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®. Porter, reading a book oun the
fnda, besrd the crunch of wheels as &
buggy, slow-moving, turned into the drive
Ehe ralsed hor eves lelsurely, the matter of
the stery still in her mind, but with & quick
ery of “John'" she apraig to her fest, the
volume, left to itsalf, rustling from her lap
to the floor.

The mother eyes saw that something was
wrong and the mother heart felt that some
evil had come to Allls

Mrs, Porter bad gone white in an instant,
Over hor hung heavy at all times the dread
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“Moriimer heliaved wall, 4idn't he, Mike™"
anked Porter.

"Behaved well, Is jt? He was like a live
divil; punched thim two big stalllona till
they took water an’ backed out. My word!
whin firet | see him come Lo the stable wit’
Misa Allls, thinks I, here's wan av thim
elty chumps: he made me tired. An' whin
| he talked about Lauzanne's knees, m'aning
Bis Bocks, I had to hide me head In »
grain bag. But If you'd seen him handle
that fork, bastin' the blask, you'd thought
It was single atieks be wan It, wit' a t'ou-
sand dollars fer & kock out."

“One can’t always tell how s coat will

of soma terrible accidefit coming to Allls | #hape, can they, Mike? spoke Porter; for

Ihrough tha horses.

“Did you eall, wife?" Porter nsked, as he
eame (o the door. Then he sprang quickly
across the veranda at xight of his wife's
bianched face and remched out to catch her
in his arms, But she stopped him, pointing
down (he drive. “It's Allls, John: oh, my
God!™

“No, no,”" he answered. ‘‘they're just com-
ing back—here, sit down again, 11l wee,”
sod he raced down the steps, just as Mike
pulled up,

“What's the matter, girl?" he began.

“The young gintleman's got a bit shook
up, sir<sothin' bad lolke,” Mike broke In,
hastily. The diplomatic rider, "not bad.”
was added for Mra. Porter's bhenelit; hia
quick eye having seen her white face.

"Misg Allja's not hurt at all”
ued. ""We'll help the young gintlemsn in,
an' I'd bést go for the doether, I'm think-
in',"

Evon s he wae speaking (hey helped Mor-
timer from the rig. He had not uttered a
sound; hin teeth were sct hard agalost the
agony that was In his side and the queer
dlzziness that was over him left little be-
yond ® consclousness that he was being
looked after, and that If he could oniy keep
going for a little, just use bis legs a trifie,
he would presently be allowed to sleep. Yes,
thut was what he wanted, he was so drowsy.
As he want up the steps between two men
a haggard face peered at him over the rall.
It was familiar; he felt some recognition

due, for It was & lady's face. He tried

o smile. Then he wan on & bed, and—and—
sicep at lnst.

When the three men, with the silence of

ter over them, passed sirugglingly inte
the house Mres. Porter threw herself on Allis’
neéck and a passion of tears flooded down
and damped the girl's shoulder.

“God be thanked, God be thanked!™
gasped the troubled woman, and one hand
that was over the girl'a shoulder patted her
with erratic rapldity. Then she interrupted

hersell. “What am I saying?—It's wicked,

;fmd Mr. Mortimer llke that. But I ean't
) help it=1 ean't help 1t. Oh, Allis, my
o hoart wan in mv mouth: I feal that seme
day you will come home like this."

AL that instant Gaynor dsahed by them,
leaped Into the buggy and called, as he
drove off: “I'll have the doother inm a Jiffy
=th' young man's all right!” He was still
talking a8 the whirr of swift-rushing wheels
_smothered out his voloe, and the dust rose
Itke a steam cloud, almost blotung him
trom the landscape.

“Oh, girl! 1 thought you'd been killed."

“Here, ait down, mother—you're all
worked up,” and Allls put a eool hand on
her mother's hot forehead. .

But the shock to her feelings bad loosed
the good woman's vocabulary. At all times
smouldered in her heart a batred of racing,
even of the horsen.

“It's the anger of God," Mrs. Porter de-
nounced, vehemently., "“This gambling and
raciog 18 contrary to His law. Naver a
night passes, Allls, that I do not pray to
God that he may opon your fathet's cyes
to the sin of racing. No good can come
of it—no good has ever come of |t—nothing
but disaster and trouble; In a day the sub-
stance of a yonr s wasted. There oan't
be prosperity living in sin,'"

“Hush, mother,” crooned Allls, softly,
This oulburst from Mres. Porter startied
the girl; It was so passionate, so vehomant,
When they had talked of racing in the home
e the mother had nearly always pre-

served a reproachful sllence; her attitude
was understood snd respected.
“1 must speak, girl” she sald agaln;
sinful life is crushing me. Do you
ink I fesl no shame when I sit in meeting
nd hear our good minister denounce
and racing? 1 can fesl bis eyes
me, snd I canpnot ralss my volce In
protest, for do I not countenance it. My
people were sll church psople,’” mhe ocon.
tinued, simost apologeticaily, “‘tolerating
no sin in the bousehold. Living in ein there
ean be hopa for oterpal life.”

