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ini ould Ireland ; an' they're the best ini the world, sot,
but I don't like hilm."

"Why Dick?"
"Weil. sot, if a womnan wid an eye, i li er head like

that chap's got wanted >to marry me, I wouldn't have
hier if she was rich as Brian Boru. He's shifty ; hie have
notions ; an' ll take me oath hie has the divil's own
timper."

"Put him in the stafl, Dlck ; give him a bran-mash;
let him loaf for a couple of days, and then we'll Zive you
a chance to find out over tbe lumps whether you're right
or not."

Raeburn and Leigh returned to the bouse. Alone lu
his room, Raeburn drew t*o letters from a clrawer in

* bis desk, saying in thought: "Let's see just what Kath-
leen writes."

"Pretty good performance that," hie mnuttered, after
perusing one letter ,"won the qualified hunters' Mile-on-
,the-Fiat ini a canter-his first start in a race, too. Won
theý Belmont Stake;, then the Open Steeplechase, beatinz
Silvermist, that had been brought t 'here as a gond thing.
No wonder Kathleen thinks he's worth trvinq among the
cracks, hie is, how that I've seen hlm, Dick's talk about
bis restless eye notwithstandinorr. 1 Wonder, who, Mr.
Bender is that offered two thousand for the horse at Bel-
mont."

Raeburn sat turningr tbe letter over iu his finc'ers, as
thougb its mute pages, agitated, might answer his
.query. The letter did not know that Bender was the
slick villalu, Cusîck, so it answered nothig.

III guess ten thousand wouldn't have taken Ben Alî
under the cîrcumstances," Raeburn mnused ; "and so
Bender did not get hlm."

Raeburn tan througb the four closely written pages
,11 theN second letter. "What a sublime ass the gentle
Leigh is, to, be sure. He canot see, or he doesn't waflt
to see-he's povetty blind. Just because Kathleen's
rich, and he's poor, hie mus out as soon as he's sbown
a hurdît. Gad 1 sbe's clever, though ; and detetmined
-which is better stili."

Wlthiv the letter lay a pink checkc for a thonsand
dollars. "My rosy little friend,"1 Raeburn said, 94 yours
îa labor of love. Youl ouglit to net the otstînate

Leigh tweiity thoiisand if hie captures tht Internttional,
and I -bellev-e lie wl 1. And I'in to play 'the fairy g od-
father wltb the girl's nioney. What's the use of swear-

07 flo to secrecy, thiouli," lie tnuttered querul-
ousiy, as le put the letter back in thc drawer.

lKathleen had written that the thouisand dollars was
to lie bet on Ben Alil to tecompiense Leigh for his train-
ing and riding of the borse, but Leigh mulst think that
it was Raeburn's mioney.

For a week tht quondam Ben Ali was treated Mie a
convalescent, bis sulpposed journey in the train from Bel-
mont earnlug hlm a test. Nie was cantered about the
half-miile training course witb Dick in the saddle. Per-
hars it was the let-up that had exorcised tht hoodoo
S'ohuston had stated was over the horse, for bis easy,
swinglng stride and gentie mnouth on tht bit were win-
ning over Dick's prejudice.

"We'll try Ben Ali at the real thing to>-day," Rat-
burn said one inorning, as Dick sat petche on the
horst waiting for orders. 'Take hinm around once, then
put hlmi at the rails. Let hlmn negotiate the niud walls,
too."

After the circuit of the course, Dick checked Ben Ali,
walked him up to the btush-topped, wbite-paieledl jump,
saying -. "Thete, yc spalpeen, smell of that. Sure, in
iteiand it wouldn't lie thought bit enougli fer a goat.Y

Then hie took Ben Ahi back a hundred yards and drove
hlm at the junip with a chlrtup. Once the horse lunged.
vlciously at the bit. LiYck let the reins slip tbrough bis
fingers, saying: "Tty it yer own way-ye've notions, ye
devil. tTp-p-p!"

Tht bay aiisweted to the lifting eaul with neyer a
ticle froni bis boofs on the feathered cedar that plumied
tht juinp. "Well dont, ve darlit!" Dick gtrunted, as the
btoad, clean leap thrilled hMmt to forgetfulness of bis dis-
trust. The wind shrieked Dlck's volte into a wail as the
horst, bttastiug to the bit, raced ovet tht sward till it
blurrtd smnooth, and up f rom its beaten breast camie, hike
the hoarse laugh of a viking, the sonorous echo of the
poumdling hoofs.

"He eau gallop a bit!" Raeburn cried exultinzly to
Leigh, as le watchied. Now he's at tht mud wall. -Gad,
wbat a pace ! Well donc ! Heavens, sucb a jumnper ! I
guess Kathleen is right. That felhow'll put you on your

fee--" Raeburn checked bis speech, a smnile dying
5uickly frc>m his lips as Leigli asked : "Put mne on'my

"Why, you'll mnake a big reputation winninv, on his
back," Raeburn lied, with ready ingenuity.

