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SYNOPSIS PRECEDING CHAPTERS,

Richand Ryder, younger son of the Earl of Raven-

siake, cumes to nerica and settles al Warring-
ton, Va.. as his v baotlicr bas inherited the an-
ate. With a ueall monthly remittauvce

he is living the life that he has been

, when, with Juck Fausbawe, ¥ Vir-
sman, aad Tom Trusceti, an ex-New Yuik
stock Yaroksr, & racing partpership is formed, They
g0 to the Benning track, have excellent suecess at
first, and them are disgraced by Truscott, whe, in

ender to win a personal wager, onders his own
jockey to pull Pa & racer otvmed by all three
pariners, He disapprars to New York, there specu-
ates on th cx eschapge (relving o o pelitical

A he has overheard in Washington),
His pariners have been

COonve
and ma

s a k

able 1o res the wpted firm the kind-
vess of Fansbawe's Dorothy @ is in love
But enters & furid competidon

4 Virginia berseman, for the
Hope-Greville, whe i tayi at
€ to enjoy  the

in the anmml Point
¢ seems as if he wore to

Bieepiechase

snd

CHAPTER XIL

Tom Truscoit stepped from the railroad
train at Warrington and told the little
boy from the Wavren Green to take his
It was plastered with hotel signs
and a big poster owed that the “Cun-
ard Line, first had the lug-
gage. Truscoty wus smoking a long cigar
and the smoke curled softly around his
impeiurbable He looked
happy, even it he was not,

Jim Jumper was exereising the hnuzulsl
along the road that led to his house, and;
he was just turning the corner when
Truscott came in sight Jumper looked |
at him a moment, stopped his horse in ~|
tonishment, and then gave one great vo-|
Juminous, cowboy |

bag,

seen

countenance.

yell, The hounds stop- |
ped and looked up in his face, expectant-
ly, for they thought that he had found
fox on the main highway,
“Good afternoon, Jim,
blandly.
The M F.

came

|
a |
|
|

said Truscott,

{

|

H. started to speak, but his|

wurds fast that he only krhzb-l
bered. |
“Why, what's the matter, Jim?” usk-*d}
Truscott, {
i

S0

Jumper,_ finally was able to answer.
“What's the matter?” asked. “What's
the matte You aced, double-
dyved, two-headed villain! You Y.uxk'-v’
! You sneak! You thie¥! You
r from the land of copperheads and |
theves! You—" !
there, Jim,” suid
hands; “vou've only
story.”

he
double-f

Truscott, |
got one

raising his
side of the
Jumper's fuce was

i

|
crimson. "Uul.\'f
one side of the story, eh i

? You hypoeriti-

cal ba ider you—you lying-cheating- |
VAgA— but Truscott was only human |
and he counld not stand this, even from |
Jim Jumper. He turned his back on
and walked quietly up the street, while |
the M, ¥. H. coliected the hounds from |
a magnificent fight, which they were 1:4\'-}
ing with a collic dog and a cat. This|
cooled his anger somewhat.

As Truscott walked up the street, Miss!

Secarlet and N
him in a tea-cart
hat politely, but
with which he ws

s Fanshawe drove toward
Smiling, he lifted Lis
, Stony stare
made him wit

empted theggfvil

the

that he had nev

Jack Fanshawe was mailing a letter in
the corner post box, ott turned
to go to the Warren Gicen When he
saw Truscoti, he turned abruptly and
walked into the bauk. Tihe min at the

desk looked very quizzically at Truscotl's
name, when he registered it on the
When he went up te his room, the
boy who was carrying his bag
be found. Truscott had to ea
stairs Dhimself.

And the news of his arrival s
wild-fire. 1t was not long hefore Ryder-

book.

little

was not te
rry it up-

who was superintending the breaking
of a colt—was informed. Jack Fa
had driven down to tell him as soon as he
could escape from the bank, % for
speaking (¢ the rascal,” be told Ryder, I
felt more like putting the whip to his
back.”™ 5
dey ghed. “Why, Fan,” he said,
¥ou know toat this s a good
for us? Don't yeu know that old
Tom wouldn't be showing his fine, un-
sorupnious countenance in God's country
if it didn’ n that he was going to
make res on? Why, the feilow has
come back to settle up. He's going to
return ug some of our lost and vanished
capital.” And, considering the fact that
d ad just received word that Nancy

i lost at Belmont Park, he natur-
felt well. Al his winnings at Ben-
£ had gone on Nancy Lee

The reassuring manner in which Ryder

took the matter seemed to calin the ruf-
fled spirit of the senlor partner. “By
Jove,” he answered, “I believe that
You're right. We'll have o arrest hi
anyway and make him stand trial”

“Toc bad bhe's got 0 go up before
'Squire Dalugerfield,” said Ryder.

‘Wh that?"

*“Be ¢ the did gentleman
for Yankees, as he calls ther

“He never llked Tru

“No, not on prineip

Fanshawe smiled. “Well," he replied.
*“As disagreeable as it Jnay be for us,
we've got toa make him st trial for
thievery, unless he ponles up beforehand,
which is doubtful.”

“Well, you must serve the papers then,
because I'm too poor to afford It,” said
Ryder, turning toward the stable. “Come
on down and see my two-year-olds, Fan,
they're beauties” And so in the good,
old, casy-going Southerp way, It was de-
clded to bring Truscott to justice.

As Ryder went into town later in the
day, he was not thinking of this, he was
thinking of a far different matter., Since
the Point-1o-Point he had seen Lady Hope
Greville only once. She was as charm-
ing, ag cord ever, and apparently
as pleased with his attentions as before.
She bhag told him that she was soon to
go away. Now that the hunting ‘season
had ended with the annual spring races,
the country ne lenger had sufficient at-
traction to hold her. There were matters,
100, in England, that required her atten-
tion. She soon wouid have to safl for
home. True it was that Sam Scarlet
now had the first. claim upon her affse
tions =§ l"‘lr as an actual wager*was con.
cerned, but as for the lady herself, whiciw
one of her’suitors It was that she favor-
ed, that he could not tell. Apparently he
was as atiraetive to her as the other.”

