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CHAPTER XVIIL CoNTINUED

Crane accompanied Allis as far as the
] addock gate,
Allis went over to the fatal No. 7 stall

Lucretia had just been brought in, looking
very distressed after her hard race

For an instant the girl forgot her own
trouble at sight of the gallant little mare's
Two bovs were busy rubbing
perspiration and  dust

condition
the white-crusted

from her sides; little dark rivalets of wet
trickled down the lean head that hung
woeartly

“Well. we lost.” It was Dixon's voiee at

Allis's elbow. “That'll do,” to the bovs:
“here, put this cooler on and walk her
about

Then he turned to Allis again

“She was well up with the leaders half
wav to the streteh, | thought she was goin'
to win.”

“Was it too far for her, Dixon?”

The trainer did not answer at once; with
bim, at all times, questions were thingsto
be pondered over. His knitted brows and
air of hesitating abstraction showed plainly
that this question of Allis's was one he
would prefer to answer days later, if he
answered at all

“Didn’t she stop suddenly?” Alis asked
again

“I couldn't just see from where I was

what hn;»p--nml," he returned, evasively,
*and I haven't asked the boy ver  She
may have got shut in, Ah, here comes

Redpath now,” as the jockey returned trom
the weighing seales,

Redpath seemed to think that some ex-
planation was he ecame up
to Allis and the trainer, =0 he said

“The little mare seemed to have a chance
when [ turned into the stretch, an' I thouglit
once [ was goin' to win; that big black
just kept galloping, galloping, an’ [ never
could get to his head. 1'd a been in the
money, though, if somethin’ hadn't bumped
me, and then my mount just died away
&he just seemed to die away "

He repeated this in a falling cadence,
as though it best expressed his reason for
finishing in the ruck.

“Well, wo'ra beat, an' that's all there is
to it," declared Dixon, half savagely; then
he added, “An’ by a cast-off out of your
father's stable, too, Miss Allia. If there's
any more bad luck owin' John Porter,
hanged if I wouldn't like to shoulder it
myself, an' give him a breather "

Then with ponderous gentleness for a big.
rough-thrown-together man, he continued

“Don't you fret, miss; the little mare’s
all right; she'll pull your father through
all this; you just cheer up. I've got to go
now an' look after her.”

When the trainer had gone the jockey
turned to Allis hesitatingly and said

“Dixon’'a eorrect about the littie mare;
she's all right. I wouldn't speak even
afore him, though he's all right too, but
and he looked about carefully to see that
nobody was within earshot.

Two men wern talking a little further
out’ in the paddock, and Redpath, motion-
tng to Allis, stepped close to the atall that
was next to the one Lucretia had occupied

“1 eould, a' been in that money,” he said

The girl started. Crane had said that the
jockey had stopped riding

“Yes, miss, you mustn't blame me, for
1 took chances of bein' had up afore the
rrowards "

“You did wrong if vou didn't try to win,*
exclaimed Allis, angrily

“I did try to win, but T couldn't. T saw
that I'd never catch that big black, he was
going too strong; hix long stride was just
breaking the little mare's heart.  She's the
games: piece of horseflesh - say, Miss Porter,
believe me, it just hurt me to take it out of
her, keeping up with that long-legged desvil
If T could a<headed him once, just got to
I tried it when we turned into
the straight he'd have guit. But it was
Lo vse the mare couldn’t do it

“With him out of the race I'd have won,
1 conld,a’ been second or third as it was, bt

NECUSSATrY, as

hit onee

it might have done the little mare up 8o she
wonldn't he any good all season. 1 thought
a bit over this when I was galloping

“I knew =he was in the Brooklyn Derby,
an’ when 1 had the others beat at a mile,
thinks [ if the public don't get on 1o it, Mr
Porter can get all his losses back in the
Brooklyn Derby, That's why 1 eased upon
the little mare

“You don't think I could do anvthing
crooked against vou, Miss? Give me the
mounrt in the Derby, an' your father can bet
his last dollar that Lucretia'll win it ”

As he finished speaking Mike Gayvnor
shuffed moodily up to them. Usually Mike's
clothes suggested a general despondency;
his wiry body, devoid of roundness as a rat
trap, seemed inadequate to the proper ex-
pression of their original design

The habitual air of endeavorless decay
had been accentuated by the failure of Lu-
cretia to win the Brooklvn. Mike had
shrunken into his all-enveloping coat with
pathetio moroseness. The look of pity in
his eye when it lighted upon Allis gave place
to one of rebellious accusation as he turned
his head slowly and glared at Redpath.

“You put up a bad ride there, b'y," he
commenced, speaking in a hard, dry, de-
fiant tone; “a bad ride, an' no mistake.
Mind, I'm not saviu' you could, a'won,
but you might, &' tried,” and he waited for
Redpath's defence,

“She was all out, Mike, beat. What was
the use of driving her to death when ahe
hadn't a ghost of a chance?”

“You're a littla too hard on Redpath,”
remonstrated Allis, “he’s just been telling
me that he didn’t wish to punish the mare
unnecessarily.*

“His business was to win if he could,
misa,” answered Mike, not at all won over,
‘It was a big stake, an' he ought to've

ut up a big finish. The black would

ave quit If you'd ever got to his throat
latch; he's soft, that's what he {a. An’
just where you could have won the race,
Km'm. you quit ridin' an' let him come

ome alone. It's queer bL'ys that's ridin'
now, miss.” Gaynor added fiercely, nodding
his head in great decision and turning away
abruptly, the petulant morosaness showing
deeper than ever in his wrinkled face.

“You mustn't mind Mike, Redpath,”
said Allis, “he's a good friend of our family
and is upset over the race, that's all.”

“I don’t blame him," answered the jockey,
*he would have rode It out and spoiled yvonr
chances with the maré-—-that would have
done no goond.*

“Still, hardly llke it." anawered the
irl. *“1 know vou dld it for my sake, but

t doean't seem quite right. Don't do
anything like this again. Of course | don't
want Lucretia pushed beyond her strength
nor eut up with the whip, but she ought to
get the place if she can.  People might have
backed her for the place, and we've thrown
awav their money

“The betters will look after their own
interests, Migs Porter, and they wouldn't
help vou a  little bit if you needed
It; they'd be more like to do you a bad
turu. I L'd driven the ware to death, ay’
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been beaten for the place, as 1might have,
the |mk:«-vu would have slated e for eru-
wity o must beliove that 1 did it for

Fthe b ost, miss, "

“1 do, and I suppose T must thank yon:
but don’t do it again.  'd rather you didn't
carry your whip at all on  Lucretia, she
don’t need it; but don't ease hey up if you've
got a chanee tll you piss the winning post.”

