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CHAPTER XXL
The next day, Intent an persuading Porier
to necept the motiey won aver Diablo, Crane
took & run dowr to the Ringwood farm.

Crane stated the facts very plausibly
yory seductively, to John Porter. Porter
almost unreazonably scentfed charity in
Crans's proposal, He belleved that the
bet was & myth; Crane was trylng o
presenl him with this sum A8 a come
péasation for haviog lost  Diablo it
wasn't oven a loan, It wam a gift, pure
and simple. His very helplessness, his

poverty. made him decline the affer with
unnecemmary fercenesa, 1f Allls had re-

fused [t, I sls were strong enocugh to
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c———— o ber up,'" volunteersd Carter, seeing Dixon's “Another boy will have the mount of “Po they know at home ™ the irainer
——&ﬂ investigation Lansanne,” Allls anawered nnked,
"I'm afrald she's took eold,” mutiersd “What differsnce will that make? You YNo, nabedy in ta know  but you, Mr
I Dixon “Have you had her near any  oan't trost him* Dixon—you and Mm Dixon.'
horses thata got the Influenza®™’ he asked, *“You ran trust this boy, father, aa you This suggested a thought 1a the tralner
loakiog loquiringly at Carter, might your own sop Alan.” “The good wife's at her work In  the
"“Bhe ain’t been near uothing, 1 kept her I dom’'t know about that Alan in the Xitehen: 1'1l bring her In.  Perhaps ahe'd
away from everyihing for fear she'd get % bank ix all right, but Alan I a jorkey Hke to hire a help and Be chuckied an
rn‘gtl kick or got run inte.” would be & different thing” he opened the door and onlled, “Come hera
A siekening convietion came to Dixon that “Father! you would trum me, wouldn't for a mioute. This Ia a boy="" He turned
Mooswa,” and Other Stories. It wan the dreaded Influenza. THhe tralner  you? ble head away—I1"m takin’ on for Laszatine.’
pursusd  his  Investigation amongst the | T guess | would, In the tightest cornes "Oh,” mald Mme DNMxon, Then with we-
stable lade. When ha asked Bob Nast if ever was chiseled out” vere politenoss; “'Good cvenln', young man.'
ha had noticed anything unususl sbou:! “*Well, you can trust the jockey that's The two figurea In male attire broke into
the mare the boy declared most em- golng to ride Lauganne® Just as much I A& luugh simultansously. The good woman
ning the Derdy. Ehould she fil, they phatically Lhat he had not Then, sud-| know him and he's all right. He's been oblivious to the bumorous side of her
would be almost foreed to turp to him In denly remembering an incldent he  had | riding Laurante some and the horde likes | grecting, fushed In anger. “Appears to be
their iMculties. That was what he wanted, | taken at the time to be of little import. he  him." mighty funoy.” she mmid “What's ths
He knew that the money won over Diablo, | "M9: “Two mornin's ago, when [ opened| “It's all Lausanne,” objected Porter; the | Joke®
If accopted, must always be considersd as | D°T ®!all and she poked her head out 1 | discussion having thrown him into A& peto. “0h, nuthin’,” replied the husband, spesk-
coming from him. The gradual persistent noticed a lttle scum In her nose, but I lant mood. “Is Lueretla that bad—ls she Ing hastily. “Can you ;_:_1\1.- the lad a bed?
dropping of water would wear away the | tDOUEht it wea dust. | wiped it out and  slok™ He wants to buik hers . .
hardest stons: he would attaln to his wishes there wan outhin' more come that 1 eould “She gnlloped today,” answered the girl, “Why. Andy. vou know [ ean't. There's
yat neo." evasively, “hut If anything happens her only Miss Allis" room.”

He was no bungler to attempt other than “What's the row,” asked Mike Gaynor,  we're golng to win with the horse.  Just “Give her—hlm that™
the most gently delleate methods. as he joined Dixon, think of that, fathor and cheer up. Dizon "“Are you drazy, Andy?"

Bocouraged by Jockey Redpath's ex- When the detalls wera explained to him  has backed the stable to win a lot of money, “It's too bad, Mra. Dizxon. 1 shan't let
planation of his ride on Lucretin. Allls Mike declured emphatioally that some one  enough to—enough te—well, to wipe out all  your husband tesse you any more. | am
whn anxlous that Dixon should take the had got at the mare. Taking IDMxon to one  these little things that are bothering you, Allls, but I'm glnd you dldn’t know.'
money her [ather Nad sot aside for that side, he sald: Itz that divil on wheels, dad.” "Oh, Mise Allis, where's your besutiful
purpese and back thelr mare for the | SHATAY; yoil can bet yer aweet loife on  She leancd over and kissed her father in & hair gone! Surely you didn't cut that off
Brookisn Derby. that. [I've bBeen Iayin' for that crook: he | hopeful, pretty way. Tho contact of her just for » joke?”