At any rate she would ride with him
that day, so he had dressed himself with
scrupulous care. When he arrived at the
little house with the light green shutters,
she was waiting for him. In o moment
she wus in the saddle, and they were
trotting quietiy down the road.

“Denr, old Warrington,” said
Alice, locking back at the village,

Lady
“I'm

really so sorry to go, don't you
I've had such a very good time in
fea, and this has seemed to me to
fairvest place of all. Truly, I think that
I shall come back some day.”

“And when you come back,"” saig Ry-
der, warmly. “Youw'll find the old place
just the same, only I won't be riding
Point-to-Points. That must be for the
younger generation.” .

Lady Alice laughed. “Why, vou're good
for twenty more years,” she said. I ex-
pect to see twenty silver cups upon your
mantelpiece when I return, and on them
the inscription, ‘Richard Ryder—Centle-
man Slet-p!cﬂ';aser.' W

“Not a very high ambition to strive for,
cups in steeplechases,” sald Ryder, sigh-
ing. *“I'd rather do bigger things. Be
President, for instance, or Secretary of
War.”

“You'd
Executive,

know,
Amer-
be the

look extremely well as Chief

Your riding clothes ure just
the color of the leather 'In the White
House. But really, now, seriously, Mr,
Ryder, you're an awfully good sort. What
are you going to try to do here in Vir-

ginin? You have undoubted talent for
big things.”
“Hello,” sald Ryder, arching his eve-

brows, “I didn't know that you cared for
anything but hunting?"

“When I'm with the Romans, 1 do as
the Romans do."

The question had, indeed, nettled bhin.
It was true that he was drifting along,
just spending the quiet peaceful days in
Virginla as they came, with nothing
more thrilling than a horse rac with
nothing more intellectual ‘o work for but
a horse trade. Heg felt uncomfortable, for
he knew. her eyes were closely =crutiniz-
ing him,

“Do you know,"” she went on, “we Eng-
lish are a fine, virfle race? Wherever I
meet them in the course of my travels, I
find them leading simple, manly, virile
lives; but then, y'know, somehow or other
I can’t help remembering those lines of
Kipling's at the time of the Boer war.”

Ryder laughed. *“Flanneled fools at the
wicket, and muddied oafs at the goal?”
he asked.

“Precisely.”

“But, you don't think that I—"

“I'm not so sure.”

Ryder relapsed into somber thought,
Yes, perhaps she was right, perhaps he
was too easy-golng: too lackadaisical; too
slow-moving.

“Lady Greville,”
think that
happy?
tently.

It was a crucial moment. He had de-
termined to find out how matters stood
between them, angd he went at it in his
usuai blunt, English way. He had not
notleed where they were; they were go-
ing down ¢ le road, and were jwst turn
ing a bend in it. He rode more closely
to her. “Dg you think that—"" he began,

he said. *“Do you
I would make a woman
He turned and looked at her in-

S

but suddenly he stopped, for coming|
around "the corner of the road was an
other horseman. The fellow raised his

hat and saliited them. It
let,

“By Jove,” said Ryder, curbing his an-
ger uas well as he could, "Sam you're far
away from town, aren’'t you?"

“Yes, I've
at Culpeper, and 1 succeeded
a good one, A steeplechaser.”
ned sarcastically,

was Sam Scar-

in
He grin-

Ryder's anger burst forth, “Coenfound
it, Sam, I had the better horse. She
siiould have won, but—"

“She didn't,” put in Lady Hope Gre-
ville,

“Yes, but she sliped, ghe—"

“Come, gentlemen, don’t let us guarrel
over such a small affair” again inter-
rupted Lady Hope Greville,

Scarlet was glowering rather angrily at
the young Englishman, and the look
which the latter hestowed upon him was
likewise most unffendly.

“Hello, there goes a fox,” sang out
Lady Hope Greville Putting spurs to
her horse, she had jumped the fonce, and
wag cantering rapidly across the open
field. There s only one thing to do,
it was 1o follow. And Ryder—strange as
it may seem—really believed thgt she had
seen a fox, until many vears afterward,

CHAPTER XIII. *

“Will the coht please come to order,”
growled the clerk.

“What's the first case on the
Sam?" asked Judge Daingerfield;
himseif vigopously with a huge,
leaf fan. ~

“Miranda Jones, colored, versus
Johmnson, also colored. Slander, and
sault and battery.”

“Call the complainant, Sam,"” said Judge
Daingerfieid, still fanning vigorousiy.

A tall, ebony-black darky woman, clad
in a light gingham dress, stepped upon
the platform in the courtroom,

“Your name?"’ asked the judge,

“Miranda Jones, yer honor.”

“Your residence?

“I lives on the Rapidan road, yer hon-

docket
fanning
palin-

Sam

or.7

‘£)nwn near Jim Jackson's house, don’y
you?"

“Yes, sir; in de nex' Jane.”

Judge Daingerfield took a drink from
a large tumbler of ice water on his desk,

“Now what in the world are you doing
ah, Miranda?"

“'Deed boss, I'se been slandered.”

Judge Daingerfield smiled,

“You've been slandered, have you? Well,
who did it?

“Dat low-down rapscallion, Sum John-
gon, done slander me mos' scanlous. 'Deed
he did, boss.”

*Tell the facts in the case, Miranda,™
said the judge, fanning himself very
calmly.

“You know that house jus’ below mine,
Marse jedge? Well, 1 was goin’ down
there th' other evening ter see my little
gal. 'Deed, I wuz, boss. An’ T jest wuz
passin’ by de house of Sam Johnson, jes
as calm an' es unruffled as er summer-
dream, yer“honor, an dat rapscallion uv
er feller, what you think he done, boss?
He done come out of de garden gate, an’
he sez ter me, mos’ disrespectful like, he
ez ter me, ‘Mirandy, youze look like de
las” rose of summer. after de cabbage
worms - done eat it "™

Judge Dzuingerfield smiled.
that to yeh, did he, Miranda?"