Ax the two finished speaking and moved
away, i thin frecekled face peersd furtively
from thedoor of stall No. 6. Just the ferret -
like eyes and a knifesthin nose showed
past the woodwork, but there could be no
mistaking the animal It was Shandy

“I've got vou again,” he nit tersd. * Blast
the whole tribe of vou! 1'll just pip von
on that dirty work, blowed if I don't.”

CHAPTER XIX

The Brooklyn had been run and won:
won by Langdon's stable and lost by John
Porter's. That night Allis spont hours try-
Mg to put into a letter to her mother their
defeat and their hopes in such a way as to
save distress to her father She wound
up by simply asking her mother to get Dr
Rathbone to impart as much infortation
as he deemed advisable to his patient

Lhey were a very depressed lot at Dix-
on's  cottage tha evening. Dixon was
never anything else bhur taciturn, and the
disappointment of the day was simply ro-
Volving in his mind with the
regularity of a grindstone

Lhey had lost, and that's all there was

monotonous

about it Why talk it over? It could do
no good  He would nurse up Lucretia,
and work back into her

Ly mile ﬁullnpa a
fitting ~trength for the Brooklyn Derby
With ineessant woariness e rocked back

and forth, back and forth in the big Boston
rocker, while Alls, at a little table in a
corner of the room, sought to o mpose the
letter shie wishoed to send home

With apathetic indifferenee the girl heard
a constrained Knock at the cottage door,
<he harely looked up as Dixon opened to a
visitor. It was Crane who entered

At altmost any other time his visit would
have unpleasant. In his  presence
vyen st trivial conversation seemed
i background of interested

hewn
the nu
shirouded

intention, ba to-night Dixon's const rained
depression weighed heavy on her spirits
and irritated her

“Luck was against you to-dav, Dixon,"

exclaimed the visitor

*They were too strong for the little mare,”
answered the trainer, curtly.  “Our cast-
off won, of course, but there were a half-
dozen in the race that would have beaten
Lueretia, 1 fancy

Allis looked ingniringly at the trainer;
had not talked that way 1o her Then a
light dawned upon the girl  She had not
assoclated Dixon with diplomacy in her
mind, she knew that he conld maintain a
golden silence when the silver of speech
WA a universe coin 1o tender, but hers he
was actually throwing ont to caller
a disparaging estimate of  Lurcetia's
lll)“’(!rh

This perpetual H’l!n»’ here of duplicity
was positively distasteful In the free
gallop of the horses thers was nothing
but an inepiration to honest eadeavor,
but in this subtle diplomacy Allis detected
the touch of defllement which her mother
80 strongly resentod

Porhaps to-night she was more gensitive
to depressing influcnces, at any rate she
felt a great woariness of the whole business

he

the

Fhen the spirit resolve rose in open
rebellion against these questionings; almost
Jesuitical she Loecame at onee

What mattered the ways and means
that she did no wrong? Was not the saving
of her father's health and spirit and his
and Ler mother's welfare above all these
trivial questionings did not the end justify
the means -might not her success, if the
fates in pity gave her any, save her from
from — she did not t'\O"lf-wrlmllﬂ'vin'hu'l“h!
the contingency, for there stood the living
embodiment  of it Crane;  everythig
soemed crowding her into narrow confines
of her sacrificial erypt

Crane had spoken to her on his entry
As she was writing, he had continuned his
chsoussion of the race with Dixon; perhaps
even it was a hopeful thought, f»uru of
desire  he had come to see the trainer

Crane's next words dispellad that illusion
It waus in angwer to an observation from
Dixon that he was forced to go to stables
that Crane said:

‘It Mis« Porter has no objection I'll re-
main a little longer; T want to discuss a
matter concerning her father "

Allis felt quite like fleeing to the stables
with Dixon; she dreaded that Crane was
going to bring up again the subject of his
affection for her. But the trainer had
passed out into the night before she could

S0

muster sufficient moral courage to put in
execiution her half-formed resolve
‘1 wanted to speak about this wager on

Diablo,” began Crane

A thrill of relief shot through the girl'a
heart Why had he troubled himself 1o
come to her over such a trifling matter a
pair of gloves, -perhaps half a dozen pairs
oven

“1 put the bet on gome time ago when
Diablo was at a long price. It was anly a
trifle ns we agreed upon Allis noticed
that he laid partienlar strees upon* agreed®,
“But it has netted you guite & nice sum,
$3,750."

Crane gaid thig in a quiet voice without
unetion; but it startled the girl - she stared
in blank amazement. Her companion was
evidently waiting for her to saysomething,
seemed 1o expect an exclamation of joyous
approval. She noticed that the gray eyves
«he had so distrusted had taken on that dis-
tasteful peeping expression, as though he
were watching her walk into a trap

“1 cannot take it,” answersed Allis de
cisively, after a pause

Crane raised his hand in mild protest,

“It was good of you—kind, but how ecould
1 accept a large sum of money like that
when 1 am not entitled to it?°

“Yon are- it's yours. The bet was made
in vour name 1 enterad it at the time in
my book, and the bookmaker is ready to
pay the money aver.” .

“I can't take it I won't.  No, no, no!"

“Don't be foolishly sensitive, Miss Allis
Think what your father lost when he parted
with Diablo for a trivial $1,000, and it was
my fault, for 1 arranged the sale, Your
father needs—pardon me, but I know his
position, being his banker—yes, he needs
this money badly.”

“My father needs a good many things,
Mr. Crane, which he would not accept as
a gift; he would be the last man to do so,
We must just go on dmnr the bhest we can,

'

and if we can't suceeed, that's all. We
can't accept help just yvet, anyway.”
She was bitter The reference to her

father's troubles, though meant partly in
kindness, angered her, It caused her to
feel the meshes of the net drawing closer
about her, and binding her free will.  The
fight was indeed on. More than ever she
determined to struggle to the bitter end,
Almost indefinably she knew that to accept
this money, plausible as the offering was,
meant an advantage to Crane,

“You can't leave this large s um with
the bookmaker,” he objected. “He would
like nothing better. He would laugh in his
sleeve, 1 can't take it, it isn't mine.”

“1 won't touch it."

“ Perhapa [ had better speak to your father
about it," said Crane, tentatively, “he
can have no objection to aeccepting this
money that has been won."

