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il.

'So that inians that Ladybird won't win." Nat
left alone, ivas soliloquising.

"Ife was quile rigbt; nobody cîse but nie cal
make bier face the *gate' quietly. You scoundrel
Dick Crafton! Jt's men like you who spoil whai
might be one of the noblest sports ia the world."

Týhen bie nmade ready 10 go doxvn to the~ Farni
But there was another interruption in store for bini

"Here youi are, Grani'dad !" cricd tbe swvect voic
of bis granddaughlter, as slrn rail exciîedly forward,
up with tbe Iark, and fuîll of the hereditary enthuis-
iasm for the horse. Sbe biad been away over the
downs watching Ladvbird at bier work.

"~My little girl ! \X'bv, xvere (11( yon spring
from ?" asked Nat. 'Jvc been out, too, but diduit
see you.-

She avoided bis kcen, questioning gaze.
"Isn't it a lovely day for the race ?" She put

bier arm affcctionately through bhis. Tbey stood to-
gether tbus, watcbing the racegoers straggling
across the course. "Oh, Grandad, I hope Ladybîrd
will w.in!

"Hillo ! XVbat bas lny little one got to do with
horses and raeing, I wonder! Why, you haven't
backed Ladybird to win you a fortune, have you ?"

"Oh, no; but then, you sc, Ladybird bas such
a pretty naine, for one tbing; and then-"

"And then what? Doni't you trouble your little
bead about 'osses, Ilettie."

"But I mnust troulble about Ladybird-not for
myself, but because 1 know someone wbo wants bier
10 win-awfully."

Tbe shaggy cyebrowvs of the man went up) witbh
a jerk.

"You mean young Harry Beckett, of bbe 01(1
Glebe Farmn? I don't sec wby yon should be so
mucb interested in hbim, my dear. Ile's a good-
bearted, bandsomne young fellow enougb-"

"Do you think bim bandsome, too, Grandad ?"
"Wbat d'ye nican by do I 'think bim 'andsomc.

too'? Wbat ,does it matter to you ?"
lHe looked at bier from the winking corner of

one eye.
"Well, you know, J've seen him-er-pretty often,

Gran'dad; and hie seems very nice."
"I daresay. But he's been led away, lassie, led

away by tbem as is a good deal cleverer than blim-
self; and I don't thiak it was a good day for bini
wben bis old father died and left that thorougbbred
filly to hlm."

"You mean Ladybird !" eried the girl. "Oh, sbe's
sucb a beautiful darling; and she neyer goes better
than for you. Yeoi will ride lier lu the Royal Cup
to-day-won't you ?"

H1e awoke again as froîn a dream, startled by
ber words, nonplussed for any answer.

He felt what an unfavourable one would mean
to bier.

"It depends, Hettie-it depends. But I don't sec
how I can, girl, Ilu fact, now you're here, perbaps
you wouldn't mmnd ruuning bu tbe Farmn and tellinz
Harry Beckett-"

"That you woa't ride ? No, tbat im sure I
sba'n't-so tbere !"

Tbere was a blaze of determination in bier brown.
fawn-like eyes, a ring of rebellion in ber voice.

"Ve sec, im a bit past ridin' in these bigZ races
now, Hettie. Besides, perhaps-pcthaps-"l He
paused as tbough sometbing was stîckinz in bis
throat. "Maybe Ladybird wiil bake il into bier bcad
to-day bo go off as well for-for-sonieone cIsc."

Her next words were a rehulke.
"Oh, bow eau you say il? Voîi know she won't.

And just tbink what it mneaus bo Mr. Beckett- if
she loses-be will have to selI up and Icave the Old
Fanm."

"I know-I know, my girl; hc's backed bier 10
win ýhîm a good stake. And 1 knew bis old f'ather
before him-well, I did. I'd do aIl I know to kecp
bim in the Fanm, but-"

"You must ride, Gran'<lad! It would break bis
beart 10 bave to leave il."

The old man was still somewhat puzzied by ber
vehlemence in championing the young owner's cause.
But certain litIle birds were beginning 10 twiîîer
about bis cars.

"But what do you know about it. Hettie? You're
precious anxious about the young gentleman. Von
know, likeable as hie is, be's been a reckless young
beggar, andl been a-giving bis mind far too: much to
Ibis nice filIy of bis. H1e sbould leave raci' te, tbem
millionaire ebaps, wbo, if tby wins tbcy wins, and
if tbey loses it don't make no odds. You go and
think of sometbing eIsc, Hettie."

"But there's Ladybird to think of, too, Gran'dad.
She wants so mucb to win this race. Sbe bold me
so, as well as sbe could, while I was patting bier Ibis
very moraing."

