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at certain points of the road to dismount and walk
beside Chu Chu (who did not seem to recognise
me on foot), holding Consuelo's hand in my own.
with the discreet Enriquez leading my horse in
the distant field. I retain a very vivid picture of
that walk—the ascent of a gentle slope towards a
prospect as yet unknown, but full of glorious
possibilities; the tender dropping light of an
autumn sky. slightly filmed with the promise of
the future rains, like foreshadowed tears, and
the half-frightened, half-serious talk into which
Consuelo and I had insensibly failen. And then.
I don't know how it happened, but as we reachfxi
the summit Chu Chu suddenly reared, wheeled,
and the next moment was flying back along the
road we had just travelled, at the top of her speed !

It might have been that, after her abstracted
fashion, she only at that moment detected my
presence, but so sudden and complete was her
evolution that before I could regain my horse
from the astonished Enriquez she was already a
quarter of a mile on the homeward stretch, with
the frantic Consuelo pulling hopelessly at the
bridle. We started in pursuit. But a horrible
despair seized us. To attempt to overtake her, to
even follow at the same rate of speed, would not
only excite Chu Chu, but endanger Consuelo's
life. There was absolutely no help for it, nothing