“We BEad betier walt eut Diahola's bridle an’ t'rew th' owld | brave llpa dArove a magnetic Aow of con- Then ahe was taken fully into their con-

stand without this charity, surcly he, a
man, battered though he was, could pass
it by He bhad recelved & hopeful mes-
sage from Allls as te Luerstin’a chances
i the Derby; they felt confident of win
ning. That win would telleve him of all

‘oblgationg,

“1 ean’'t take 11" wald Porter tp Crane,
“Allin is more famillar with the clrecume-
stances of the bet—if there was one—than
I It must just rest with her; she's n
man now, you know.' he added, plain-
tively: “I'm but a broken wreck; and what
she says, goes’’

"But there's a payment on Ringwood
falling due In a fow daye,” Crane rewmon-
slated, even as he had to Mrs Porter

Porter collapsed fretfully He could
stand out against progpective financial
siringency, but netual obligationa for
which he had no means guite broke down

his weakened oncrgy. He had forgotien
about this lability. that Is, had thought
the time of payment more distant Hoe

wonld be forced tn recall the money he
had glven Dixon to het on Lueretin for
to meet this payment to the
bank.

Quite despondenily he answered the
other man, “1 had forgotten all about
it this shake-up has tangled my memory.
1 can pay the moncy, though,” he added,
half deflantly; "It will hamper me, but I
can do '

A sudden thought came to Crane. an in-
spiration. “I've got 111" he exclalmed.

Porter brightened up; there was such a
world of confidence In the other's manner.

“We'll Just let this Diable money stand
ngalngt the peyment which is about due on
Ringwood; put 1L In the bank to caver It, so
to speak—Ilater we can sattle to whom It
belongs. At present |t neems to be nobody's
money; It's seldom one sees a few thousand
golng a-begging for an owner,'” he ndded,
“You say It lso't yours; 1 know
it len't mine, and most certainly It doesn’t
belong to the bookmaker, for he's lost i
We can’t let him keep it
they win enough of the public’'s money.”

Reluctantly, Porter gave & half-hearted
mcquiescence. He would have sacrificed
tangible Interests to leave the money that

was In Dixon’s hands with him to bet on-

Lucretia. It would be llke not teking the
tide at Its food to let her run unbacked
when her chances of winning were 5o good
and the odds against her great enough to
insure a big return,

It was after banking hours, quite toward
Evening, by the time Crane had ehtained
Yhis concession. He had brought the win-
nings for John Porter's acoeptance, should
the latter prove amenable to reason. Now
1t occurred to him that he might leave the
money with one of the bank staff, who
could deposit It the next day.

Crane drove back to the village and went
at once to the cashiler's (Mr. Lane's) houos,
He was not at home; his wife thought per-
hapx he was ntill In the bank. Crane went
there In search of him, Ho found only
Mortimer, who had remained late over hi=
accounts From the latter Crane learned
that the eashler had driven over to a nelgh-
Baring town.

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

“I'Il attend to it, sir,” replised Mortimar,
“I'l allach the money to the note and put
them away together.”

Ou his way to the station Chane met Alan
Porter,

“1 suppose you'd llke a holiday to sre
your father's mare rum for the Darby,
wouldn't you, Alan ™ he sald,

"1 should very much, sir: but
in set agalnst raciog'’

“Oh, 1 thirk he'll l#t you off that day
T'll tell him ho may. But, like your mother,
1 dou't approve of young men betting—I1
know what it means,"

Hé was thinking with bitterness of his
own youthful Indiscretions.

“If you go, 4den’t bet. You might he
topapted, naturally, to back your father's
mare, Lucretin, but you would stand a very
good chance of losing. "

“Don’t you think she'll win, sir?" Alan
nsked, emboldened by hin employer's (ree-
dam of speach

“1 do not. My herse. the Dutchman, Is
Almost certain to win, my trainer telis me. ™
Then he added, apologetic of his confidential
meods: 1 tell you this, lest through loyalty
ta your oewn people you ahould lose your
money. Racing, 1 fancy, ia very uncertain,
even when |t seems most certaln.”

Again Crane had cause Lo cougratulate
himuelf upon the somewhat clever manipu-

“

Mr. Lane

Iation of a diMoult wsituatlon. e had
pcored againm in his diplomatic love en-
dearor. He knew quite well that Allls'

determined siand was only made possible
by her expeciation of gaining Anancial re-
lisf for boer father through Lucretia’s win-
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A day or two"
Dixon had advieed, "unti]l we see the effect
the hard gallep In the handioap has had
n the Httle mare. She ain’t cleanin’ up
bher oats asn well as she might, ehe's o bit
off her feed, but 1t°s anly nntural, though;
A gnllop like that takes (¢ out of them a
b

It was the day after Crane's visit to
Ringwood that Dixon advised Allls that
Lutretia seemed nons the worme for her
exertion,

“Perbapas we'd better put the money on
right away,” he sald; "“she's sure to kesp
well and we'll be forced to take a much
shorter price race day."

“PBack the stable”” wdvised Allls, “then
If anything happens Lucretin we can start

Lauzanne ™
The trainer Iaughed in good npatured
derision.  “That wouldn’'t do mueh good;

wo'd ba out of the frying pan into the fire;
we'd be just that much more money out
for jockey an' startin’ feea.”

