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CHAPTER VIL

It was late autumn; the legitimate rac-
'Ing womson had closed,

In August Joha Porter had taken his
Thornes ‘back to Ringwood for the winter,

When a man strives agninst fate, when
realisation. laughs mockingly at his expec-
tation, there comes to him a time when he
ivengs for a breathing spell—when he
'-hneva lsll be must rest and walt until the
‘wheal of )ite, slow-lurning. has passed a
littla through the groove of his existance.

John Porter had been beaten down at
‘every polant. Disastrous years come to all
 men, whether they mmce horses or point
the
but & wseries of disappoiniments
maater ~! Ringwood.

After Lucretin’s win In the Eclipse Por-
ter 44 fot and snother race. Lucretis
caught cold and went off—this was a bitter
disappoiniment, He tried Lauzanne twice
agaln, . but ' the chestnut seemed thor-
oughly soured. Now he was back st Ring-
wood, & dark cloud of Indebtedness hang-
ing over the beautiful place and pros-
peot of rellef a shadowy child of the fu-
ture. If Lucretia wintersd well and grew
big and strong she might extricate bim
from his diffficulties by winning one or two
of the big races the following wummar.
About any of the other horses there was
not evesl this much of tangibllity.

Thorotighly distrusting Lauszanne, embit-

tered by his cowardice, Porter had glven
bim away-but to Allls.
* Strangely enough the girl had taken a
strong liking to the won of Lazzarone; it
may have beon becsuse of the feellog that
she was indirectly responsible for his
presenod At Ringwood. Allls Porter's per-
eeptions Had been developed Lo an exira-
ordinary degres. Al her life she had
livad surrounded by thoeroughbrads and her
sensitive nature woent out to them, in their
oourage and loyalty, In a manner quite
beyond -posaibility in a practicesl, routime-
following horseman. To her they were al-
most human; (he play of their minds was
a8 attraotive and Interesting as the de-
velopmant of thelr muscles was to &
trainer. -

When the stable had been taken back to

Ringwood sbe had asked for Lausanne an
A riding horse.
. "I'm golng to give him away," her father
replisd; . “1 ean't sell him—nobody would buy
& brute with such a reputation.” This
word brought to Porter's mind his chief
csuse of ressntment against the cheatnut,
The publie having got into its head that
Porter was playlng coups, generously sug-
Kented that bo wag puiling leuvsssie Lo got
Bim In some big handioap light.

“T won't feed such a skate all winter,” ho
declared, nngrily, after a little pause,

“Well, give him to me, then, father,”
the girl had pleaded; "1 am certaln that
he'll make good some day. Tou'll see that
he'll pay you for keeping your word.'

As Allls rode Lausanne she discovered
many things sbout the horse; thai Instead
of belug & stupld, morose brute, hia Intelll-
gonce was sxirnordinary; and, with her at
least, his temper perfect.

Alllg’s relationship with her father was
unusual. They were chums; In all his
trouble, in oll his moments of wavering,
buffeted by the waves of disaster, Allls was
the one who cheered him, who regirt him
in his armer—Allls;, the alight, olive-faced
little woman, with the big, fearless, Joan-
of-Are syes. 4

“You'll wea what we'll do next summaer,
ded,” ahe sald, gheerily. "You'll win with
laoretin as often as you did with her
mother; and I'll win with Lausanne. We'll
koep quiet tHl spring, then we'll show
'ull L2 | .

It was iike p kitten carrying a city on ita
back; but stlll It was the hope of sndeaver.

Langdon's horees, so silently controlled by
Phillp Crano, banker, had been put In winter
quarteras st Gravesend. where Langdon had
A ootiage.

COrane's raciag seasonm had béen an sus-
cesaful as the master of Ringwood's had
been dlaastrous., He had won a falr-clase
race with the Dutchmao—ostensibly Lang-
don’s horse—and then, holding true to his

ure, which was to haw slowly, threw

Im out of trainihg, J delibarately
planned & big coup for the next year. The

t was ougaged In several thrée-year-old

o the

price for beitling
purpones. y

Many things had orowded lute this for-
tieth year of Grane's life. The bank, daing
but & modest businoss always, was rupning
a0 smoothly that It required little attention
from the owner. This was one resson why
hlutlagtnu-uhwhtumhu
his raclag: Its apoculstion appealed to him.

than bhe would
have gone had the obnoxi detalls been
subject to his  own exoeution. Though
consclenceless, he was were or less fas-
tidlous. Had & borse broken dowsn and be-
come utterly useless he would have ordered
him to be destroyed without experienciag
any fenlibr of compassion—he would beve
dlsminaed the matiar entirely from his

ut,

™ than destroy the borse almself,

I{luﬂnmmuuow-m;

would have fod him. And wo

trafhful way, and this year had been |

wreat the Eelipse from Lacretla with the
Dutehman,

And now, In this fortleth year, had rome
the entirely new experience of an affection
—his admiration for Allls Porter. In eon-
flloted with overy other emotion Lhat gov-
ernad his being.  All his life he had boon
relfish—cconidering only Philip Crane, his
mind unharaased by anything bhut business
chetaclies In his ambitious career. Love for
this quiet, self-contalned girl, unadorned by
anyihing but the truth, and honesty and
fearle;aneas that were In her big, steadfast
| eyes, had come upon him suddenly and with
an assertive force that completely masterad
kim.