“Father won't take it either,” answered
the girl. “1 know his ideas about such
matters, He won't take it."

Crane brought all his fine reasoning

ywers to bear on Allis, but failed signally
m his object. He was unaccustomed to
being balked, but the girl's firm deter-
mination was more than a match for his
adaptable sophistry. He had made no
headway, was quite beaten, when Dixon's
apportune return prevented absolute dis-
comfiture  Crane left shortly, saying to
Ais, as he bade her good-night

‘L'm sorry you lovk upon the matter

! passion

in this light. My object in coming to-night
was to give you a little hope for brightness
in your gloomy hour of bad luck, but per-
hAP I had better speak to your father.”

I'd rather yon didn't,” she answered
somewhat pleadingly. *Dr. Rathbone has
cautioned us all against worrying father
and this could have no other result than to
distress him.”

Allis's letter had been completed, but she
now added a postseript, telling her mother
briefly of Crane's insistence over the bet,
and beseeching her to devise some plan
for keepiug this new disturbing eleient
from her fevhor

Crane was remaining over night in Graves-
end, and, going back to hisx quarters, he
reviewad mentally the evening's campaign
He had expecied opposition from Allis, but
had  he ped to overcome the anticipated
|b"JW'\ln'|_~|

He had failed in this, hat it was only a
cheok, not defeat, He smiled compla-
contly over his power of self-control in
having allowed no hint of his absorbing
to escape him

This acceptance of monsy by Allis, the
money which was the outeome of an

150-

lated generous thought, would have given

{ him a

real advantage. To have
CAapY wil his chances hy a ,‘inulu pressire
of the mailed hand, to have spoken, though

handi- |

nuver ko briefly, of his hopes for propri- |

| etary rights, wonld have accentuated the

girl's sensitive alarn He was per-
feet a tactician to indulge in such poor
sword play

He Liad really

too

left the question open
A little thought, influenced by the des-
perate  condition  of  Porter's  fortunes,
might make Allis amenable to what was
evidently her best interest, should she
be approached from a diferent guarter

Crane had nmade the first move and et
checkmate, The second move wonld be
through Allis's mother.  He determined
upon that course

All his old cunning must have surely
departed from him if he could not win this
girl. Fate was backing hitn  up most
streniously

Diablo had been cast into his hands
thrust upon him by the good fortune that
so steadily befriended him. He was not
in the habit of attributing unlooked for
stuccess to Providencey he rarely went
bevond fate for a deity

‘wmistakably, then, it was fate that had
cast the horoscope of his and Allis's hife
togather. Never mind what means he might
tUse to carry out this decree; onee acooms-
plisbied, he would more than make amends
to the girl

He drew most delightful pictures of the

possible for Allis.  For the father he would
provide a racing stable that would brin

profit in place of disaster. Crane smiled
somewhat grimly as he thought that under
those changed circumstances oven Allis's

mother might be bhrought to condone  her
hushand's continuanes in the nefarious
profession

If for no other poason than the great

sicecess he had made in the Brooklyn Handi-
cap with Diablo, his spitits were that evens-
ing impossible of the reception of even a
foreshadowing of failure A suppressed
exhilaration rose-tinted every projected
scheme. He would win Allis, and he would

win the Brooklyn Derby with his  good
colt, The Dutchman

He went to sleep in this happy glamour
of assured success, and, by the inevitable
contrariness of thing=<, dreamed that he
was falling over a steep precipice on The
Dutchman’s back, aud that at the bottom

Mortimer and Allis were holding a blanket
to cateh him i n his fall

Fven in his imaginative sleep he was
saved from a dependence upon this totally
inadequate receptacle for a horse and rider,
for he awoke with a gasp after he had
travellod with frightful velocity for an
s through the air

trane was a man
stitious ent hralment

not given to Byper-
His convietions were
usually founded on basie manifestations
rather than fanciful visions, but
how the night's dream fastened upon his
mind as he lingered over a breakfast of
coffee with what might be called baker's
decorations

Even three cups of ecoffee, ferociously
strong, failed to drown the mental rehears=al
of his uncomfortable night's gallop.  Why
had he linked Mortimer and Allis toget her?
Had it been fate again prompting him in
his sleep, giving him warning of a rival
that wtood eloser to the girl than he?

More than oues be had thought of Mor-
timer a8 a possible rival, Mortimer was
not  handsome, but he was voung, tall
and s }'mv-‘--huuhinrv(l even his somew hat

SOt

plain face seemed to reflact a 1all, square-
shouldersd  charactor
Subconsciously Crane turned his head

and seanned critically the reflection of his
own face ina somewhat digsconsolate mirror
that misdecorated a panel of 1he nk-
fast room. Old as the glass was, some-
what bereaved of its quicksilver lining at the
edge, it had not got over its habit of telling
the truth

Ordinarily little exception could have boen
taken to the mirrored face It was intel-
leotualy no sign-manual of eardinal sin had
been placed upon it; it was neither low,
nor brutal, nor woltishly cunning in ex
pression. It pallor rather loaned  dis

ngud air but and the examination was
being conducted for the benefit of a girl of
20--it was the full-aged visage of a man
of 40

More than ever a conviction fixed itself
in Crane's mind that, no matter how strong
or disinterosted his love for Allis might be,
he wounld win her only by diplomacy. After
all, he was better versed in that form of
lovemakiug, if it might be so called

Crane was expecting Langdon at 1o
o'clock. He heard a ~1'-V in the bhreakfast
room, and turning his head saw that it

was the trainer,  Mechanically Crane pulled
his watch from his pocket; he had thought
it earlier, it was 10, Langdon was on time
1o a minute

Nominally what there was to dlscuss,
though of large import, required little ex
pression.  With matters going smoothly,
there was little but assurances and con-
gratulations to be exchanged

Diablo's showing In the big handicap
confirmed Langdon’s opinion that both
the Black and the Dutchman had given
them a great trial; probably they wonld
duplicate their success with the Dutehman
in the Brooklyn Derby. It was only a
matter of a few davs, and the sonof Hano-
ver had steadily improved; he was in
grand fettle,

Langdon's appreciation of Crane's clever-
ness had been enhanced by the successfi)
termination of what he still belleved was
a cleverly planned coup. He had never
for an instant thought that Crane pur-
chased the horse out of kindness to anv
one. It was still a matter of mystery
to him, however, why his principal should
wish to keep dark just how he had learned
Diablo's handicap qualities

Accustomed to reading Langdon's mind,
Crane surmised from the trainer's manner
that the latter had something that he had
not yet broached. Their talk had been
somewhat desultory, much like the con-
versation of men who have striven and
succeeded and are flushed with the full
enjoyment of their success

Suddenly the trainer drew himself to-
gether as if for a plunge and said:

“Did you notice Porter's mare in the
Brooklyn, sir?”

