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1 at her over his morning paper.After all these years she was
st11~,,'A,;§!aﬁt1ru1. Her big brown eyes set wide apart in her

fine head were clear and met his glance squarely and coolly.
She continued to eat quietly. Her every move showed her fine

breeding. She seemed content just to be near him.

He did ﬁot‘Speak,as he arose,folded his paper and
walked slowly out into the sunshine. ¥t's clear brightness

reminded him of the,day,tnenty years ago this month, when he

had first seen her. bhe was the center of attraction then. P
' ed to'reach WeF eTde, Preceqd In tx;;ef‘“F
center of all those eager gdmirers » she had been almost

covered with flowers,and even then ,as young as she was, she
she seemed s0.cool and unruffled, so perfectly at ease amid
all that adoration,as though it were perfectly hatural and
only what was her due. Wo, Sid didn't get very near her but
he fell in love with her, and then and there determined

someday to have her for his very own.
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S0 he struggled along, saving every possible penny
with only that one thought in mind. He knew that only W1th

money, plenty of money, could he have her.

As he struggled through the y

her nome dn thoe nowe -sad

avid interest. But,as time went on, there was less and less

attention paid to her and her triumphs.

eié thought of what his folks would say when he
brought her home.

His mother would mumble,under her breath," I bet

she never did a real days work in her life,'Beauty is as #

beauty does' , I allus say".

His father would slap him on the back and s
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q#‘heer%+%yﬂﬂw*th-a—bread~wfnkr‘~rbu—aiways did pick ciiEIIIiiiIl

Like your Dad ,you always admired a beautiful form".

His kid brother, still in high school, would wi

wisecrack, "She's the berries alfiplglt¥itch she doesn't

run out on you."

Certainly they would all grow to love her,but of

course not the love he felt. With a deepness that seemed like

paine
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Then,after many years, he had made a small
fortune, enough that he felt he/ could go for her.
She had belonged to many men in all these years, but

he didn't care.
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her and he had swedled
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g to the place he had built just for

with pride as he thought , now she is mine, all mine.
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- Now standing there in the clear bright sunshine,

he looked down at the folded newspaper where his thumb
marked a brier item. He read it aloud; " Twenty-three year

0old Bessy B., only filly ever to win the Kentucky Derby , %

was sold teday to Sid Gray, unknown race horse enthusiast,"







