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    In The Second String, Nat Gould works the nerve-jangling question of whether a life assigned to the shadows—ridden as the reserve mount, hired as the backup hand, trusted only when the favorite fails—can be transformed into a claim on center stage, as ambition, loyalty, and sheer nerve collide on the racing turf where fortunes pivot in seconds, reputations are minted or broken, and the hardest test is not the speed of a horse but the steadiness of a person who must decide when to accept a place and when to seize a chance that could win everything or cost more than glory.

The Second String is a sporting novel by Nat Gould, a prolific writer of horse‑racing fiction whose popularity spanned the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. Set within the competitive world of the British turf—the stables, training gallops, and betting rooms that orbit prize meetings—it aligns with the brisk, crowd‑pleasing tradition of racing melodrama. Without requiring specialist knowledge, Gould grounds the action in the routines and risks of the sport, giving readers a sense of how money, animals, and human pride intersect. The book belongs to the era when fast‑moving popular fiction carried the excitements of the racecourse to a broad readership.

At its core is a figure tagged as the second string within a powerful circle of owners, trainers, and riders, someone expected to support rather than star. Circumstances shift, as they do in racing, and a coveted opportunity opens amid pressure, skepticism, and swirling rumor. Gould charts the uneasy path from understudy to contender with clear, energetic prose and tightly staged scenes that move from paddocks to parlors to tense finishes. The tone is direct and accessible, more concerned with momentum and moral choice than interior ruminations, and the narration keeps stakes high while withholding revelations until the moment carries maximum impact.

Running beneath the spectacle are questions of merit and favoritism: who deserves the ride, the purse, the prestige, and who merely inherits them by patronage. Gould also probes the ethics of the gambling economy, where friendship, credit, and rumor can be as decisive as form and fitness. The novel tracks loyalty and betrayal across class lines, testing whether trust can survive when every misstep has a monetary echo. Courage, resilience, and the stewardship of animals stand as counterweights to vanity and haste, while the notion of a second chance—both earned and seized—structures the drama without leaning on easy assurances.

For contemporary readers, the fascination lies in how the story refracts modern sports culture through a historic lens. The idea of a backup stepping into a spotlight resonates across locker rooms and workplaces, and the pressures of expectation, media chatter, and financial stakes feel familiar even when the technology and slang differ. Gould’s emphasis on preparation, composure, and ethical choice anticipates current conversations about athlete welfare and integrity in competition. The book also offers a study in social mobility and gatekeeping, asking what it takes to be seen when systems are built to keep most competitors safely in the wings.

Stylistically, the novel blends the clean drive of popular storytelling with a feel for the mechanics of the turf, sketching stable routines, training choices, and the collective theater of a race day without bogging readers down in jargon. Scenes build toward kinetic set pieces, and reversals tend to emerge from plausible decisions rather than arbitrary twists. Dialogue carries the snap of the yard and the club, yet the narration stays lucid enough for newcomers to follow. The pace is quick without sacrificing clarity, making the book a welcoming entry point for readers curious about racing fiction.

Approached today, The Second String offers suspense without cynicism, a close look at a competitive microcosm, and a meditation on what readiness means when opportunity is unpredictable. It invites readers to track not only a sequence of races but the maturation of judgment under strain, asking how qualities thought secondary can prove decisive. Without revealing its turns, one can say the journey honors effort while acknowledging hazard, and that its satisfactions arise from character tested as much as from any finish-line triumph. It remains a spirited companion for anyone who has ever been prepared to step up.
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    The Second String, a horse-racing novel by Nat Gould, unfolds in the competitive world of the British turf in the early twentieth century. The title evokes the stable practice of entering a principal runner and a lesser-regarded companion, the "second string," whose role can be tactical as much as supportive. Gould sets his story around a reputable but financially stretched stable intent on reviving its standing. As entries are planned for a coveted engagement, the circle of owner, trainer, and riders faces the usual blend of sporting ambition, market speculation, and scrutiny from stewards, with every decision weighed against risk, reputation, and solvency.