"It Lauzanne would only iry, sométhing
tells me he'd win,” contended the girl,

“And somethin® tella me he wouldn't

try & yard' apewersd Dixon, In good
humored opposition. “But 1 dont think
It'I1 make no Jdifference In (he odda we
got whother wa back the stable or Lu-
eretia alone; they won't take no stock
in the cheatnut's prospecta’’
" Bo Dixon made a Ilttle pllgrimage
amongst the pencliers. He found Faust
and asked (f him & quotation against Por-
ter's stable.

“Twelve s the best I can do,” answered
the Cherub.

“I'll take fifteen ta one,' declared Dixon.

“Can’t lay it. some of the talent—men
as doean’t make no mistake, is takin'
twelve to one In my bock fast as 1 open
my mouth.*

"I want fAfteens,” replied Dixon dog-
gedly. "Surely the owner Is entitled to a
ahade the best of 1™

“"Well, I'tl etretech a polnt for you,
Dixon. Your hoss Ia up agin® a frost, good
and hard. I'Il lay you fifteen Lhousand to
one agin the stable an' If Lavzaone wins
you'll buy me a nice tie pin.*”

The tralner told Alllse of what he had
done. He even spoke of his distrust at
findlng Faust laylog longer odds agalnst
thelr mare than the other hookmakers.
“But I don’t see what they can do,"” he
said reflectively, studylng the grass at his
feel, his brow gquite wrinkled in deep
thought. "‘The mare's well and we can
trust the boy this time, T think.”

“Yes, you can trust Redpath.” afMrmed
Allls deelsively. “If Faust I8 In with
Langdon, as you say. It just means thal
they're golng on their luck and think thelr
colt. the Dutchman, can't lose.'

Allls gave Jockey Redpath the benefit
of her knowledge of Lauzanne's pecullar!-
ties. The chestnut was a slow heginner;
that was a tralt which even Allls’ seductive
haodling had failed to eradicate,

When the starter sent Laugsnne off,
tralling behind the other seven runners in
the race that afternoon Redpath made =

faint essay, experimentally, to hold to
Allle’ erders, hy patiently nestling over
the chestnut's strong withems in a valn

hope that his mount would speedily seek
to overtake the leaders. But evidemtly
Lauzanne had no such Intention; he seemed
quite watisfled with things as they were
That the horses galloping so frantically
in front interested him alightly was evi-
denced by his cocked ears, but beyond that
he might as well have been the starter's
hack, bringing that gentleman along plac-
idly In the rear

“Just as I thought,”" muttered the boy;
“thig skate's kiddin' me Just as he does
the gal, He's a lazy brute—it's the bud he
wante."

Convinced that he was right and that
his orders were all wrong the jockey anm-
sertod himeelf, He proceeded to ride
Lavuzanne moat energetically. In the
horse’'s mind this sort of thing was sa-
sociated with unlimited punishment. Red-
path felt the unmistakable slgn of his
horse sulking and he promptly had recourse
to the jockey's usual argument.

Sitting In the stand, Alllp saw. with &
ery of dismay. Redpath's whip hand go up
Fbat Laussune had been tralling six
| tengthe  behind  the others hed not
t bothered her In the slightest—It was his
true method. his work would bhe done in
the etretch, when the others were tiring, If
at all

“If the boy will only sit still—only have
patience,” alie had been saying to herself
i Just before she saw the flaah of the whip
in the sunlight; and then she Just
moanod "I's all over; we are beaten
Again Everything jo against us—overy-
bedy 8 agalnst us,'" she cried, bitterly.
“will good fortune wnever come father's
way ¥’

By the time the horse had awung Into
the siretch and Lauzanne bad not in the
slightest ‘mproved his position it dawned
upon Redpath that his efforts wers pro-
ductive of no good, ao he desisted. But
h'da move had cost the Porters whatlsver

chance they might have had., Left to him-
self Lauzanne undertook an investigating
gallop on his own account Too much

! ground had been lost to be made up =t
| that late stage, but he came up to the
| straight In gallant style, wearing down the
leaders unti! he Anished close up amongst
the unplaced horses

Allla allowed no word of reproach Lo ea-
cape her when Relpath epoke of Lau-
sanne's sulkey temper. She atill felt that
it Redpath hsd followed her advice aond
allowed Lauzanne to run bls own race he
would have won. The race did pot shake
ker gonfdence In the Lorse 80 much as in
the poesibllity of getting any jocksy to
ride him In a gulescent manner, When
it was of impossible of Redpath-—who was
cager (o plemsae her—who elae could they
look to? The next morning brought them
freah disaster; all that had gone before
was a5 nolhing compared with this new
development in their run of thwarted en-

deavor.

deavor

Ned Carter bad given Lucretia & vigor-
ous éxerdise gallop over the Derby course
As Dixon led the mare through the pad-
dock to & stall. he suddenly bent down
his head and ook & sharp look at her nos-
irils, another stride and they wers In the
siall. The tratner felt Luecretia’ throat
and oars; he put Ris hand over her heart,
a leok of anxious dismay over his usually
stolid face.

