horse lore John Porter was
s fair judge of human nature and beyond
doubt thera was a streak of velvet in Alan
which would have twisted ocasily in the
compreasive grip of the race gourse.

As If the evil one had meant to try
molely the reclusive dwellems of Brook-
field, Philip Ctane, the banker, wandering
from the respectable highway of finance,
had allowed himself to become Interested
{h race horses. But this fact was ail but
unknown in Brookfleld, so the full resent-
ment of the place was effusively tendered
to Johm Forter.

In his younger dsys nomo money had come
to Philip Crane, with no extraordingry
plethora of olrcumapection. The gambler
opirit, that was his of inheritance, had an
instinetive truth as allied to finance, but,
unfortunately for Philip Crane, chance and
& speculative restiessness led him amongst
men who commerced with the sport of
Mings. With acute precipitancy he was
soparated from the currency that had come
to him. The process was so rapld that hils
racing experience was of little avall as an
asset, w0 he committed the firat great wise
act of his life—turned his back upen the
yase course and marched Into flnance 80
strongly, so peraistently, that at 40 he was
wealthy snd the banker of Brookfield.

Twenty years of deliberate reminiscence
convineed him that he could gratify the
desire that bad been his In those Immature
days and possihly work out a paylog re-

Thus it was that he had got te-
gether a small stable of useful horses and,
of far greater moment, secured a clever
tralner, Dick Langdon.

Crana's Intter-day racing had been sue-
cesaful—he made money at It. No ‘man
was ever more naturally sndowed to suc-
oned on the turf than was Banker Fhilip
Crane., Cold, passionless, more given Lo
deep concentrated thought than expression,
holding siletce as a golden gift—even as a
gite of rare rubles—nothing drew from him
an unguarded word, no sudden turmoll
quivered his nerve. It was eharacteriatic
of the man that hs had walted nvearly
twenty yeurs to resume racing. whieh really
eame as near to belng a passion with him
a8 was posaible for anything to be.

There I8 a saying In England that It takes

two years of preparation to win a big hand-
foap; and these were the llnes on which
Philip Crape, by Instinctive adaptation,
worked.
, Quite by chance Dick Langdon had come
into his hands over a matier of borrowed
money. It ended by the banker virtually
qwning every borse that raced in  the
tralner's name. In addition two or three
horses van in Philip Crane's own name

It there had been any distinctive project
tp the schems of creation that gave Diek

Langdon to the world it probably was that !

Be might serve as the usslul tool of »
subtle thinker. , Now, it d4ld seem that
langdon had come into his own—that hs
bad found his predestined master,

John Porter bad not besnh auocessful; 11
fortune had set in and there was always
something golng wrong. Horses would
break down or got beaten by secident—
there was always someihing. The steady
draln had progressed oven to an epcum-
brange on Ringwood, ¢

Ringwoosd was simply & traloing farm,
located close to an old disused race course,
for there had been no racing in Brook.

_feld for years ’

Isadvertently Rev. Dolman had fntensi-
the sirailped relationship that existed
ween the good people, who frowaed

|

|
upon sll raging endeavor, and those who
eaw but little siafulness in John Porter's
way of life.

The cburch was in debt—everrvihing In
Brookfleld was, excapt the town pump. {

The pantor was a pefvous, sealous |
worker, and It oscurred to him thet a
concert might lighten the fnancial losd. |
The Iden waa not alarmingly original, and |
the carrying out of It was on convenlional
linen; local volunteer lalent and & strong
appeal to the people of Brookfleld for
their palrooage.

The convert in the little old clapboarded
church, its gides faded and blistared by
many eeasotis of tempest and seorching
sun, wns an ungqualified auctess up to the
fifth mumber.

Nothing eould have been more sicosss-
ful, or have evoked grealer applavae than
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And down te the turn on tha lower [ar alde,
lvuon A& red fing was floking the sun-

field, and finieh close un

1.

Just onee we lined up. then down cut the
flag,. and “Gol” hoarse-voiced the
FEArter;

And the thundar of hoofs, and the ¢lanking
of bits, made musie to me on Crusader,

Quick to tha front. ke & desr, sped & mare,
A chestnut, making the running

But 1 steadied my mouni, and took him far
back-—with hiz weight he would need all
my netsing

They took the first hedr iike aheep In &
bunch, bit to e, and stirrups a-jingle;

T (he paddoc

And so past the stand 1o the broad water-

1ght;
For twice wa mu‘: cirele lh;'rrmfo-u tle woman that &ver Jived—too brave and
L

at the hesls of the Silver Gray— |from the atrong-armed figure cut the night
p | air with sharp decision

ump where three went down In a |
tangle.
I tratled
but Crusader was hegging for haiter—
And flaw the wide ditch with the swoop o
& bird, and on again, lapped on his
quarter.
Then over the Liverpool. racl Iike mad,

where Bwaet Eliver r#l] fighting for lead,

And his rider iay crushoed, white-faced to
the aky, and to miss him Crusader
Jumped wide.

v

At the bank something struck, and a clow
of white dust hid the wail as though
it wers shrouded.