By o mere chance he had heard Allls give
her recliation, ““The Run of Crusader,” in
the Itttle church at Brookfle!d. Crane was
fiot an agnostio, but he had Intereated him-
Iult little In churoh matters, and Rev. Dole-

man's conoert, that was meant te top down
many weeds of debt that were choking the
church, had claimed him simply becauss an
eveniog In Brookfield had come to hang
| heavy on his handa,
' Now, when Rev. Dolman recelved Philip
Crane's cheeck for §60 the mext day, to be
applied to the chureh encumbrants, he
sought to allay-hls surprise by attributing
the gift to his own mwpecinl pleading that
evenivg, of course backed up by Providence.
If anybody had stated that the malnspring
of the gift had been the wicked horse racing
poem of thelr depunciation he would have
been scandalized and full of righteous dia-
bellef. It Is quite likely that even Crape
would have denled that Allls' poem had in-
spired him to the check, bul neverthelesa it
bad,

The world of feeling and sympathy and
goodness that had hung (n her volce had net
A new window In his soul slightly ajar—so
slightly ajar that even now, months after.
ward, the lovelight was only begluning to
stream through. When love comes (o a
wan st 40 he s apt to play the game very
badly indeed; he turns it into a very
anxious buainess and moves through the
light-tripping measure with the pedantic
digaity of & minuet dancer.

But Phillp Crane wae not given to making
mistakes; he knew that, like Crusader, “his
best raclng days (In the love stalen) wers
over''—aspeclally whero the woman was but
a girl. Bo he sat down and planned it all
out a8 he planned to win the Brooklyn
Derby, mentha later. And all the time he
was o8 sincerely in Jove as If he had blun-
dered Into many foollshnessen, but his love
making must be of diplomacy. Even now
all the godes of fale stood ranged on his
uide; Allle’ brother was in his bank, more
or teas Aspendant upon him. Ringwood itaelf
was all but in the bank; he stood falirly wall
with John Porter and much better with
Allis' mother, for already he had begun to
ingratinte himeelf with Mrs. Porter.

He would cast from the shoulders of Rev.
Dolman & trifie more of the load he was
carrylng. He would send the reverend gen-
tleman another chack.

Why he should think it necessary to pre-
pare his sult with so much subtlety he
hardly koew; In all reason he should be
coneldered & fair match for Allis Porter.
He was not a bad man, as the world un-
derstood him; he did mot profess Chris-
tianity, but, on the other hand, his life
was extremely respectable; be d4ld not
drink; be was not given to profame lan-
guage; even in racing, his presence seemed
to lend an mir of respectabllity to the
sport, and It was generally supposed that
| be raced purely for relaxation. In truth,
, it semed to Bim that it would be & deuced
good thing for tha Porters.

In actuality there were just two things
that stood In the way—two things which his
position and wealth could not obviate—hise
age and the Porter pride. If Porter had
net been dubbed “Hobnest Jobn' enrly in
| life, he might have been saddled with
| “Proud Porter” later on. The pride bhad
 come up out of old Kentucky with all ths
other useless things—the horse racing and
the Ipabliity to make money, and the
fanoy for keeping a promise.

Bomethlog whispered to Crane that Allls
would never come to him simply out of
love: it might be regard, esteem, a deaire
to please ber parents, n bowing to the
evident deores of fate. Perhaps even the
very difMoulty of eonquest made Crane the
more determined to win and made him
hasten slowly,

CHAPTER VIII
As & tule few visitors weat to Ring-

Jobhn Porter had been too Interested In
his horses and his home life to care much
for moclal matters. Mrs, Popter was a
home body, too, earing nothing at all for
soclety—at best thers was but little of it
in Brookfleld—except where It was con-
nected with church work. Perhaps that
wa one reason why Allls had grown so
close Into her father's life. It wam & very
small, self-sustained bhousebold.

Mike Gaynor had become attached (o the
| staff at Ringwood this wintsr as & sort of
| Asulstant trainer te Porter. Dizon only
trained the Ringwood horses during the
reacing seanon, Porter always supervising
them In winter guarters. Perbaps it was
Perter's great cloud of evll fortuns which
had cast itz slolster lnfluence out to Mike,
beoav=: of his aympathy for the master of
Lingwood: eertain (t s that the swtumn
found him quite “on his uppers,” aa he
graphically described his fnancis! stand.
|ln; An arrangoment was made by which
| Mike's disconsolate horsos were fed at
| Ringwood, and he took care of both strings.
| This delighted Allis, for she had full con.
fidence In Oaynor's Integrity and guod
. Bense,

The esrly winter brought two visltors to
Ringwood; Crane, who eame gquite often,
wod Mort'mer, who went te the farm »
epuple of times with Alan.

George Mortimer might be described as
an ongular young man He was like a
iree. One might see in him, as In the tres,
strength and stately grace, while apother
might fad him awkward, stiff, uncompro-
mising In his angles, Hke an oak or & glant
sycamcre; his figure, tall and square and
stralght, was rugged; even his face, large-
featured, squars-lawed and beld-topped by
| broad forehead, sugassted (he solemaity
(that Alan had found a0 trytog.

