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wore Kathleen's hue racing-jacket, ami iii the stail a
horse Was being saddled.

Denton approached Raeburn and asked carelessiy:
"What hor>e is this, Raeburn-one of your own?"t

"<No, this is the flyer yon people sent ai>) fromn Bei-
mont-the great Den Ali."

Denton stared, speechless ; lic was looking into the
face of a 'big bay horse that carried a smali white star
in the forehead, while Ben Ali had no such mark.

"That isn't-" Denton checked himself awkwardiy, a
sudden animal cunining stihhiug lis tongue.

UYVoii oughit to know him, Denton," Raeb~urn added
"you wanted to buy hlm when hie beat ail the plow-
horses down there. Yeti were lucky, thougli, for he's a
beastly counterfeit."

"Ben Ali was a good horse at Belimont, and he ouglit
to be a better onie in your hands, Raeburn," Denton
said, bis sniAl eyes staring into the other's, spariding
with covert nieaning.

Botk the look and the inflection in Denton 's voice
were lost on Raeburn as lie answered simply: IIWe've
worked hard enough over him, God knows,,but, he won't
do--he won't try, ouiy when it suits hlm."

«Then you're not goiug to back him for this, Rae-
burn?»

Perhaps Raeburn did not hear this question ; he did
not answer, and i)enton, suspicions, piaced a» evil con-
struction upon his silence, lie foliowed up the query
with another, seconding it with a keen scrutiuy of the
trainer's face, hopiiig to detect a convicting look of con-
fusion.

<'What's that other big bay-number eight? lie looks
a good horse-is lie worth a bet?"

1With satisfaction Deuton saw Raeburn meet bis eyes
with a quick turu of the head as he answered : «Why-
have yVu heard auythlng about hlm ? That's No rth
Light."

Denton parried the question as to knowledge by ask-
iug : «Do yen know anyth'lng about him-is lie going to
win this?"

111 don't know auything about hlm,"1 Raeburn au-
swered; iII don't even kunow who owns hlm. 1 saw hlm-
work lie a good horse, and to tell you the truth, if 1
hadn't Ben Al iu the race-well, 1 wou't bet at al; it's
too compiicatedl for mie."

As Denton turned aw,ýay lie muttered: - By heaveus!
I< see It all-I've got Teit-h jnsqt where I wanlt hlm ! Mr.
Pluniger Raeburn has ziven the real Ben Ai to that
nigger to mun as North Light;, he's going to win this
race, and Raeburn imakes a killing. It's one way of
steaiing the horse fmo Ktijen,

The intenisity of Ilis, dcoevSuffilsed Detitoni'i mean
spirit with a lot glow that caused beads ofi nerspirati n
to stand ont on lis forIeead as hie rejoirned Kathleen iu
the stand.

«lDid von see Ben Al"she asked. «H-ow does lie
look ? R aeburn thinks hie lias develoi)ed a had tempjer-
and is not to be depeuded uipon."

"'I think Ben A\1' will win," Dentoni answered;
1'thougli Raebuirn's backing a hiorse thint is entered as
North I.ight-not very reassuiriug for you, Kathleen, to
have your trainer ba'cking sorrethiug else iu the samne

"It won't make anyv difference to mue. You ougîrt to
take his tlp."

"No, thanks ; I shall have iuterest enoughi in this race
lu watching developinents."l

The peculiar inflection of Denton's voice cauised Kath-
leen to search his face iniqulritugly. She remiembered how
Denton had insinuated that Lcir;h and Raebumnr were act-
ing dishonestlv over the training of Ben Alil; evidently,
judglng from lis toue, Denton expected to discover some-
tlling unsavoury in the race itseif. This cast the re-
straint of silence over the girl as site watched the horses
pasa dowu the course, throuigh a galp iu the rails, and
over to the start. ler eyes, eugrossed bv leiLlh and
the horse, had not noticedl the number on the saddle-
cloth ; site had flot thought of it ; Leigh's face, the
heaithy glint of the hiorse's satin ski»i, lad been engros-
sing everythig. She watched themi trnop acmoss thte
green iuner-field, and saw themn bunch up) at the start.
Once site turned to Deitton, and asked : "Thiere's an-
other bline jacket there iu addition to my coiours-what
horse is that?"

"Thal's, North lit-lule Jacket, red sal"Denton
read ftnm his. prgrani-«the sasit is littie gond when
tley're gafloping ; von cau't see it. There they go-
they're off ! One of the bluies is in froint, going like a
stenmi-eniiie."