1 llg, mother,” soothed the girl; "}
know just how you feel, but we ean't de-

father. He doem not look upon It as &
in, as earrying any dishonor; he may be
G It can®t

sinful if there s po evil intent. And
listen, mother, no matter what soybody
maY say, even the minister, We must both
atick to father, If he chooses to race horses
m m “ "

“Ab, sweetheart!” John Porter cried out
n a phm' as he eafe to them—
“louking mother; that's right. Cynthin

s helped mo fix up Mortimer, He'll be all

right as soon as Mike gotd buck with Rath-

bone. | think we'd better have a eup of
téa—these horses are trying on the oerves,
aren't they, Mttle waman?' and he nestisd

bils wife's hond against his alde. “How did
it happen, Allla? Did Mortimer alip Ints
Mable's box or—"

“It was all over that rascally boy, Shandy.
Disblo was just paying him back for his fil.
trostmenk agd 1 went In to rescwe him and
Mortimer risked his life to save mine."”

“He was plucky, eh, girl?"

“He fought the black like a bero, (aiher.
But, father, you must never think bad of
Lavtsane agaln—if he hadn't come and
fougnt the black Mr. Mortimer would bave
Been Loo Inte."

“I's  dreadful, dresdful”’
mother ., | [
, Allly shot ajquick look st her father, and
Be changed the subject and commenced Lalk-
ing sbout Alsn—gondering where he was,

and other lrralovant matters
.. Then ihere fresh divertiseguent, an
Mike rattled up, and Doctor Rathbone, whe
was of & greal asise, bustled in to where
Mortimer iay.
Thros staashed ribs and a broken arm was
# lnvenigry of the damage lullcted by
nlo's Riok, when he came out again with
orier, b am bhour. ¥

“T'm afrald one of the spilntered ribe is
tlekitsg hig Jung, though,” he added, “'bus
the fellow Wot such & good asrve that |
bardly diseovered this unpleasant fact, He'll
bo all miaght. hewsver: ha's young and
Bealthy ng & peach, Good nursing s ibe
Mes, acd he'll got that here, of course. He
doern « want much modiclue; that we keep
o our eneinles—Ha, ha!" aod he lavgbed

Iy, a8 If it wers all & good joks on the
tered man.

"Thim decthers In cold-blooded dlvils,™

Mike's somment. “You'd a theught
they d been throwin' dics an' it wes & Darce
o the other giatlemsn. Hot" tumba! it
was oo, BUL I ould Sawbones had besn
b the box yonder wit® Disblo he woulda't &
R - e
.
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Mike's fanciful description was almost
! bringing & emilo to Mra. Porter's troubled

face.

L vyom Can't, mor; an' yeér pext the trut’
there. I've se¢n a herrin' gutted weed Av
8 2-year-old—I rem!mber wan now, he was

& Lexington. It was at Saratoga, an’ bot'

t'umbs! he just made hacks avy Iverything

In molght—apread-eagled hia feld. Ye

wouldn't give n two dollar fer him, an' he

come out an' cleaned up the Troy stake,
ke the great horse that he waa."

“And you think Mortimer has turned out
| something ke that, eh, Mike?™
| ““Well, fer & man that Xnows no more av
horsea than | kmow av the strology av
stars he's & hot wan, an' that's the God'a
trut"."

Mortimer's gallant att had roused the
Irishimoan’s admiration. He would have done
an much Nimeelf, but that would have been
expecied of a horseman, constantly encoun-
| tering danger; that an office man, a man
]to be pitied in hia Ignorance, should have

fearlemgly entered the stall with the fight-
ing stallions, wan quite a different matter.

Even Allls, with her more highly devel-
oped sensp of charncter analysation, felt
someothing of the same Influence. She bhad
, needed some such manifestation of Morti
| mer's integral forca, and this had come

with romantie [ntensity in the tragie box-

stall aceneé, This drama of the stable had

]'orulnnd no polished rhetorle; the gen-
| arally pedantie Mortimer's declamation had
been unconventional fn the extreme. “‘Back,
you devile!" he had rendered with explosive
flerceness, oblivious of everything but that
he must save the girl. The words still rang
in the oars of Alils, and also the echo of
“her own cry when in peril, “Mortimer!"
Thers must have been a foreshadowing in
ber soul of the man’s reliabllity, though
she knew it not.