“Yes: she ran a pretty good race for a
three-year-old.”

“She did, an’ I suppose they'll start her
inthe Derby. Do you happen to know, sir?”

“I fancy they will," answered Crane,
carelessly,

“She stopped bad yesterday, but
heard somethin'. "

Crane remembered his own suspicion as
to l.uvllir;l ia's rider, but he only mé,

- "' 'l'

I've

“After the race yesterday the jockey,
Redpath, was talkin'—to the Porter gal.”

Crane started, It jarred him to hear
this horseman referto Allis as the Porter gal.

“Redpath told her,” proceeded Langdon,
“that when he saw he couldn't quite win
he pulled his mount off to keep her dark
for the Derby.*

“How do you know this?*
Crane

“A boy in my stable happened to be in
the stall an' heard 'em.”

“Who's the boy? Can you heliave him?”

“It's Shandy. He used to be with the
Porters.”

Like a flash it came to (hane that the
spy must be the one who had written him
the note about Faust and the change of
saddles,

“Well, that doosn't affect us that I can

demanded

see." commented (rane. “I'm not back-
ing their mare " )
It means,” declared Langdon with

great earnestness, “that If Lucretia could

have beat all the others but Diablo, she

a rosy chance for the Derby; that's
what It means. The Black got away with
a flying start and she wore him down, al-
most beat him; | doubt if the Dutchman
conkd do that much. She was givin' him
A little weight, too "

“Well, we can't help it. I've backed
the Dutchman to win a small fortune and
1'!m going to stand by it.  You're in it to
the extent of ten thousand, as you know,
and we've just got to try and beat her with
our colt, that's all there is to it."

“I don't like it," muttered Langdon,
surlily.  *She's a mighty good three-year-
old to put up a race like that.”

“She may go off before Derby day,”
suggested (rane  “Mares are uncertain
at this time of year”

“That's just it —if she would go off we'd
feel pretty sare then. I think the race
1# hetween them "

“Well, we'll know race day. If she goes
to the post, judging from what you say,
Il be s pretiy tight fit

“She didn't cut much figure last
when Lanzanne leat her ®

Langdon said this with a drawling «ig-
nificance; it was a direet intimation that
i Laucretin's present jockey could be got
at, as her last year's nder {.ud been, well,
an itmportant rival would be removed

Crane had not been responsible for the
bribing of Lacretia’s jock:y, th megh he
was well aware what haa oceurred, had

vear

even profited by it

Le said

“There’ll be no crooked work this time,"”
“Noboly will interfere with the
mare's rider, 1 Lope,” and he looked sig-

| ntticantly at Lany:don

‘I don’t think they will,” and the trainer
gave a disagreeable langh “From what

| Shandy tells me, | faney it would be a had

game. The truth o the matter i=, that gos-
ling Redpath is stick on the gal”

Crane's pale face flushed hot

“I Lelleve that Saandy you speak of is
a lying little scoundrel have an wiea
thatl he wrote me a note; a wretched serawl,
onew. Wait, I've got it in my \N-"k"' |
meant to sapeak to vou about it before.”

Crane drew from the inner pocket of his
coat a leather case, and after a search found
Shandy's unsigned letter and  passed it
over ‘o the tralner

“It = dollars to doughnuts shandy wrote
it. Let me keep this, sir.”

“You're welcome to it,” answered (rane
“You can settle with him, But about the
Dorby, 1 have reason for wishing to win
that race, reasons other than money,
want to win it bad. Do vou understand®”

I think I do. When you say You want!
to win a race, vou generally want to win

, L1 »
Utopian existence his wealth would make [ it

But, here, Langdon,
jockey 1o take orders

“Yes, 1

just  leave

do seae

thetr

| from his own master, see?’

“I wasn't going to put up no game with
him, sir "

“Of course not, of conrse not. 1t wouldn't
do. He's a straight boy 1 think, and just
leave him to ride the hest he knows how
We've got a better jockey in Westley

"“«\lﬁ the Brooklyn Huandicap has
taken a lot out of their mare: they may
find that she'll go back after it | think
vou'd better get rid of that Shandy serpent;
he seerns vipe for any deviluy

“You can't tell but what he might get at

{ the Dutchman if somebody paid him. If

I'm any judge of outlawed human natvre,
he'd do it

“I've got to ran down to Brookfield on a
matter of husiness, hut shall be back again
in aday or so Just l\'o‘O'p an eve ot the
Dutchman but 1 needn’t tell you that,
of course.”

“That two-vear-old T bought at Morris
Park is coughin' and runnin’ at the nose,
[ blistered bis throat 'ast night; he's got
influenza,” volunteered the trainer

“Keep him away from the Dutchiman
then *

“I've got him in another barn; that stnfl's
as catchin' as measles "

“If the Dutchman were to get a touch
f it, Porter would land Derby with
Lucretia, I fancy.” "

“Or, if they got it in their stalie,
he an vasy street "

“I suppose so Rut Dixon's pretty sharp
he'll look ont if he hears it's about How-
ever, we've got to watch our own horse
and Jet them do the same ”

1 e

we'd

CHAPTER XX |

That evening Langdon and Jakey Faust
wore closeted together in a room of the
former's cottage.  An Al piece of villainy
wis on, and they wers conversing in low
tones

“It'aa cinch for the Dutchman if it wasn't
for that damn mare Lueretia,” Langdon
ohserved in an injured tone, as though
somehow the mare's exeellence was an un
warranted interference with his right

“What about the jock?" asked Faust

*“No good=can't be done. He's moony
on the gal.”

“Huh'" commented Cherub.  *Did
you talk it over with the boss? He's not
a bad guv gettin' next a good thing.”

the

e
FIf Faust got a chanee to lay ngadr

| Kiek that

| defilement

“He gave me the straight Utp to give
Wwdpath the go-by '

*What's his little game is he going to |
hedge on the mare?”

“No, he'll stand his bet fat-footed. Sav,

he's the slickest! ' he didn't give me the
straight office that the mare might get sick,

then I'm a Dutchman

*We're both Dutchmen. ™ The Cheruly
langhed imnoderately at his stupid joke
See, wo're both standin' for the Duteh

man, ain't we?”