“She cougbed a Uitle sir, whea | pulled

man an he done this job, too.'

Dixon worked over In  his mind many
contorted waye of breaking the news to
Allls and had Anilshed up by blurting out,
“The mares coughin' this mornin', miss, |
hope it aln‘t nothing’, but I'm afrald she's

fAdence into the man, “You're a brick, little
| woman, H there ever was one. Just a tiny
little bunch of pluck, aln't you girl? And
Allie,” he pontinued, “If you don't win the
Derby, come and tell me about It yoursolf,
| won't you? Your sure to have some other

fidence, and before Allls retired Dixon had
bean quite won over to the plan of Allis
endeavor.

In the morniag the trainer anked the git!

whether she would ride Lauzanns a walking |

gallop to get accustomed lo the new order
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IF IT ISN'T—WELL, 1 GIVE IN, MISS ALLIS, YOU FOOLED ME."

in for a sick spell’

Comiog to the course the girl Lad al-
lowed rosy hope to tint the gray gloom
of thelr many defeatts until she had
worked herself into a happy mood. Lu-
eretia’s win would put everything right:
even her father, relleved of financial worty,
would improve. The bright morning seemed
to whisper of victory, Lucretin would
surely win. It was not within the laws
of fate that they should go on forever and
ever having bad luck. She had come Lo
tiave n reassuring look At the grand little
mare that was to turn the tlde of all thelr
i1l tortuncs. ‘The trainer's words, “"The
mare's coughin',” struck a chill te her
heart. She could not speak, the misery
was too great, but stood dejectedly listen-
ing while Dixon spoke of his suspicions of
foul play.

What villalns thers were in the world,
the girl thought, for a man to lay them
odds agninst their horse, knowing that she
had been polsoned, was a hundred times
worse than stealing the money from thelr
pockels.

“1 don't suppose we'll ever bw able to
prove it,” declared IMzoun, regretfully, “but
that doesn‘t matter so much as the mare
being done for; we're out of it now. good
and strong. If we'd known it two days ago

we might a saved the money, but we've
burned up & thousand.”
“Wa'll have to start Lauzanne,” said

Allis, taking a brave pull at hergell and
speaking with decision,

“We might send him to the post, but
thats all the good 1t'll do us, I'm feared.”

“I've sson him do a great gallop,” con-
tended Allis.

“He d4id it for you. but he wont do It
tor nobody slse. There aln’t no boy ridin'
can make bhim go fast onough for & live
funeral. But we'll atart him snd I'll speak
to Redpath about takin' the mount.”

Allls was thinking very fast; her head,
with Ita great wealth of black hair, droped
low In heavy medilation.

“Don’t engage him Just yet, Dixon,” she
sald, looking up suddenly, the shadow of
& mew resolve in her gray eyes. “I'll talk
It over wiith you when we get back to the
houwse. I'm thinking of something, but 1
don't want to speak of 11 just now—Ilet me
think It over a lttle.”

Dizon was deep In thought, too, aa he
went back to his own stables “Wao
baven't got & milllen te one chance,”’ he

Fwas muttering; “the money's burned up an'
the race Is deéad to the world as far as
wo're concerned.”

That Allls vould evolve any plan to [ift
them out of the slough of despond he felt
was quite impossible, but at any rate he
got a distinet shock when, w lttle later, a
slight-formed girl with gray oyes set large
and full in & dark face declared to bhim
that she was golng te ride Lauganne In
the Derby herself

CHAPTER XXII.

Allls’ viait to Ringwood was & fiylug one.
Fillal dewotion to her father had been one
motive, but pot the sole one, Her brother
Alan's wardrobe received a visitation from
hands not too well scqualnted with the
Intricacles of itsa makeup. A couple of
coats and sundry other garments were
looted with & cheerfu]l disregurd of thelr
owner's possible requirements

John Porter was undoubtedly brightened

by the daughter's vislt. Lueretia's defeat
in  the handicap had incressed his
despondency. To gradually prepare him

for fturther reveraes Allls intimated rather
than asserted that Lucretis might possthly
bave a slight cold, Dixon wasnh't sure, but
they were golug to run Lausaans also
Like the trainer, her fathear had but a
very poor opinlon of the chestnut's powers
in any other hands but in that of the girl's.

“Who'll ride himm ™' he asked petulantly.
“'It seems you can't trust any of the boys
nowadays If they're not pinheaded they're
crooked s & corkecrew. Crane tells me
that Redpath didn't ride LuePetia out in
the bandicap apd whether hée rides the
mare or Lausanse It sesms all ons—we'll
gt beat anyway.”

scheme for bracing me up.
oripple, while you fight the battles, Per-
haps Providence, as your mother says, will
sea you through your hard task."

“1 won't come and tell you that we've

won; and then we'll all have the biggest
kind of a blow-out right here in the house.
We'll have a champagne supper, with elder
for champagne, eh, did? Alan, and Dixon,
and old Mike, and perhaps we'll even bring
Lauganne in for the nputs and raisins for
dessert.”

