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I l'F'Sno dotilt about lier;
the inare's ail i iglit. 'i'es. iTalxvays likes t0 hîave a looik
at 'eni on tiw inîrning of
the race ;andI, as 1 say, the
înare's ail righit."

lie was, a garrulous oid
cbap, except xvhen question-
cd about aniythîiig iii con-
nection with the thorouzii
breds hie had ridden so oft

and well for-oh, well, it doesn't matter-but it was
a good long tine, anyway.

Not that hie was what would be callcd old, as
men gencraily go, but lie w-as oid so, far as lie <rer-
taiîîly could give a score of years, and likely cnongli
a good beating, to any of bis contemnporaries of the
saddle. It was only once and agail, howevcr, that
lic rode at ail now. But wben cspccially "faney-
ing" any particular mnount, the owncr was only too
deiighted to indulge "good oid Nat Bradley" ii bis
preference.

This morning Nat looked particularly snîiart and
workmanlike ini his weIl-made cordurov breeches
and leggings, tweed cap, cramrncd tight down about
his cars, and especialiy rakish-looking pair of tan
boots.

The glow of vigorous health was uipon the wind-
roughened cheeks as bie cntered bis cottage, on the
borders of the popular Nortbern race-course; ami
an observer would have noticed how evidently satis-
fied hie was with his morning visit to bis friend
Beckett's stables at the adjoining Old Giebe Varni.

"Yes," hie rnuttcred on; "if everything and cvery-
body cîse is ail fair and square and above-board,
Ladybird will want a lot of beating for the Royal

Hec glanced throtigh the wide-open door at the
vista of sweeping down-lan(l, and to wbiere, away
in the hollow, gleamed tbe wbite tops of the stands,
beyond tbese again, following with bis keen eves
the serpentine bends of the course, (listinetlv (lcfined
by the "rails" tbat glinted bere and there uit tbe
sunlight as the noontide rays fell upon thein with
their dazzling glare.

"She'll win; that's Nat Bradley's opinion, any-
way-and if hie don't know what bie's a-taiking
about where 'osses is concerncd, then I don't know
nothii', that's ail."

A big shadow fell upon the threshoid, and a
rather big man entered the rooni.

He had a big blustering way with birn, doubtless
meant to be taken for an abounding boiiesty of
purpose.

"Cood mornîng, Bradley," said the big voîce.
"Nice weather for the Cup day. You look well anti
saucy yourself. Going to ride Ladybird, I hear ?"

It was an assertion more than a question, and
there was a note in it that did not ring so plcasantly
as the speaker's opening salutation.

."Musn't believe ail ye hear, Mr. Crafton. On-
iooiçing's the best gamte for old 'uns like me."

The oid jockey continued pulling at bis pipe,
fis eyes still upon the distant gleamng rails.

Mr. Richard Crafton gave a curiotns little lauzh.
"Ha! ha! The saine wily old fox as ever. But

you do intend riding Beckett's filly to-day, anîd thaî's
why I came to see you."

"Perhaps to congratulate me on the fact of mnv
getting aý mount at ail, Mr. Crafton. Oh, I've stili
got my license, you see."

.He spoke with a touch both of feeling and
meaning.

He gave one or two more strenuous pulls at is
dlay, then put itdown. Enough pipe was ahl verv
well-too much, bad.for the "hands."

"Certainly-and why not keep on yqur license;
you're as hale as ever. And you know the ol<l
saying?" added the other cleverly: "'L.et the dead
past bury its dead'-if it can be buried."

-A mian eau ai ways prnlh1 by the exp)erince nf
lus past, at aiîy rate. M r. Craftnît, and inake tîi) bis
inild neyer to be led int teniptatin ag-ain. A'li,

îlîank (;nd, lie can alxvays do tliat.''
l)ick Crafton tonclieî hini faniîliarly on the

shnnilder. .Xliiost iniliercei)tilily the jockey resent-
cd the i ittie action, an(i witb snetlîing like a
shuilder.

'*Coule, coule, Nat !l)on't get so nîiighty serions.
I ba;venit cone to rake ti> the past, but to taik busi-
nîess abotut the prescrnt, Make the l)est of thai, sav
1; aitd tite past and the future wili lo(ok after theni-
selves.'