Of course & young map of all these sogies
(WA purs (0 have notlopns, and Mortimer's
| mind was knotted with them; there seemed

C ¢ It was Uik men. If they were drivem te (B0 soft nor emooth places ls his timber.

tha  because of his plans, that was
thelr logkoul; It did not wroubls Philip
Orane.

way. first he had felt that Ring-
”.
covel It -

Langdon

:

Orane, coid-blgoded s

That was by he had reasoned with the
butvher by eporgetically grasplog bla wind-
pipe the evening that worthy geatleman had

Porter e :: known stmply i o busioess | i xpressed himself so distastefully over Allls

 Porter's contribution to Rev. Dolmas's con-
|eert. Pertaps & young man of more subtle
(Erace would have recelved some grateful
'recognition for this efMes, bul the matter
bad brea guite closad cut so far as Mot
mer Was concerned, and when Alas tried Lo
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First and foremont in this interdiction stood |
horse racing. The touth of It thai hung
llke & small cloud over the RBrookfeld |
borlzon bad Inspired Mrd. Mortimer, as it |
had the other good people of the surround.
log country, with the restricted (doa (hat
lthoss who had (o de with theoroughbred
harses were simply gamblers—betiing peo-
ple. Her home was In Emerson, a dosen
mliles from Brookfeld.

Quite paradoxically, !' Allla Porter had
pot given "The Run of the Crusader'—mont
cortainly a racing poem—in the little
church, this angular young man, wiih
stripgent  |dean aboul running  horecde,
probably would have nover visited Ring-
wood. Bomething of the wide sympathy
that smanated from her as she told of the
gnllant horse's death struck Into his strong
pature, and there commanced to creep into
his thoughis at odd Intervals a sort of
gratuitous pity that she should be so inter-
minably mixed up with race horses. Hiw
original honesty of thought, the narrow-
pess of hBis tultlen, were apt to make him
egotistically sure that the things which ap-
peaied to him as belog right were Incapable
of variation,

At first he had liked Alan Porter, with no
tremendous amount of unbending: now, be-
esuse of the interest Allie bad excited in
him, the llking began to take an & super-
visery form, and it was pot without & touch
of irritation im bis ,volee that Alan In-
formed his sister that he had acquired n)
secand father, and whh juvenile mallignity
atiributed the encumbrance to her seductive
Influence.

perhaps had procured (his.

On Mike's fsce was a map of disaster,
the dissater might be trivial or great. That
something was wrong the girl knew, but
whother {t waa that & yaluable horss was
dead, or that a mouse had eaten & hole in
& graln bag, she svuld omly discover by
questioning Gaynor, for thers were never
degrees of expressed emotlon ih  Mike's
fanile countenance; elther a deep scowl or
& broad grin weres the two normal condl-
tions,

“What's the matter, Mike™ guestioned
Allin,

“Mather I8 It began Gaynor. “It's just
this, Misa Allis; If yer father thinks I'm
goin' to stand by an’ ses good colis splied
in thelr timper, just because & rapscallion
b'y has got the evil intints av ould Niek
himetlf, thin he's mintook, that's all.”

“Who s 1t, Mike-S8handy?"

“That's him, Misa. He's the divil on
wheels, bangin' thim horses about as though
he was King Juba."

Allls saw that Gaynor was Indeed angry.

“1I'l apeak to [ather about him, Mike,"™
she answerd; “1 won't have the horses
abused.”

“Mark my words,
taka It out of hie hide some Any,

Miss Allis, Diablo ‘It

thera'll be mo b'y Jeft"
“May we see the horses, Mike—are they
having thelr Mg down, or anything?™
“Not yet, misn; they're getting the rub
down pow: don't o hear Diablo baatin' the
boords av his stall wid that handy off hind

foot av his?"

™' b'y |
‘1l monkey with him once too often. then |

gambling were extromely bad bmlnn-.i association with her father and other men | basco In his hend, for ho's got the dlvil's

| owa tUmper. DBut bhe can gallep a bit; he
cen go liks & guarter horse, an' siay tll
the cows come home; but he's like Lau-
| sanne acrost youder, he's got & bea In his
bonnet, an' It takes & divil to ride him."
| *“"That's hard o me, Mike"' expostuiated
| Allin. | ""You ses, Lauranne goes betler with
me in the saddie than any of the boys,” abé
expinined to Mortimer

“The divil or angels, 1 was golng to say,
| miss, when you interrupted me,” gallantly
responded Mike,

| Diablo's head was tled hizgh Inm & cornmer
| of the stall, for Shandy, the boy, was hard
At work on him with a double hand of
straw, rubbing him down, The boy kept
up & pecullar whistling nolse through his
parted lips as he rubbed, and Diablo snapped
impatiently at the halter-ahank with his
great white leeth, an If he resented the
operation.