"Oh. indeed. She did, did she? Well. sbe's a
young lady, and you're a young lady; and when

gals gels together there's sure to lie a bit of talkiint
But how did you manage to coule across lier?
saw lier in the 'stable myseif. XX at xvere voit doint
near the gallops? And w~~<as the owner there, too ?-
eh-eh ? Corne, now."

A faint blusb stole over the girl's bright, suil-
tbrowned face. She knew shie wvas being found out

and was tunconcernedly ready for capitulation.
"Iwas there quite accidentally. Not at thE

stables," she explained; "at tbe turn whiere the
straigbit five-furlong course begins. And you see,
Harry-

Metapborically she drew rein bere, ai-i latigbed
aloud.

H'Ia rry ehi? Christian namnes eh ?" gruned
Nat. "And wbat about i1arry ?"

"Hie said it ail depended on you, Gran'dad,
w hether Ladybird won or lost; Ibat you understood
bier as no oiîe else (lit; that you alone could save
him from ruin."

AIl the childîsh Iaugbîer was gone now; she was
a xvoman figbting for the man she loved best iii the
world.

"Ruin's an ugly word, Hettie; and it's an ugly
tbing for them as wants to keep their beads up."

He was not tbinking alone of Harry Beckett.
She knew there was no fime to lose. She had

purposely kept lmn so that no other jockey could bie
secured; she miust drive bier argument home.

"Ah, but you wilI ride Ladybird in the Cup to-day
aud save your old friend's son, aiid-"

TI'le tears stole ont from bier eyes-a dramiatic
littie touch that was to work wionders.

"And wbiat, cbild? Speak out, if you've any-
tbing more to say-to tell me," denîanded Nat. Then
suddenly, with a kind of elioking spasin of fear.
*Hettie-quick, child! Go tbrough the bouse and
out the back way. Go !" bie cried sternly.

"Wby, Gran'dad? W hat's the matter ?"
lie waved bier away froni the window. There

was a look iu bis face she liad neyer seen there
before.

"Do as 1 bid you, Hettie. Tbere's someone comn
ing bere 1 miust meet alone."

"No one that may do0 barmn, Gran'dad ?"
"Ill see to that. Oh, no, nothing of that. His

sort are ail cowards." The latter remark was to,
bimself. "Go !" bie cried again, bis eyes taking on
a glilter thbat looked cold as îce. "Don't ask anv
qluestions, andl tell Iiarry Beckett that, bar accidents,
Nat Bradley will ridle Ladybird in the Royal Cup
to-day, and, what's more, win. And now it's timie
I was getting ready."

H1e disappeared into a srnall inner room.
The girl made to go out at the back; the catch

of the gate clicked out of ils socket, and a man
strode quickly up the path.

Ii.

Hettie bad not quite liked bier grandfather's tones
andl manner. She fiad never seen hiim anything like
it before. lIe was an unusually equable and un-
emotional man. The click of the gate brougbt bier
back mbt the room ere she bad well left it.

"Good morning, Miss Hettie. Is your grand-
faîber about? I want to see bim immediately."

Mr. Richard Crafton was evidently in a great
burry. His voice struck the girl as conveying the
idea of intimidation.

"Oh, im sure bie is too busy just t!his minute to
see anyone. And I must be off too."

"Von ail of you seem to, be in a great hurry.'
"And you, too, evidently, sir. We ail have to

be sm-art on a Royal Cup day, you know. Gran'dad's
diressing to ride Ladyhird. Expeet you'll sec hini
in the paddock presentiy. Good-day, sir."

Mr. Crafton watched the pretty retreating figure
with a sigb-and an oath. She bad made hlm feel
cuirionsly sentimental on the one side, most con-
foundedly savage on the other.

"Oh, goo-good-bye-ta ! ta! little Miss Cock-
sure F" 'lie called after bier. "So tbc oid man's going
to ride Ladybird, after ail, is hie? 1 watcbed yon
come ia, my pretty one, and, knowing what I do
know, tbougbî you might persuade hîmt to make a
fool of bimself. That's wby I came back."

He put bis right hand to the back of bim, wbere
was hidden a leatber-lined pocket.

As hie did so, something seemed tu uccur to take
away the support usually supplied by bis stalwart
limbs.

Thle Sun, streamiîng Ibrotugb the open door at its
noontide zenith, flasbcd blindingly upon somctbing
and somebody standing before him.

It was Nat Bradley in ail the glory of Mr. Harry
Beckett's colours.

"Nat Bradley !" -gasped the astonisbed man.
steadying bimself. "So you have changed your mind?
You're going to defy nie. Rigbht you are; then J'n
going to play my trump card."1

The jockey aid nothing-sitmpîy went on with

.sorte of thîe siaîer (letails of bis preparatiuu for
Ibte race.

XVbile Richardl Crafton stood, as it were, on
guard over the door, Hettie rusbed in from the
back and straigbt up to the old mîan.