“And the Rev. Dolman, you've left him
out,”” added the father.
They were both laughing. Just a tiny

tittle ray of sunshine had dispelled all the
gloom far & minule.

“Now I must go back 10 my horses,’” de-
clared Allls with anothor kiss, “'Good-bye
dud; cheer up,” and ns she wont up to her
room & smile of hope vanlshed from her
HUps, and in its place came one of fArm,
dogged resolve. Allis needed much deter-
mination before she had accomplished the
thek she had set hersslf-—before she stood
In front of & mirror, arrayed in the purple
and fine linen of her brother, 8he had
thought Alan small, nnd he was—for a boy.
but his clothes bore u terribly suggestive
fmpression of misfit, they hung loose.

Mentally thanking the fashlon which econ-
doned (t, she turned the prats up at the bot-
tom. “I'll use my sciesors and neesdle on
them tonight,’ she said, ruthlessly. “Thank
goodness the jockeys are all lttle chaps,
and the racing clothes will fit betier.”

The coat waa of summer wear, thereforn
soméwhat close-fitting for Alan; but why
did It hang so loosely on her? She was sure
her brother was not o much bigger. The
mirror declared she was s passable coun-
terfeit of her brother: all but the glorious
erown of luxuriant halr. Twics she took
up & pair of scissars. and each time lald
them down agiin, woondering If 11 were
Itile short of 8 madceap freak; then, shrink-
siog from the grinding biss of the cutting
blades, #he clipped with feverish baste the
halr that had been her pride. Now she was
ready to pass her mother as Allis In ber
own long cloak, and appear before Dixon
without 1t, A% & boy. Tha! was her clever
1ittle scheme.

fome hours later Dixon, sitling In his
cottage, oppreased by the misfortune that
bad come to his stable, heard a knock at
the door, When he opened it & nestly-
dressed, slim youth stepped lnte the un-
certaln Mght that stretched out reluctantly

from m rather unfit lsmp on the conter
table.
“Is this Mr. Dizon?' the boy's volee

piprd modestly,

“Yem, lad, It (s. Wil you sit down."

The hoy removed hiz oap, took the
proflered chalr and =ald somewhnt hesi-
tatingly, "I heard you wanted a riding boy.”

“Well, 1 do an’ 1 dgn't. I dou’t know as
1 sald 1 did. but—"' and he scanned the
figure closely—If 1 could get & decent 1ght-
welght that hadn't the hands of a black-
smith an’' the morals of & burgiar I might
give him a trial. Did you ever do any
ridin'—what stable was you jo?*"

“I've rode a good deal.” answered the
Ntitle visitor, ignoring the second ball of
the question.

“What's your name™’

“Al Mayne." the other replied

The boy's face appenled to Dizon as being
an honest opn. Eyideatly the lad was bol
a streel gamin, & tough If he had hands—
the head promised well—and could it o
borse he might be a find. A xood Koy was
rarér than a good horse and of more actunl
value

“1 guess I'll stay hers topight so as fo
be ready for the mornin' ' wald the caller
to Dizon's sstonishment and then the ttle
tellow broke lutg & silvery laugh

“By Jimlpy! ¢ voll, 1
tn, Miss Allls, you fooled me™

“Can 1 ride L. the girl
asked and her volee choked & little—H
might have been the nervous exclisment. of
thankfulness at the success of her plan

glve

ia this, ita Orat stage

lost, dad: 1'11 come and tell you that we've .

I'm Just a of things or would she just walt until race
worthless hulk, sitting here In the house &  day and take her place In the saddle then,

“I'm afrald Mike Il spot you,"
“even Carter may."

“I''. ride  today,'" declared Alle; I
mustn’t take any chances of losing this
rice through my Inexperience. Even

Lauzanne will hardly know me, I'm afraid.
Mike and Carter needn't see much of mae;
I can sllp sway as soon as I've ridden the
gallop.”

"A new boy I'm tryin’."" Dixon explained
to Gaynor after he had 1ifted n 1ittle Ind to
Lauzanoe's back st the paddock gate and
they stood wat~hiog the blg chestnul swing
mlong with his usual sluggish stride.

“He's got good hands,” sald Mike,
critically, “though he secms a bit awkward
in the saddle. You couldn’t have a better
trisl horse fer a mew b'y: If Lauzanmne's
gatisfed with him he can rolde onythin'."

When Allis, who was now Al Mayne, the
hoy, came around and back to the paddock
she sllpped quletly from Lhe horse, lolitered
sareleasly about for n few minutes and then
made her wuy back to Dixon's quarters.
Nobody had paid soy sttention to the
modest little boy. Riding lade were as
plentiful as sparrows; one more or less
called for no comment, po inveatigastion.
Even Mike lost Interest in the new boy in
wondering why Miss Allls had not made
her usual appearance.

“How did the horse Hke it?"" Dixon asked
of the girl when he returned home.

“Oh, he knew. 1 whispered In his ear as
we cantered slong and he'll be all right;
he'll keep my secret.”