Mortimer gared with enthusinam at the
shining white skin that glintened lke satin,
or watered allk, Burely there wam excise
| for people loving thoroughbreds. It was
an exhllaration even to look At that embod-

iment of physical development. It was an
animated siatus to the excellence of good,
clean Ilving

though the llving creature before him wan
only & horse, yel pature's laws wers being
adhered to, and the result was A rewanrd

of physioal perfection and enjoyment of life. I tated; “"you see,'”

He began to feel that a man, or even a

woman—Iit was the subtle presence of the

woman at his nide that made him involun-

tarily interject this ¢lause into his inauwdi-
i
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THE FIGHTING WMASS IN

—
SALLIS. TOO, WAS FIGHTING, BRINGING THE CROP DOWN WITH CUTTING FORCE OVER THE WITHERS,
FRONT OF HER™

With all theso cross-purposes at work it
oan be readlly understood that Mortimer's
visits to Ringwood were not exaclly rose-
leaved. In truth the actors were all too,
conventlonally honest—too unsocialized—to
subvert thelr underlying motives, |

Allla, with her fine intultlos, would have|
unearthed Mortimer's dlsapprobation of
racing—though he awkwardly strove to hide
{t—even if Alan had not enlarged upon tm||
point. This knowledge constrhined the girl,
even drove her into rébellion. She took his|
misunderstanding as s fault, almost as &
weakooss, and shocked the young man with
carefully prepared raclog expressions;
revelled with strange abandon In talks of
gallops and triale, and workouts, and
breathers; threw lron-mouthed horses, pypil-
ars, skates and drivers and other equine
wonders at his hesd, untll he revolted In
sullen firritation, In fact they misunders
stood each other finely, In truth their dif-
ferent natures were more In harmony two
miles apart—the distance that lay between
the bank and Ringwood.

By comparison, Crane’'s vigits to Ringwood
were Utoplanly complacent,

Extraordinarily enough, Mra. Porter, op-

posed to racing as she waa, foll gquite peadily
under the glamor of his artistic unob-
trusivenesa, He had complete mastery over
the sclemce of walting. His admission to
the good lady of & paseing interest in
horses was an apology; there seemed such
an utier absence of the bhetting apirit that
the recreation it afiorded him condoned the
offanca.
« There was this difference batween the two
men, the old and the young; Crane knew
exactly why he went thers, even to the ut-
most consummation, while Mortimer had
asked himbelf more than once, coming baok
from Ringwood feeling that he had been
misunderstood—perhaps even laughed at—
why he had gone there &t all. He had no
definite plans—even desire; he was im-
pelled to 11 out of some unrecognized foree,

It was because of these conditions that
the one potter turned his images so per-
feotly and the other formed only poor, con-
torted, often broken, dishea of |nferior clay.

It stood In the reason of things, however,
that Mortimer, In spite of his uncompromm-
ing attitude toward racing, should be
toughed by Its tentaclea, If he visited at
Ringwood; his extreme sland weakened by
attrition.

His first baptism came with much preeipl-
tanoy, on the occaston of his fourth visit to
the Portars. He had driven out with Alan
to spend hia Baturday afternoon st Ring-
wood. An afternoon (s pot exastly like an
evening In the matter of antertalning »
guoat; something must be dene. clgars, or
mu'le, or small chatter are lnsuMcient. It
cne Is on the western alope of life's Slerra
perhaps & pap may kil the Wme profiably
encugh, but this was a case where & young
man bad tp be enmiertaived, & young mman
difcult of entertalnment under the élrcum-
stances

Alap bad some barbarous expedition of
juvenile interest on hand; the upearihing
of & woodchuck, or It might have beon a
groundbhog, o a back fisld, but Allls would
no! becomes & party to Lhe - destruction of
animal life for the spert of the thing. 8he
bad & much betler program mappcd out for
Mortimer. Bome way she felt that i be
could see the thorcughbred horses In their
stalls, could come 10 kpow them lndividu-
ally, easually though It might be, he would
perhaps eateh & glimmer of thelr beautiful
characters, Bo she saked Mr, Mortimer to
ko and have & lcok mt her pota

Alen would Rave nene of It he was off
to his weoolchuck or groundhog.

‘“I'm glad you doe't want to go and kill
anything.” she sald, turoing gratefully to
Mor fmcr, when he refused Alan's invitation,
saying that he preferréd 16 look at the
borsea, “I'll thow you Diablo, and Lucretia,
and Lausaace Lhe Duesplsed—he's my horse
and I'm to win & big race with him pext
year Gaynor s down at the stables and
'l give you & tip'—Mortimer winved—'"if
you want to stand well with Mike et him
suspeet thet you're fead of borses.”

Al the atable docr they mel Mike Qayner
Mide usually vacllisted Molween & condi-
tea of chronlc snger pt somebody or some-
thing, sod an Irtsb dfollery that made poo-
ple whoe were slck st heart lsugh

Allls was as familiar with his moods as
she waa with the phases of Lausaans's
tempar. She had doveloped the sense ﬂi

Teading minds o & recsarkable degres; the

“There's a filly fer yer life,”” exclaimed
the tralper, rapturously, as he opened
gently the door of Lucretia’s box stall
“There's the stralghtest Ally Iver looked
through a balter,” he econtinued, putting
his arm with the gentleness of o woman
over the brown mare's beautiful neck.
“Come hers, ould girl,"” he sald coaxingly,
ms he drew the haltered head toward the
visitors,

Mortimer looked with |nterest at the big.
comfortable box stall, lttered a foot deep
with bright, clean, yellow straw, How con-
tented and st home the mare appeared. It
seemed almost a complete recompense, this
attentive care of animals, for the cruelty
he Imagined race horses auffered.