But the bl, ﬂulnm Black took off with a
swing—Tu thirty feet are we had
landed.

Ar we rounded the turn 1 could see Little
Jack go up to the mare that was Jead-

ng;
Then 1 1&t out a rap, and quickened my
oe, to work clear of thoss tnat were
ng.

4 | offended.

|
|

BEE:

thay be #0 base? Tao speak [l of am sister
Allla, who was just the purest, dwestost 1it-

SUNDAX

true to he muyihing olse bt good?

As he turned he saw something that
ehecked his fullle anger. A tall ahadow
that had come up the path behind them
stratehed out an wren and he heard (ke
¥iimer's words gurgle and die away, aa
one of the sirong bands that had beat the
tation of apprebation clutched him by the
throal. The boy would bhave rushed to
the ausistances of this executive friend It
the girl had not clasaped his arm In de-
teniion. 3

“It's Mortimer!" he cried, as a voloe

Then the ashadowy forms twisted up
grotesquely, weaving in and out. Theore
werea volees of exposiuldtion and strong
words of anger, but the new serious bus-
iness that had materialized had most ef-
fectually put a step to reflections upon
the Innocent gir] who had so unwittingly

“It's Gearge Mortimer—he's In our
bank,” Alan confided to his sister as they
moved away. “He's all right—he's strong
a8 & horse and [ bet Crandal'il have a kink
in his neck tomorrow where George
pinched him.”

“What was it about?' the girl asked,

“Crandal was jawing about people whe
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“AND HIf RIDER LAY CRUSHED, WHIT B-FACED, TO +.«ci 8KY, AND TO MIS8 HIM CRUEADER JUMPED WIDE.”

the fourth effort, “Anchored,” as ren-
derad by the vililage prida in the matter
of baritone singing; even De Reazke never
experisnced a more genulpe triumph. The
crescendo of applause gradually fell away
into the noft rustle of manipulated paper,
A8 programs were cousuited preparatory
to & correct readiness for the fifth offer-
ing. The programs confided that the
“Death of Crusader,” by Miss Allls Porter,
was the next ltem.

In the front row of seats s prim llittls
body, full of severe qualntness In every
guirk of dress, tilted her head toward a
neighbor, and whispered, “It's that racin’
gal of John Porter's,'

The neighbor anawered in a oreak meant
for a whisper, "I'm right glad she's took
to religion for onot, an' s givin' us some-
thin' about them erusaders, They was In
Palestine, you know, BShe's been away to

| boardin' school all winter, an’ I guess it

‘Il be a high-falutin' account of the war.'

The queint little old Iady Jerked har
head up and down with declsive bobbiness.
On the third upward bob her eyes opened
wide In astonishment; a amall, slim fig-
ure In a glaring red coat stood o the cen~
ter of the improvised platform.

From beneath the coat fell away In long
graceful lines a black riding skirt; a dark
oval face, met with Iarge wondrous gray
eyes—ithe Porter eyes—oonfronted tha
quaint Httle old Iady.

“That's the Parter gal.”” her neighbor
squenked; "I've seen her atop them race
horses more'n & hundred times My!
you'd think butter wouldn’t melt in her
mouth, ohe's that prim now.”

qualnt one.

Then & clear, soft, girlish voloe, with just
& tremble of apprehenalve nervousness, giv-
ing 1t & 1t Jtke a robin’'s. sald:

THE RUN Ol;' CRUBADER.

| Full welght they had given the lant bl
Black—a hundred apd sixty he carried;
And the run for the *Hunt Cup” was over
three miles, with mud-wall and water-
| jump studded.

The best racing days of the old horse were
nst—there’'d never been better nor
TRAVEr—

But now onne upln he must carry the silk

=1 was nteding the help of Crusader,

“Could he win &t the welght?" T whisper-

girt tight;

"y ‘Fu“ rr‘ll ughed wh hey ta
reln. an when they
of defeat.