“Well, I think he's due to & pipe opener
tomorrow, It's just three days to the
derby, an' we've gol to give him a sirong
workout. Besldes, It'll put you up next
what you've got to do In the race. To-
morrow mornin’ you had belier canter him
just slow around once, an' then stnd them
the full mile-an‘-a-quarter as though therc
was money hung up for It 1'll eateh his
time, an’ we'll get wise to what he can do.”

This program was carried out, snd as
Dixon loked thrice at his wsich afier the
gallop to make mure that he was not mis-
taken In the time, 2:11, be began to wonder
i, after aull, the girl war not uearly right
In her prophetic hope that the desplsed
Lauzanne would win the Brookiyn Derby.

“He can move; he surprised me.” the
tralner snld to Allls as she dlamounted.
“"He's not blown, elther: he's an fresh as a
datey. Gud! we'll do those blackguards up
yet, I belleve,”

CHAPTER XX1V,

The news that Lucretis was sick had got
about, The Porter's stable traveled out
In the betting for the Brooklyn Derby untll
8 backer—I|f there had been ene—ecould have
written his own price, and got it.

liangdon had informed Crane of this
change In thelr favor, though he sald nothe
ing ahout the deal with Shandy which had
brought about the polsoning of the mare

“I'm sorty that Porter's mars has gones

wrong.”" Crane sald. “1 think ws would
bave won, anyway, but 1t°1] Just about ruln
them."

Filguratively, Langdou closed one eye and
winked to himself, Crase must know that
It was his impiled desire that had led up
te the wrecking of Lucretis. Langdon
thought Crane Just about the most com-
plete hrpocrite he'd ever met; thal prescher

face of his could leok honorably plous
while ts owner raked In a voel ninety
thousand over the traiper's dirty work
However, that eut no figure: It was the

510,000 Langdon wus after

Just aw they thought they had desiroyed
the chances of thelr strengest opponent,
rame & new disturbing feature

Cther eyea than Dixon's had seen Lay-
munt’'s strong gatlop, other watches than
his bad ticked off the extraordinary good
time: 211 for the mile and a quarter, with
the horse seemingly runping well within
himaelf, never urged a fool of the journey
and finishing strong. was certalply almost
guvod enough 1o warrant his winning

Thin Information hed been brought to

| know :

lep. And the same hoy was 1o ride Lau
ganhe in the race. he underatood, for Red
path had been released, and was looking for
abother mount

It wasn't in the natural order of things
that ohe smatll stable would have In It two
horses good enough 1o win tbhe Derby
cially when one of them wak n capt-off, but

oRpe

thers was the gallop. time, ke Agures
dldn’t lle, not often, and as he thought of
it, Langdon admitied that be had pever

seen such an Improvement In A horse Ae
had been made n Laussnne, Shandy had
told him that 1t was Misa Porter's dolng,
that she had cured him of his sulky moods;
the gallop Langdon had witneased seemod to
Bear out the triuth of this

What was he to 40" They couldn’t
peat the trick they had played on Lucreiin
The Dutchman might win, he had worked
the distanae in 2:0% hut then he was all out
At the finish, and there was $10.000 st stake
He tried to fnd out who the boy was (hat
bad vidden Lauzatnie, bt nobody seemed to
he was a vew boy that Dixen had
pleked un somewhere, Perbaps ha might be
EOt ot ! this could be managed i1 would
simplify matters somewhat—romove an un-
pleasant contingencs

ro-

The morning after her fast work on Lau-

| z2anme. Allis, draped as she wan into the
personification of Al Mayne, arrived at the
course before thelr horses. As she was
lenning over the paddock rail walting for

Langdos, but he wise bad observed the gal- |

Lauzanne to eome, Langdon, who had evi- |

dently determined upon g eourse of actlon,

sauntercd up carelessly to the glel and com-

menaed to talk. After a few prellminary

obhservations he  sald, “'You're the boy

that s ridin’ for Andy Dixon, aln't you?"
The small fAgure nodded its hewd,

“I seen you gallop that chesinut yester-

dny. Where you been ridin'—you're n
stranger herp, 1 reckon?"
Out wost,"” anewered Alllg, at a hazard.

“Oh, San Fraocleco, eh?
to Dixon?*

“T'm Just on teinl.”

"Goln' to ride the chestnut io the race™’

Again the boy nodded; under the elroum
stances 1t was not wise to trust too much

Are you engaged

to spesch,
“He aln’t no goodl-—he's a4 bad borse, 1
gueas. I've got the winner of that race In

my stable. If he wine 1'd like to rlgn you
for a year. 1 llke the way you ride. 1
uin’t got no good lighiwelght. I might give
you a thousand for a contract, an' losin’
and winnin' mounts when you had u leg
up. How do you lke ridin® for Dixon?" he
continued, (he lttle éhap nol answering his
observations,

“I aln't goin® to rlde no more for him
after this rave,'" answered the other, quite
truthfully enough, hut possessed of a curl-
oslty to discover the exlent of the other's
villainy.