Langdon frowned at the other’s levity
“You'll laugh out the other side your mouth
if Lucretia puts up a race in the Derby like
she did in the handicap.”

“But ain't she goin' 1o get sick? W
could whipsaw them both ways then, that's
if we knew it first [ could lay against her
an' back your horse

“I wish the old man wasn't
deep; he makes me tired sometimes; gives
it to me straight in one breath that he's
got reasons for to win the race,

down a peg an' rays, solemn-like, ‘But
don't interfere with their jockey.' Then
he talks about the Dutchman or Lucretia
gettin' the influenza, an' that Andy Dixon
is pretty fly about watehin' the mare. Now
what do vou make of all that, Jake?'

“Well, vou are a mug. It don't need no
makin' up  That book’s all rounded 1o
He wants the mare stopped, an' don't want
no muddlin' abont with the jockey, see?
Wasn't there a row over stoppin’ Lucretia
last year wasn't the boy set down for the
meetin'?  You onght to know, vou had to
way throngh the nose for shuttin® his mouth
3ut what made the old man talk about the
mare gettin' siek?”

Langdon searched his memory,;
how was that subject started?

“Damn it, yes, r\‘ course, [ told him about
the two-year-old havin' the influnza.”

“Well,” Dick, my boy, you've guessed
it, though you weren't trying. Crane
wonld like to see the Porter mare coughin' ”

“But you can't take a strange horse into
their stable, an' him sick,” objectad the
trainer.

“Right you are, Dick, But you could
take the sickness there if you had a boy
with the same.”

“1 was thinkin' of that," said TLangdon,
reflectively, was  wonderin’ if
what the boss meant.”

“Sure thing -that's his way, he never
wants to stand in for none of the blame,
but he likes to feel sure that he's goin'
to win."”

Just

“It looks a bit like it, damn me if it don't, |

an’' I believe he was givin' me a pointer
about the proper boy for the job, too. He
sald Shandy would get at a horse quick
enough if he was paid for it.”

“There you are; what more do vou want?
Would you have Crane get out on the house-
top an’ shout to you to go an' cruel Por-
ter's mare? He's slick, he is, an' if it can
be done you've got a great chance ”

“I'm a poor man,” whined Langdon,

“an' I ean't take no chances on losin' ten 1

thousand if it can be helped.”

“Tt's got to be done right away, 'cause
it'll take a couple of days to get the mare
coughin'.”

“I told Shandy to come here,” said the
trainer; “he ought to be turnin' up soon,
When you hear him knock, just slip into
that other room an' leave the door open a
little, so that you can hear what takes place
God knows what that young imp wouldn't
swear if a fellow had no witnesses, [
think he's comin' here to-night to ask me
to pay him to do some dirty job, an' I won't
do it, see?” and he winked at Faust. “He's
a bad boy,” said the bookmaker in a tone
of mock condemnation.

“There he is now,"” declared Langdon
“I hear a step on the gravel. Quick, slip
into the room; he'll be peepin’ through the
windows; he's like a foe.”

There was a knock at the door. Whea

wanLy
an' then he pulls tha®preacher mug of his |

that's |

RNt
Langdon opened it Shandy shuffied into | Luoretia. It would be like not takin
the r.nn‘:n W m!l peculiar Iin{e rocking horse | the tide at ita flood to let her run unbmh’

sort of gait, just like the trot of a skunk,
His whole appearance somehow suggested
this despised animal.

“Have you heard anything from the Porter
stable?” fanglon asked, when the boy had
taken a seat.

“The little mare's well,” the Loy answered
laconically . .,

“That's bad luck for us, Shandy. We'll
be poorer by the matter of a few thousand
if they win the Derby "

*Who's we?" questioned
sauCy direetpess

“Ihe whole stable. A man has played
the Dutchman to win a hundred thousand,
an' he's goin' to give the hoys, oue or twWo
of them, five hundred if it comes off.”

The small imp's weak, red-lidded eyos
took on a hungry, famished look. “What re
vou givin' tha' straight goods?
w0 demanded doubtingly

Langdon didn't answer
direct; Le said

Shandy, with

Us I8

the

(uestion

“My man's afraid somebody'll get at
the Dutehman I'here's a 1ot of horse sick-
nes . about, an' if any one was to take soine

of the poison from a sick horse's nose and
put it in the Dutehman's nostrils at night,
why he'd never start la the Derby,
reckon "

A look of deen eunning crept
bov's thin freckled face: his eves contracted
and blinked nervously

“What 1h the difference
Porter mare starts, Redpath thinks
got a lead-pipe cinch.”

“You'd lose your five hundred,
the differene retorted Langdon

“An' if sk start, an' our horee
wins, [ get ‘ Is that dead
to rights”

It the Dutechman wins you get the
money,” replied the trainer, cir nmspectly
“You mustn't cotne to me, Shandy, with no
game about takin' the horse sickness from
our two-vear-old fixin'  Porter’'s mare,
‘cause | can't stand for that, see?”

The boy would have interrupted, but
Langdon motioned him to keep  silent,
and proceedod

You see, if it leakod ont, an' we'd won
a lot of money over the Dutchinan, damn
fools would sav that 1'd been at the bottom
of it; an' if they had me up in front of the

into the

if the

hiew

o=

that's

stewnnds 1 couldn't swear that I'd had
nothing to do with it ”

He pulted a shieet of paper from his pocket,
beld it tn front of Shandy's eves, and <aid
Lwrite that letter for?”
in

“What did y
The bov stared
trembiled with

blank amazement
it wis the warning

tnote he had sent 1o Crape

“Now, if 1 was to show that to Faust,
he'd put a pag on up, wen? I
wottldn't give three VUL CATCAss

wifter thev'd finishod

I didn't tnean o pome God,
I dich pleaded the bod Give it back
to me, sir. "

“You ecan take it, only don't play me
the doubile cross no more, 1 vou'rs doin
auvthing crooked, don't mix me up an i
You conldn’t get into Porter’s stable any-
way, if vou tried to 8x the mare.”

I didn't <ay I was goin' 1o Jdo no bloomin’
whe bt 1 e et right enough.”

“Well, T ain't puttin' vou next no dirty
work, bt of vou Lear that the mare gets
this horse sickneas that's "ahout, let
me know at onoe, see? here quick

st the mare,

hee probably wouldn't say anythin' about

that note, if he did know

“T'll give vou the office, =ir, when she's
took siek "

“That's right. You ain't got anv too
many friends, Shandy, an' vou'd better
stick to them that'lii ) vou.”