Hven without the doctor's orders, It was
patent that Morilmer must remain at Ring-
wood for o lew duys,

It was as if Philip Crane, playiag with
all his intense subtiety, had met his mas-
ter in fate; the grim arbiter of man's ways
had pushed forward a chessman to occupy
& Sartain sguars sn ths boars fof A lime.
Mortimeér bad been most decisively
smashed up, but his Immenss physique had
wonderful recuperative powers. The bone-
selting and the attendant fever were dis-

]

counted by his vitallty, and his progress
toward recovery was oun.
e m— g
CHAPTER 1Y -
Crane heard of the ascident om one of

his visits to Brookfleld a ocouple of days
Iater, and of course must nesds hurry to
Ringwood to see his employe. It hap-
penied that Rev. Dolman graced the Porter
home with his presence the same evening
that Orane was there.

Naturally the paramount subject of in-
terost waa the narrow escape of Miss Allls;
but the individuality of discussion gradually
merged Into & erusade agalnst racing, led
by the zealous clergyman. John Porter
viewed this trend with no lttle trepida-
tion of fealing.

it was Mrs. Forter who precipitated mat-

ters, by plously attributing Allls's escapo
to Providence,
“Undoubtedly, undoubtedly!"” Mr., Dol-
man sald, putting the points of his flngers
together in front of.his lean chest. He
paused a moment, and Porter groaned in-
wardly, he knew that attitude. The fin-
gors were raplers, stilettos; presently their
owner would thrust, with cutting phrase,
proving that they were all indeed a very
bad loét. Perhaps John Porter would have
resented this angrily, had he mot felt that
that the reverend Inguisitor was really
honest in his beliefs, albeit Intolerably
narrow in his conclusions. '

Dolman broke the temporary sllence,
“But we shouldn't tempt Providence by
worshipping false Images. Love of ani-
mals is commendsble—" he
this slght concession—'"but race horses al-
‘ways appeal to me as instruments of the
ovil one.™

‘“It wasn't the horse’s fault, at all, Mr.
Dolman,” Allls interposed, “but just s de-
praved human's, It was the boy, Bhandy's
faule.”

“1 wasn't thinking of one horse,” con.
tinuwed the minister, alrily; "I meant race
horses In general.”

*1 think Mr. Dolman is right,” Mra. Por-
ter, ventured, healtatingly. “It's fiying In
the face of Providence for s gig to go
amongel (hose race horses.”

“Bad-tempered men ... them viclous,
mother,” Allls sald; “spd I believe that
Shandy's punishment was the visitation of
Frovidence, it there was any.'*

Heov, Dolman's fate took on an aosters
look. It was an insult to the Divine powers
to masert (hat they had taken the part of a
rage horse., But he turned the point to his
own onds. “It's guite wrong to abuse the
noble snimal, and that's one reason why |
hold that racing la contrary (o the Creator's
intentions, quite wpart ftrom the evil effect
it has on morala™

“Are all men immoral who race, Mr. Dol-
man? Joho Porter msked, His gquestion
forced Delman to define his position. Por-
ter always liked things simplified; racing
was either wrong i principle or right.
Dolman found bim rether n difficuit man to
tackle. He had this irritating way of bruah-
ing salde genernllzation and forcing the
npedker to got back to frst principles.

The reverend gentleman proceeded eautl-
ously. **1 should bardly care to go so far as
that—to make the rule sbsolute; a wvery
sirong man might escape ocontamination,
porhaps.”

Mrs. Porter sigher audibly. The miniater
was weakening slmost lnmentably—glving
ker husband s loopholéd to escape,

“f hardly think reclng quite as bad as it
Is generally supposed W be,” Interponed
Crane, fecllag that Porter waa beiag pil-
loried somewhat, He recelved & reproachiul
1ook from Mrs. Porter for his pains.

“I1 have never seem ARy good eome of it
retorted Delman. “A Christian man must
feel that he is escouraging gambling if he
countonances raging, for (RMey conlend Lhat
without betting racing s impossible”

“Bverything in e i pretty mueh of &
gamble' Porter drawled, Iasily;
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ing and wouldn't be racing If (hey felt that l
it wan elther unehristian or dAlshonorable. '
“They can’'t be Christiznos If the counte-
mance gambling,” asserted the minister |
doggedly.
It pecurred to Mortimer that whenever the
discussion took breader lines, Dolman draw |
it back jniv the parrow oell of his own con- |
victlons, ’
Porter soratched hie head perplezedly, |
They had been discussing the moral influ- |
ence of molng; this seomed more like|
theology. W
"It is esrialnly unchristian,' commented |
Mra. Porter, savereiy.
“1 haven't sesan mueh Christian spirit in
any business,” sald Forter, quielly; “they
il seem more a matter of written agree-
menis, In fact there's mors done on honor
In macing than In any of the business|
gumbles, A man that's erooked In racing In
sure to come to grief in the long run™
Crane shifted in his ehalr and Deolman |
ooughed deprecatingly.
“For my part,” contilnusd Porter, "“T've
never found it necensary to do anything I'm |
sahamod of In racing.”’ !
His wits saw an opéning. “But, John, |
dear, you wers treated moat shamefully last
year—a dishonest boy hauled your horse—"" |
“Pulled, mother,"” Interposed Allln;
“pulted father's hofse, you mean'’
“Perbape; though I fall to see where the
difference can be, If the horse ran the other
way, and your father losl."”
Porter smiled indulgently. “The boy was |
punighed, Helen,” he sald. “"Dishonesty is
not tolerated on the race course.’
*“Yens, but something Is always bappening,” |