Initial chapters chart the season's opening meetings, where the stable's first-choice horse attracts attention and money, while the second entry is treated as an afterthought. Gould details morning gallops, the reading of trial times, and the guarded language by which trainers signal confidence without inflaming the betting ring. Jockeyship and loyalty come to the fore as mounts are allocated and riders balance personal prospects with stable orders. Around them, bookmakers and backers test the strength of rumors, and rivals watch for weakness. The atmosphere is one of calculation and restraint, with each performance interpreted as a clue to larger intentions.

Interpersonal currents complicate the sporting calculations. Trust between owner and trainer must withstand poor luck, public criticism, and the temptations that attend big purses. Gould draws measured portraits of riders, stable hands, and a few figures beyond the yard whose fortunes are tied to the outcome, allowing loyalty and suspicion to coexist. The novel probes how a reputation is built or lost in a week, and how a misinterpreted word can shift markets. Personal obligations and pride inflect tactical choices, making the question of which horse to favor in open company as much a matter of character as of form.

A turning point arrives when the supposedly inferior horse shows unexpected merit under testing conditions, calling into question the stable's own hierarchy. The revelation does not resolve matters; it introduces new uncertainty about how openly to advertise the discovery. Gould lingers on private trials, the care taken to preserve a horse's condition, and the delicate art of misdirection that sometimes attends a serious campaign. The second string, once overlooked, becomes a fulcrum for hope and anxiety alike, and decisions about entries, weights, and riding instructions take on heightened consequence as a major target draws near.

External pressures intensify as the betting world senses that the stable's public posture may not match its private convictions. Quiet approaches and insinuations circulate, testing the protagonists' resolve without tipping into scandal. Gould shows stewards enforcing what they can while acknowledging the limits of oversight in a culture fueled by speculation. The yard closes ranks, attendance at workouts is policed, and plans are kept close. Yet secrecy carries its own risks, and the fear of being read by rivals hangs over each move, turning routine preparations into a contest of nerve and patience.

Race-day scenes gather the social spectacle and tactical subtleties that define Gould's turf fiction. Crowds, owners' enclosures, and the ring create a chorus of conflicting certainties. The stable must choose how to deploy its two-pronged entry, what confidence to signal in the paddock, and how to reconcile public expectations with private strategy. Weighing, cantering, and late changes of odds heighten tension. Personal stakes intersect with professional duty, and a decision about transparency and trust accompanies the canter to post. What follows is shaped by choices made as much as by raw speed, with consequences beyond a single finish.

The resolution, left unspoiled here, restores a measure of balance to reputations and fortunes, and clarifies the value Gould places on steadfastness amid noise. The novel's broader significance lies in its clear-eyed view of the turf as a theater where calculation meets chance, and where an underestimated contingency can redefine a season. By centering the idea of the second string, Gould explores underdogs, tactical concealment, and the ethics of competition. The story endures as an accessible, pacey account of sporting life that weighs loyalty against profit, and suggests why the romance of the unexpected continues to animate racing lore.
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    Nat Gould (1857–1919) was a British journalist-turned-novelist who made horse racing the subject of more than a hundred popular novels. After early work on provincial newspapers, he reported on racing in Australia in the late 1880s and early 1890s before returning to Britain, where his fiction reached a mass readership in the early twentieth century. The Second String belongs to this milieu, drawing on the routines of training yards, race meetings, and the social hierarchies surrounding the turf. Published for a market served by weekly papers and London publishers such as John Long, it assumes readers conversant with British racing’s institutions and vocabulary.

British flat racing was governed by the Jockey Club, centered at Newmarket, which set the Rules of Racing, licensed trainers and jockeys, and disciplined offenders. The National Hunt Committee oversaw jump racing from 1866. Weatherbys maintained the General Stud Book, first issued in 1791, underpinning the thoroughbred’s pedigrees, while Tattersalls, founded in 1766, dominated bloodstock auctions. Handicaps, weight-for-age conditions, and apprenticeships structured competition and careers. These institutions ensured that disputes over running, riding, or ownership could decide livelihoods. Fiction about the turf in Gould’s era typically turns on how characters navigate steward inquiries, stable discipline, and the economic realities of keeping horses in training.