"Graa'dad, you're going 10 keep your promise!
I knew you svould. Ah, you've got the Beckett
colours on! Harry is s0 glad! l'vc just met hlm."

Bradley stilI reîuained sulent; tbc nian aI the door
was biting bis lips.

"Yes, F'm going 10, keep miy word, litIle onle,"
said Nat, afler a pause that semed interminable.

"I saw the lad with bile mare jutîsi ow, Grau'(ad.
Sbe's s0 rcstless, waiting for you; tiîey're leading
bier up and down otilside."

Richard Craftoîî bad liot goile. Ife was stili
guar(Iing the door froin without, and watcbing the
waiting miare at the saine lime.

"Do you know, Graa'dad," continued the girl
excitediy, "I can sec ail the grand ladies walking
about the lawn from hiere."

"Ves, and the old racla' blood 15 up in me. little
'one !" cried Nat. "I feels il a-tingîing ail tbrougb
me. nPere's notbing like il la the world: 10 feel
' em gallopin' under ye wibh tbem long, level strides-
goîn' that quick tiîey culs the daisies wlth their plates
clean as a scythe tbrougb a thistie. And SQ ye
tbink Ladybird looks beautiful, do ye? Trained to
the bour, and fit 10 rua for a kiagdom?"

"Neyer mind the kingdopn, Gran'dad. I hope
sbe'l win for llarry Beckett."

"Ha, ha! Well, 1 suppose be's your king, my
dear-your King l-arry, eh ? Ve (lon't tlîik J'in an
old fool, (d0 'ce, as don't sec how the land lies ?"

A Swift gleam of the iigbt that is neyer seca
except in a woman's eyes wbra sbc is ini lave illumi-
nated bbc brigbt young face.

"Yes, Gran'dad; J can't belp it! J do love bim,
and be-be loves me. 1 don't know why; I'm not
haif good cnough for hlm."

"Aia't ye, indced? AIl I know is, if Master
Ilarry Beckett gels you, he gets the best little girl
in the world bar noue; that's Nat Bradley's opinion
-bar none! But I musn't stop bere jawini'."

She gave him a burried kiss.
"Gran'dad-il is so good of you. Ob, yes, I

remember you said you'd neyer ride raeîng again;
and you're doing it for Harry's sake."

"And yours, litIle one-mostly yours. Ves; wbcn
*Nat Bradley makes a promise bie likes bo keep it."
The strong, nimble fingers gave the whip a tigbîer
grip. "And il aia't bîackguards like Dick Crafton
as can stop him, neither. Ah, tbere's Ladybird
coming t0 fetcb bier jockey-to keep bim up 10 liie.
D'ye tbiak J'd disappoint lier? There she is-proud
as Punch and pretty as a picture; and she's goin'
bo run for my littie girl's heart, and, bar accidents,
win. For Nat Bradley's lasI race is goin' t0 be
the best he ever rode la bis life."

As be burried to the door be found bis way
barred by tbe bulky form of Dick Crafton.

"Stop, Nat Bradley! You'vc ridden your lasî
race already, unless you keep your promise to me,
and gel out of those colours."

Hettie had rua 10 bier room to complete bier toilet
for the grand stand. So tbe lwo were alone.

Bradley eyed liîs man for a moment wîtb a look
tbat conveyed his answer better than any mere words
couîd bave done.

"Wbat are you going 1e, do?" demanded Craflon.
"The girl will be back in a minute te, ask wbaî il's
ail abouît. Amn I lu tell ber about Gadfly II. ?"

The jockey smiled an amazing, smile, that went
out suddenly like a snuffed candle.

"The deuce take Gadfiy Hl., and yout 100, Dick
Crafton ! I shahl not take off these colours, and l'ai
going to, ride Ladybird ia the Royal Cup, and win
on bier. And I've got 10 go--now."

H1e gave a step forward, bis wbip raised ahove
bis liead. Crafton felt the swisbiag brealh of il as
il flew upwards in tbe strong bands.

"Tbere's the bell. Tbrey're clearing the course.
Let mie gzo!"

The liuge bulk of Dick Crafton bad ils weigbt
against the open door. Wibb a rapid, tnicky move-
ment of the body - a low dodge of the minor
wrestling rings-be shuit the door and got on the
other side of the jockey, mbt the room.

"Turnîng awkward, Mr. Bradley, are you?" hie
snarled. "Put a baud on that door, and I riddle
tbat rigbt wing of yours."

"Bah !" laughed Bradley. "Frigbtened by a cow-
ard like you? Von and your loy revolver !"

Hettie was la bbc roomn again, dressed in bier
simple finery for the races. She ranl towards bier
grandfatber insbanbiy.

"Stand back, you girl there !" shouted bhe in-
furiated buily. H1e stood now with blis back te, the
furtîber walI of the room.

"Take that, Nat Bradley-you fool; and thank
yourself for îb."

<Cotstnuod on to agg1)