“Do T get that five hondred, sure?®

“I Laeretia don't beat the Dutchman,
you get it."
When the bov had gone Faust came

forth from his hiding like a badger

“That's a bad bov a wicked bov!" he
said, pulling a solemn face. “You're a
good man, Langdon, to steer him in the
straight an' narrer path. He'll take good

the Dutehman for that five hun-
lon't pay these kids well
1 down; an' [ ain't takin'
yter mare might catel the influ-
enza, oh, Dick?”

“If she does, T'l] Iot vyou know at once,

Jake  But | ain't in it threatened to

kid out when he hinted at some-

thing crooked . ”

“1 heard vou, Langdon, I'll take my onth
to that  But I must be off now You
know where to find me if there's anvthing
toin' "

CHAPITYR XX

Ihe next day, intent on persnading Porter
to aceept the money won over Diablo,
Crane took a rin down to the Ringwoord
Farm

As A haidl foresdhpdowed, hisa  visit
wis of no ava <0 fur as Porter’s aceept
ance of the winnings was concerned

With natural forethought, Crane  firs
talked over with Mrs Paorter, Lut that
good lady wonld have felt a sort of moral

g any betting money,

obsoured in

in hans

t 1] soeed
uncertainty as to its right ful ownership

She believed very much in Crane's good
faith and had no doubt whatever but has

muech Joss

s

atatement of the case was absolutely truth
ful. But it Ailis had refused to accept
the money it wonld never do fi her to go

| Lbevand b ter's judgmoent
She even thought it unadvisable for
Crane to disenuss the matter with her hus-
band it would anly worry him, and she was
;n-»-.':‘.- that, i s ! of independence,
he would refuse 1o touch a penny tha
was not actually doae lum
“But there's a pavment on Ringwood
due in o few davs, Lran .ll)."'lWL "and
we st arrange for that at all events
I If this monev, whieh is rvightfully your
family's, could he applied on that, it would

0 devilish |

| spiration

don't vou think?*

st settle it

make a difference

“I suppose Joht
resignediy, “perhaps vyou had better ses
him 1 can't interfere WHY 1 e
other. 1 have no head for business, " she

she said,

one or

| added, apologetically, “I'm not sure that
any of us have, execept  Allis We o just
seem to drift, drift, drift.”

Crane stated the facts very plausibly,
very seductively, to John Porter  Porter
almost unreasonably  sceuted  charity  in
Crane's proposal.  He believed  that the

bet was a myth; Crane was trying to pre-
sent him \\H“l this =nm as a compensation
for having lost Diablo

It wasn't even a loan, it was a gift, pure
and simple. His very his
poverty, made him decline the offer with
nNNneecessary ferceness,

If Allig had refused it if sho were strong
enough to stand without this charity, surely
he, a man, battered though he was, conld
pass it by, He had received a hopeful
message from Allis as to Lueretin's chanoes
in the Derliy; they felt confident of winning,
That win would relieve them of all obli-
gatlons

“I can’t take it," Porter said to Crane
“Allis is more familiar with the circum-
stances of the bet f there was one than 1
It must just rest with her; she's the man
now, you know,” he added plaintively
“I'm but a broken wreck, and what she says
ROt "

“But there's a panyvment on Ringwood fall-
ing due in a fow duvs,” Crane remonst ratoed,
even ax he had to Mies. Porter

Porter collapsed  fretfully He conld
dand out against prospective inancial strin-
geney, but actual obhgations for which he
had no means quite broke down his weak-
ened energy.  He had forgotten about this
lability; that is, had thought the time of
payment more distant. He wonld be foreed
1o recall the money he had given Dixon to
bet on Lucretia for the Derby to mieet this
payment to the bank

Quite despondent ly he answercd the ot hey
man. "1 had forgotten all about it, this
shake-up has tangled my memory. 1 can
ay the money, though,” he added, half de-
,Mn:l)‘. “it will hamper me, but Leando it ”

A stdden thought ecame to Crane, an in-
“I've got it!™ he exclaimed

Porter brightened up; there was such a
world of confidence in the other's manne

“We'll just let this Diablo money stand
against the payment which 18 about due on
Rinewood; put it in the bank to coverit,
s to swak later we can settle to whom
it beloes. At present it seems to be no-
body = money, it's selaom one soes a  fow
thousand going a-begzing for an owner,”
he added jocularly, “You say it isn't
vours; I know it isu't mine; and most cor-
tainly it doesn't belong to the bookmaker,
for he's lost it fair and square, We can't

helplessnoess,

et hita keep it they win enough of the
publie’'s money '

Beluctantly, Porter gave a haif-hearted
o e He would have saerificed
tangible inerasts to loave the money Lhat

wis In Dixon's hapds with lam w bet on

when her chances of winning were so good,
and the odds agailnst her great enough
to insure a big return.

It was after banking hours, quite toward
evening, by the time Crane had obtained
this conoession. He had brought the
winnings for John Porter's acceptance,
should the latter prove amenable to reason,
Now it occurred to him that he might leave
the mouey with one of the bank staff, who
conld deposit it the next day

Urane drove back to the village and went
at onee to the cashier, Mr, Lane's house.
He was not at home, his wife thought per-
haps he was still in the bank.  Crane went
there in search of him. He found only
Mortimer, who had remained late over
his accounts. From the latter Crane
learnad that the cashier had driven over
to & neighboring town.

“It doesn't matter,” remarked Crane;
“I can leave this money with you. It's to
meet a payment of three thousand due
from John Porter about the middle of June,
You can put it in a safe place in the vault
till the note falls due, and then transfer
it to Porter's credit.”

“I'll attend to it, sir,” replied Mortimer,
“I'll attach the money to the note and put
them away together )

On his way to the station Crane met
Alan Porter

“I suppose vou'd like a holiday to see
your lm\wr'n mare run for the Derby,
wouldn't you, Alan?” he said

“I should very much, sir; but Mr. Laue
i® met against racing.”

“Oh, Fthmk he'll et you off that day.
I'll tell him he may.  But, like your mother,
I don't approve of young men betting
I know what it means " .

He was thinking with bitterness of Lis
own vouthful indiscretions.

“If you go, don't bet. You might h_e
tempted, naturally, to back your father's
mare  Lucretia, but voa would stand a
vory good chance of losing.”