To the eall of thd bugle 1 awung to his
back—llke a rosk was the strength of
his quarters.

At might of the people he arched his Jean
neck, and thay cheered for my King of
all Hunters

i

Ten horses would strive for the prize—a bl
field, and the pace would bhe killing.
Fram the West came Sweet Bllver, a Gray,

gailant, and fearless in jumping.

A rakish o0ld “nag who walked over the
#ticks, had been sent for the Cup from
Kentucky ;

On a Bay,
had put but a hundrea and thirty.

But 1 knew that North Star, a blg Brown—
aven the Bluck was no gamer—

With a pull of ten pounds in the welght.
was aimost a match for Crusadsr

We made & brave troop. long-siriding and
sirong, with the pick of crlas-cnumw
riders,

An we A1 4 pest the stand In stntely parads,
with its thousapds of eager admirers

ttle Jack, who was fast, they
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Stearns’ Electric
Rat and Roach Paste

sod die out of the Gouse. Oue ingredient
dries wp thelr bodles, leaving 0o odor.

It is a safe and sure exterminator also of Mice,
wwnuiu.&omnugu.cmmum.nm
vermin, It has been in general use in houses, stores,
hotels, factories, offices, public buildings, etc., for
twenty-five years, Absolutely guaranteed.

CAUTION: it e it e

25 cents & box at Druggists and Grosers or sant direct by Express prepald.

STEARNS' ELECTRIC PASTE C0., Chicago, s

“The coat would melt it," commented the '

Once n,gnlu past the stand we drove at the

diteh that some would never get over;

And u chesr ahook the alr as the Bay
landed safe, with the mare on her baock
In the water.

Then over went North Star—though he
pecked, and nearly emptied his saddle.

As [ lifted the Black at bis hoels, he
tmll‘tbd the Brown's flank with his
nozgle,

.
Y.

Then down the back stretch, o'er hedge and
o'er bank, we three were racing to-

gether:
Till at the next rall the Bay jostled the
and riderless craszhed through

the turn, and into the
stralght—North Star's lean flank we
were lapping—

But we shot to the front when I ve the
Black head, and | saw that the other
was atopping.

We raced as one horse at the wvery last
hedge—Jjust a nose In front was Cru-

sarder:

I felt the big Brown bump twice at my
gide, and knew he was ready to blunder.

With stirrups a-fiing, empty-aanddisd the
Bay stride for stride galloped and
floundered,

Just missing his swerve, 1 called on the
Black, and drew out as he bravely re-
sponded. -

V1L

Just the last !umr! and Crusader took off
twenty feet fro the brush-covered
timber

Then the Bay jumped—too short for his
stride—and f#ll, with his head on my
wither—

Down, down, almoat to earth—brought to
his knees In the struggle,

The Black lost a length, the Brown forged
ahead, and T was half out of the saddle

How I sat down and rode! How the ald
horse strove! And the Brown rolling
tired In his gallop!

On_gallant Black! on, my brave pst! We

| were almoat under the paddock.

Then we nosed the Arown’s flank; then we
reached to his girt; neck and neck—I
rode at hin shoulder.

As wa flashed past the post T had won by
a head, How they cheered, "“Bravo,
Crusader!"

VIL

But Crusader -topfed short, gave a sizh
and fell dead; 1 stood all alone in the
winning.

And a hush came over the clamorous mob;
ilke¢ & babe on his neck I was sobbing.
He had won hie lagt race; game to the end,
his brave heart broke in the strivin,
(Slgned.) W. A. FRASER.

ingly asked, as 1 cincned up the saddle
jaway to a broken whisper as ahe told of
o o B T M .. : the death of Crusader.

The girl's volce Eai faltered apnd dled

For a full migute there was a nolseless
hush. The full pathos of the gaflant Qorses
'striving had crept into the hearts that were
! flesh and blood and, carried away by their
feellngs, the people had forgotten all about
(thelr tortured convictions of the siufulness
jof making a horse go faster than A sharp
trot. Gradually Into thelr awakening senses
“stole ® comviction that somehow mey were
| countenancing the sin of racing.

Before the complets borror of the situa-
tion had obtained a sirobg palr of nanas, (ar
| back in the church, came together with an
| explosive clap. Like the rat-tat-tat of =
‘quick-firfog gun was the appreclative volley
|o-! recognition from the solliary appraucer.
It went rolling uud crackling through the
|church defiantly, derlidvely, apprecia=ively.
Half way up the isle a softar pair of nands
| touched the raitle with whal sounced like
| & falnt eche, then there was sudden sllence.
Tee entire audiesnce turned and looked dis-
paragiugly, Qlscouragingly, at the man who
bad figuratively risen as a champlon of the
scandaloua recitation.