“Indeed he did, boss. An' my anger, it
jest -riz like a yeast cake, it did. An’
it jest biled right over like a pot er hot
vater. An' I answers back an' I sez, ‘You
low-down, egoon-huntin’, deg-faced Suam
Johnson, yer. Yer tengue’s ¢z pizenous
ez de serpent uf de Gespel. Yer heart's
ez valler ¢z de inside uf er snail, an’ yer
eye is ez green ez de turtle in de crick.
You'se ez mean ez er tomeat, an’ Yer
speech is ez pizenous ez er rattler. An’

h

“He said

been down to buy a horse|
buying |

what you think he done to er self-re-
spectin’ lady,

“Well, what did he do, Mirandh?"

“'Deed, yer honor, he done pick up er
plece er de Tence, and he done frowed it
wid all his might at my pore ol' head. 1
dodged. 'Deed 1 dodged right smart, But
de hand of de Lord wuz plum agin’ me,
hoss; an’ de gate pos' she struck me pium
in de eye, yer honor, an’ I fell to_de
groun’ in er swoon.” '

“Any witnesses fer this case?”
Judge Daingerfield,

A tall, angular, Virginia farmer arose.
“1 saw this here bust-up,” he said.

“Go on: tell your story.”

asked

“l was comin’ down the Rapidan road
in my eart, yer honor, when I sawgthis
heah woman walkin® by th' house® uv

Sam Johnson.
remark

What she says about th'
th' colored man is ali right,
yer honor; but she hain’t told yer the
whole facts, When Sam Johnson said
that she looked like th' last rose of sum-
mer, whicih she did”—Miranda squirmed—
“She turned around and not only let fly
that Janguage at him, but she took a big
pall of water which she was ‘@a-carryin,’
an’ she emptied it on Sam’s head.”

“An' did th' defendant hit her with th’
gate post?’ asked the Judge,

“Yes, yer honor; he hit her with a
piece of the gate post, and then she
picked up a cobblestone on that ar road,
and pretty nearly lambasted the life
outer him.”

“So he really got the worst of §t, eh?”
yer honor.”

Miranda, T guess you ought to
be the defendant, instead of the plaintiff,
You go home an' stop throwin® cobhle-
stones around, Sam Johnson, you stop
callin' people namces on th' public high-
wavs. Dismissed! Next case, Sam.”

“Tom Burns versus Sain Slecper.
ceny,” drawled the clerk.

of

Lar-

form vacated by Miranda Jones,
Squire Duaingerfield looked at him quizzi-
cally,

"Give me th' facts In the case, Mister
Burns.”
“The facts air these, yer honar., 1 own
a farm daown by th' lower end uv town,
en I hev' been missin® my chickens fer
th” lus' six months, I wuz allers
pectin’ thet some one wuz er takin' uv
um, ez I knew thet with Jim Jumper's
hounds around, thar warn't many foxes
in dis beah deestriet. Weil, ver honer, I
put er lttle red paint uv er particular
color on th' gides uv the chicken coop In

' ectation uv havin® it show on th

just

sur-

uv whomsoever busted inter my

A, yer w, T missed six ehick- |
ens two nights after that. Gein’ down
ilh" stre heah, two days later, I se
dis bean nigger goin' down ahead uv me,
| and sir, th' red puint wuz all over de seat

!uv his breeches, an’ on th' side uv his

1y | coat

“Got breeches heah?’ asked the

judge
“Yes, yer honor, th'

th'

defendant's got 'em

on.

“Stand up, thar, Sam Sleeper,”
{dered Judge Daingerfield.
| A tall ebony-coloved negro
ishly and lJooked falteringly 1> the
tion of the bench., He had on a
tattered sult of clothes, out of which his
elbows and knees protruded.

“Is that th" only suit of clothes you
{own, Sam Sleeper?"

“Yes, yver

“What de you mean by taking this heah

thun-

arose very

honor.”

gentleman’s chickens?”

Sam Sleeper was overcome. His eyes
rolled up to the ceiling and his knees
knocked together with fright,

“What did you do with those ehickens?”

“T'se done et um, ver honor."

“Two weeks in ¢h' pepitentiary, hard
labor. Case dismissed. Next case, Sam.”

“Fauquier Stables versus Thomas Trus-
cott,” again drawleg the clerk,

The court had filled with people, Slow-
ly and with little noise they had come in
to hear the case. Lord Hope Greville
was there, ‘monocle in one eye; hig sister,
too, well dressed, and as chavming —us
ever. Sam Scariet, Miss Scarlet, Ryder,
Fanshawe, Miss Fanshawe, and Tros-
cott had all entered the room. Dan Tor-
rington, the county lawyer, his face wear-
ing ¥ mos: serious expression, was scan-
ning some papers. The happiest looking
man in the chamber was Tom Truscott.
He “Smiled good-humoredly upon every
Jim Jumper came in in riding
clothes. His wife bounced cheerfully aft-
er him. The great case was a magnet of
attraction,

"Squire Daingerficld beamed down upgn
them from the bench’ and took another
copius swallow of water. Clearing his
throat, he hegan to speak: ¥

“Well, as both th’ defendant of this
heat suil, and th' plaintiff seem to be in
th' coht room, 1 think that we might
as well proceed with this heah interest-
ing case. Sam,.call th’' plaintiff's coun-
sel, suh.’

Torrington arose, smiled good-natured-
ly upon the assembly, and walked for-
ward to the rail. He was a long, thin,
angular man. Hig fact was thin and

one.

peaked,
“State th’ facts of the case, Mr. Tor-
ring " said Judge Daingerfield, bat-

ting # buzzing blue-bottle, with his
palm-leaf fan.