Racing’s commercial heartbeat was betting. The Betting Act 1853 curbed betting houses, but on-course wagering thrived through licensed bookmakers. By the late nineteenth century the starting-price system linked racecourse odds to national newspapers, with telegraphy speeding results to urban betting offices. Off-course street betting nevertheless flourished among working-class punters, prompting the Street Betting Act 1906 to criminalize it in England and Wales. Totalizator systems would not be legalized nationally until 1928. Gould wrote into a world where bookmakers, credit betting, and information networks shaped fortunes, and where a whisper from the stable or a change in the market could alter reputations overnight.

Racing knitted Britain’s class strata together: aristocratic and plutocratic owners sponsored stables, while trainers, head lads, and jockeys came largely from working-class backgrounds. Young riders entered as apprentices, bound by indentures and weight restrictions, and subjected to punishing regimes of “wasting” to meet handicaps. The pressures and risks were publicly visible in figures such as Fred Archer (1857–1886), a champion jockey whose early death became emblematic of the sport’s toll. Such realities shaped readers’ understanding of ambition, loyalty, and fallibility on the turf, and provided Gould with a credible backdrop for conflicts over opportunity, integrity, and the precarious security of professional success.

Industrial modernity expanded the turf’s reach. Railways enabled owners, trainers, and racegoers to circulate horses and crowds to tracks across England, from Newmarket and Epsom to provincial courses. Telegraph and telephone linked training centers to the betting ring, while illustrated weeklies and specialist papers—the Sporting Life and the Sporting Times among them—amplified celebrity and scandal. Veterinary advances and more systematic training methods professionalized yards, yet decisive margins remained slim and accidents common. Gould’s narratives reflect a world where information moved quickly, rumors faster still, and reputations could hinge on a start, a steward’s ruling, or the thin line between honest chance and manipulation.

Gould’s Australian sojourn informed his eye for both colonial and metropolitan racing. By the late nineteenth century, thoroughbreds, trainers, and jockeys moved within an imperial circuit, with studs exchanging bloodlines and steamships carrying horses between Britain and Australasia. Australian racing enjoyed vast popular appeal; the Melbourne Cup, first run in 1861, was widely described as “the race that stops a nation.” Sydney and Melbourne sporting journalism cultivated lively coverage of form, tactics, and betting. Returning to Britain, Gould adapted this reportorial immediacy to fiction, depicting stables and race meetings with the practical detail expected by readers who followed racing as a modern mass spectacle.

The early twentieth century also saw vigorous moral debate about gambling and sport. Nonconformist and temperance activists criticized betting’s social costs, while the Jockey Club sought to protect the turf’s integrity by “warning off” corrupt figures and regulating doping or ringing. At the same time, circulating libraries and railway bookstalls diffused popular fiction, and cheap editions broadened audiences beyond elite clubs and grandstands. Gould’s work sits at this intersection: absorbing the ethos of fair play and self-help that Victorian and Edwardian readers prized, yet attentive to how money, rumor, and class privilege could tilt outcomes, testing the boundary between honorable competition and cynical calculation.

Set against the Edwardian-to-prewar turf, The Second String invokes a culture that prized steadiness under pressure, tactical nous, and loyalty within the close-knit world of the stable. The title’s evocation of reserves and understudies resonates with an era that celebrated sporting hierarchy yet allowed moments of unexpected ascent. Without disclosing its plot, the novel’s emphasis on professional craft, reputation, and the market’s verdict mirrors contemporary anxieties about livelihood and honor in a commercial society. In rendering stewards’ authority, bookmakers’ influence, and the everyday hazards of the track, the book reflects—and quietly interrogates—the institutions that made British racing both glamorous and precarious.
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"There goes the failure of the family, yet I like him, there's real grit in him if it was brought out."

The speaker was Sir Lester Dyke, and the remark was made to his daughter, Winifred.

"The failure" did not seem unhappy, he walked across the field with a free and easy stride, whistling softly to himself, enjoying the beauties of nature, taking in everything at a glance, drinking deep of the many good things that mother earth provided for the entertainment of mankind. To look at him seemed to give a great denial to Sir Lester's remark. Failure was not written on his face, he was apparently an active, well bred, strong, able bodied young man, and yet Jack Redland was a failure, for he had done nothing to advance himself in life, and had tried his hand at many things without success. His brothers had done well in life, his two sisters had married rich men, and were more or less happy, according to the lot of such people. His father left him exactly two thousand pounds and he spent it in a year. How he had lived since that time no one knew, but he was always well dressed and never seemed in want of money.