Resentment had taken hold of the good
Christians,

That Crusader had enlisted thelr sym-
pathies for a few miputes showed the
drugercus sublety of this "borse-racin’
Eu nes."

The reat of the program might just as
wall have been eliminated: the concert, as &
copceri. would be discussed for all time Lo
come o4 having projected the Death of Cro-
BRI Qr.

The pecple flowed from Lhe chureh full of
R expremive contentiousnees, pecking by
exuberant copdewmpation of 1he sacrilage to
Bquare somehow themavives with tueir con-
schenoes for the brief backaliding.

Where the church path turned imyve the
road & group of men had attached to-
geiher, drawn by the magne dlscussion.
They quite blocked the pathway, oblivious
to everyihing but thelr outraged Peelings.
Like & great dark blotch ln the neght Lhe
group stoed, nod presently two slight gray
shadows alipping up the path, coming o the
buman barrioades, stopped, waversa aod
circied out ou the grass to pass. , The shad-
ows were Allls Porter and hor brother Alanm,

One cf the men, overfilled with his excedd-
ing wrath, seelng the girl, gave expression
to a most utchristian opinion of her mod-
ealy. The sharp sam of the boy neard the
words of the man of bareh instinet and his
face fushed hot with rescoiment We half
turped, biiter reproach rising te his lips

How eould men be so brutish! Hew could

own rape horses,’” the bhoy answered
evarively. “It's Crandal, the buteher.'

CHAPTER II.

It was the May meoting at Morris park
and Morris park {s the most beautiful race-
course in all America.

John Porter, walking up the steps of
the grandstand, heard someons call him
by name. Turning his head he saw It was
James Danby, an owner, sitting in his pri-
vats box.

Porter turned Into the box and, taking
the chair the other pushed toward him,
sat down,

“What about Lueretia?" asked Danby,
with the air of an established friendship
which permitted thevasking of such ques-
tions,

“She's ready to the minute,” replied
Porter. '

“Oan she get the five furlonge?’ gqueried
Danby. “SBhe's by Assasszin and some of
them were quitiers.”

“She'll quit If she falls dead,” replied
the other man quistly, "I've worked her
good enough to win and I'm backing her.™

“That'll do for me"” declared Danby.
‘““T'o tell you the truth, John, I liked the
1ittle mare mysslf, but I hear that Lang-
don, whe tralns Lauzsnne, expects to win.*

The mara’ll be there or thereabout,” as-
serted hor owner. "] never knew a Laza-
rone yet much good na a E-year-old,
They're sulky brutes, Ilke the old horse,
and |f Lueretin's heat it won't be Lau-
ganne that'll turn the triek.”

A bell clanged imperiously at the judges
stand. Porter pulled out his watch and
looked at 1t.

““That’'s saddling,' he remarked, lacon-
feally. “I must go and have a bit on the
mars and them take a look at her before
she goea out.”

As Porter went down the steps his com-
panion leaned over the rall and crooked his
finger at a thin-faced man with a blond
mustache, who had been keeping a corner of |
his eye on the box.

"What are they makiog favorite, Lewis?
queried Danby, as the thin-faced man stood
beside him.,

“Luoretia."

“What's her price?"

“Tweo to one. "™

“What's second favorite™

“Lauzanne—five to two."

“Parter tells me Lucretia & good busi-
ness,” sald Danby in & tentative tone. |

“Langdon thinks it's all over bar the |
shouting: he says Lauzsnne outclasses his
field,” replied Lewis,

“Langdon’s a betting man; FPorter's an
owner and a good judge.” objected Danby,
“and he's got a good boy up, too, McKay."
he added, slowly focusing his feld glosaes
on the jockey board cpposite Lhe stana,

“Crocked as a dog's hind leg,” snarled
Lewis, biting vieloualy at his clgar.

“Bob, it's darn bard to fnd a straigbt-
legged dog," laughad Danby. “And when
John Porter starts a horse there's never
anything dolng, Here's six hundred; put it
on the mare—straight.” -~
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thd wsalemnly.