"I don't blame you. He's no good: he don't
never give his boys a chance. If you win
on the chestnut Hke as not ther'll just glve
you the winnin' mount, That ain't no good
to n boy. They ain't got no money, that's
why. The owner of my ocandidate, Lha
Dutchman, he's a rich man, an' won't think
nothin® of givin' you a retaluer of a thou-
sand if we won thi= race. That'll mean
the Dutehman's n good horse, an’ we'll want
A good, light boy to ride him-—nee?"

Allls 414 see. Langdon was diplomatically
giving her, as Al Mayoe, to understand that
it she threw Lhe race on Lapzanne she
woulli gel (he place In thelr stable at a
retainer of & thousand dollurs.

“We can afford it if we win the race,” he
continued, "for we stand a big stake. Come
and see me any time you llke to talk this
over."

After he had gone, just as Allls was leav-
ing the rall, she was again accosted: thie
time by Shandy, She trembled an Instant,
fearing that the small, red-lidded, ferret
eyes would discover her identity, but the
boy was too Intent on trylng to secure his
lll-earned five hupdred dollara to think of
anything else

“Good morumin’, boy," he sald, cheerlly.
“T used to be In Dixon's wtable. It's h—I1;
and he's a swipe. 1 see my boss talkin' to
you just now. DId he put you next a good [
thing*"*

Allls nodded her head knowingly.

“He's nll right. Bo's (he other one—the
guy aa has got the mun; he's got n bank
full of . I'm on (o him—his name's
Crane—"'

Allls started.

“You don't know him,” contlnued the
imp: “he’s too slick to go measin’ about.
But if the oid man promised you anything,
see, God blast me! you'll git it. Not Hke
that ather skinflini hole where you don’t
git nothin’. 1 stand in five hundred If our
horse wins the Derhy.

“Do you ride him?' asked Al Mayne.

“Ride nothin'. 1 don’t have to. I've mot
my Job already.”

“1 don't belleve they'll ‘give you five hun-
dred for nothin',"” sald Allls, doubtingly,
knowing that the boy's obstinate nature, it
he were crossed, would probably drive him
into further explanation.

“Sgy, you're n stiff. What'd the old man
want you to de—pull Lauzanne?"

Allls nodded.

"1 knowed It. What was the use of stop-
pin’ the marc an' let the chestnut spoll the
job ™

“Is that what you get the five hundred
for?" asked Allls, a sudden suspiclon foro-
Ing Itself upon her.

"Say, what'd you take me for, a fiat car?
But she's siek, ain't she? An' you jes’ take
care of the chostnut now, an’ I'll give vou
a hundred out of my five, God bil" me, If 1
don's"

As he spoke Shandy looked hastily about
to see that no one was listening, then he
continued. “If you give me the double eross

| spot

|aged with venomous fury. _“‘"
do bo good, my word's an
But 11} give you the bun-
1 will, if you don’l

small eyes b

" aldee it won't
good as yours. -
dred, »° help me ! : b
:I-lh‘ the rh:nnut ont, Mum's the m}l;‘l.d
he added, bolting suddenly, for Dizon ba
entered the paddock with hin hormes,

With the horses also came Mike Gaynor.
While thelr blankets were belog taken Icl::!.
and saddies adjusied, heoame Over w A b&
Thore wis 8 suppressed iwinkle of sub-
voried knowledge In Rhis weather-beaten

ot ooy AL he sald, nodding In &

“Oood mornin’,
vory dlgaified manner, and putting & atrong
keep from

mecent on the name.

‘Now, Mike had determined to
the girl the faci that he had penstrated her
dlsguise. With proper Irish gallantry, crude
as it might be in Its expression. but deli-
cate in W8 motive, he reasoned that his
knowledge might make her uncomfortable.

“1 see that ﬂY"‘l"n"‘“ divil Shandy
1alkin’ to you as I come . Whal naw mie-
chief is he up to pow?™ .

‘He wants me to pull Lausanpe.

“He aln't got no gall, has he? Thal come
from headgquartors; it's Langdon put him up
to that.” .

“Me was talkin' to me, too.” y

“1 t'ought ha would be. But he dide’t
know You, Miss Allis-='*

Heavens! It waa out, Mike's sun+
tanned face turned brick red; he could have
bliten off his unruly Irish tongue. The
girl wiared at him helplessly, her cheeks.
that were scarlet, tingling under the hot
rush of bloed,

“Thers you are, an', belleva me, T didn't
mean |, | was goin’ to keep me mouth
shut, bhut T never ecould do that.™

“You knew, then, yvesterday?"