| estly rup—the best horse

“Shameful.” protested Dolman
men allowed to give horsea druge ™
pealed to Mr. Porter.

“No; the racing law |s very siriet on Lhat
polnt.*

“But evidently It is done"
Dolman.

I think there's very little uee of 11" sald
Porter,

The turn of the conversation made Crane
fosl véry uneasy.

“Do you think,

“Are
He ap-

contended

Mr. Porter.” he naked,

“that there was anyihing of that sort over |

Lausaune® Do you think Langdon would!™
—he hesitated.
“Mr. Langdon hat & tolerabls jdea of

what 1 think,” answered Porter. "1
shoulda’t trust that man todo much (£ 1
were you. He's gol ounning enough.

though, to run stralght with & man like
sourself, who has A& horpe or two in his

Ilublo. and dossn't go In for bhetting vory

heavily.”

“1 know very little about him,” protest-
ed Crane; "and, as you say, he will prob-
ably aet quite straightforward with me, at
least."

“¥os," continued Porter, hall wearlly, as
though he wished to fAnish the distasteful
discuesion, *'thers are black sheep In rae-
ltg ks there are in everything else. My
own opinion Ie that the most of the talk

we hoar  about crooked racing s simply |

talk. At least nioe of ten races are hon-
wins, [ would
rather cut off my right hand than steal a
race, and yot last summer 1L was sald that
I had pulled Lucretin.”

“I never beard of that, Jobn," cried Mrs.

enough 1o tempt hia appetits. In the mean-

ttma, Miss Allls;, If | were you 1 should

kaep away from bim."

| Thea pressntly, with good nights and
' parting words of warning aboul Diahlo, the
guests wore gone, and Mortlmer, having
declined Porter's proffered healp, waa some-
| what awkwardiy—haviog but one good
band-<preparing to relire In Alan's room,

His mind worked somewhat faster than
his fingers; several new problema had been
given to It to laber over within the comn-
paxs of & alngle moon. That horse racing
should ever becoms a disturbing Interest
in his lie Bad meemed very improdable;
now It wan like a gale in his wsoul-it
awayed him. He was slorm-tossed In the
disturbing e¢lement—he could come Lo no
! aatinfactory contlusion. On the one hand,

the thoroughbred hormss were to be ad-

mired, they weare brave and trus creatures
| of love. Alno Porter wan an honest man,
the one thing he Amired above all olse.

And Misa Allls! Bomehow or other his
eyes flaw up 0 a pleture that rested on a
mantaiplece In the room. He took It down,
looking furtively over his shoulder as he
4 so, and, taking it close under the lamp
that was on the table, sat and gaged stend-
fantly into the giritah face.

Even In the photograph, the blg, won-
drous eyes seemed to say, ""“What of wrong,
it we are not wrong?” That was the at-
| momphere; wmo thoroughly straightforward
| andl homest, that wrong falled of contami-
nation,

Btill it was unconvinelng to Mortimer.
The horses might be good. the man honewt
and the girl pure and swest, but the life

1

“ON LAUZANNE SPED AND TO
! A BONA OF NPLIGHTY

THE RHYTHM OF HIS BIG, HEAVING QUARTERS THE GIRL'S 80UL BANG

she continued in lament. *It's contrary to
the law of the church, John. It seems just
like a visitation of Divine h the way
things bappen, And you're so sangulne,
John; last year you were going to win a big
race with Diablo, when he threw his leg-—"
‘“Threw a eplint, mother,” prompted Allls.
“I thought your father sald It was his log
had something the matter with It," argued
Mrs, Porter. :

“The splint was on his leg, mother dear.”

“Well, I'm pot famillar with race phrases,
I must say, though [ should be, wooduneas
knows—1 hear little slse. And talk of oru-
elty to animals,” ghe turned to Mr, Dolman;
“they burmed the poor beast's leg with hot
irons—"'

The minister held up his hands iu horror.
“It didn't give him as much paln as the
doctor gave Mr. Mortimer In setting his
arm,"” declared Allls,

“But it wan racing Injured the horse’s
leg," interposed Dolman.