As all the Redlands had done well in life, "the failure" stood out more conspicuously. Had his many friends been questioned they would have endorsed Sir Lester's remarks concerning him.

His family concern this story in no wise, it is with him we have to deal. It suffices to say that his father was an old friend of Sir Lester Dyke's, who had a small estate in Sussex and a house at Brighton.

Jack Redland was a frequent visitor at The Downs[1], where he was always made welcome, despite his failures. Perhaps it was Winifred's championship of him had much to do with her father's partiality. She was his only child and he adored her. Sir Lester had just given Jack a few words of advice, administered in somewhat strong doses, in the hope that it would act as a tonic and brace him up to contemplate some decisive line of action that would obliterate past failures. The recipient of the tonic did not seem to be troubled by it. During the five-and-twenty years of his life he had accepted a vast amount of advice, which could not have been of the right sort, as it failed to produce any effect. Advice is cheap, much cheaper than practical assistance, and, therefore, easier to part with. Some people consider themselves born advisers, they little know what bores they are. Jack was a difficult subject to bore, he was a patient listener, because he never showed in any way that his thoughts were elsewhere as his adviser rambled on in dreary discourse. Maiden ladies of a certain age with grievances, found him sympathetic; they thought it wonderful he possessed such a knowledge of the sex. Men with hobbies ran them hard at Jack's expense, but he did not mind it in the least. His temper was even, his outlook on life full of hope, and a blind belief in his lucky star, which advanced near to the borders of fatalism. He never doubted that he had been sent into the world to serve some useful purpose, but what it was he had been unable, up to now, to discover.

He did not consider himself a failure in the same light as others regarded him. Because he had tried several things and succeeded in none was not his fault, it was rather his misfortune, because he had not come across the right thing; when he did he felt sure of succeeding.

His education was of the ordinary kind. He went to a good private boarding school and when he left did not go to college, had he done so he would have been no better off. He played cricket well, was, in fact, much in request in the county team, he rode well, shot splendidly, played tennis, croquet, golf, or any other game that happened to be suggested, and Sir Lester said no fault could be found with anything he did in the way of sport. If he succeeded in these things why not in business[3q]? that was the question that as yet remained unanswered. He had plenty of energy, rode hard in the hunting field, was a qualified gentleman jockey, and had won many races. This was one source of income which he did not despise. All this was very well in its way, but for a young man without means it did not afford a very good prospect in life.

The Downs was within easy distance of Brighton, and Jack Redland often walked from the famous seaside resort to Sir Lester's and back. He did so because he liked walking, for he was never short of the choice of a mount, any of his Brighton friends were only too willing to oblige him when they found he improved the manners of their horses.

It was a beautiful day, towards the end of May, and the country was resplendent in living green. Myriads of primroses clustered under the trees, and peeped out from nooks and corners in the banks. The birds sang joyously, heralding the coming of June, already teaching their young how to fly, in haste to be rid of them and rear more.

As he reached the bend round by the plantation, he turned and waved his hat to Sir Lester and Winifred, the former shook his stick at him, which caused him to smile, the latter kissed her hand to him, which made him look serious.

He was very fond of Winifred, and he admired her father, whose friendship he greatly valued. He had known Winifred since she was a little girl, now she was eighteen, and fast developing into a lovely woman. Once he did not see her for a year or more, that was when she was at school, in France, and when he met her he wondered at the change in her. It was then he learned she was no longer a child and could not be teased and have her hair pulled with impunity. She laughed at him when he spoke to her in such a different tone, and her bantering soon put him at his ease.

Out of sight of the house he sat down on a bank and idly pulled a buttonhole of primroses. His thoughts were with Sir Lester and Winifred, and he commenced to wonder whether the baronet was right when he told him it was entirely his own fault he did not get on in the world, and that it was high time he turned his mind and his hands to something useful. His numerous accomplishments had, so far, been of very little use to him. One of his sisters occasionally gave him a helping hand or he would have been in a very bad way indeed. At first he declined to accept money from her, but she overcame his reluctance by pointing out that she had no children, and had more money than she cared to spend upon herself.