“The facts of the case are these, your
honor, Richard Ryder, of Hard-Up Farm,
and John Fanshawe, of Cliveden, this
county, sir, formed a partnership, suh,
for racing, suh. They capitalized it, suh.
themselves, =suh, for no great amount
te be sure. They subsequently admitted,
suh, to this heah conjunction, a Mister
Thomas Truseott, suh, living in Warring-
ton, but of New York City, That ar great
metropolis of this heah country, Well,
vour honor, it ‘seems that they went to
Benmng, suh, to race, and wag mighty
successful, ag they had one of ghe best
strings that ever left this heah country.
They had already made some money, suh,
and had put a mare into a race on the
flat. But she lost, because said Trus-
cott, suh, had her pulled, subh. Oné of
the partners, sul, put up all th' money
they had made, suli, on’ this heah race
and they were consequently wiped out,
suh, by th' horse not winning. In order
#o clear themselves of debt, suh, they
had to sell out their ‘stables, suh, and
come home, because sald Truseott dis-
appeared, and did not help them out
financially, suh, as he had verbally prom-
ised, suh. Therefore, this case is brought
to get back some of the losings of th'
firm, which sald Truscott caused by his
illegitimate meéthods of doing business,
suh. And, as that gentleman is an hon-
orable man, sub. T 'feel sure that he will
fix it up-ali right™

“How much did you lose, Mr Fan-

shawe?” asked Judge ingerfield. .
“We lost about ty-five hundred

. own horses to be pulled.

A fat, little man stepped upon the plat- |

e

dollars, your honor, besides our good
name a3 gentlemen on American
s,

*““hen th' proposition, suh, Js to have
the money refunded to you, suh, by said

Truscott. I see Mr. Fanshawe, suh, that
the racing stewards took no. action
against yod, 80, In spite of fact that

the people in this heah country know
that ps::u were not quite straight, suh, I
hardiy see, suh, that your honor as a rac-
ing firm has been smirched, suh.”

“Well, perhaps that's so,” Fanshawe
answered.

“That will do, Mr. Fanshawe, suh, Now
we'll have th defendant’s counsel, Sam,
call th' defendant’s counsel.” '

Truscott arose, stiil smiling.
to defend my own case,’” he said, 3

Judge Daingerfleld fanned himseli, vig-
oropsly. ““Well, suh. What have you 1o
say in your defenge, suh?”

Truscott stepped forward, faced the
anxipus faces in the courtroom, and drew
a deep breath, He was Immaculately
dréssed, and a pink carnation was in his
buttonhdle. "He leaned on a gold-headed

cate 1o steady himself, Clearing his
throat, he began:
“Your honor, ladies, and gentlemen,

kind friends of Warrington, 1 cun fully
realize what yvour sentiments are toward
me. T ean fully realize how you feel
toward a man whom yon not only think
was dishonest and a hlackguard, but who
wis also guilty of one of the most hein-
oug crimes in racing—allowing one of his
I admit that I,
in the heut and the excitement of the
moment, allowed such a thing to be done,
but T wish to suy a few words in defense
of my actiop,

“It is & well known axiom of the
United States that you must wiy at any
cost. It's a good thing that we haye
such a spirit in this country. 1 was
brought up on it. In New York, where
I lived as a young man, you have got
to straln every nerve to win out, or else
you get hopelessly left bekind, I have
it inoculated In my very marrow. It ls
part of me. When I came down hers:
and became interested in a racing part-
nerghip, 1 naturally threw all the enthu-
siasm into that venture that I would into
an;. businesg with which 1 was conneected.
I wanted to win, and 1 wanted to win
badly. I got erthusiastic over the thing.
When 1 went o the race course at Ben-
ning with my partners 1 wanted to win
just as badly as they did. In a moment
of weakness, in an unguarded moment, |
say, I told the boy to pull 2 mare, so
that she could not win. It took but a mo-
ment to do it. I didn't think because !
wanted o win my wager, to Win at any
cost, nor for myself so muach as for my
partners, Who of you would not have
been sorely tempted under lke circum-
stances?”’

Truseott Jooked around upon his inter-
ested audience. He could see that t}
were following him  closely, “and he
thought that Le could see a change in
their attitude toward him,

“When I saw that the horse that T had
heavily had lost and that the
ng was sqg badly done by’ the jockey
that the judges had no doubt seen it, T
decided to get out It would have heen
useless 1o have talked to my two part-
‘nvrs then They would have been too
| angry to listen to me. 1 intended to
I‘yrl!-v to them that night ask them what
| their losings were through me, and re-
fund the money, Then 1 decided upon a

“1 fatend
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the inmates of the battered burn et Hard-
Up farm.’

And, as for her master, hims:lf, could

she have seen him singing at the iop of
his lungs while donning a brand-new rid-
ing suit, made by Nancy Brown, of Fau-
guler, she would have kicked up ner lit-
tle heels in enthusissm. Aunty June had
been so overcome, that she had broken
another ching plate, but Ryder had not
minded it. “We'll have an entirely new
set, Aunty,” he had sheuted. “‘Something
in Venetian glass, this time, -umty, Some-
thing ag refined and clear as the glass in
the old country. Something lixe the old
glass and china of the Ravenstakes”
. "Now doan you go to no extravagance,
chile,” his dusk servitor had sald. “"Doan
you know honey, dat you won't hav noth-
ing to throw at Aunty June when you git
dis here fancy china? Doan you know
dat when your huntin’ frieng’, Misser
Jumper an’ de res’, come in from huxntin’
dat de ole, cracked china is de bes'?
Now doan you go to no 'xtravagance,
honey. I know dese young racin’
gemmen. I'se well acquainteq wid dere
ways, I is.”' And she spoke from manv
years of service to the pink coats of
Warrington,

“Oh, cease your twaddle. varlet” Ryder
"had replied. “I'm goiug to declars a
quarterly dividend this month, Auvnty
June. Now what do you wanc moest?’

Aunty June was abashed. She shifted
uneasily on her feet, and Qul her apron
baghtully to one eye,

*“Deed, boss, I'se been wantin' to ask &
faver uv you fer some time."” She
stopped and hesitated. “You know cat
as long as 1 done live wid you I'se never
had a ew red handkerchief. Now boss,
all 1 wants is er new bandanna, boss.”

The demand was sueh an extravagant
one that Ryder laughed very heartly.
“Why, aunty,” he replied, “I'll give you
haif a dozen bandanna handkerchiefs. I'm
terrible flush now. All 1 need to make
me perfectly care free I8 some onhe W
look after my house for me when I'm
away."”