“But your horse has got a ringbone, Mr.
Dolman,” sald Allls, *and a spavin, too—
I've been looklog st him. That's beoause
you @rive him too fast on hard roads, And
his feet are contracted from neglect In
shoelng. It's just cruel the way that poor
horse has besn neglected. Race horséas are
much better taken care of.”

Allis' sudden onslaught switched Mr.
Dolman from the aggressive to the  de-
fensive with celerity.

“I confess 1 know very little sbout
horses,”” he was forced to apologize; thenm,
with something of asperity, "the spiritual
welfare of my congregation takes up my
ontire time.*"*

This rebuke caused a momentary silence
snd Dolman, turning to Mortimer, sald:
"l hope you don't approve of racing mir.”

Mortimer dldn't, but a look from Allls'
eyos [nexplicably enough caused him (o
hedge very coms!derably In his reply.

“1 know nothing about the race course™
he anld, “but from what I eee of the thor-
oughbreds [ believe a man would bave to
be of very low order If their noble natures
dld not appeal to bBim. I think that eour-
nge, snd honesty, and gentleness—thay all
seom to have it—must always have & good
influence. Why, air,” be contipued, with
& touch of excitement, "I think » man
would be ashamed to feel that he was mak-
ing himself lower than the horses be had
to do with.™

Allis looked grateful Even Porter turned
half gbout In his chalr and ghzed with a
touch of wondermant at the battersd young
man who had substituted common senss
for sophistical reasoning.

The reverend gentleman frowned, "It's
not the horses at all,” he sald, “it's the
men wha are disreputable.”

Mra. Porter gave a little warning cough.
In his gealousness Mr, Dolman might anger
her busband; then his logie would awall
little,

“The men are like tha horses’' com-
mented Porter: “some bad and somas good.
They average about the same sx they do
ia anything else, moatly good. | think Of
course, when you get s bad one he stands
out, and everybody sees Rim."

“And sometimes horses—and men, too, |
suppose—get & bad name whon they dom't
feserve It,"” added Allis. “Evergbody says
Lauzanne 16 bad, but I know he's nol.'

“That was & case of this dreadful dis.

honesty,” sald Mre. Porter, speaking
Bastily. She turned In an explanatory way
to Orane. "You kmow, Mr. Crane, last

summer & raseslly man sold my hushand a
¢rooked horse—Now, John, what are you
laughing at?" for her husband was shaking
fu his chair.

“] wia wondering what & crooked horse
would look Ike,'' he snswersd, and there
were sobs in bis veloe. 1

“Why, John, when you brought bim home
you pald he wos crooked”

As usual Allls straightensd matters out:
It was the man whe was crooked.. Mother
means Lausanne.” she continued.

“Yea," proceeded the good woman, “a Mr,
Langden, | remember now, treated my bhus-
band most shamefully over this horse.”

Crape winted He would have preferred
thumbscraws just then.

“John Is homeat bimaell,” went on Mre.
Porter, "snd he belleves other men; sad
this horse had some drug given him (o make
bhim look alee, so that my busband would

Porter In astonlshment,

“No, you didn't,” drily anawered her hus-
band,

Allls smiled; she had settled that part of
it with her father at the time,

- "If you'll excuse me,"” began Crane, rislng.
“I think Mr. Mortimer {8 gotting tired. I
belleve I'll jog back to Brookfieid."

Reluctantly the Reverend Dolman ross,
too. He felt, somehow, that the atmon-
phere of racing had smothered his expostu-
lation—that he had made little headway.
The Intense honesty that was John Porter's
shielded him about almost as perfectly aa
& higher form of bellet might have done.

But with almoat a worldly cunning It
ocourred to the clergyman that he ecould
turn the drawn battle inte a vietory for
the church; and as they stoed for a minute
in the gentle bustle of |eave-taking, he
sald:,

"Tha ever-continuing fight that 1 earry
on agalpst the varlous formas of gamblng
must neceasarily take on at times almost a
personal aspect''—he was addressing Mr.
Porter, ostensibly—"'but in reality it is not
quite so.. I think I understand your poal-
tlon, Mr. Porter, and—and—what shall 1
say !—personally feel that the wickednesa
of racing doesn’'t appeal (o you &a & great
eontamination; you withstand it, but—you
will forgive me saying so—thousands bave
pot the same strength of charaster.”

Porter made a deprecating gesture, but
Dolman procesded. “What I was golng to
say ls that yeu possibly realize this your-
self. You have acted so wisely, with what
1 would eall Christian forethought, in plac-
ing your son Alan in & different walk of
iite, and''—he turned with a grave bow in
Orane’s  direction—'‘snd in good hands,
‘“’"

“His mother wished It.* sald,
simply.