That gallop was the beginning of Ben Ali's prepara-
tion for the International. It was also the commence-
ment of a season of troublous uncertainty at Clover Bar.
Ben Ali dtveloped curious streaks of unreliabiiity ; irri-
tating acts of umconvtntionality, sucli as lifting the back
out of Dick's shirt with his teeth, as tht littie Irîshman
dug the liard dlay from the horse's loofs. Once lie
stopped witli stiff-propped forefeet at the post-and-rails,
and stared with wide-eytd surprise at tht parabolicai
fliglit of Jockey Richard. The first day hie was galloped
tbrough the field with reliable Drumimer as a trial horse.
Ben Ali won with the greatest case, fencing perfectiy. A
week later, tried again with Drumxncr, lie sulked, hung
beavy on tht bit-tred to savaý,e thc other horse, and
refused tht mud wall.

There were many repetitions of just such days of trial.
0f course this led to pessimistic letters to Kathleen
Braund ; Raeburn ttlling lier candidly that she ntedn't
corne up to see Ben Ali win the great steepledliase, as
no dependence was to be placed upon tht horst. Denton,
who still thouglit that if Leiçrh were discredited, lie nilgît
yet have a chance wlth Kathleen. got to know of this
adverse report about Ben Ali, and causticallv insmnuated
that Raeburn was giving the horst a bad reputation, so,
that lie mliglit acquire hi as a good vehicie for bis
plunges on the turf. h)enton sthi harboured resentment
against botli Raeburn and I4 eigh over tht race for thc
Glove Stakes at Behuont, and also lie lad tried to buy
Btn Ali froni Kathleen.

A, week before tht Internationial, Raeburn took Ben
Ai and Drummner to Shetpslead. He expressed bis
hack of faith lu tht animal to Leigli.

"If be'll onlv try, I believe he'U win," Leigh said,
when Raeburn exprtsscd his determination not to bet on
tht horst.

"The 'if' shuts mie out," Raeburn rejoined. IlDîck
was right about tht brute; hçe 1$ too capricious for me.
His kind alwavs chuck it just when you're down on thti
to win a fortunie. I won't bet Kathleen's-I won't ad-
vise Kathleen to back hlm," lie continuied, with a lame
attempt to put lis slip right.

"Kathleen doesn't bet, dots she ? I tliought you saîd
that she'd sent Ben Ahi up just for tht pheasure o;f havùwz
a horst out of tht Belmont Hunt win the International."

'iWell, hie won't win, anywav," Raeburn answered de-
jectedly ; "bie galloped like a pig this mnomig agaîln."

'II haven't lost ail confidenoc in bimn. Ht won't try a
yard for Dick ; lie seis to know the Irishman doesn't
hike him, but lie dots better for me. If I get off in front
with bum lie mav stick tItre, out of sheer cussedntss."

"Well, I hopJ" lie dots. Kathleen is coming up to set
the race lu spite of mv advict. Bv Jove ! that wîll be
the worst part of it, to set bier dîsappointment will be
worse than hosing the race. There's a littie party of
Beimont Hunt people coming, too ; thatbounder Denton
is ont of them."l

Hall an bout before tht great steeple-chase Denton, was
in tht paddock. He lad a sinister idea that lie shouhd
flud Kathleeni's horse purposehy out of condition; that
Raeburn wouhd have tht horst short of work, too Whig
lu fital, or tise gauinted up thin-too finielv drawni. Pre-
sently tht real Ben Ahi cauglit hls searching eyt.

To Denton's surprise, tht horst hiad developed.-was a
picture of condition. Betwten tht muscles of bis mielht v
quarters lav littit ravines, whiere tht ustiessa fltsh lad
been eroded bv sweating gallups ; bis fuil placid cyts
were citar and brighit-olishedl rirrors of courarzt that
tefltcttd no nervous fear of the comning battit: .bis satin
coat sbimmtered tht sun's rays like watered-siik.

'Ahi a damn lie about that horst developing temper!"
Denton mnuttered. "lHe's zot tht self-reliant content of
a bulldog. Tbey're phaving a risky gaine, for Lcirrb will
have to pull bis head off if they do)n't mean to wiu-and
thev don't."

Deulton looked cautiousiy about, but neither Raeburn
nor Leigli was necar ; lie stevved chose to tht negro, who
was superintending tht saddlng of tht horst, uiodded
pleasantlv, aud, with a casuiai siife on bis lips, salid:
"Ben Ali lolks good enougli to Win. You've taken Kood
ct of bu,."

Tht darky shot a qiuick, friLyltened look at Denton,
tutned away surlihv witbout answcinn, and hastilv threw
a blanlet over tht horst, and ordered tht boy to lead
hlm aroiind.

"That ig-ger kniows what bis miaster's, up to," Den-
ton mnuttered ; "le( thiink T'ni tryiug to finid ont soint-
thing."

As Denton walked mnoodîlv past tht rowv of stahlls le
saw Raeburn and Lcigli standing in front Of NO. 3. LioIgl