“You don't tle her up?’ he asnked.

“Tie her up!” ejaculsted Mike, a fine
Cellle ncorn in his volce; “I'd rather tle up

A wife—Af I had one,” he added by way of

extenuation. “‘No man would tie up a mare
worth tin thousand dollars if she's worth a
cent, an' take chances ay her throwin' her-
silf in the halter; av coorse she's hitehed
fer a bit after & gallop, whila she's havin’
a rub down, but that's all.”

Lucretia's blagk nozzle came timidly for- |

ward, and the soft, velvety upper lip snug-
gled Allls® cheek,
“8he knowe

you, Miss,'" sald Mike.

“That's the way wid horses; they'rs like |

ehlldren, they know friends, an' you can't
fool thim. Now ahe's sizin' you up, Mister,'
a8 Lucretia sniffed suspiclously at Mortl-
mer's chin, keeping a wary eye on him.
“8he'll know whether you llke horsea or
not, an' I'd back her opinion sgin Afty
min‘s oaths!"™

Allls watched with nervous Interest the
investigation. She almost felt that If Lu-
cretin liked her companion—wall, It would
be something lean to dislike In him, at all
svents, Lucretia seemed turning the thing
gver in her mind, tryiog to think It out.
There was soms mystery about this new
comer. Evidemly she 4id not distrust him
entirely, slse she would have put her ears
bBack & trifie and turned away, with a litile
impationt. warning shake of her delicate
head. She always turned In that cross man-
nor from Shandy, the stable boy. She had

| also discovered that the visitor was pet

completely & horseman; she did oot Investl.
gate his pockets, nor put her head over his
shoulder, as she wouid have done with Mr.
Porter or Mike, or even with one who was
perhaps a stranger, as was Mortimer, bad
she feit the unmistakable somethilng which
conviayed to her mind the knowledge that
he was of the squins brotherhood,

"Laeoretin has found you out,' sajd Allis
presantly. *“'You do lke horses, she knows
n."

“Oh, I I'ke animals, I don't deny,” Mor-
timer answered, “but I kmow very little
about them—nothing about race horses.”

Mike frowned and looked disparagingly
at the visltor. "‘He must be a quare dueck.”
he muttered to himself. That & man should
know nothing of thoroughbreds was per-
fecily Inexplicable to Gaynor. He knsw
meny recing men whose knowledge of
horscflesh was & subject of ridiculs, but
tien they never proclalmed Lhelr lgnorance,
rather possd aa good judges than other-
wine, =

But with startling Iincogslstency, Mike
explained, “Theres many Hke you, sir,
ouly they don't knew it, that's all—the
woods s full av thim. Would you like to
Eive the filly s carrol, Miss?' he ssked,
turning to Allls. *“1'll bring soms.”

When he returned Allls gave one to Lu-
eret'n, then they passed to the next stall

“That's a uwseful horse” explained the
tratner; “he's won some races lo bis time."

“What's his same? ssked Mortimer,

“Game Boy. He's by the Juggler. You
remember him, doa't pou?™

Mortimer waa forced to coofess that he
didu't quile remember Juggler.

“That's strange,” commenpted Mike, turn.
Ing the big bay about with evident pride;
“he won the ‘Belmont,’ at Jerome park, 42
the ould Juggler. You must av heerd av
that."

Mortimer compromised by admitting that
bhe had probably forgotten It

“Well, 1 baven't," daclared Mike, re-
proachinily. "It Game Boy stands a prep
this summer you'll hear from him."* he con-
fided to Mortimer, as they left the stall
Just remember Game Boy; see, yo can't
forget—a big bay with s white nigh foreleg
an' & bit rat-talled. Yes, Oame Soy's all
right,” mopologued Mike; ““but here's »
better; this is Diablo. He wust have e

ble thoughts—yes, even A woman of high
moral attributes might find the most
healthy form of interested amusement In
watohing the superb development of horses
that wers destined for no other purpose
than to race and beget sons and daughters
of the same wondrous stamina and coursge
and speed.

His detestation of racing had been in
reality an  untutored prejudice; he had
looked upon but one phase of the quention,
‘and that quite ocasually, as It Introduced
| itsell into his life by means of sensational
betting Incldents In the dally papers. To
him all forms of betting were highly dlsna-
trous—most immoral,

But bere, like & revelation, came to him,
in ull its fascipation, the perfect pleture
of the animal, which, he was forced to ad-
mit, stood pext the man Iin its adornment
of God's scheme of creation.

An 8bandy swept his wisp of straw along
the sennaitive skin of Diuble's stomach, the
Intter shrunk from the tickling sensation
and lashed out impatiently with a powerful
hind leg as If he would demolish the tor-
mentor.

“"He's not croas at all juat,”
i Mike; “he's blufMn’, that's all
;chlld could handie him
| right way about {t."

Then he leanad over and whispered in an
naide to the visltors: "“"Bot' t'umbs up!"™
(this was Mike's favorite oath), *“‘Disblo
| hates that boy, an’ some day he'il do him

up, mark my words."
| “Here, Bhandy,” he cried, turning to the
rubber, “loose the black's head an' turn
him around."
| Mortimer almost shrunk with approhen-
"mion for the boy, for Diableo's ears were

back on his fat, tapering neck, and his

eyes, looking back at them, were all white,
save for the (ntense blue-shimmersd pupil.