“Yes, Johun was very good about Alan’s
future,” the mother concurred, “‘but, hus-
band, you quite agread that it was much
better for Alan to be in the baunk than
posalbly drifiing into association with—
well, such dishonorable men as this Mr,
Laogdon and his friends. He i so much
better off," she continued, "with youdlg
men suoh as Mr. Crane would have about
him.”

The Rev. Dolman smiled meekly, but it
was in triumph. He had oalled attention
to an aci which spoke far louder than Mr.
Porter's dlsclalming words.

FPorter was not at ail deoelved by the
minlster; o faot he rather sfdmired the
other's cleverness In beating him onm the
post. He gave & Ilittle lsugh as he ‘said:
*“l should bot have succesdsd very well
In a8 bank. | am more at home with the
bhorses than | am with figures, but I ex-
pect 1 would have gone fairly stralght and
hope the boy will do the same. 1 fincy
one’ of the great troubles about baaking
is t0 keep the men honest—ihe temptation
of handfing =0 much money being great.
They seem to have more chances to steal
than men on the race course.”

As usual, Porter ssemed L0 be speaking
out of his thoughts and without mallee—
no oie took offense. It was simply @
stralghtforward answer to Dolman's charge.

Porter bad simply summed up the whole
business in & very amsll nutshell—that
there was temptatjon everywhere and that
honest men and thleves were to be fouhd
05 race courses, io banks, In every bosi-
nesa, but that, |ike horses, & fAlr share of
them were hopest.

“Speaking materially of race horses,
quite outside of the moral aspect,” uald
COrane as bhe was taking bis jeave, “you'll
bave to be mighty careful of that Diable,
Mr. Porter, when Miss Allis s sbout. He
sbeins & vindlotive brute”

“Yea, John, “you'll have to wsell
right sway; I'll be frightensd
while he's about the place.”

“l shall never be A bit afrald of Bim."
remonsirated Allls. Shandy, who made all

Porter

him
to death

| the mischief, has been discharged.”

"DMable had “always besh more trouble
than be's warth,” Porter. 1 thought
he was go! W & 2004 horse, bul he
fan‘t, nnd if hen taken to enting people
'l glve bim awsy day. 1 wouldn't
sbl] him as a good borse and nobody'd buy
& man ealer.”

“I'N buy blm when you makes up your
mind, Mr. Porter,” excialmed Crane, some-

buy Bim.*

whei eagerly. “1 Bave npobody asweet

itgel! wes distasteful. Reason as omne
might, It was allled to gambling.

Mortimer rose with a sigh; the whole
thing wearied him. Why should he distress
his mind over the matter? As he put the
photograph back on the mantel, he held It
for an instant, then suddealy, with a ner-
vouvs awkward gesture, brought it to his
lips and kissed the eyes thal secemed to
command tribute,

The movement twisted his broken-ribbed
side, apd an agony of paln came to him
in quick retribution. It was though the
{nvoluntary kisa had lurched him forward
Into & futurity of misery., The &pasm
loosed beads of perspiration, which stood
cold on his forehead Swift taken from
the stimulant of his thoughts, his nerves,
overiaxed by the evening, jangled discord-
antly, and he erept Into bed feeling an un-
utterabla deptression, ss though the room
was filled with evil, thréatening spirits.

—_——

CHAPTER X.

In colncldence, the two men, Mortimer
and Crane, had aimilar thoughts the day
after Mr. Dolman's discussion; and, rather
remarkably, thelr deductions were allke,
baving the same subject of mental retro-
Fpect, Allls Porter,

It was evident that outslde of her fam-
{ly . lttle iInterested her hut horsem; cer-
tainly. not a very lofty aspiration. When
the conversation had dealt with broad prin-
ciples, men and their shortcominge, the
previous evening, abe had centralized it In
Lausanne, ploturing bim as symbollcal of
good acts and evil repute. Patently it waa
dificelt to become Interested in such &
young woman; sctually ahe mopopolizsd
their thoughts. Inconsistently the fair of-
fender felt no recoll of this somewhat dis-
tressing situstion: her mind busied itsalf
chiefly over the reclamation of Lausanne.

By inheritance all the qualities of & good
horse had come to him, except a submissive
temper. Allls worked on the theory that
his disposition had been set awry by Inju-
diclous handling: that unlimited patience
would ceuse bhim to forget all that. He
could gallop, else he had not won the rees
in which he beat the Dutchman. That he
had needed m stimulant that day was be-
causy he had been poured, and would not
try with his wits about him.

Frem the tilme of coming back to Ring-
wood Allls had ridden him In all his ex.
ercise gallops apd had msked Mike person-
ally 16 supervise his stable education. It

youthtul enthusiasm and faith, for
chestout had notions beyond all belief.