“Don't you think she'll win, eir?* Alan
asked, emboldened by his empioyor’n free-
dom of speech.

“I do not. My horse, the Dutchman,
i« almost certain to win, my trainer tells
we " Then be added, apologetic of his
confidential moods, “I tell you this, lest
through loyalty to your own people you
shonld Jose your money. Racing, 1 fancy,
8 very uncertain, even when it seems most
certain "

Again Crane had cause to congratulate
himself upon the somewhat clever manipi-
lation of a dificult situation. He had
scored again in his diplomatic love en-
deavor

Ho knew quite well that Allis's deter-
mined stand was only made poseible by
her wxpectation of galning financial relief
for her father through Lueretia’s winning
the Darhy

Shonld she fail, they would be almost
foreed to turn to him in their difficulties.
That was what he wanted

He knew that the money won over
Diabilo, if accepted, must always he con-
sidered as coming from him. The gradual
persistent dropping of water would wear
awayv the hardest stone; he would attain
to his wishes yvet

He was o hungler to attempt other than
the most gently delicare methods

To be continued

ODD IN THE BLUESTONE TRADE.

Contractors’ Liberallty in Town Is Eme
barrassing Them in the Country.

There is a curious situation in the blue-
«tone trade of the Cireater New York. Most
of the several hundred bluestone cutters
of the city learned their trade inthe quarries
of Ulster county, whence the larger part
of the bluestone used here is obtained.
Wages at the quarries are normally about
t3a dav, but wages in New York are seldom
much under $4 a day

Of conrse living 18 cheaper in Ulster
county than in New York, but nevertheless
the Lluestons cutters of the quarries, es-
pecially the unmarried men, who have
ties that make removal difficult, are
witracted to the city by the higher pcg
Some ready cut bluestone curbs are brought
from Ulster county, but the edges are
likely 1o be chipped in transit, and con-
tractors prefer the stone cut in this city,
<o that there is a pretty constant demand
for the bluestone cutters here

This summer much paving was done
in the Greater New York, and one firm
of contractors put the wages of bluestone
cutters up to $4 25 a day. Of course the
tirtn soon had the best workmen in its em-
ploy and found the higher wages more
soonomioal than the lower.  Another firm
then advanced wages to $4 50 a day

Ihe offect of the high wages offered by
these firms has been to attract nine bluestone
cutters from the quarries, and the opera-
tors are heginning to feel the effect. Unless
wages are raised alko at the quarries
there will be a shortage of bluestone. That
i=, the competition of contractors in this
city will have the effect of embarrassing
them in filling their contracts

BULLDOGS NOT GOOD POINTERS.

nho

Might Be All Right If They Had Different
Noses and Didn't Eat Birds.
From the Dinver Post

George, lond me vour dog. | want
togo out and get 4 bird or two for our supper
I want some kind of game food, and the only
wiuv vou can ket it in Colorado is to kil it
Yonrse)

I e one addressed ns George was George

“Suv,

' Bonitace, Jr D 1. Don is the name of
the would-be borrower. Bonitace cuast
withering look at the speaker, called his
high=bred buil pup to him and they two

ascended to the higher regions of the Adams
“What in the nome of common sense would
vou hunt with that bulldog?” was asked of

Mr Don
Birds.” said Mr. Don
No”

Game birds”

“Yes, game birds” sald Don, who is a
harp in matters pertaining to game and
owns a4 string of tourteen of the best blooded
bhird dogs i the country

Never henrd of such a thing?” incredul-
ously

“Can't help it. Fact, though T have
hunted birds over a well-trained, full-blooded
blldog, and had gocd shooting, too s
dox Wis the property ol a Svracuse gentles
maen, who began training her when she was o
piap. She dearned all the tricks readily, wrd
was really far better than some bird dog< |
have shot over  She ranged rapidly and
widely, wis well muscled, smbitions and
untiring and could put up as many bhirds a8
the next shiee did not Lt her forefoot
ws vou so often see a good Chesapenke do,
neither did she keep her tall wavine Hke a
plutie in the air. She bad a stump tail, with
nary g reather in it to wave

“In coming to u point =he wis always
right ns to distanes in point, but her nose wis
a little too wide for concentration «nd vour
hirds sometimes et up so far to right er l+n
as to make vou do vour work pert and lively
For o erack shot she was a bird ol o dog
she hnd only one Tault - would eat every
Vlessed bird you downed: seeried to think she
was‘entitled to the @ue, while you came in
for the fun of shooting [ once killed twenty -
seven fat quail m.'-'r“u-r and got not even u
buneh of feathers to tuke home ™

A dend silencs shut out the noise of the
passing street curs

No

Gen. Gentry's Foxes Came Back.
From the Lowisville
LENINGTON, Sept. 17 - Gen W H Gentry
had a un vxperienee with his bheagle
pack of hounds und some foxes he had In
captivity ot Gentry Place lust night I'he
General was a nhout 4 o'vlock hy
the dos, which had all set up a howl ut one
time  He out and found that
foxes had been released from the corn crib
in which Lhad them contined nnd were
Rone
He called his
turned loose the entire pnck ol beagles to tey
and enteh the toxes Inow bittle whide the
nted ove in A cornfield, and after
no=h v the fox made for the corn crib
ind reentered his cage  The hounds were
wenin tuken to the cornfield and =oon they
were in full pursuit. They crossed the road
and made trucks through Boh Baker's King«
ton Stud Farm, sand presently returned, the
fox «sowe 200 viards shiead of them ) ike the
first one, he made directly for the corn crib
and escaped by hiding under it He was
soon fustened inside hy taking up the floor
and running him in. . Agmin the Generual set
onut for o chase, und this time the bengles
sent the fox flying toward town until they
camie to n forist’s garden, and in trying to
cross u glass case tha fox hroke through and
there was eaptured unhurt When the
turned honie with this fox a fourth had re-
turned and redntered the crib through the
hole left tu the leor.

Conricrslournal

que

vakiened
went his «ix
he
and  they

son lawrence,
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JOYS OF THE HOP PICKER.

CHIEF AMONG
COUNTRY

THEM IS THE
DANCE.