"If you assure me it comes out of your private purse I will take it as a loan," he said, "but I will not accept a copper from Harry, he's a prig."

"He is my husband," she replied, quietly, "and you must not call him names. He is very good to me, very liberal, and I have nothing to grumble about. Please take the money, Jack, and when you are short again do not be afraid to ask for more; I know you will repay it some day, if ever I require it."

This was, however, a most unsatisfactory way of living, and he had no desire to trespass upon her bounty. What was he to do? The answer was difficult. He would be of no use in an office. As the manager of an estate he might find it a congenial employment, but he doubted his ability to succeed.

"Something is sure to turn up," he muttered, "but the right thing is a deuced long time in coming my way."

Hearing footsteps in the lane he looked up and saw a gypsy woman, with a basket on her arm, filled with bunches of primroses. She was young, and not ill looking. Many of her tribe wandered about the Sussex lanes, and he merely regarded her with ordinary interest. She saw him through the hedge, and stopped.

"What do you want?" he asked.

"Money, my child is ill," she said.

"Where is your husband?"

"I do not know, I do not care. He has left me, but I have the child. He is in Brighton, he will die if I cannot get money, I must have it."

"I am sorry for you," he said. "Money is scarce with me, but I can let you have a few shillings."

"God bless you, kind gentleman."

It occurred to him her story might be untrue, and he looked at her suspiciously. She saw his glance, and with the quickness of her race knew why he hesitated.

"I have told you the truth, my child is very ill, he is all I have in the world."

He pushed his way through the hedge, and stood before her. She looked into his face with sad, black eyes, in which there was no boldness.

"Here is five shillings for you, I am as badly off as yourself for money."

She curtseyed as she accepted it, and said:

"You do not look like a poor man."

"I am; I am a failure," he said, smiling[1q].

She shook her head.

"Your turn will come. May I look at your hand?"

He laughed again as he said:

"I have no faith in fortune telling[2q]."

"I do not wish to tell your fortune, I can read your hand if you will let me."

He held out his hand, and for some minutes she regarded it silently. They made a picturesque group under the budding trees, with the birds peeping down and twittering in surprise, and the primroses glistening all around.

"There are riches in store for you, there are dangers to be met with in a far off land. You will live long but there are years of strife before you. It is a good hand, the lines are true, it is not the hand of a man who will fail when the time comes."

He was interested, although he did not believe her story.

"Then there is no luck in store for me in England?" he asked.

She shook her head.

"None until you return," she replied.

"And where must I go? To what land must I journey to gain these riches?"

"That I cannot tell, you must trust to fate."

"I am not likely to leave England."

"You will, and before long."

"You speak positively."

"I am sure of what I say."

"You are going to Brighton, it is a long walk. Go to Hassocks, that will be nearer; here is another half-crown, you can take the train from there."

He did not wait for her thanks, but struck out across country, he knew his way well.

The five or six miles to Brighton were nothing to him, and he arrived there in time for dinner.

He had modest apartments in the Old Steyne[2] overlooking the gardens, in a very quiet house where there were no other lodgers, and his modest requirements were easily met.

He preferred to live at Brighton, probably because it was within easy distance of Sir Lester Dyke's residence, and he had many opportunities of seeing Winifred. He walked to Hove in the evening, and sat down in a quiet spot overlooking the sea. His meeting with the gypsy woman impressed him more than he imagined. It was curious she should be coming down the lane as he rested there, he did not remember having met any gypsies so near The Downs before. Sir Lester had a decided objection to them, called them poachers, and worse names, and would have none of them on his land, or in the lanes if he could help it. The woman seemed superior to the majority of her class, and he believed her story about the child.

The sound of the sea, the swish of the incoming tide influenced him and he wondered if the woman's words would come true and that he might possibly find riches in a foreign land. He cared very little for money for himself, but there were possibilities attaching to the possession of it that he cared for very much indeed. Again he saw Sir Lester shaking his stick, and Winifred kissing her hand. The stick was to urge him on, the kiss to call him back.