At first, missing the abuse, he almost
seomed to thirst for It; tried the gentle
girl in every way—sulked and loafed, and
took llttle streaks of trying to ecut the
courss, and make false hreaks, as though
he were golng to run with & full vigor—
even lald hold of the horses with his teeth
when opportunity offered. These anties 414
not break the girl's taith; she rode him
with the gentle hand a woman knows, apd
& horse soon learns to appreclate; and gave
bim to understand that he was Lo have falr
treatment.

Porter viewed thia contlnuous perform-
ance with sllent seepticlem. He did not
abuse hordes himaeslf, noither 4ld be put up
with much nonsense from them. To
bim weore like children, neading a lot
of tolerant kindness, but, also, st times, to
lln greatly improved by a sound spanking.
Once., when he suggested something of this
lnﬂ to Allls, saying that Lauzanne was s
spolled child, she admittad that he was, but
| that thoughtiens aruelty and not Indulgenece
bhad done the harm, therefore kindness was
the ¢ure, ’

The firat wign of regenerstion wae the
lmpliejt faith that Lautanne began Lo place
in his young mistress. Al first when she
put up & hand to pet bhim be would jerk
his head away in afright; now he snuggled
her ahoulder or nibbled al her glove In
fall spirit of camraderie. Then one day,
in a gallep, came a stronger manifestation
—& brief minule of exhllaration with after
hours of thankfulness and beyond that, sias
for the unceriaioly of & spolled temper. an
added pericd of wallowing In the slough of
Despond

the

It was on & erisp, sparkling mornlng snd
with Shandy—it was before bis downfall—
oh Luerstia.. another stable lad, Ned Oar-
tar, on Game Boy aud Allls os Lacsaone,

bad taken all her great patience, all hers

the throe swunmg off for a working eallop ol‘[

s mile or more ]

Lavzanne was in an inguisitive mood,
me the other two raced on In fromt, What |
was hin light-welghted rider up to, any-
way! Why 4id4 she niways lsave It 10 him |
19 do Just an he liked? Wan she really
deceiving bhim—did she wish him to lle
batk there behind the others always? He
fell to wondering what abhe would do If he
were to lake bold of the bit and spread
his big musciea in one rusking gallop and |
g0 past the &thers and get home to lhr||
feedhox first, He rattled the snafMe in his
moyuth with nervous indecislon—he had » |
notion to try it i

“Htsady, my boy!"™ sald Allls, an she
elipped the reins back ithrough her fingers
till they stretobed tight, A dozxén times she
had sought In vain to make Bim think she |
aid not wish him te mallop, but something
in the crisp alr this morning threw him oft!
his guard. Why should he be forced to
lag behind® He stretchad the srch of hie
neck stralght till the bit held hard In hin
mouth; the ears pltched forward in eager
polnt; the great frame under the girl quiv-
ered and sank clgser to earth: the roar of
hia beating hoofs cameée up to her ecars
muffied by the drive of the wind that was
now & gale as the chestout raced into I
with the apeed of an express.

How her heart sang! Here waz speed
and with suth stride-—strong and straight
and true! Low she crouched and her call
to Lausapivne was but a joyous whisper. Her
smal] hands were framed In steel; atrength
to steady the blg chesinut as he swung
round the course glued Lo the rall. On
Lauzanne sped and to the rhythm of his big
beaving quarters the girl's soul sSaug »
song of dellght. At Iast, at last! was com-
Ing reward; her reward,

And then, just when everything had becn
nchieved, when the great gallop had hrought
them haif up the wsiretch, somelhing came
to Lausanpe—petrhapa the memory of the
whipping finlshes. At auy rate he curled
up ke a dog, threw his ears back—Allly
could feel the sudden stiff prop of the fore.
legs an be sot himaelf against the rush of
spoed and in n doren sirides he was Lau-
sanne again—Lauszanne the Desplacd.

An so It had gooe on for woeks, Allls
working out her theory up to the time of
the trouble over Diablo.

There was somothing In the girl's qulet
dotermination that was masterful;, perhaps
that was why she had always had her own
way at home. Now this mastery was
spreading out wonderfully. Lauzanne and
Mike and her father and Crane and Morti-
mer, all in different degrees of subjection,
but, as fate knew, all subject,

Mrs. Porter's lament, the night of Dol
man's crusade, had given Crane a keynote
for his line of action.

It was the day followling her scoring of
the tolerant hustmnd that Crane revigited
Ringwood, full of his new idea.

He bad an Impulge to buy back Lau-
zanne. For almost the first time In his
life he experienced twinges of remorse;
this was because of Allls. Porter's affairs
were o & bad way and he would probably
accept eagerly an offer from Crane to
lghten his load. Individually he cared lit-
tle for Porter's fnanclal tribulations, but
It was a good opportunity to prepars tho
way for a stronger presaing of his wsull
with the girl.