As Lowls pushed his way into the shoving,
seethiog, elbowing crowd in the betting ring |
be was suddsaly struck In the chest by
someibing which apparenily had the mo-
mentum of an elght-loch shell, but 1t was
only John Porter., who, In breaking through |
the puter crust of the living mass, had been |
ejected with more speed than was of his
ewn veolition, |

Hob amothered the expletive that bhad
risen to his lips when he Suw who the un- |
witting sssailant was and anked, “What are
they doin' to the mare o the ring ™

“Not much,” answered his assallant,
eatching his breath; “‘there's & strong play
on Langdon’s horse, apd if [ didn't know my
boy pretiy well, and Lucretia better, T'd
have weakened n bit. But she can't lose;
she can’t Jose!" he repeated In ihe tone of
& map who is reassuring himaelf.

Lawia battled bhis way along till be stood
la front of & bookmaker with a face caat
very much on ihe lines of & Rubena cherub,
but tbhe cheryb type ended abruptiy with the
plump {rontispiece of “Jakédy' Faust, the
bookmaker. Lewis knew that. “If Qere's
spythin' doln' I'm up agaiost it bere,” he
mutlersd to himaelfl. ""What's lLausanne's
price? he asked in an indifferent tome of
voite, for the hookmaker's asslstant was
busy chapgiag the figures on the llst.

Faust pretended pot to hear him,

“Sure thing!"” whispered Lewis to him-
sell. Then aloud he repeated his gques-
tion, touching the bookmaker on the el-
bow

The cherub smiled blandly. “"Not takin'
any,” he apswered, nodding bLis head in
the plessant manner of & man who koows
when he's got a good thing

“What's Lucretia?' persinted Lewis

“Oh, that's it, s it? 1'll lay you twe te
one."”

The questicger edged away, shaking bis

1903.

“Hers! five o two—bhow much—" but
Lewis was gone.
He burrowed like a mole most Indua-

triously, regardless of people’s toes, thelr
rite, their dark looks and eveu angry ex-
preasions of strong disapproval, and when
ho had galned the greensward of the lawn
hurried to his friend's box.

"IMd you get It on?" queried the latter.

“Ne, | don't like the look of L. Faust
Is holding out Lausanne and stretched me
half a point about the mare. He and
Langdon are in the same boat"'

“But that won't win the rFace,” remon-
strated Danby. “Lausanne is & malden snd
Porter doesn't often make a mistake about
any of his own stock.”

“1 thought I'd come back and tell you'™
sald Bod Lewis, apologetieally.

“And you a4 right, but If the mare wins
and I'm not on, after geiting It stralght
from Porter, I'd sant to go out and kick
mysell good and hard. But put It o
stralght and place, then if Lausanne's the
goods we'll save™

Lewia waas gone shout four minutes,

“You're om,” ho sald when he retursed.
“I've two hundred on the chestnut for my-
pelf™

“Lavsanne ™

“It's booked that way, but I'm backin’
the tralner, Langdon., 1 went on my up-

pera two years age backing horess; I'm
following men now."

“Baldl  bhuslpess” objected DRis  stout
friend. “It's bad business to back any-

thing that talks.”

When John Porter reached the saddling
paddock his brown mare, Lucretia, was
being led around In & circle in the lower
corner. As he walked down toward her
hi=s tralner, Andy Dixon, came forward a
few paces to meet him.

“Are they hammerin’ Crane's horse In
the ring, sir?™' hoe asked, smoothing dowh
the grasa with the toe of one fool, walch-
Ing this physical process with exirems in-
terest.

“Just what you'd notice,” replied Por-
ter. “Whyt

““Well, 1 don't like the look of It a 1it-
tle Lit. Here's this Lauzanne, runs like
a dog the last time out—last by the length
of & street—and now ['ve got (L pretiy
stralght they're out for the stuff.”

““They'd & stable boy up on him that
time."™

“That's just I, erled Dizon. “Grant
comes to me that Aay—you know Grant;
he works the commission for Dick Langdon
—and talils me to leave the horse alons,
and today be comes and—" he hesitated.

“And what?" :

“Talla me to go light on our mare.”

“Isn't Orant broke?' asked Porter, with
geeming irrelevance.

“He's close next
trainer,

“Aren't his friends that follow him all
broke?"”

“A good many of them have their address
in Queer street."

“Liock here, Andy.'' sald the owner,
“there (sn’t o man with = horse in this
stake that doesn't think he's golng to
win, and when 1t's all over we'll ses
Lucret!a’s number go up. Grant's a fool,”
he added viclously. ''Didn’'t he break
Fisher—didn't he break every other man
that ever stuek to him?"

“It's not Grant at all,"” replied Dixom,
rubbing the palms of his hands together
thoughtfully—a way he had when he
wished to concentrate in comeérsts form the
result of some deep cogitation—"it's Lang-
don an’ he's séveral blocks away from an
asylum."