Aunty June threw her hands above her
head in distress, “You doan mean ter
say, boss, dat you're goin' ter look fer
a wife, boss?'

The guestioner was apparently much
agitated over a prosp charge in
house management. mty, I'ms

looking for a sweet woman 10 he'p e eu
in life's journey.’

“Laws-a-massy, Misser Ryder, I al-
lers’ suspected dat you wuz in love, ever

sence de time dat dat young English
tlady dome come heah. Laws-a-massy, |
boss, I'se real distructed, I is.” and she

1

departed to the kitchen mumbling to her-

| self, and repeating, “I'se real distracted,

{
|
j!u et out

I is,” until Ryder left the house in arder
of hearing from her wailing
“Confound i, he sald “these old ser-
vanlg get so aittached to that they
Late to see a change.”

He was nettied by his affeirs with
Searlet. The fellow as entirely
in the way, and apparently, too, he had
the lady's favor as much as he Amself
had. Ryder would not «onfess bunself
tefealed in the race for ¢ hand. True,
his ambitions had been stirred far more
thar his affections, But b+ Lad set his
heart upon the matter, even

Oue

Sam

imn& r, better s I will now l@ll‘
| You what it is. Not only will T refund
| the amount that T caused them to lose
{ through my association with the firm, but
{1 double it. so that they can start |
in next yesr, on a better basis!
| than heretnfore Not enly will T double |

it, but T will present the good, oM town

{ with $100.000 w which to build a new
| courthouse Come Judge Daingerfield” |
he tur 3 looked at the squire,
Hhose cyves were twinkling like two fiery
| 8ta “WWill you take me?”

| - Truscott pulled out his handkerchief,
and wiped big glasses, which had beccme

blurred in the heat of his argument, A
pin could be heard had it dropped oun
the. floor of tle courthouse.

| “Perhaps tol is too sudden,” said Trus-
| coty, sitting down in his seat,
| Squire Daingerfield was fanning him-
! self yigorously. He took another gulp of
wWilér--a very ctpious one.
“Well. suh, how d¢ this
ment suit you, Mr. Fanshawe?”’
“T will take
| house later.”
Fanshuwe

arrange-
he asked
up the subject of the coht-

rog= and
"This settlement seems (o e
very fair and equitable ene in regard
o the partnership, but T would .ike
| htive «n expression of opinion from my
| partner

“What do
d Judg

faced the

to

bench.
be a

you s; suh, Mr, Ryder?”
Duaingerfield,

“1 say at it is a
for old Truscott to do
your horor, afd T vote that he is just
what T alws siid him, a devilish
fellow.” Avder had risen for this
urst. He sat down and there was ap-

iy,

as

in this matter,

of

good

that the offer for_a new cohthouse had
come from a Yankee, suh.”
Mrs. Jumper giggled and Fanshawe put

his hat to his face in order to hide a
broad smile. “New he's off,” he whisper-
ed,

“The Yankees, suh, rode over every

fnch of this country in the thne of th’
wah, and they destroyed our crops, stole

our silver, and depopulated our beauti-
ful towns, suh. Th' cavalry under Gen
Pieasanton and Gen. Phil Sheridan did

as much damage asg they could to this
fruitful land. 1 fougid with Fitz Lee
myself, suh, and with that knight of

chivalry, Jeb Stuart—th’ greatest cavalry
leader that the country has ever seen—I
might say that the world hag ever seen,
by Gawd, suh, 1 say, suh, that the Yan-
kees rode over this fruitful land once,
suh. and they ought not to ride over it
any more, sul.' He broaght his st
down upon the table in front with such
f jar that the ice pitcher rattled. “You,
suh, have ridden over this country since
th' wal, but if you hag ridden over this
country during th' wah, yvon would not
have been able to have played such Yar-
kee tricks on Southern gentlemen, suh,
as yeu have perpetrated @pon two as
noble Virginians, suh, as Mr. Ryder and
Mr. Fanshawe.”

Truscott, instead of lookin: sngry, ap-
peared to be much amnsed. He smiled
ut Judge Daingerfield with great good
humor, “But, suh.” continued the judge
“sinee the town has been needing a new
cohthouse for th' past twenty years,
and since you are anxious, suh, to give
same of th’ money that was taken away
from us, suh, during th' wah, sah, back
t0 the State, suh, I have, after due ju-
dicial eonsideration. suh. cesided 1o accept

your offer, suh. The coht is now dis-
missed.”
And soon every one was crowding

around Truscott to shake him warmly by
the hand,

Old animosities were goon forgstlcn in
Virginia.

CHAPTER XIV
When little Paprika saw a fresh bran

wendered what had happened., She had
not . seen a1 bran msh for many months
and her only food had besn ground corn
—and very little of that. She munehud
her new fodder with much satisfactioa
und contentment. Things were evidently
looking up with her erratic mas:er and

belter days were apparent'y in store for

| attention to the detalls of his stableand for

a certain closeness in horse dealing which

|

to |

!

|

very square thing |

iy a5 he had determined to win the last
steeplechase.

} It was, Indeed, unfortunats that he had
{mot been able to declare his 1ssion
when he had endeavored to Jdo so. Again
it had been Searlet who had spoiled the

Rvder (hought af

€ye he

and
SArcas
u

opportunity,
his cold,
Wy

as

vurged in-
rliy. Beneath to urfac: of gentie-
nly regard for each other, there was
an undercurrent of inlense hatred.

Ryder called for his mare—he was rid-
ing Sister Susan, whom he had net yet
returned—and soon trotiing  ivto
town, Half way t urthous: square
it two riders approachics, end upon
rearing them, discovered Jim Jomper
and his wife—out for a morning's schoel-
ing over post-and-raii

“Howdy, Ryder,” sang out the master
of hounds, ““When are you going to bring
the mare back? Her stall mate’s getting
awful lonésome.” Jim was noted for strict

the ¢

saw

had been engendered by a yvouth of
pecuniousness. Mrs, Jumper wag the cap
ftalist of the firm. “Just 28 soon as she
cured of this knee that 1 gave iLer,
answered Ryder with a good-natored
smile. 1 nevey belleve in relvurning
borrowed horse when it is out of condi-

m-

tion. It isp't fair to the owner.”