«la it Ben Al?"
"Çan't t0ll from here,"

It was Leiglis mount out i» front, galloping like a
crazy horse, and bis rider, sitting tight, was mutterîng:
"If this is only your day-you act like it!" lie wouid
have given worlds to have steadied the mad, racing
brute, but lie dared not ; lie knew lis horse ton well.
lie must just sit hike an automaton and humor with
gentie haud and cool braiu lis erratic mount. Perhaps
the hiorse off in» front miglit stick there to the very end.
H1e was 'jumping fauitlessly, going at ecd obstacle as
thougli the dcvii that was lu him drove, and lifting with
a inighty surge that leit 'bis hoof-prints twenty feet clear
of the jump. Once Leigli looked over bis shoulder and
saw the ncarest horse six lengths away.

"It won't do!" lie mnuttered ; "he'hl crack u at titis
pace-he can't live it." He drew at the bit, set against
the horse's teeth, as thougli it were cemeuted in rock,
but the bay jerked his lead waruiugly, stifieued bis
neck, and Leigh faucied lie heard hlm squeal.

"You devîi!" lie panted.
«That'à B3en Alil!" Kathleen cried exultingiy. I

knew lie wouid race just the same here as hie did at
Belimont, and Leigh's doiug just the wisest thing-he's
ietting hlm have his own way."

Deuton said nothiug. H1e kuew it was not the real
Ben Ai. Through bis glasses lle saw that the bine jack-
et carried no red sasli.

On for a mile, a mile and a hall, for two miles,
Leigl's horse galloped lu the lead ; behind, tryitng to
live the fierce pace, wea< jumpers had corne to grief.
Three were down ; and one, Lodestar, galioping rîderless,
clear-of' bis jockey's weight, stirrups siashiug saddle-flap
and belly, had crept up uintil lie raced beside Lelgl's
mont. Unguided, Lodestar hugged the bayý, bumping
hlm into an evil temper, 'and, just behiud, North Llglt-
the real Ben AII-galloped with that long, easy strÎde
that lad mnade him. a king, at Belmont.

Now there was iess titan half a mile to the finish.
Leîgli, cnrsing the rÏderiées brute that eluunir to hlm wxith
teuacity, saw the ears of lis horse go back ; the reln,
slippery with perspiration, was aimost jerked fromn lis
fingers as the bay suddeniy lunged witl gieamning. teetl
at Lýodestar's neck, trying to savage hM. Before Leigli
could steady bis mont they rose iooseiy at the last mnud
wall. "1Todestar, thrown out of bis stride by the as-
sauit, struck, pitclied sideways, calinoninir against' the
bay;- but Leigli, with a swiugîng pull of the rein, lifted
li'im from bis kuees ; the horse staggered, and swung
lamneiy into bis stride again. And now a riddeu horse,
with a, bine jacket atop, had sîipped into Lodestar's
place.

For a dozen striides Leigl's horse held to bis new
rival, and the stand breathlessiy watdhed the strugLrle.
Gradualy LelgI saw the other horse forge ahead. It liad
conte to the hast resort, the whir. lie was beaten ; un-
hess the bayv auswered the call of the whir the race was
bast. One'euit, and Leigli feit the softý-hearted brute
under hlm curi up lite a heaf.

."I knew lt-I knew it!" Kathleen cried, joy iu lier
voice, as she saw Ben Ai gallop on and wln by two
lengths.

Denton knew that it was the other-the ne kniown as
Northt Ligit; knew that the red sash on the blue jacket
had failed to dlaim, Kathleeu's eye from. its ioving eux-
brace of the galbant Be» Ali.

"Yes, your gond horse won easiiy enougli at the finish
K athleen. I'm ghad of it. luel" lie exclaimed the
next minute, tlirowiag a pretense of surprise ln bis volce.
"Th'ey'v-e put up number eight as the winner-that's
North Light."

The girl stared, aghast.
«It's a mnistake!" lier voice was a whlsper lu ~Its hp-

prehension. "'Ben Ai won easily-there was no horse
niear lmi. Quic'k, run down, Denton-please, speak to
the judges, the stewards-anything-quick, before it's ton
late-hefore they miate it final with the '<Ail riglit.'
lIurry, phease!"

"If voit wish it, Kathleen-I dnon't like to interfere-
I'm afraid there's something very wrnng."

«There 18 ! The judges have made a mistake lu the
colours, or som-ethinig. Go, please, quict! Get Raeburn
tn object-anythingi"'

"Mind, it's your request, Kathleen,."
"Of course it la. Why do you hes<tate?"
«IBy Gad, wliat a chance!" Denton chuckled mahicious-

ly as le hurried don the steps.
<'Any objection" was the open sesame 'to the officer

of the fittIe gate leadlng to the judge's stand.
Denton, knowing that the horses lad been changed,

rendered Kathleen's message ia his own way.
"The owner of Ben Ali objecta that the winner of titis

race, Northt Light, ia realiy hem herse, Be» Alil," lie sad