“Indade I didn't; an' that's a good sign
to yeu nobody'll know. But whin I t'ought
wit' meself, I knowed that Alan couldn’t
ride Lauzanne the way you did, an’ you didn‘t
deny you was him, an' if you wasn't him
you must Be yoursell, sse?' which more or
leas lucld explanation seemed to relleve
Mike's mind mightily “I think you're
Jes doln’ right, miss—AlL 1 mean; I must
ket used to the name: 8 help me, 1 belave
vou'll win en the chestnul—that gallop was
good enough.”™

“Do you think I can do it, Mike, amongst
all those jookeys™'

“Eure thing, you ean, A-—Al me b'y; he
won't need no ridin’ In your hands; all you'll
have to do Is sit still an' Xeep him straight.
He'll win the race In the streteh, an' thars
won't be many there to bother: they'll all
b beat off. Now, It's a good thing that I
do know about this, for I'll just kape close
to you an’ kape anywan that's likely to
you away, If I have to knock him
down.™

Mike had worked himself up to a fine
frenzy of projected endeavor; hoe oast about
for further services he could render his ad-
mired mistress,

“An, you know Carson, the starter; he's
Jest® the lovllest Tridhman; there Isn't a
b’y on earth could get an Ineh the best of
it from him on a start, not {f they were
tn give him gold enough to wa'ght & horse

down. But T'H tp him the wink that rer
4 gurl, ang—*
“Mike! What are you saying? De you

mean to ruin everything? |

The rosy hue of eager joyousness that
had crept Into Gaynor's sun-tanped tacn
vaniehed: bls juw drooped like the man's
with the hoe: a pathetle look of sheeplab
apology followed,

“That's ®0,” he ejaculated, mournfully.
"Bot’ t'umbs up! but It's a pity. Carson’'s
an Irish gintleman, an' If T could il him
you was a gurl he'd knock the head plumb
off any b'y that ‘ud bother you. You'd git
away well, too."

Then the girl told Mike all that Bhandy
and Langdon had sald, It only  confirmed
Mike's opinlon that, between them, they
had polsoned Lueretia, He felt that, with a
Httle more evidence, théy would be able to
prave both crimés, the ane with Diablo asd
the one with Lucretia,

The Brooklyn Derby was to run the next
day. Allis was glad that It WAS 80 near;
she dreaded discovery. She was ke 1'.
hunted hare, dodging evary one she fancied
might discover her identity. BShe would
have to run the gauntlet of many oyes
while welghing for the race and at the
time of golng out; even whon she returnad
especially if she won., But i the n:ullo:
ment over the race people would not have
time to devote to & strange Jockey's visage.
She could quite smear her face with dirt,
for that seemed a natural candition where
boyz were riding perhaps several races in
one afternoon. The jockey cap with ita
blg peak, well pulled down over her head,
would add materially to her disguise. Mike
would fetch and earry for her, so that she
would be in evidence for very few minutes
at most. Dixon, aven, opposed to the idea
as he had been st first, now nssured her
quite confidently that nobody would maks
her out,

“It's the horses they look al.” he sald,
“and the colors. An apprentice boy doesn't
cut much lce, I can tell you. Why, I've
been raein’ for years,” he went on, with
the Intent of giving her confidence, “an’
many n time I see & bhoy up on a borse
that must have rode om thess traoks over
A hundred times, an' I can't name him to
Save my neck.”

At any rale, there was nothing more to
do until she mmde the great endeavor, until
the wenl f{o the track at the time set for
the Hrooklyn Derby, dressed In the blus
Jacket with the white stars of hér fatheps
racing cvolors; that was the plan adopted.
A buggy, with Mike driving, would take
her stralght to the paddock, quite In time
for the race.

an' peach, I'll split yer head opon.” Hie

(To be Continued.)

ALL WRON

Most people make the same

E=ine———— ]

mistake,

Try to cure a bad back without reaching the cause.
Many means to relieve a backache,

But relief is not cure—

The ache in the back returns,
Cure the cause to cure ache.

DOAN’S KIDNEY PILLS

Relieve the aching back and
And they don’t stop there,

cure it.

They cure every trouble of the kidueys.
Omaha proof here that this is so,

Mr. R L. Rowe, MI1 Bristol st
mitters betwean COllcago, 8t Louls
Union Telegraph Co's office, says:

rest, who bhas charge of the trans-
and  Callfornis, In the Weatern
“Befors | procured Doan's Kldney

Pllls m Kuho & Co's Drug Btore, cormer 15th and Douglas streets, I
tried seversl well known propristary mediolnés guarantesd '™ ".
sure-curs for any form of kidney troubls, but at best they only gave

me temporary rellef

Finally T gave up searching for & ramedy, but

as my back ached wnd thers wes 100 frequent action of the kidney

sscretions. It struck me if Doan's
they promised they might help me

Kidoay Pills performed half what
over the diMeulty. The treatment

has apparently oured me, for up to date I have not uoticed a symp-

tom of & recurrence’*

All Drag Sores-80 cemnis.

Foster -Milbura Co., Bufale, N, ¥,

withii B dare AL druggio,
oy mall.  Priee kl\n.-!v.m
"‘:A‘nu’nu!rgiud ‘Wiloos Med.
] Cade, 1B X, 100 BL, Plulia, Fa
Sold !;y Shermnn, MeConnell IJru' Qo
8 W. Cor. sih and Dodge, Omaha, Neb, |

- MILEOX TANSY.PILLS
&F:lil“ﬂl“ ala or: I':I.AI:I‘ e
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