“Quite right,” interrupted Mrs, Jump-
er “Stick to your reputation of being
the only honest horse dealer in War-
rington, My, Ryder, But where were

You last night?
our party?
“What party?”
“Why our farty to the Hope Grevilles.
Didn't you get an invita:ion?”

Daingerfigld beamed down upon| .-
=~V~ ;:::J”“!’y ,H“I' . hb’fi\v\.g;"zzh\',_}"f“ who!  “Hang that lazy Jim,” put in the M.
O s 1aavus. Wel, suh, he re-ip ¥ I bet he tied his horse outside
marked, his eye on Truseott, “this heah | 1. Warren Green, and never went near
case seemg to be settled without much you with my wife's note Probably he
trouble, suh, and in a far better way | was full of bad beer Ju;‘l ke hir
than I had hoped. suh. Thave seen @ half | T certainly never received e
dozen partne s form right heab in| “Mye Jumper smiled. “Well, I'm aw-
Wiirrington, all of ‘em busted up and|suhe sorry vou weren't there, The Hope
“‘l’“'; "‘_ “ -””‘ were )“'Ar cemented 10- | Grevilles left this morning for the Hot
get *‘r""‘ this has been. ‘._'hmk‘ M aprings, yYknow, and we gave ther a
ffruseott, suh, > that for a dishonorable little blowout last night. . They both said
man, vou have come up to the mark, suh, .that they regretted that ‘m; wer -,,‘,(
with very good grace, suh. Now as for{ihere, Lady Alice seemodd ‘to be. sartion-
the cohthouse—he leaned back and sur- layly sorry.” Mrs. Jumper I ner
veyed the interested {aces with calm b . 3
SR - | eyebrows and looked ot
judicial  diffidence. 1 am sarry, suoh, . SOE AT

quizzical expression. “She saii
hoped to come back here, and hunt wi
us again, which pleased us auli im nense-
ly.”

“Think It would,” said Ryder.

“She's the type of woman I like,
broke In the M. F. H. “Plenty of get-up-
and-get to her. Plenty of ginger, and a

good head ‘cross country, Damme, Ryder,
she the best Englishwoman I ever saw in
these diggins' and yYou're the best Eng-
listunan®

“Thunk you.”

“No apology, please; don't forget to re-
turn the mare,” and nodding a pleasunt
good-by, Mr. and Mrs, Jumper touched
their horses lightly with their crops and
were soon cantering away, .

Ryder was dumfounded. So they had
gone without seeing him and without say-
ing a word. And all on account of a lazy
darky, he had not received an invitztion
to the party which was given s a fare-
well to a successful season. It was (oo
much. He hung his head in disappoini-
men, as he continved on his way, and was
beset by the most grueling attack of blues
that he had yet experienced, “My good-
ness, what a misfortune. What a lerri-
bie misfortune,” he repeated to nimsef.

“Why, this town is hardly worth living
in now."

“Hello there, Ryder,” sang i cheery
voice, Looking up, he saw Truscott Big,

smiling, imperturbable Truscott; still in
Warringthn, in spite of the manner in
which he had been treated before he pre-
sented the much-needéd courthouse.

“What's the matter, there?” he asked.
“You look as blue as Dr.  Munyon.
Huven't lost Paprika through pne\xmun{a,
have you?"

“No,” growled Ryder,

“Well, what the devil ails you, then?”

Rydar looked at ffruscatt very carefully
and a studious cXxpression o2a:: to his
face,

“Well, Trux," We said, at-length. *“You
are a successful man. You're a fellow
Whe can ‘'make goed.' as you Americans
say. You seem tn be able to get about
anything you want. I'd Hke to ask you
a question.”

“Fire away, old boy.”

“How th' devil do you win a gir!,

mash waiting for her in her stall, she{ Trux?”

The strange expression that came over
Truscott's fuce was starilinz, Ryder no-
ticed it imimediately, and €% that ke had
surely touched wpon a living chord,

"Why, what's the matter with you,,
Ryder?" Truseott asked.

“I'd llke to know how to win a girl T
know how to wm sieeplechases. You
know how to make money. Now could

too much :

a8 strenuous- |

" town

Why didn't you come to |

BY ANNE

MARCIA BROOKS' RIDE

HEILMAN

Thae sun was settng, as for weeks past,
in a hot, merciless glare, which made its
disappearance a digtinet rellef, It cast
nn long afteruoon shadows, for between
Marcia’'s eyes and the far horizon
stretehed only a rolling sea of prairie
grass, browned almost to a stubble,

“See anyvthin' of pap?’ asked a queru-
lous voice from the squeaky wooden
rocker near the back door.

“"He's coming,” the girl answered, list-
leszly. Then In a brisker, brighter tone;
“How easily Bonnie Belle makes jt!
You'd think she was on her first mile,
and 1I'll wager my new Lat pa's kept that
pace for the whole trip. Bless the pretty
creature!”

“She’s a flve mare, Marshy. There
ain't many in Nebrasky slicker, ‘less it's
Charlie Keith's roan,” with a covert
glance. “Weli, if you'll dish the supper
I'll ggt the butier an’ preserves, hey?”

reach for ye, darter? I vow she's got
more sense then some humans. Supper
ready? How's ma?”

“Better, and supper's on the table, K}l
unsaddle Belle. Any mall, father?”’
“Wall, now, they wan't any letters,
darter, but here’s the paper\ I swan but
it's lively times down to Prairie City.
Bocmers till ye can’t rest, an' ye hear

nothin’ but braggin' sbout the Kiowa
regervation an’ the ride fer it next
Sat'day. There's settlers pilin' in by

every train, an’ cowboys an’ blacklegs
galore, Won't be nary chance fer an old
feller like me. Yes, ma, I'm comin'!™
He entered to the impatient invalid,
und” Marcia led her blooded mare to the
shed stable. After removing the saddiz |
land bridle the girl suddenly broke into a
{dry sob und leaned her head against the
| pretty creature's sleek side.
| “Oh, why don’t I hear? Where 1s he?

