
THE BRUSHWOOD BOY

bi'low her bridlo-haiul, pulling l^uiidy into a walk.

Miriam wafl Hobbing as ho had H(5en a man Hob und«'r

the touch of tho ballot.

"It 'h all right— it 's all right," ho whispered feebly.

'* Only—only it 's true, you know."

"Tme! Am I mad?"
" Not unleHs I 'm mad as well. Do try to think a

minute quietly. How could any one conceivably know

anything about the Thirty-Mile Ride having anything

to do with you, unless he had been there?

"

"But where? But where f Tell me!"
" There—wherever it may be— in our country, I sup-

pose. Do you remember the first time you rode it—the

Thirty-Mile Ride, I mean? You must."

" It was all dreams—all dreams 1

"

" Yes, but tell, please; because I know."
" Let me think. I—we were on no account to make

any noise—on no account to make any noise." She

was staring between Dandy's ears, with eyes that did

not see, and a suffocating heart.

" Because ' It ' was dying in the big house? " Georgie

went on, reining in again.

" There was a garden with green-and-gilt railings-

all hot. Do you rememberV^

" I ought to. I was sitting on the other side of the

bed before ' It ' coughed and ' They ' came in."

"You!"—the deep voice was unnaturally full and

strong, and the girl's wide-opened eyes burned in the

dusk as she stared him through and through. " Then

you 're the Boy—my Brushwood Boy, and I 've known

you all my life!
"
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