To Mortimer that look was the Inoarnation
‘of ovil hatred; but the boy unsnapped the

halter shank without hesltation, and Diable,

more inquisitive than angry, cams mine-
ingly toward them, nodding his head some-
what deflantly, as much as to say that the
nature of the Interview would depend alto-
gether upon their good behavior.

| ‘See that!" ejaculated Mike, a pleasant
smile of satisfaction rippling the furrows
of his face; “see how he picks out the best
friend the stable's got!"

Diablo had stretched his lean head down,
and was tryfog to nibble with gentle lip the
carrot Allls bheld hall hidden behind her
skirt. There was none of Lueretia's tim-
Hdity In Diablo's approach; It waa full of an
essumption of equallty, of trust in the in-
tentions of the stranger who had come with
the mistress he had falth In.

“They're all llke that when Miss Alls 18
about,” explained Mike; “‘there never would

ih‘ a bad horse it 1he stable b'ys worked
| the same way. Tie him up, Shandy." he
| added. “Even the Jjockeys spoll thelr
| mounts,"” Gaypor continued, In & monotons,

“The horses’'ll gallop better for women any

time—they treat thim gentier, that's why."

“Most interesting.” hasarded Mort'mer,
| feeling some ackonowledgment of Mike's In-

formation was due.

“It's the trut’. Miss Allls'd take Lau-
sanne, or the black, or the little mare, an'
get & better race out av aither than any
|]oa:l I've seen ridin’ hereabout.”™
| “Mike,” exclaimed Allls; “you fOatter me.
You almost make me winh that 1 were a
| Jockey."
| "Well, bot’ t'umbs up! you wid av made
& good un, miss, an’ that's no disrespect
to you, I'm sayin'"
| Mortimer smlled condescendingly. Allls’
qulck eye caught his expression of amused
discomtent; it sngered her, Mike'd pralse
| had been practically honeat. To him a good
i Jockey wus the embodiment of courage and
honesty and intelligence; but she koew that
to Mortimer it simply meant & phase of life

| ho considersd guite outsids the pale of
| recogniped respectability, Bomebhow she
felt that Mike's encomium bad lewered her
| pereeptibly in the opinion of this man,
. whom she hemell affected to lvok wupen
| with but teleration.
| They visited all the other stalls, eight of
them, sad Jistened ta Mike's eoulogistic
| pralse of the inmalss Ooming down the
! ather side of the passsge, the last occupled
| box stall contained Lauzanne.

“Miss Porter "1l tell you sboutl this wan™
, maid Mike, diplomatically, He's shaped like
& good horwe, an’ Bls sire, old Lazssronse,
landed masy s purse, an’ the ‘Suburban,’

too—won it on three lege, fer he waa ciean
' gone lo his plas; 11 take me valdb Lo thal

explained
Shure &
it they'd go the

|

Bomehow or other Mortimer felt that |

|
|

|
i
|

He was a good horse—whin bhe liked, Per.
baps Lauzaune ‘Il do ihe same some day,
fer all 1 know.”

There wan such a lone of doubt In the
trainer's volce that even Mortimer noticed
ft. Nelther was there much pralse of the
big chestnut,
approve ol him, though hesliniing Lo say
&0 it the presence of hia mistreéss

“Yes, Lausanne s my horse,’
teered Allla., “I even ride him in all his
work now, since he took to sating the sta-
ble boy.”

“And you're not afrald ¥ saked Mortimer

For answer the girl slipped
Inte the wtall, and going up beside

head In the corner of his box, took him by
the ear and turned him gently around

“He's just & quiet-mannered chap, that's
all,” she said. “He's a big, lasy, contented
old boy,"” and she Inld her cheek augalnat
his fawn-colored norzle. “You sed,” she
explained, “he's got more hralns than any
of the other horses; and when ho's abused
be knows 11"

“But he's grateful when he's kindly
treated,” commented Mortimer,

“Yen, that's why 1 llke horses botter than
men."

“Oh!" the exclamation slipped from Mor-
timer's lps.

“Most men, 1 mean,” she explained. “Of
courde father, and Alan, and—'" she hesli-
she wenl onm to explain,
“the¢ number of my men friends are lim-
fted, but, except these, and Mike, and Mr,
Dixen, 1 Hke the horses best.'

“l almont believe you're right, Miss Por-
ter,” concurred Mortimer; ""I've known men
myself that | fancy were much worse thao
even Diablo."

“Mike thinks Lausanne s a bad horse,
the girl sald, chaoging the subject, ““but
you must win a big prise on him this ¢com-
ing wsouson. You Just Keep your eye
Lauzanne. Here's your carrot, old chap.”
she suld, stroking the horse’s neck, “and
we must go U we're to hmve that drive.
Will you hitch the gray to the buggy for
us, Mike?" she anked of Gaynor, as they
came out of the stable; “we'll walt here.'

As Mike siarted off, there oame to their
ears the sound of turmell from Diablo's
box, impatient kicks against the boards
from the horse and smothered Imprecations
from the boy.

“Hear that flend!" the girl exclaimed, and
there was wrath in her volce.