With his usuanl fne discriminstion he
spoke to Mrs. Porter fArst, intimating,
naver so slightly, that her words had won
his entire sympathy, that If her husband
would sell any of the horses he would buy
them.

There was a strong atmosphere of sin-
cerity about Crane at all timos; what he
did he did with the full vigor of a man
belleving In its truth. One might almost
have suspected that he decelved himsalf—
that he had no conception of the unright-
eousness of his mcts. At any rate, he Im-
poied most succesafully upon the mother
of Allls. Quite egotisticnlly she atiributed
to herself the trend of his friendship. In
racing phrase Crang was out for a killing
and playing his cards with consummate
akill. -

With the master of Ringwood he went
very stralght to the point, This wns pos-
sible, as Porter could not hesltate to dis-
cuss his fnancial condition with his
banker

Crane offered to buy Lucretin—this, with
him, waa purely a speculation—but Porter
would not part with the llttle mare. Then
the banker apoke of Lauzanne, saying tha!
he felt somewhat gullty since learning the
provious evening that the horse had been,
doped,

Porter falled to see where Crane had
roything to do with It, But the latter In-
slated that he had unwittingly helped
Langdon by speaking of Lauzanne as »
good herse. Hé had known nothing of the
matter beyond that bis tralner had as-
sured him the horse would win; in fact,
he had backed him,

Porter lsughed at the idea that responsi-
bility could attach to Crane. As to the
chestnut, he was not worth a tenth of the
three thowsand he had cost—thal was well
known; and If Crane, or any other man,
sought to buy him at that price It would
savor too much of charity., At any rate,
Laugannpe belonged to Allls and Crane would
have to bargain with her.

Then there was Diablo, Orane said: hin
presence was & menace to Miss Porter.

“I've nursed him tor a good while," Por-
ter replied, “and he's a bad betiing proposi-
tion—he's Loo uncertaln, You don't want
such a horse as that—nobody does. m
keep him & bit longer and put him o
bandicap or two, where the pursne will he
worth runsing for and | won't have to back
Bim; he'll got In with & featherwelght and
some day may take It into lis head to
gallop, though he's A rank bad one."

Crane 414 not press the peint, he uader-
stood Porter's motives throughout. He
knsw the master of Ringwood was an un-
changing man, very set in hia ways, ad-
bering closely to his plans and opiolons
Bo Crane weat back to Brookfeld without

purchasing a horse, saying as he lJeft:
“I cialm firat privilege wheén you wish
to wsell.™

He kad talked 1o Porter in the stable,
and Mike, busy nearby, heard that part
of thelr ooaversation referring to the
horees.

“They haven't got money enough in the
bapk to take the little mare from us yel,
have they Mike? Porter sald to Gaynor,
full of his pride in Lucretis.

"That they haven't sor.,” replled Mike
proudly. “But, falth, T wish k' gint
hadn't come a-tryim’ to buy her; it's bad
Juck to turn down & big offer fer any
harso."

Porter smiled Indulgently. This stable
superstijion dld pot appeal to him,

“It would & broke the bad luck. sor, (o
have lot him took the black."

“It would have broken hls
mean, Mike ™

“Wall, be'll treak sowne man's hank here
yot, an' I'm & tellln’ you that sthralght,
They say a Dlack eat's tull ay the 4divil
but Diablo's ohld Nick himself, though I'm
sayin' It was th' ¥y Shandy's fault wp'ilin’
blm. An' it it waso't for M 'sa Allin it's
& pity you coyldn't & soid him ths chestuut
He's & saw horse—he's an heavy in th'
head as & bag of salt: he'll never 4o no
good to nodody. Them's the kind as kape
A man poor, aatin’ thelr heads off, an' wan
borse, or maybe two, in the stable sarnin®
the oala fer tham. It's ch'aper te cut th'
t'reats a¥ such cattle.™
“1 belleve you're right, Mike' FPorter
answered, quistly, as he loft the siable.
Crane, driving Lo Broockfleld, turaed over
1 his micd the matter of his misejon He
was satisfed, He bad suceceded 'm the
maln ebjective point.

It would have been & good move to have
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owner o part with her for ready money In
sight The meney would soon have dls-
appeared; then Porter, with a lot of bad
horses on his hands, would gertainly have
come more firmly lnto the grasp of Drane.
The ofier to buy Lavzanne had bhees a bit
of savigg grace—a falnt, geoerous inapulse
hegot of ANl regenernting influence.
Crane had discovered that Porter 44 net
at ail suspec! Blm of interest In Lhe frand-—
that was 4 greal sometihing He had also
pdtabllahed Bimpel! fGrmly in Mrs. Porters
good graces, he could ser. 1L would Le ln.
1eed atrange If I8 the end he dld not sua-
coed completaly

scquired Lucretia—to have templed '"1
n

(Te Be Conlinued.)