{1t can't be that lttle quarrel at the
idance. I hate Tom Hobson'' —passion-
ately—"1 only weni with him because—
because T didn't care to show 1 preferred
Chariie, when they came up at the sam=
minute. It would have been so marked!
| Why couldn't he urgiersmud? Men are
| idiots!"”

Half laughing nalf sobbing, she gave
| her pet a geptle rubdown, adding food,

bad schoolmates there who were always
glad to see her, and possibly other lu-
terests drew her In that directlon. It was
the town Charlie Keith called home, and
in whiel: he spent his brief vacations.
Here Mareis had met him often in the
past two years of her happy school life,
and here she had, seemingly, irrevocably
offended him by one of those sudden,
girlish freaks so inexplicable 10 a lover.
She had nelther seen nor heard from
him since. Her father noted the cessation
of certaln frequent letters, and the sadness
on his darling's beautiful face, and longed
to comfort her. When #he askead the pext
morning £ she might spend the rest of
the week with Efffie Darrow, in Pralrie
City, he gladly gave consent,
- » . . ‘ B3 -
The next two days wouid have tested
the resclution of most men, and did sap
the strength of many, a= they stood in
line under the blazing Nebraske sun, bils-
tered with heat., parched with thirst,
gritty and blind with. the powdered dust,
walting thelr slow turn at the registration

“ iohtt ?
A.l-l rightt Hello.,’tuher. Beck aguin? booth. But Marcla was a delermined girl,
Hows Bogmle Bella? and was accustomed to hardships. She
“Clipper's . ever, Marshy. See herl .4 galloped miles over the sun.swept

prairies, she had siept more than once
with no roof above her head and no couch
beneath, and she knew what endurancs
meant, BShe had started on this mad
scheme in & mood of strained excitement.
Her lover's continued silence, her hateful,
monotonously barren  existence  had
wrought her feclings to a pitch where
almast any act was possible; nor did the
strain loosen until her registration was
aceomplished at sunset of the second day.

It was five minutes to twelve on that
brassy, sand-swept Saturd:
Brooks, mounted on her brav
stood with many thousand others in that
mighty line of battle, ready for the
charge,

Hark—a gun! the flag at the ilitary
bharracks yonder drops to the gr £ It

is the signal.

Insiantlyghere is an answering volley
from hundreds of revolvers discharged
into the air. Then, amid the 1
smoke, and the yells from the 1
throats, the line of battle starts forward
at a run.

Marcia is nearly paralyzed for an in-
stant, ;but Bonnie Belie js not. She is off
llke a bolt from a catapult, pounding
through the dust, straiping at her bridie
leaving the lurching prairie schiooners ar
upgainly farm vehicles rapidly in the re
They soon outstrip the honest househo
ers and are among the reckiess cowboys
in the lead. These men greet r pres-
ence with rough eries of gailantry whi

If

{ drink, and a last caress. Then the turned | make her heart beat (hia:‘k and fast
| toward the cabin. ghe had enly stayed in the safer erowd
“We need rain awfully,” she sighed,|behind, but Bonnie Belle is qu beyond

“as much as we need money. Oh, what
a life! Work, work, work, and for what?
If it isn't grasshoppers it's fires, and if
it isn't these, it is sandstorms and cy-
clones. There's no use trying to get
ahead in this wretched country!™

“What ye mutterin® over, Marshy?"
calied her father's big voice from the
supper table. “Come in an’ read the news
10 your ma, the paper's full of "

“Of what?' sald Marcia obliviously.

“Why, wasn't I tellin' ye! Of the open-
ing of the reservation, an’ the gov'ment
| givin’ out the Injun lands. I sewan, if I
| was younger I'd make a race fer it my-
(.-:rnl.'. 1 know Bonnie Belle could do it
She came from the city to-night in forty
minutes and never turned a hair.

her contrel now. The mare has s
her ga#t, and has no thought of anyt
but first place ir this heat

Marcia turns her head uneasily for ™
glance her shoulder, catches .
swift, hazy glimpse of a face that Is
miliar in spite of its dusty disgui
hears the sudden exclamation—

The next instant the other rider’s horse
is at her side, his hand is touc
and for one blissful minute she
for tears, as s
1 am so glad!”

It is the only ex
The glance, the ton

over

and

of perfes
encugh for the most exacting h

from that moment the hard ride
both but a swift rush Tor Eden.

Marcia began to read of that vast| Side by side the rrad:»::; leave the
eruption of the stranger and the “‘ten-|seventeen miles behi and their
derfoot,” which was transforming the |good steeds, ree 1. but still
| smail, sleepy town into a noisy, bluster- |sound in wind, b then. *o the govern-
ing, open-all-pight, faker-ridden city, | Dlent quarters w mark the of

nearing its hundred thousand inhabitants,
| the better portion intent upon clalming a
;hume at the opening, while the remainder
| were as intent upon plunder, lawlessness,
tand deviltry. Marcia read listlessly for a
time, then with growing excitement.
| *“ItH be a wonderful sight, pa, that
ride. How 1 wish that we could geét a
lot at Kilowa, and make a home
there! I could teach, then, and you could
| perhaps start a mill again, father, and
| we'd give up fighting the storms and bugs
| on this old@ ranch. If you only could!
l “Yes, darter, but I couldn't.
man to make sich a run when he ecan’t
| move his bridle arm 'thout a pain ketch-
{in’ him? Pap's too old, an’ too clumsy,
my girl"”
| Marcia lay awake far into the night,
it!,mking, planning, revolving.

° - - - - . -
I It was nothing unusual for Marcia to
ride over to Prairie City for a visit. She

ou explain to me tae intricacles of sue-
essful eourtship?”
Truscott pulled his horse in very hard
and stopped him.

¥
¢

Kiowa, just exa
the signal gun.