“He does seem a bad horee.'' concurred
Mortimer.

“1 didn't mean Diable; It's the boy. IL's
all his evil doing. Oh, I've only one glove,"”
she exclaimed, I know where It i, though;
that mischievous raseal Lausanne nibbled it
from the tront of my jacket; I saw him do
it, but forgot to plek It up.”

“Allow me, Miss Porter; I'll gel it for
you."

*No, please don't!" with smphaais, as he
started back. She lald a detaining hand on
his arm. *I'd much prefer to go mysell—
Lausanne distrusta strangers and might
make trouble.”

An the girl entered the stable, Mortimer
sauntered toward Mike, whom he could mee
a short distance away putting a horse to
the buggy.

Allls opened the door of Lausanne's stall,
passed in and searched in the straw for the
lost glove.

The nolse of sirife In Diablo's box had
inoreased. There came the sound of blows
on the horse's riba; a muttered osth, and
suddenly a scream of terror from the boy,
drowned by the feroclous battle cry of the
enraged etallion. Mortimer, thirty yards
away, heard it, and felt his heart stand
still; he had never heard anything so de-
moniac in his life. He turned In such haste
that h's foot slipped on the frosen earth
and he fell heavily.

At the first sound of the blows Allls had
started angrily toward Diablo’s box. S8he
was at Lhe door when Shandy's ery of ter-
ror rang out. For an instant the girl hen-
Itated; what she saw was enough to make
& strong man quail. The black stallion
was looss; with crunching fjaws, he had
tastened on the arm of Shandy, In the cor-
por of the stall, and was trying to pull the
boy down, that he might trample him to
death.

But for & msecond she faltered; If ever
quick mction were needed it wiaa needed
now,

“Pack—back Diablo! bhack!™ she ecried,
as pushing past the bimck demon wshe
brought her hunting-crop down with a full
force between his ears.

Whether it was the sound of his mistress’
volce or the straggling blow—but Diablo
dropped the boy llke A crushed rat and, half
rearing, looked viclously at the brave girl.
" “Quiek! Through the hay window!” com-
manded Allls, standing between Bhandy and
the horse, and drawing the whip back over
her left shoulder, ready to give it ta Diablo
full in the throat, should he charge again.

Cowed, the boy clambered through the
oponing.

Enrasged at the sight of his assallant’'s
escape, the horse gave another scream of
definance and sought with siriking forefest
and spread jaws to pull down this new
enemy.

Mot until then had Allis thought of eall-
ing for help; her one idea had been for the
bay's safety.

Idke n finah the full peril of the sltuation
dawned upon her; perhaps her life would
be given for the boy who well deserved his
punfshment. She had sson two slallions
fight, and knew that thelr feroclous na-
tures, once aroused, could only be gquelled
by & force sironger than she posssssed.
Yes, surely ahe would be killed—her young
life trampled out by the frenzied animal.

lucoherently, not in sequence, but ail to-
gother, these thoughts filled her mind; also
the knowledge that Mike was beyond hear-
\

nﬁ.uulp—-—l!urtlmaﬂ" she called.

He beard It as he reached the stabls
door. Even then he would have been ton
late had not other reéscue come mors
guickiy.

lu rushjng from Lauzanne's stall, Allls
bad leit the door awinging on its hinges
At the first cry of deflance from the bhisck
stalllon Lausanne hrd stretehed high his
head and sent back, with curled nostril, an
answering challenge. Then with eacs
cocked, he had walted for a charge from
his natural epemy.

When the mingled call of his mistress
and Diablo's bugle note came to him he
walted ne longer, but rushed across the
paseage and pefued the black horse by the
crest, Just ms he was overpowering the
girl, .

It was at this instant Mortimer reached
the seene: In his hand & stable fork he bhad
grabbed as bhe raced down the passage.
Even Lausanne’'s sitack, though It gave
Allla & respite. would not have saved her
life; the madly fighting hormes would have
kicked and trampled her to death

“My God! Back! back, you devila!" and
pushing, crowding, bugging the slde of the
stall, Mortimer fought his way to the girl.

Ouece Diable's hoof shot out and the man's
left arm, snapping like & pistol, dropped
useless at bis side His braln reeled with
the shock. The oddly swinging arm, dang-
ling Mke & doll's, with the palm turpned
backward, ssemed to fascivate him. Why
was he there? What was he dolng? Why
was he hammering the horses over the bead
with a stable fork, beld tightly in his right
band? He bardly kpnew, his mind was
clouded; he was Oghting by instinet, and
slways crowding along the wall toward the
farther corper. The girl bad quite faded
from his sight. Somehow he felt Lhat he
must drive Lthe horses back, back out of the
slall.

Allls, o, was fighting, bringing the crop
down with cutting force over the withers,
ueck, bead, auy part of the fighting wass in
front of ber. Bhe could escape uow through

Evidently Mike 414 not qu'te"

voluge 1

quietly |

the |
chestout, who was standing sulkily with his |

—————

the opening where the bhoy had gome, but
| was mnot Mortimeére in the same positlen
| she had Besn? She had seen him drop oe
| his kneos when Diable lashed out; he must
be sorely hurt; mow he was resling like &
drunken mnae. an he fought the mad brytes,

"Thin way,” she pantéd, catching him by
| the cont and pulling him toward the win-
| dow
Ah, that was (t! He saw her now. If
| stendied his senses, It waa (he girl; and
she had called him—"Mortimer!"