England; what ties were there to hold him here? He had never contemplated the prospect of leaving his homeland until the gypsy woman had spoken; he saw in her words the hand of fate, in which he placed his trust.

The sea breeze fanned his face, the music of the waves fascinated him as they had never done before, they called to him and he felt inclined to place faith in their summons. The sun sank, the air grew chilly, but still he sat on watching the lights of the fishing smacks as they appeared, one by one, out at sea.

Surely it was time for him to bestir himself, do something to earn his living, instead of idling along in pleasurable ease, if not affluence.

He had read of men who had gone out to far distant countries and come back rich. They braved dangers and privations, why should not he, had he less courage? He thought not.

He walked along the parade, still wondering if the gypsy's words would come true. That depended upon himself, he could at any rate give them a chance by going abroad.

By the time he reached his lodgings he had made up his mind to try his luck elsewhere, but where?

He meant to consult Sir Lester Dyke and hear what he had to say, his advice would at any rate be worth listening to. Then there was Winifred, how would she take it, would it grieve her much to lose her old playmate?

He felt the wrench on his side would be severe. The girl was more to him than he imagined, the mere thought of leaving her had roused other sentiments; during his absence she might marry, and on his return home find her the mother of children. He had no right to expect anything else, not even to ask her to wait for him, because he had no prospects in life, no home to offer her, was not even certain of making one. Sir Lester liked him, but would resent, and properly so, any approach to his daughter on such a subject.

If he went abroad he must risk everything, even the chance of finding Winifred still at home with her father on his return. Of one thing he was certain, if he left England he would not come back a failure.
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"I think you were rather severe on Jack," said Winifred as "the failure" disappeared from view. "I am sure he has tried his best to find something to do, he told me so."

"And you implicitly believe all the young rascal tells you," replied her father smiling.

"He is truthful, at any rate, that is in his favour."

"I agree with you; I do not think Jack Redland would tell a lie—unless——"

She looked at him archly.

"Unless it was to shield a woman."

"Ah!" she exclaimed, "and under such circumstances it would be justifiable."

"Possibly; it depends on the circumstances. I do not think I was too severe upon him, Win; he requires a spur to drive him along. I wish to goodness he would do something."

"So do I."

"Are you very fond of him, little girl?"

She answered frankly that she was very fond of him indeed, and her father was glad to hear her speak in this strain, it showed him she had not lost her heart to him. He was anything but rich, but had his daughter's happiness been at stake he would not have hesitated in granting her desire.

The Downs was a comfortable old fashioned place, situated in one of the most picturesque parts of Sussex. The property was not large, but being so near to fashionable Brighton, the land was valuable, and more than one tempting offer had been made to Sir Lester to part with it for building purposes. The mere thought of The Downs estate being cut up by jerry builders irritated him. His affairs would be in a very bad way when he parted with the place for such a purpose. His house at Hove had turned out a profitable investment; he could obtain double what he gave for it some years ago, and if it came to parting with property that must go first.

Sir Lester Dyke had been hampered from the commencement. His father had spent every shilling he could manage to raise, and left his son a multitude of debts and his affairs in chaos.

"Make a clean sweep of the lot," the lawyer had said, but Sir Lester, who was young and sanguine, laughed the suggestion to scorn, and clung to his property with grim determination. Luckily, he married a wife who had a moderate fortune which she willingly handed over to him to assist him in freeing the estate. Unfortunately, she died when his affairs were commencing to assume something like order. This was a great blow to him, but he bore it bravely and Winifred became the idol of his life.

He was fond of racing; his father, to his sorrow, had been before him, but in a different way. His father gambled heavily; Sir Lester loved the sport alone, and seldom put much money on his horses. His string was trained at Lewes, on the famous Downs, and Jack Redland had ridden more than one winner in the familiar black jacket with orange sleeves.

His love of country life was a sufficient inducement for him to remain at The Downs for the greater part of the year, and Winifred was his constant companion in his rides and walks. She rode well, and like her father, preferred the Sussex hills and downs to the fascinations of London life.