“Langdon makes mistakes, too."

“He ocaches in often when he's credited
with a mistake," retoried the other.

“Well, I've played the Iiitle mare'' as-
sarted Porter.

“Much, air?" asked Dixon solicitously.

“All 1 can stand—and a bit more,” he
added falteringly. "I need a win, & good
win,” he offered in an explanatory volee.
“] want to clear Ringwood—but mnever
mind about that, Andy. The mare's wall,
sin't she? There can‘t be anything doing
with MeKay—we've only put him up & feow
times, but he seems all right."

“I think we'll win,” answered the
trainer. “1 didn't get anything straight—
just that there seemed a deuced strong
tip oo Lauszanne, considerin’ that he'd
never ahowed any form (o warrant It
Yonder he is, sir, in No. b—go and bhave
a look at him."

As John Porter walked acrosa the pad-
dock a borsemau touched the fingers of
his right hand to his cap. There was &
half-concealed look of Interest in the man's
oye that Porter knew by experience meant
something.

“What 40 you know, Mike?' he asked
onreleasly, only half halting in his atride.

“Nottin', sir, but dere’'s something In de
know dis trip. Your mare’'s & good littls
filly w'en she's right, but youlre up against
"

Porier stopped and looked at the horse-
man, He was Mike Gaynor, s trainer, and
more than once Porter had stood his
friend. Mike alwuys had on hand thres or
four horses of Inconcelvable slowness and
uncertainty of wind and limb; conseguently
thére was an ever-recurring inabllity to
pay leed bills, 8o be had every chance to
know just who was his friend and who
was not, for he tried them most sorely.

Porter knew all this quite well, also that
in spite of Mike's chronic Impecuniosity be
was honeat and true as sleel to & benefactor.
He walted, feeling sure that Gaymor had
something to tell

“There's & strong play on Lauzanne, nin't
there, sir®™

Porter nodded.

“Sure t'ing. That Langdon's & crook. I

it,* answered ths

S ————————

“Oot something remstag today *™ he contine
wed wilh vague (nnoconce,

Langden, just Inside of the box, ehuckied
poftly. Burely Orane was a past masier lo
duplreity,

“I'm starting Lueretia in this race,” re.
plied Hémvst John

"OR!" Then Grane took Porter gently by
the sloeve and drew him half within the
stall.  "Mr, Langdon, who (raine a horse
or two for me, says this one'll win," and
he indicated the Big chestant colt that the
tralner was bloding tight to & light racing
naddle. "You'd better have s Bt on, Mr,
Porter,” Crane added

“Laucretia carries my mooey,”
Porter In loyalty.

Langdon looked up, having cinched tihe
girth tight, and took s step toward the two
men

answared

“Well, we both can't win," he sald, hait
insolantly, "an’ I don't think there's any-
thing out today'll beat Lansanne. "

“The mare’'ll boat him.'* retorted Por-
ter, curtly, nettled by the other's cock-
sureness

“I'Il bet von one horee againat the other,
the winner to take both,'” erfed Laogdon, ia
& speering, deflant tone.

“I've made my bet"
owner, gquletly.

“I hear you had an offer of five thoussnd
for your flly, Mr. Porter,” hall queried
Crane.

“1 di4 and I refused ir.*

"And here's theone that'll beat her to-
day an' I'll sell him for Balf that.” as
sarted the tealuer, putting bis band on
Lauzanne's neck.

Exasperated by the persistent bomstful-
ness of Langdon, Porter was angered into
saying; “If he beats my mare I'll glve you
that for him myself*

"“Done!™ snapped Langdon,
and I'll stick to ft.”

"1 don't want the horme'' begin Porter;
but Langdon Interrupted him.

“Oh, If you want to crawl—"

“I never crawl'' sald Porter flarcely. *I
don't want your harse, but just to show you
what [ think of vour chance of winning, I'll
give you two (housand and a half it you
beat my mare, no matler what wins the
race."”

"l think you'd better oall this bargaln
off, Mr. Porter.,” remonstrated Crane.

"Oh, the bargaln will be off,"" apewered
Johin Porter; “If I'm any judge, Lausanne's
running his race right hers In the stall.'

Hls practiced eye had summed up Lau-
sanne a8 & chicken-hearted one; the swest
was running in little streams down the big
chestout's legs and dripping from his belly
into the drinking earth spit-spat, Arip-drip;
bils head was high held in nervous appre.
henslon, his lips twitched, his flanks trem.
bled like wind-distresaed water and the
white of his eye was showing ominoualy.