"Back,” he yelled, lrreloevantly, o an-
swer, culting Diablo across the face with
the fork. It was pandemonium,

“Get through the window,”
screamed In his ear, “"Quick!
ehe pushed him toward It

“You=Arat—back you devila!" and he

presasd away from her, closer to the horess,
thrusting and striking with the steel-
| pointed fork.
The horses were giving way; Diablo was
' Aghting half through the door, weakenlng
bhefore the onmlaught of the powerful chest-
nut, Even In battle, an in & race, the
stamina of the Lazarone blood wan telling;
the bulldog courage of the strain was strong
upon Lauzganne now that he wis rowmed.

“Quick, you can got out!" again called
the girl

“You firmt."

Thia dreary repetition was the only ex-
pression Mortimer's pumbed senses soemed
| equal to, but he fought the horsea with the
| farocity of a tiger; his wound but enraged
him.

They could both secape, Allis know, If ahe
could bring Mortimer to wunderstand, but
they must do it guick, If at all. It was
useless, Heo seemed conscloun of but one
fdea; that he must drive the fAghting ani-
mals out into the passage to save her.
|  She wan not afrald now; the man's prea-
| ence had driven iLhat all away., Even st
| the coming of Lausaone ahe had felt that
somehow she would come through the terri-
ble melee safely.

it wan useléas to speak to bim of the
window, nelther would go firsi; so with her
riding whip she fought side by aWe with
Mortimer, springing back from the swilt.
cutting forefeet; sometimes oven huggiog
clone to the alde of a horse asn he lashsd
out from behind, and once saving Mortimer
from belng cut down, by pulling him swiftly
from under a ralsed foot.

In the ond the stalllons were forced out
Into the passage, juit as Mike came rushe
Ing on the moene.

But the battle had warmed. Twice Diablo
had been pulied to his knees, forced down
by the fierce strongth that was Lausanne's;
the black was all but congquered. The
tralner's volce checked Lausanne's fury;
even the boy had plucked up courage to
return, and between them the chestnut
was driven Into his stall,

All the fight had been taken out of
Diablo. He struggled to his feet, and stood
trembling llke a horse that had coms out
of a flerce cutting race. On his arms were
the marks of Lausanne's tecth, where they
had snapped llke the jaws of & trap; from
His crest trinkled a red stream that dripped
to the floor llke water from & running
eave. All the fierce fire of hate had gons
from hls eye. He hung his head dejectedly
and his flanks vibrated like = silkon flag
In the wind.

Lauszanne, too, bore evidence of a viclous
slille. On an: gquarter, whore Diaklo's
sharp hoof had ripped, was a cut as though
he had been lashed with a elokle, and hinm
withers were torn.

Mortimer and Allls bad come out of the
siall, and the man, exhausted by the strug-
gle, leanad wearily with pale, drawn face
sgainet the wall; the floor seemed silpping
from under him; he felt a sensation of
ewiftly passing off into nothingness. He
was just sleepy, that was all, but a sleepl-
ness to Aght againet; he must still fight,

“You are badly hurt.” It was the girl's
volce. He was almost suprised that he
recognized It, everything was so confused.

He anawered, heavily. *'Yed, I'm—I"m—
1 want—to s down."

“Heore, loan on my shoulder.” It was
Miko's volce this time. *“This s bad busi-
ness,”" the traloer was saying; “we must
get him out of this; he's nearly knocked
out. Are you all right, misa? turning te
Allls.

The wounded man turned gulltily; he had
forgoiten the girl. Yes, surely she had been
in that hell of noises with him, fighting, too.

“I'm just frightened, that's all,"” anawered
Allts, “Mr, Mortimoer saved me.™

Had he! he wondered, How had he come

the girl
now!" snd

In there, abyway. His mind refused to
work out the problem, his slde was so
sare,

“Your arm's broke,” sald Mike, passing
to Mortimer's right side. '‘Come lean on
me, sir. Can you walk? I'll put you in the
buggy and drive you to the house."

At the first step Morlimer staggered and
pwayed llke a drunken map. In his sids
wers many sharp thlogs pulling him down
ilke grappling irons; on his head wus »
great haavy welght that crushed hin feet Into
the bard placke; his knees gave way under
this load and he would have fallen but for
Mike's atrong arm,

"I'm—afraid—;" then he set his teeth
hard, his volte had sought to énd the sen-
tenoe in & groan of angulsh; the thing that
wan tearing at his side had whistled in his
lungs.

Allls stepped forward awiftly and, passing
her arm about his walst, helped Mike lead
him to the door. Twice she put her left
hand up and brushed away the tears from
her eyes; the struggle had unnerved her.
Very helplessly against her swayed the
man she had laughed at and ridiculed not
balt an hour befors. And he had béen
grushed saving her! But that was not why
the tears came—npot at all., Bhe was un-
strung.

“And he's got grit,” she kept mutiering to
herself; ""he has never even groansd.™

Together they succeeded in getting him
fnto the buggy: thesn, gently, Mike drove te
the houne.

(To Be Coutinued.)
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