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Moira went to the Riding Academy
Aunt
to visit the

®NE day when her aunt was specially busy,

It was at luncheon that Laura
satd: “This 1s my afternoon
hali-orphan's classes in manual training.”
Moira asked “Are the whole-orphans
differently, Aunt Laura?”

And her aunt explamned quite seriously that the
new assistant rector had some excellent i1deas of
helping the hali-orphans, that they nught be of as-
sistance to the remaining parent, and might become
self-supporting at the carliest possible moment.

“You sce,” she elaborated m ambiguous plurals, “9f
they have mothers, they arent often able to support
theni, let alone having them taught anything; and
if they have fathers they almost always marry again,
and the first wife's children are usually neglected
It is a most worthy object, and one 1 am glad to
add to my list. Nothing, my dear Moira, is so pathctic
and helpless as an orphan”

“That 1s quite true,” assented Moira

Then Aunt Laura remembered that she really
would have done much better not to have made
that remark. for the small, pale nicce sitting opposite
her had been a half-orphan and was now bereft of
both mother and father

.
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Out of the West had come Moira, out of the
Golden State that she loved with all her heart; sad-

dened, bewildered by her father's death, straaght
across the broad, and 1t scemed to her endless,
continent, the train had borne her to the Eastern

Gate, and here in New York, she was beating the
wings of her seul against the padded prison bars
of her aunt’s ugly, comfortable home

“I wonder,” she said timidly, “if there's any way |
could ride tlus afternoon? 1 think I would like—"

“The very thing,” broke in her aunt, cordially
“Gertrude Talbot's girls go every Thursday and 1'll
drive you to the Academy, Youn can get a horse
there, and if you care to go often, your guardian can
gelect a nice gentle animal for you. Why, the very
thing. Moira! I'm glad vou spoke of 1t.”

Moira was sorry. The keen longing in her heart
had been for plenty of space, a road, a long road,
and a somecthing of springy muscle, steady stride,
and obedient intelligence wunder her; something
called a horse, not those mindless creatures the Tal-
bot girls rode. Moira had met the Talbot girls and
she judged their horses accordingly

“ » *

She went to her room and put on her habit, crowd-
ing back the memories which leaped from its folds,
Jeaped from the gauntleted gloves, leaped from the
gold-knohbed crop with “Moira” scratched on it in
her father's hand

She looked very calm and
‘Aunt Laura in the hall below,

sweet as she met
And her aunt put up

“a Jorgnette and said in pleased surprisc: “A really

well-cut garment. my dear, And not made in New
York? Well, really!”

Then they got into the brougham with only the
top of one window down; not any air must come in
on the side where Aunt Laura's neuralgia was, and
they drove off behind the fat horses and the fat
backs of Thomas and Burns. ‘Aunt Laura looked
out and bowed to passing friends, but Moira looked
straight ahead at the broad green coat of Thomas.
Aunt Laura didn't say much, for she was thinking
of the mew assistant rector and the manual classes
for the poor children, and what a noble work was 1t,
and how glad she was that the Lord had chosen
her to help, and how well it was that the assistant
rector had concurred with the Lord’s choice, be-
cause Gertrude Talbot would have given her very
eves to bave been the chairman of the committce

herself . iR

So thev came to the Riding Academy. The Talbot
girls were there waiting for them, and thor
horses were tamed, tramed creatures, correct 1n

every appointment, as were their young mistresses,
who expressed their pleasure in polite, well-chosen
terms, at sceing Moira.

They cantered out of the street and toward the

Park, in charge of two grooms Aunt ’]...u.r.}

watched them out of sight and with a sigh of relicf

re-entered the brougham. i
The Talbot girls and Moira rode side by side.

. jig, jig. This wasn't riding. 1t
iy Jﬂm{ ﬁa horse and she hated it.
She wished she hadn’t come. She made polite re-
plies to the Talbot girls’ inquiries as to how she
liked New York, and she responded as gratefully as
possible to their hope and belief that when the day
of her mourning should be ended, she could go
forth in radiant garments, into that wonderful. fus-
cinating land called Society where one danced, and
dined and received attention—here they glanced
at Moira doubtiully.

Tig, g, Jig
was pottering along

e

The clder of the Talbots told her sister afterward
that she didn't think Moira would make much of a
bit with the men (the elder sister was inclined
1o be a little careless in her c:\'[(;rc]ssloxgls t“!l(i:‘.lr(’;‘:
guard), but the younger reminded her that Zlowras
fortune was of many figures, and she .'}l'l(l(’d hu:n"-(-l;."
“She has quite a sway when she smiles Or“sp:.ll.ln_»
Whereupon the elder recalled \\'|l|h l’lill?::a).|-?i|:ul-:.;
tinctness a  speech of one mn she K f—Aa oS
e'igihle man, T{ was after he had talked to Moira: Gad,
what eves! You can’t forget ‘'em "

