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FAYETTE'S RIDE.

BY CLARA F. GTJERNSEY

(Cvntinued )

" O, Fayeti e !" cried Sue, help-
Iessly; bit shWinede no, further
objection, and Mrs. Ford had iot
ho d the hurrieod consuRLation'.

Fayette would give herself no
ti4e to tink. She was a ner-
vous little thing, and she dreaded
the long ride through the windy,
night more than she had ever
feared anything iii lier life. - ,

She was not a. very daring rider,
though at the little frontier post
'where she had passed two years
'witli hei parents, li- ratler had
taught lier to manage a horse
with a reasonable skill, and she
had ridden many a mile with him
over the prairie.

" O, if f1ather were here now
she said, a sob sudde:nly, rising.

Then she was doubtfuil about
lier own power .to manage
Phobe, the great cliestnt mare,
the pricie of lier uncle's heihtt
strong, swift, spirited creatufe
that she was.

For two years Phobe had
borne away the prize at state nid
county fairs and the horse-racing
world had tempted her owner ii
vain. Fayette had mounted her
more hian onico, ridden round the
yard, and ip and down the road,
but always with some secret
fears. She had never dared even
ta try a canter ; and.noW,,,to mounit
at " mirk niduight," and go as
fast as might be, off into the dark-
noss' alone on Phobe's back,
seemed an awful thing ta poor
Fayette.

She knew that the mare was
gentle, and she ?ad often petted
lier, and led lier ta water. She
did not much doubt but thal
Phobe wouild submit ta be sad-
diec and bridled by her hand,
but still it was with many a mis-
giving that she put on lier hat and
janket. She did not take time to
ind lier habit, and, ligliting the

lantern, went ont to the barn.
Phobe was not lying down.

Disturbed, perhaps, by the lioud-
blowing wind, she .was wide
awake; and as Fayette entered
with the ligih', she turned her
head v: a low whinny, as
V' .:gh glad ta sec a friend.

Fayette w-*ent into the stall in
fear and trembling ; but she
loosened the halter, and led
Pliobe out unresisting.

The mare was so tall, and
Fayette so short, that she was
obliged ta stand up on.a box ta
slip on the bridle ; to which
Phebe submitted, turning lier
soft, intelligent eyes on the girl
with mild, wondering enquiry.
The sddle vas harder ta manage,
but Fayette strained at the girth
till her wistsached, and hoped
all was right

Saine fa1it1 encouragement
cam1ne to her, as she saw how
gentiy the mare behaved. " O,
Pliebe~ darlin.g," said Fayette,
-- "You -will be good-I.know

you will. You are the only ne and deeply--furrowed road as
that cau help us now." soberiy as an aid carthose.

Petted Phob., Iused ta caresses The Ford farm-house lay-half
as a house cat, rubbed lier dainty way up the side of a high ill,
head on Fayette's shoulder as if to and the farm extended into the-
reassure her. valley below in pasture and

Poor Fayette put up one brief, meadow land. Here for a space,
wordless p rayer for help and was a liard gravel road ;, and
courage, and then she led Phobe Fayette, yielding to the spùr of
out of the stable, mounted her by the moment, let Phobe canter,
the aid of the horse-block, and which she was only too willing-
rode away into the night. ta do, and was relieved ta lind

Sue, watching forioin, heard.lhe how easily she kept lier seat, and
mare's hoofs beating fainter down how gentle was the motion.
fhe road ; and relieved that at lI a few minutes the bounds of
least Fayette had got off without the ' farm were passed, rand.
accident, listened till the last Fayette's heart sank low as they
sound died away on the wind. drew near the roaring, sounding
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had been heavy rains for the last superstitions
few days, and the roads were ta ballad-lore
deeply : gullied, and somewhat will, neverth
dangerous by nmght. and sometir

The wild, white moon, nearly ai nigiht, and
the full, was plungiig swiftly and that Po
throughb. heavy masses of grey which haugh
cloud; fhat af times quite obscured self to scorn
her light, and the solid. shapes of Fayette, l
hill and wood, and the sweepilg, properly bro
changing shadows were sa ming- Mr. Gradgri
led that it was hard ta distin- read all sort

guish what .was real earth and listened ta i
what was but the effect of cloud a Scotch nur
and wind-blown moonshine. All a ballad, an
the twiliglit world seemed sound lare, and old
and motion. enough pup

Phobe, as well as her rider, ta play \ith
perhaps, felt saine of the in- but which n
fluences of the time ; for she life-likeness
snorted and iurned .her head The owls
homeward, as if minded ta return the shladows
to heråwarm stable; but she gave came a long,
way ta Fayette's voice and hand, in the arki
and striking- into a steady pace, awvful sound
picked her way down the steep Fayette k
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ow rose up iii a grim.
quite too real.
began ta call from
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thuf if was only a lon callinig,
but for all lhat it frightened lier.
There caime over hierthlat nmorribie
:feeling which most people have
experienced once mn ther JIves at
îee.t--ihe sense that same unseen
pursuer is coming up behind.

Jn a sudden spasmi of terror, she
very nearly gave way tythe im-
pulse tiat urged lier ta siblind-
Jly ail anywhere ta escape the
cread follower. Nerves and mi-
agination were running wild but
Fayette, from lier earliest years,
lad been trained to self-control
and duty. She checked fthe pim
that urged lier ta cry and scream.
for help. She used lier reason,
and forced herself ta look back
and assure lier senses that, sa far
as she could sec thë dim irack,
she and Phobe . were the only

miving creatures there.
"I am doing what is righi," she

said ta hersell. " God is here as
much as in my room-at home. It
is folly ta fear things that are not
real, and as for living beings, not,
even a wolf could catch me on
Phobe."

Resolutely rousing lier will,
she grew more used ta lier situa-
tion, and, more able ta control ber
terrors, she .sternly refused to give
rein ta hier frightened fancy.
ýhe dîew-along breath, however,
wlei once tIie wçod was passed,
and theroad began ta climb the
opposing hil, behind which, and
across the creek, lay Springville.
i>!ShŠ'i'thilnughf af William of
Dloraine and his ride ta MeIrose,
and smiled at the remembrance
'oftihat matter-of-fact liera.
_" Its a good thing, Phobe dear,
that you and I have no deadly
fend with any oie," she said; and
then she patted the mare and
praised lier, anid Phoebe quicken-
ing her páce, broke into a gallop,
andsftook the: liill road with long,
svee.ping . strides that soon
brouglit them ta the sumnit.

Fayette began ta enjoy the
sift motion, and a sense of
iidependence and safety in
Phobe's genfle compliance with
lier will; but at lie hill-top she
checked the pace, fearing a stum-
ble down the deeply gullied hill,
which was still sending rivulets
tothecreek. TheamiablePhobe
chose to obey, and picked lier
way, careful both for herself and
lier rider.

Now rose a new voice on the
wind. It was the sound of angry
waters, a long roar rising louder
from time ta time.

" How high the creek must
be !" thought Fayette; and as the
roar increased, she began ta have
a sort of fear of the bridge, whiclh
she knew must he crossed; but
she classed the fQeling with lier
ghostly terrors, and, soon found
herself drawing near the bridge,
the noise of the water almost
drowning that of the wind.

As she caine to the bank a
heavy cloud eamè oyer the moon4x,:
involving the whole landscao e
hn sudden and dense blackness;
and at *that instant Phobe