Charlie guickly siakes out two desirable
claims, which will scon be worth tf
thousands. Marecia cares for the hor
as best she can, when Charlie stations
beside him to hold their own agai
rush,

It is a wild, tumulteous moment,
they are togethe and 1} hs
clasps hers, while he bends

“Marcia, dearest, you «
clalm to the old folks. Mine

sixty minutes

close

is for you

How's a!'l'her-,'ll be a minister along pretty soo

jand my tent is coming by the first pa
train. Why should we wait? Let us
married, and begin right here—togetl
Will you, darling?”

And clear, amid \!iﬁ vells, the sh
the mad rush of ¥comin
erazed with thirst,
ment, he
mined upon a eambdaign of aggressian, ile

would strain every nerve to win th
ished prize
When Aunty June heard Ryder throw-

“If sany one could tell me this same|ing his clothes rapidiy into )
secret that vou ask,” he satd, with great| leather grip, di@ not think 1
| firmness, “I'd give about everyvthing that | was amiss, And when he yelled 1 Iy
| I possess in the world to know it. It's| for his razors and newly ironed shitts,
| true that I know how to mak:> money, | she thought that he was simply off (o
Trat's a gift that God gave m: But I]the races again. Had dear old. faithful
do not know how to win the affections| Aunty June but known the mission upon
of & woman. Ryder, I've boun sucesssfol | which her master went, she would Ve

at pretty nearly evervihing rhat 1 ever
wied in my life, except one, and thsat is—
courtship. Ag that game | admit myself
w1 absolute and total failure.”

1t was indeed surprising o near Trus-|
cott speak with so’ muech warmth, and
Ryder saw that he had touched him in
voinerable point, He had rais-d sowe old
| story to Truscott's mind—{ha: he could
| plammly see. From the »sitternesg with
wijch Truscotl spoke, he sa« that he had
1 deeply wounded at sowpe pariod an
life. He was sorry that ne had men-
d such a subject,

“VWell, if you don't know fhiow to make
leve, Trux, $ow can you make mona)

Immedlately the whole expression of
Tivscott's countenance hag changed, His
fage at once showed interest and anima-
tion,

“Buy Steel at 191 It's going up six
poings in the next week.”

“How do you know?"

“How do ! know? How do I know any-
thing? Why, that fire out in 'Frisco has
caused a demand for thousands and thsu-
ands of tors of steel rails and girders,
Where are the Deople going to ger it
from? Where are the peopie zu'ng (o
get it from, if not from the trusts¥”

“Congress may vote to put the price
dowmn."”

“Neot on vour life, my boy.

The Penn-

sylvania delegation’'s too strong in the
Sepate and in the House. Never, no nev-
er. Buy Sieel, Be a bull. Buy Steel
and buy it now.”

“Thanks awfully; Truscott. 1 think
that T may follow your advice. T nay

need some cash soon. 1 may go abroad.™

“What! geing to look out for some Eng-
lish thoroughbreds?”

“I'm going to look cut for ome Lng-
lish thoroughbred filly, whose record is
A Ne. §, and whose pedigree is th: hst
in all England. Should T Import her, ihe
very best blood of the old country will be
brought to the States, and we Virgimans
will get the benefit of it. It's a gambile
whether T get her oF »ot, but if I b,
there will be miuch refioing in Warring-
ton,”

“Wish you luck,” said Truscott. “Good.
by. I've get to go Jown to the station;
and get yesterday's New York paper. [
want to sée how Steel’s moving.”

Iinstead of going to town, Ryder tuired
Sister Susan's head for home. He had
made up his mind to leave Warrington
immediately. Mrs. Jim Jumper had said
that Lady Hope-Greville had gone to the
Hot Springs. He would take the evening
train for the South, and search for her,

fany

L
i
wept coplous tears. But he, knowing |
sensitive nature on the hject, id notl
ing about it. He did not want her to loge
of those 230 pounds of good humor
on his account, It was 0o cheerful
asset
The breaking cart bumped heavily on
the road as Ryder galloped down to ths
afternoon train. He caught i1 just as it
was pulling from the station, and before
very long was standing on the platform
at the junction, waiting for the headligh
of the Southern Flyer. Soon the great
sobbing engine was biowing and snortir

M

w

an

at the planking, and he was headed
South,
As the two .engines attached to the

sleeper for the Hot Springs puffed labor-
iously up the steep incline to the 3,000 odd
feet helght of the New Hemestead and
cottages, Ryder found that his heart was
beating very rapidly. What wourd sh
think if she saw him :

there?

Would

not offend her ideas of good taste, Weuld
it not dispiease her. “All ont for the
Hot Springs,” sang the conductor, Uie

train came to a jarring stop, and soou
4 porter had grabbed his valise. “To de
Homestead, boss?" asked a grinning driv
er. Before he knew it, Ryder was being
whirled up the macadamized road to the
big, white, spacious hotel. He saw the
hot steam pouring from the bubbling sul-
paur springs, He saw the beautiful urf
of the golf greens, and in a minule mor
he was scanning the register.

“Yes, there she was:

“Lady Alice Hope-Greville,
shire, England.”

“Lord Thomas Hope-Greville, ditta.”

Below the two names, .in a large, bold,
and copybook-iooking hand, was:

& rlet, Warrington, Va."
id something that wasz go
impolite that the head clerk dropped his
eyegindses.

Leicester-

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT SUNDAY.
Forgotten Hem.
From the Keasag City Journal.

Senator Tillman, attacking a certain
measure, said: “The penalty this meas-
ure imposes is unjust. It makes the of-
fender .pay twice. It is like an incident
that occured one night in a Pennsvivania
restaurant. A patron, dining in the res-
taurant with his wife, said to the waiter
when his bill was brought: ‘Waiter, one
item " is wrong here. We didn't have
three plates of soup. We only had twe.
“‘Pardon me, *boss,” said the waiter,

Fired with Truscott's speech that “we

Americans want to win,” he had d:ler-

’ /

“You forget the plate what I spilled over
the. lady's dress.’™