Langdon cast a qulek, significant, cau-
tioning look at Crane am Porter spoke of
the horse; then he asald, "You're a fair
Judge an' If you're right you get all the
stuff an’ no horse."

“I mtand to my bargalo, whatever hap-
pens,” Porter retorted.

At that |pstant a bugle sounded,

“Get up, Waostley,"” Langdon said to his
Jockey, "‘they're golag out."

As he lifted the boy to the saddle the
trainer whispored a few conclse directions.

“Hold him steady at the poet,” he mut-
tered; “I've got him a bit on edge today,
Get off in front and stay there; he's feslin'
good enough to leave the earth. Thie'll be
a matter of a couple of hundred If you win."

“All out! all out!" called the volee of
the paddock official. “Number one!" then,
“Come on you, Westley! they're all out”*

The ten starters passed In stately proces-
slon from the green awarded paddock,
through an opened gate, to the moft-har-
rowed earth, gleaming pink-brown in the
sunlight of the course.

How consclentioualy beautiful the thor-
oughbred looked. The long, sweaping step,
the supple bend of the fetlock as It gave
like & wire spring under the welight of
great broad quarters, all sinewy strength
and tapered perfection; the sirelch of
gentle-curved neck, sweot lined as a grey-
hound's, bearing a lean, bony head set with
two great jewels of eyes, In which were
honesty and courage and eager longing for
the battle of strength and stamine and
stoutness of heart; even the nostrils, with
a red traosparency as of silk, spread and
drank eagerly the warm summer alr that
was full of the perfume of new-growing
clover and green pasture land.

Surely the spectacle of these lovely
creatures, nearest to man In thelr thoughts
and thelr desires, and superior 1o thelr
honesty and truth, was a sight to gladden
the hearts of kings. Of & greal certainty
it was m sport of kings; and slso most cer-
talnly bad it at times come Into the hands
of highway robbera.

Some auch bliter thoughts at this came
into the heart of John Porter as he stood
and watched his besutiful brown mare, Lu-
eretia, tralling with stately step behind the
others. He loved good horses with all the
fervor of his own strong. simple, honest
nature. Their walk was a delight to him,
their roaring gallop a frenzy of eager sensa-
tlon, There was nothing In the world be
loved so well. Yes—his daughter, Allle,

But just tiow he was thinking only of Lu-
cretin—Lucrotia and her rival, the golden-
halred chestnut, Lausanne, *

{To Be Continel,) -

eald Luerbtin'e

“T've sald 1t

The kind that’s Right

kpowed him whem he was ridin’ on frelght
cars: now he's & swell, though he's & long |
sprint from bein' a gentleman, 1 got de tp
dat ders was a killin' on, an' I axed Dick
langion if dere was apytUlng doln’, sod
Dick says to me, easys he, puttn’ bot'
thumbs up”—and Mike beld both hands out
worizentally with the thumbs »tilf and
vertical to Il ustrate this form of oath-—
“ Y here's nottin' doin’, Mike,’ says he. What |
@'ye t'lnk of that, sir, an’ me knowin’ therc,
was?' asked Mike tragically

*“i1t's (ke blggest tip that always falle|
down, Gaynor, and they've got to be prnur
swift to bheat Lucretin." |

“That filly's all right; she's worked out/
wall cocugh 1o do up that fisld of atiffs. l.'
ain’t po rall bird, dbut I've had me eye on
her. But I ain't doin' no stunt about horses,
Mister Porter; "m talking about mea. Th'
filly’s honest and yow're honest, err, but
you dop't rolde th' mare you'self, do you?

“You think, Mike," begas Mr. Porter |
questioningly, but Gaymor Interrupted h!ml
with: *1 don't think mottin’, sir, an* 1 ain't |
savin® pottin’. 1 aln't pever been up vefore
the afewards yet for crooked work orl
orooked talk, but there's a hoy riila’ o
that bunch today w'at got six hundred for
t'rowing me down once, see? 8'lp me God!
he pulled Blue Smoke o & standstill on me,
kpewln' that It would break me. That was
at Coney Island two years ago.”

“And you dom’t remember bis vame, I
suppose, Mike!™"'

“1 don't rewember nottin' but that J got
it im the peck. Bui you keep your eye open,
slr. You t'lak that none of the b'ys would
t'row you down ‘cause you've been good te
them, but some of "em are Lhat mean they'd
steal th' sugsr from a fily. 1 knows ‘em. 1
bears 'em talk, ‘cause they don't mind me—
tink I'm one of th' gang."