B3radley glatîced uîteasily at the clock.
*'Sn y e say, 'Mr. Crafton: so ye say. 'flil lttne

is gettiîîg on, sir. I proiniscd to go down tu the
1Farin.''

Ilie took up hi' cal).
"'The Old Glebe Farin, eh ? Harry Beckettîs

pilace ? Going to bave a look at your Minunt, cli]
La(iybîr(i ?"

"'lo Mtr. Bcckett's-yes. 1 î>romnised to go back
aigain soon as 1 eonld in afraid 1 caîî't wait anv
longer."

I. sec. You've bccen to sec Iadybird ami bier
owîîer aireadv thîs ill(riling. Gave the filly an early
gallop, îîerhaîs ?"

The man's toue w-as cbanging very notabiy,
thottgl by easy gradationîs.

Nat Bradley rernained sulent. Ilie knew biis busi-
ness and bis tetnipnrary eniployer's.

"A.nd yotn've proinised thiride Beekett's imarc?
I oîî't be in quite sucb a liurry, miy decar fellow.''
Nat was on the tbreshold oif the door. "l've a word
or two more to say ta you, Mr. l3radley-and it's
always just as well 10 guard agaînst evsrîpr.

By a curionisiy sudden nînveieît hie bail itan-
aged to shove the door to witb a banîg.

The jockey started, but pulieul Iiiîtself tog-etier
again iiîîîuîcdiatcly.

"l'ere are lno eavesdroppers lîcre. ami 1 have
îîo secrets ; and l'ni iii a hurry, Mr. Craftoni."

lic miovcdl 10 reopenl the tînor.
"Not se, fast," sai(l the other, throwing bis bnlky

bod<y in the way. "You inay not have any secrets
-tlînîgh 1 was tînder tthe impression yott lad oit'.

But 1 'have, anti 1 want you to share it with me."
"Mr. Craftoîî," saiul Bradley, squaring bis strn

sitoulders, "I wisl> to hear notbing of any mani's
pîvate l)uîniîess,. Now and for tbe futuîre Nat Brad-
ley's actions shouid be suicl as wili bear the fuil liglbt
of day."

"A very excellent resolve, my dear sir. But il
can scarcely apply te, stable secrets, can it now?'

"I don't know any stabîle secrets. They're nînst-
ly things as is inveîîted by thte low class sporting
paliers."

"Yoîî're vcry innocenît," snecred Mr. Crafton:
''but Fit gong to tell yoîî one. '

"I'd îîîtîh rather yoit wotîldn't. sir. It cani't con-
cern me."

"It does-very iîîuch, Bradley."
Hie weLit close np to bbe mai 1 fix bimt with

bis ownbiinking, îînsteady eyes.
"Listen, Nat Bradley-Nat Bradley, who rode

in the notorions race when Gadfl yIH,, whicb vont
rode, wvas so unexpectedly licaten two years ago."

"Gadfly II.," murmuredthebb jockey.
He was like one stili dazed by sleep awaked

f rot» a dreani.
"Mr. Crafton. yntî're not going to bring that ut)

again? Remember the circunistances-the teînpta-
îion-what I had gone through."

"I sec. You're beginning to refresh votîr menm-
ory, and to remember the inconvcî>îent fact that tbe
two men stili live, and wili bie present at the race
to-day, wbo can bear wi*.ness n oath that voit
'stopped,' purposely and by criminal means. Colonel
Pleydelî's horse, Gadfly Il., which, as 1 say, you

rode. \ << i i itîîgý ilie Ascot ilate twi yeaîs ago.-
''\r. Critoit,' said te nid ti i Very (Itietly,

''titis race 10 day is tule irisi nue 1 shahl e\,er ridle iii
inix life. Mute lias lie' a long service iii the saddIle.
il aiilii ut nce, îî heu led ais ay by Ici ut atI ît, it
lias fie î ait licioti rai le 0lie.''

''Exaetlv,'' said ii itîqiisitor sieekiiy; ''and i,
a s y'nur 01(1 fri eid aind ci nidanil B radleyv. sl muid
ike voit 1(1 leave tÂte turf iii tliat gond îatîie. si ili

'''aîk yoit, Mlr. C'raftton thitksu' cried
Nat; "for niv litîle girl i lettîe-iiiy gritati ,i ter's
sake i'd liké to I-naiîî cean, sir.