Tt was while they were riding sedately
river that sormeone on horseback passed them. Somcone
whose hat was pulled down oyer his €yes; whose mouth
was stern and whose whole bearing was a trife reckless.
\oira glanced at him because he rode as she loved to
ride. She caught only the gencral outline of the man,
and sighedl enviously as she jig-jigged along by the
Talbot girls. But her face fell under his gloomy ecyes
and. a¢ faces do sometimes, it photographed itself upon
his vision : developed and fixed as he rode along; pene-
trated his unpleasant reflections and would not leave
han Y )
iTe shook his head impatiently as if to rid himself ‘f{
comething that prevented him from returming to his
thoughts : thoughts that weren't pleasant ones, but which
hatinted, threatened. tempted and reproached him

Finallv he wheeled his horse and palloped up the
drive. The three girls had turned also and were cantes
g back, the two grooms the right number of lengths
in the rear ; : :

Moira’s face had brightened a little.  The fresh air
and the exercise, cven ii inadequate and jn unsympa-
thetic company, had given a tinge of color to her cheeks.
But she was lonecly, desperately lonely. Conversation
with the Talbots was a dispiriting affair, carried on
acrogs the high fence of incompatibility. Was this what
Voo “fe with Aunt Laura was going to be always?
dalt-orprans, Talb-t girls, calls from the assistant
rector, 4 shut-up brougham with wide green backs to
look at. and a miles-away apnt keside her! Tt was a
Foreible lite, an unnatnral suffacnting life, and tears of
hopelessness rose to Moira's eves. She looked away
from the Talhat girls wondering how she could get
her handkerchief to remove the fears without attracting
attention, and she found herself looking straight into
the fuce of the man who had ridden the way she liked

up by the

.Claremont,

to ride, but who had pulied his horse into a canter and
wis looking straight at her

I'he tears shook themselves from her eyes just as she
discovered the face before her, and in a second they had
p;l\-.ml cach other

‘Poor httle child,” the man heard himself saying.

“I wish I knew fhon!” cried Moira, with heart, and
then she blushed all over her face at what her heart
had said

“Had you an enjoyable ride?”
at dimner

Moira

airls

asked Aunt Laura
said yes, and her aunt praised the Talbot
She said it was nice for Moira to have them

to ride with ['hen she told her miece all about the
manual classes and what the assistant rector had
smd and done, and how he had called it s pet

work, the child of his heart and brain. And Maira
gathered that Aunt Laura was proud and happy
to be the step-mother of the charity that called
the assistant rector father

As Moira took her, soup, she saw quite distinetly
the figure of a man sitting tight to a saddle and
riding rather faster than the law permits down the
gravelly path by the river. ‘Then she listened to
Aunt Laura, and after a while, as she ate her salad,
she saw the head and shoulders of someone before
her, but blurred a little and indistinet.  Then when
she sipped her coffee she found in place of Aunt
I.aura’s ceuntenance opposite her, a man's fncc; a
stern mouth, shut tight as if to keep its own counsel,
and two marvelously dark eyves that melted from
inquiry to a tender sympathy

And Moira murmured: “Tt would be nice,” and
then caught herself in fright

Aunt Laura beamed upon her across the table. “T
was afrmd you'd say no, dear child. I will take
you next Thursday Dear Dr. Stone will be so

pleased”™ And she found she had committed herself
to visit the manual training class

\s the weeks went by Maora adiusted herself to
conditions.  She scon realized that Aunt Laura's

philanthropy was chronic, not just a now-and-then
occurrence. Her absences from home were frequent,
her time and attention practically absorbed in the
new project

Moira called on the Talbot girls, reported them well
and full of social engagements, She drove up the Park,
through Seveniy-sccond street to the Drive, around
down the Drive, across Seventy-second
street, down the West Side, across and out at Fifty-
ninth street and home. She reported having had a
pleasant drive; that the Smythes and the West-Jones
were driving also, and had stopped their carriages and
had spoken to her. She obtained from her guardian a
goodly check for the half-orphans, and presented it,
via Aunt Laura, to the assistant rector

Aunt Laura told her friend, Mrs. Talbot, that she
couldn’t wish for a sweeter niece, or one more m
sympathy with her charities

* * %

But there were hours, many of them, when Moira
was not calling on the Talbots, nor getting checks far
the charities. nor watching. dreamily the broad green
hacks of Thomas and Burns.  And these hours, strange-
v enough, were seldom alluded to by Aunt Laura, and
grew to be Maira's life, hér very own.