“Thaok you very much, Gaynor: | appreci-
ste your kindly warning, but 1 hope you're
mistaken all the same." sald Porter. Then
be procesded on his way toward stall five,
Is which was Laussnne

“How do, Mister Porlar

1t was Philip Crans, standing just out-
side of the stall, who thus addressed Dim.
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TOGETHER.

Conservativenessis
Commendable,

And it is to Such that We
Desire to Talk.

—_—

During the Past Week
Many of Omaha’s
Best Judges of
Piano Values

Have Avn_ll;d Them-
selves of the Money-

Saving Opportunity
Presented by

The Marked Down Sale
Now in Progress at
Schmoller &
Mueller's.

You May Be Interested in
Learuningthat This Sale
Affords the Op-
portunity

To Save from $75 to $180

ont the Purchase of

a Piano.

By Reason of Our Purchase of

Nearly 500 Pianos at About

30 Per Cent Less Than

Jobbing Prices, We Have Deter-

mined te Dispose of Our Ene-

tire Stock on Hand.

Prices Are Being Made that Can-
net Fail to Interest the Most
Conservative,

This Sale is Distinctly a Sale of
Strictly Artistic, High Grade
Instruments.

You Are Invited to In-
vestigate.

It is extremely gratifying to us to know
that the people of Omaha, Nebraska and the
surrounding states appreciate the oppor-
tunity offered by this marked-down sale,
which presents the best chance to obtain a
plano of sterling worth and oational repu-
tation at prices that do not admit of re-
tall profita.

During the past weok many of Omahs’s
shrewdest buyers, people who have a busie
ness as well as an artistje side to their
makeup, people who, while baving an eye
for the beautiful, also know the value of &
doliar, have avalled themsolves of this ex-
ceptional opportunity to save from 10 to 30
per eent.

Then, mgaln, the quality of the Instru-
menls offered at this sale s quite out of
the order of sale goods. Surely no one
can call in question the artistic standing
of such celebrated planoa as STEINWAY,
VOSE & BONS, HARDMAN, MABON &
HAMLIN, EMERSON, STEGER & SONS,
A. B, CHABE, GEO. BTECK and about 20
other well known makes. Remember, there
is nothing reserved. Bvery Instrument in
tho. houss goes {n. SURELY THIS 18
YOUR PIANO OPPORTUNITY. Sueh prives
as are being made at this sale could not be
made only on account of the ciroumstances.
We might put it something like this: Here
WwWe are with an Immense stock of 800 In-
struments, embracing the cholcest producie
of over 30 different factories, many of the
oldest and most reputable makes. The sea-
son has been backward, owing to the exe
cessive ralny apell.

Then bere comes up this opportunity te
buy there half & thousand instruments at a
price that was st least 30 per cent leew
than the rlosest prices we ware ever able
to get before. We just fgured It this
WAY ! Nall this big deal oursslves; then
glve the people & chance at the siock now
on hand. We figure we can afford to sell
our present stock without profit, to make
room to take care of the others. What
we loss on one we make on the olher, be-
sides gotting the advertisements. We are
not unmindful of the beneficla]l effect of the
influence of & satiafied customer.

This week we shall expect to cleaf the
Boor of from 60 te 70 plunos, and to that
end prices will be made to win your pa-
| Lronage,

Odds and ends, such am square pilamos,
Iuggd uprights, organs, new snd used, will
| be soid at prices that will make them move,
About 20 squares will be sold st from §10.00
up to §50.00, on payments to sult. DOrgeos
at almost any price. Used uprights on
terms of §1.60 per week. Then any of the
80 different makes of brand new planos will
be sold on the closest possible margin.

The most economical and hardeat bar-
galg driver in the land will be Interested
in the absolutely bona fide bargains w0 be
secured at this sale.

Then, remember Bechmoller & Muller offer
you the!r popular payment plan. You are not
reguired to pay aoything In advance, but
while enjoylog the use of the plane you will
Iln allowed (o pay in small amounts of §1.50,
$2.00, $2.60 And L0 par week, just accord-
ing to your convenlence apnd the price of
ths plane. The only requirement Is thag
you have a god reputation and ability tLe
meet your payments thareafter.

An lmmediste fpvestigation s sdvisable,

Schmoller & Mueller,

Manufacturers, Wholesgle and Retall
Doalers,

1812 FARNAM BSTHERT, OMAHA.

808 BROADWAY, COUNCIL BLUFFS,

LET US REASON