'1Teu, for yoî tr littde girl' s sake. uuîy 1gnou ittaît
1 tlîiik yoti ltad beller take nîy adi ice.''1

le weîît n reliîtlessly: ''li t he lig ratce tb dax
yoîî have îrirnised 10 ride MIr. iieckett's I.ad(y birti ?'

"Blt I doi t sec Iiow aixone î'olil havte kitoux
Il>at," sa ii Blradl ey. "1 onîiv mtadle iti ny iiiiîîd, titis
itnniî

'Th e othler Laiiglîed -
"l!we of tue 'eles'er divs'ion' aie sîtrewdc

eniottgbi 1 gli'.Çs soute iligs, Nat; andu 1 lsites
yon 'd lie u iii in Ladybi rd i f t e y coi 1 gel voi.''

*\\'ell, ynii sec, sIte goes betier for nic thait for
atlyonie cisc.''

"'Preciselv: tlîev su îit s-oito1 ride to iiiakec certaint
of Wilinilg''

''lh e fil ly svm îît s care fi î'id ing liv onie wh-li k iii s
lier,'' said Nat, iii lte satite quiet tones.

''i î'î 1 kitos il? Ila;veîi't 1 see> lier att thle
'gale' ? Slie'd ilever gî't awsav atIai i f anivone else
ivas tii ride liet'.'' le I nokedi su spici ot siy arioiid,
loweriîig lus voice. '"Weil, 1 doit t waiit lier tut gel
aw'vay. It wxotidi't suit iiiy book for Ladviîird tb
wîn ; and îîosvoyn knnw îîîy litie secret.''

Nat Biradley wiîiccî as îlîougi tinder the sharp)
eut of a wiiip.

(,uool tnîi wl>at dIt voit ica? Yu lias'eii't
cone liere to teîîîîîî iie agaiti, Mr. Craftni> ? \'nifre
iny cvii spîirit, seckiiîg to destroy iny livintg ;otil."

"() lthe eoîitrary, îîîy ulear nî:tn y-nîr giund
fairy." 'Tle vuîice was silky and îiisiii;tatig, dlien
rose, note liy note, tu tîte very littuit of craft aitî
cruelty. "Yoîîr gooui faîry, wlto woul kecît y'ihîr
good naîine spotîess o the iast. If i aîîd atiotîter
cane bo whisîîer lut uone vorl 1(1 lthe stewards here
to-day, next week Nat Bradley, tIîe w-kiiowvt ani
Ititherto Iiiglily resp)eeted jockey, woiîhî be warnieu
off the turf as a rogue."

'The nid niau-ws-a'a the openî caseitient of thte
win(low, looking with 11:11f bliîided. eyes ouît oi t 1the
wide roiling uiowns.

''Ami uow wlîat are vuon guiiig o dIo?'" askeui tue
other. "l<enîin1ber yoiir grai>dédaugiter. l)ni't lie
selflsb, and tbuîîk oîîly of wvîat tue scaîtual wotild
ineanti 1 you persoiially."

"Mn. Crafton-stop! I-I sc îlîiîgs ii a niew
ligbt iiow."

' 'Be quick, Bradlev. It's flot long 10 tue race
nosv. Wltat are yoit going to (10? Onîce aîîd for aill
Ladybîrd nust îlot wmii.'

The jockey tîtriieti sluîwly aw'ay fmoi t1w w'îidnw.
catelîîng siglît as lie did so oif at string of horses
miakiîîg their way uuwîî 10 the paddock.

''Yni-yotî uon't wsatît tue 10 'pull' bier? Not
îlîaî?" lie said in a thick voîce.

"I siiply doî't ivant you o ride lier. Quick!
D)o yon promnise nie tbat voit woîî't? Yoii kîîow tbe
cotiseqtienees !"

"I promiise, Mr, Craftn; it's for tue littie -irl's
sake. l'Il tell thein that I caîînot ride Ladybird."

"Then 1 won't liother you anv lonîger, 1 cati
ulepend on ynu, 1 kîîow. Gond-day for thie prescrnt,
Bradley."

Richard Crafton consîulcred lie hiau broigt 10 a
close a gond înoriiing's work, so stroiled n 1 the
(i(wns 10 wateb developt>'ents lin coî>i>ctioii iit>
Mr. Beekett's change of jockeys.
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