Young Folks Driving Out the Old-Timers
—All Sorts and Conditions of Plckers,
80,000 of Them, It's Sald, This Year
~They're Slippery and Frollcsome,

This year's crop of hops is in the hop
house, the sulphur and wood fires have been
put out and the Mohawk Valley awaits
the coming up from the city of the buyer,

There are not many old persons nowa-
days in the hop flelds. The rising generas
tion has driven them out. The young
folks take a pride in their work, and a per-
sonal interest in baving their hops clean,
It is said that the old folks are apt to be too
reminiscent over their work. The number
of pickera in the fields this year is placed
At 30,000—upwards of 10,000 more than {n any
year heretofore

Picking hops is a fascinating employ-
ment Once the habit is acquired of going
to the hop country, the desire to engage in
the work returns with the coming of the
season.  In August it was printed that
Magistrate John C. Mott had been asked
by & prisoner in the workhouse for Lis lib-
erty, so that he might pick hops. It turned
out that this was the thirtieth such request
made within a short time.  All said they
wanted to go and pick hops

Growers do not come as far away from
home as this city for pickers. A corporas-
tion was formed here and incorporated at
Albany to supply pickers to growers. They
did not get any here, but had to go where
the hop pickers are to be found, either at
Albany or in the neighborliood of the Mo
hawk Valley. All the liop pickers stopping
in this city have places where they lave
been picking for vears, to which they go.

Pickers, hop growers have learned, are
very uncertain propositions. And thelp
promises are not apt to be a source of great
reliance. Pickers may bargain in a coun-
try town to pick hops, aud slip away from
the hop grower anywhere before reaching
Lis farm

“l once hired a number of pickers in
Amsterdam,” said a hop grower, *and
had started off toward home with the bunch,
Golng across flelds, they ‘lit out.' Iwent
back and got other pickers, and they, too,
skipped away. I had to go home without
pickers.*

The corporation was formed just to spare
the grower all worry, and it certainly did
get all it wanted itself. The hop pickers
made all sorts of trouble for the new com-
pany. The latter showed that it would
stand for no nonsense. It had a number
of hop pickers locked up in Fort Plain,
They were let go after being in jail several
hours. Now threats of false imprison-
ment are made,

Once the pickers are in the hop flelds
nowadays they are fed well and (?my are
comfortably sheltered. They may not be
Jjust delightfully situated, now and then
getting the fumes of burning brimstone
when the wind shifta, but pickers do not
mind that, going to the country roads when
the sulphur {8 too strong, In pleasant
weather they do not mind it atall, but
in storms it ls bad, as they have nowhere
else tugo for miles around.

But the food it ia that delights the picker,
The air of the country develops a d
appetite In him. The twenty or thirty
days in the country the picker abstains
from drink of any kind. This 8 a new
life. His old life is a pleasant memory
and in the new one he enjoys anticipation
of the good things he is to enjoy again
when back in the city.

*How'd you like a schooner just out
of the keg?" a picker sitting down to a
dinner of boiled beef and cabbage and
wotatoes was asked on a hop farm some
ittle distance out from ('ooperstown, the
other day.

“I could get away with several of them
without diffienlty,” was the reply, “but
heavens, where are they? Miles and miles
away

The food and the hard work reem to
tickla the fancy of the pickers. At table
and in the hop flelds they are as frolicsome
as kids.

All sorts and conditions turn up in the
hop flelds -mechaunics, tradesmen, artisans,

song and dance men, showmen -all want
to get in shape for the coming season.
earnfug

They don't mind doing work anc
la little money to h.-fp along at picking
10ps.

‘!\\'mk from sunrise to sundown” a man
from this city said, cogitating with a hope
picker who was discussing things, “that's
‘bout all.”

“No, ir's fun, just fun,® the picker ree
'I’iml, “Why, I'in having the time of my
ife "

It is to the hop dance that the plckers
resoit for real cnjoyment, With a country
girl or two under his guidance the picker
walks a couple of miles there without a
whimper.  An accordion or a concertina
furnishes music.  Each dancer ic assessod
a nickel for every dance he takes part in,
If there are two musiclans there eertainly
will be a fight  No musician in the hop
country will consent to a fair division, on
the lines of an equal share for each. Every
cent given to A musician, he argues, was so
intended by the person giving it.  In othee
words, the persons making the music are
the only ones that pecuniarily benefit from
the dance,

The feed - crackers, cheese, cookies—all
are supplied by the house, and, of course,
are handed around freely. Hop dances
alwavs break up bhefore midnight. And
the dancers walk home.  No one thinks of
letting a horse and wagon out. Horses
have other work to do besides helping in
the diversions of hop pickers

It ia on the hop grower's family that the
strain of the hop picking bears hardest,
The hop grower luo’\.* aftar the hops on the
kiln. In the hop season hLe sleeps in his
boots.  He has a sharp eye as to the fires,
and the sulphur  Several times through
the night, he pours sulphur on the fire,
He looks to see that the pickers get all
that is coming to them in the way of food,
All his regular work on the farm has to be
done hesides by him

His wifs has her hands full. She can
only snatch a wink of sleep, now and then,
for she insists upon doing the baking. The
loaves are baked once or twice a day. The
cakes, erullers and cookies all have to be
turned, and the pies, too  And go it goes,
day in and day out
* “Guess [ don't want these people goin
awav with the notion that we do not eal
and live well in the country,” said a matron
ot in the hop country. “We have fresh
meat every dav for all that meat is in the
hands of trusts, They can not frighten
us, for we have beef, mutton and lamb
at our elbow "

“Hop picking is coming to be a means
for a larger number of persons to go out
into the country each yvear,” mald a grower
recently  “Folks rather like it, for there is
just enough work to suit some, and instead
of needing money to pay board you are
sire to bring some home. "

Monkeys Poorer Throwers Than Women,
From the London Chronicele

An explanation of the origin of stories
which attribute to monkeys the power of
throwng stones may be found in the accon=*
of their habits given by trained and compes
tont obscrvers  Sir James Brooke savse, with
referenee to the orangs, that he never obe
served the slightest attempt ot defence, and
the wood which sometines rattled abou
liw ears was broken by their welght, "ana
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Mr Wallaee, also talking of the orang, dee
clares thut he has sect themn throw down
hronches when prrsied It s trie he docy

not throw then at persons, but ¢asts them
down vertioally, tor it is evident that a bougl
eannot be thrown to any distance from the

lnl. of w lofty tree

“In one case a female miae, on a durian
troe, kept up for at jeast ten miinutes a con-
tinnous shower of branches, and of the heavy
spined fruita, as large as thirty-tweo pound.
ora, which most effectnall Kept us clear o
the tree she was on she canld he seen hreak<
re them off and throwing thom down with
Very appearance of r
vals a loud, punping
meating sl

1 ant, and ey
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