Sir Lester's favourite meetings were Brighton and Lewes, where he was well known, and where the victories of his horses were always received with much enthusiasm.

Winifred was popular in the neighbourhood, and young as she was, proved a charming hostess, as soon as she left school. Her figure on horseback was familiar at Brighton, and on the downs at Lewes, where she often went with her father to see the horses at work.

Caleb Kenley, the trainer, was devoted to Sir Lester, and as for Winifred, he could not do enough to please her whenever she visited him at Newhaven Lodge. Although Sir Lester could not afford to pay him a large salary, Caleb Kenley was contented, and a dozen horses were quite as many as he cared to handle.

"It's all very well to have forty or fifty horses in your stables," he said, "but no man can keep his eye on the lot, and I like to know what all mine are doing. Sir Lester's a gentleman, and it is a pleasure to train for a man of his stamp. He never grumbles when he loses, and when he wins it's a treat to see the smile on his face. I'll stick to him as long as he sticks to me, and the mere good luck he has the better I shall be pleased."

Jack Redland was also in the trainer's good books. He knew Jack was regarded as a failure, but in his opinion no man who could ride as he did came under that category. When Jack won the Southdown Open Welter Handicap[3] on Topsy Turvy, Caleb declared no professional jockey could have done as much.

"Davis rode him at Brighton," said the trainer, "and he ran a perfect brute. With Mr. Redland up he behaved himself; he knew there was a rider on his back. Failure is he! Bosh! he's only to take to the profession to make a fortune."

Eager to impart his newly formed resolution to Sir Lester, Jack Redland went to The Downs the following day.

"Winifred says I was rather hard on you yesterday," said Sir Lester, "but as you have come again to-day I suppose you consider my remarks were quite in order and to the point."

"They generally are," said Jack laughing.

"Dad says what he means as a rule," said Winifred smiling.

"I had an adventure after I left you last night," he said. "It actually made me think."

"You don't say so!" exclaimed Sir Lester.

"Fact, I assure you. It was a mild sort of adventure, but it seems likely to have serious consequences."

Winifred was interested, and eager to hear the news. Jack explained how he met the gypsy woman, and what she said to him.

"I walked down to Hove later on and sat listening to the waves. The sound seemed to affect me curiously, and I felt there might be some truth in the woman's tale. I have done no good in England, perhaps in a new country my luck may change, and I may find an occupation suited to my tastes and abilities. I came over to-day to ask your advice, Sir Lester. Do you think I ought to try my fortune abroad?"

Sir Lester glanced at his daughter. She was silent, and there was a troubled look in her face. "She does not care to lose her old playmate," he thought.

"They say the man who fails at home will fail anywhere," he replied.

Jack looked disappointed, but replied—

"I do not think that is correct. In a new country one naturally leads a new life, and it need not necessarily be a failure. What do you think, Winifred?"

"I do not think you have been a failure here. True, you have not yet succeeded in settling down to some useful occupation, but the time will come when that will happen. Do you feel inclined to go away, to leave England?"

"Something tells me it will be for the best," he replied.

"Where do you intend going to?" asked Sir Lester.

"That is what I want your advice about."

"I am afraid I can help you very little. I know several young fellows who have gone out to different parts of Australia, and who have done remarkably well there; but it is a long way off."

"I do not mind where it is, or how far so long as I succeed. I made up my mind last night that wherever I went I would not come back a failure."

"That's right, Jack; I admire your pluck. If you go out with that determination, depend upon it, you will succeed."

"When do you think of leaving?" asked Winifred in a low voice.

"This year; the sooner the better," he replied.

Sir Lester wondered where the funds would come from, he would help him if necessary; but he could not do very much.

They discussed the matter for some time, when Sir Lester left them to attend to business matters.

"Why have you come to such a sudden decision?" Winifred asked. "You ought not to take such a step without due consideration."

"The gypsy woman put it into my head; she was very confident about my succeeding."

Winifred laughed as she replied:

"I had no idea you were so superstitious. If that is your only reason I advise you to remain at home."

"It is not the only reason; there is a far stronger inducement. I wish to succeed, to make money. I have an object in view."

"Most people have an object in life."

"Mine is all important."

"Tell it me."

"No, I cannot at present. If I succeed, I will. Shall you miss me very much, Winifred?"

"Indeed, I shall. We have been so much together, I think it unkind of you to wish to leave me."

"I do not wish to leave you. I shall think a great deal about you when I am away."

He wished he could tell her it was for her sake he desired to make money, but he knew he ought not to bind her by a promise in any way, even if she were willing to give it.

"I do not believe you will go; you are only joking."

"I was never more in earnest in my life. The only question is where shall I go?"

"Somewhere where it will not be very difficult for you to get back. You will not want to remain long away from old England."

"You think I shall soon be homesick?" he asked smiling.

"Indeed, I do; for I know how you love the old place. I believe it is your love of the country that has prevented your success."

"You may be right, and in another land I may find an occupation that will suit me, and at the same time bring me in money. I rather fancy a roaming life for a few years."

"And do you think the roamers make fortunes?"

"In some cases."

"They are the exception. Steady, hard work we are always taught is the best."

"But it is such a slow process. I want something more rapid," he replied.

"What was the gypsy woman like?" she asked.

"Young, married, with a little child very ill. She was good looking; not at all bold, and I think she believed what she told me."

"They are such deceptive people. How do you know the story about the child was true?"

"I doubted her at first. She read my mind in an instant, and assured me her story was correct. I do not think you would have doubted her had you been there."

"Father has a great aversion to them."

"And it is not unreasonable, but they are not all bad, there must be some decent people amongst them."

Winifred shrugged her shoulders. She did not like to think a mere gypsy woman had influenced his life to such an extent by a silly trick of palmistry.

"I shall hate all gypsies if you take her advice and go away," she said.

"She gave me no advice. She merely read the lines in my hand, and told me what she saw there."

"And said you would succeed and be rewarded when you returned home?"

"That is so. I shall look forward to the reward," he said.

She glanced at his face, but he was looking across the garden, over the fields beyond, and seemed lost in thought. She knew she would miss him very much. Suppose he never returned; met with a dreadful death in some inhospitable land. The mere thought of such a thing frightened her. She put her hand on his arm, saying quickly, and with a little shudder—

"Do not go, Jack. Stay here; stay in England, where we all love you. Don't go away."

"Where we all love you."

The words caused his heart to beat with happiness. She had used the word collectively, but it included herself. Noticing her face and her startled look, he said—

"Are you afraid I shall come to grief on my travels?"

"We hear of terrible things in the papers, such horrible things; and, oh, Jack, we have been so much together, I could not bear to lose my old playmate."

There were tears in her eyes, and he felt a desperate inclination to kiss them away. He mastered his feelings and said—

"I am well able to take care of myself, and I will come back, I promise you that. I am very glad you are so anxious about my welfare. I know I have a firm friend in you, Winifred."

She was cross because she had shown too much feeling, and said irritably—

"I am very silly. Of course, you can take care of yourself."

"You are never silly," he said. "I think I understand you, and it will be my greatest regret on leaving here to leave you behind."

"You cannot very well take me with you," she answered smiling.

"I wish I could," he replied.

"Thanks, I prefer The Downs," she answered laughing.
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"Going abroad!" exclaimed Caleb Kenley, "what the deuce has put that into your head?"

"I have been a dire failure here; perhaps elsewhere I shall turn out a success."

"You have not been a failure; there are very few better riders in England than yourself. Do not be offended at my question. Are you short of money? Is that the reason?"

"The principal reason, and a very good one. I have always been short of money."

"Why not ride as a professional jockey? You would find plenty of employment and make a heap of money."

"I should not mind it at all for myself," he replied.

"And who else have you to consider?"

"Some one very dear to me; I cannot tell you who it is."

"I think I can guess," replied the trainer smiling. He had noticed how Jack and Winifred were attached to each other.

"Please do not try, but if you know, keep it to yourself. I must make money—do something—and there is no chance for me here."

"You will not be going for a month or two?" asked Caleb anxiously.

"No, not for two or three months."

"I am glad of that; you'll be able to ride Topsy Turvy again at Lewes, and win on him, I hope."

"Is Sir Lester going to run him again in
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