ITer guardian had :elected for her a horse, a gentle
creature ‘of the Talbot variety. Mopira had accepted it
with a quizzical look and, “It's very nice, I'm sure”
She rode that horse Thursdays with her two companions

But one day a slender gray figure dashed up the bridle
path, with a color in its check and a light in its eyes that
brought an answering glow to someane who saw it
And the horse that bore the slender figure was a real
live horse, an animal that cocked its ears at bits of
paper and made believe it was going to fly to pieces at
the “chugging” of a motor-car

Someone saw the two fly by, someone turngd and
followed. Someone sat very straght and unnoticing as
he rode by the gray little figure an the heautiful black
horse, but he caught the turn of 2 proud head and knew

'.'.'Y.”.ELﬁlF\"(“M‘ - 'h‘)‘“lm! .
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that the grav eyves that had hauntéad- him had fooked
strasght at him
The next mmute the black horse had boited

Iake an
arrow he was off. Past the man he flew, the small
hands of his rider tugging gallantly at the reins. Moira
had been oft her guard It was no casy job to pull n
Bold Eilly, when she had him fairly well in hand. Now
he had caught her nappmg and was showing her
a thing or iwo,

The path was clear. Moira setiled to her saddle,
unfrightened, but wondering how long she would
have the road to herselt; wondering when the mix-
up that was bound to come wWould be upon her.

I'hen she heard a long, fast gallop behind her.
Bold Billy heard 1t, too, and wagged his ears
Wickedly, and increased his stride a bit, And Moira
laughed a little, for she kueWw someone was going
to reach her hefore the mix-up took place. And she
knew who the somecone was, Not his of
s urse, but that didn't matter; she knew him, had
¥nown him since that day in the Park when she
turned her tear-filled eyes straight on two that knew
1ter, knew her instantly
She heard him right close behind her, then 2
“Steady, little girl, steady!" and glancing around,
there was a brown muzzle near Bold Billy's flank and
then the brown mare's head came alongside, and then
a gloved hand reached out for Bold Billy's bridle

It was all over, and Bold Billy, not a bit ashamed,
walked haughtily by the hrown mare’s side, while Maira
explained that 1t was her fault, that she had been
inattentive, that she knew Billy sas apt to baolt, but
he never did it if you kept him remembering that

you knew about it, 3
stopped Billy said, in a

And the man who had )
voice that shook just a bit, “Your people shouldn’t give

name

you a horse like that

Maoira said, and her voice shook a little, too, that
she didn’t have any people except an aunt and a
guardian, and that they had bought her a little

sheep called Maud, and it aas because she had to

The Talbot Girls and Moiwra rode side by side.

ride this other animal on Thursdays that she had
been obliged to buy Ilold Billy

The man nodded as 1f he understood Moira's inco
herent 'hen Moira said quite boldly. *“I
have not told my aunt about Billy, and I'm not gomg
to.” She spoke as she used to speak to her father some-
times, throwing herseli on mercy. Then she
added, [t would only worry her” ;

“It would enly warry her,”” the man had
stopped Bold Billy echoed, but he also said, “Do
be very carcful”

stalement.

s

who

Moira raised grateful eyes.

“I will be very careful,” she said, softly.

Then he turned abruptly and she rode towards
home.

He swore roundly at himsclf, after he had leit
her, that he had not said more, and as she rode alone
she felt some heautiinl thing
had touched her with gentle hingers and then, just
as she was asking what 1t was, had vanished, So
one rode north.and one rode south, but their souls
. called back to each other over the lengthening miles.

- - -

newly bereft, as f

If anyone could have told Moira why she went, on
every posaible opportunity, and had Bold Billy sad-
dled and got herself into a state of excited expeeta-
tion, and roade and rode, and why she came home
depressed and Clonelier sthan ever, she would have
heen frightencd, shocked perhaps.  But she had nat

put it in words, the whys and wherefores of it, and

when vou don’t put things to vourself in words,
you're likely not to recognize them. So Moira fol-

COPYRIGHT, 1co09.

lowved the impulse of her heart, and it led her to
the olaces where she had seen him.

And at last one day he could stand it no longer,
and he did the same thing—had his brown mare
saddled, and rode over the places where he had seen
her. And night at the first place they met. he raised
his hat very' soberly, and she bowed as scdately as
though her hcart were not pounding so hard it
hurt

Then at the place where Bold Billy got the bit in
his teeth they met agamn. This time he looked at
her steadily, his mouth quite stern, but she was
not afraid, for she saw his eyes., And there, where
he had asked her to be very carcful, they met for the
third time, for he had wheeled about as he had dene
before, and Moira smiled and said, “I don't believe
I even thanked you.”

At her words the stern mouth relaxed, and he
answered: “Then you will now, won't you? for
I've wanted to hear your voice again.”

Moira was not offended at all. She felt happier
that she had for a year, and differently happy from
any time in her life. So she cantered along beside
him, and they talked about anything and nothing,
and she forgot that it was Thursday, till the two
Talbots and the\groom passed them; then Moira went
quite white and the man at her side remembered
that she had been with two nondescript girls on the
first day he had.seen her, and felt what had hap-
pened.

He blamed himself 'bitterly, He leaned towards her.

“T remember them.” he said in a low tone. “But
you have done nothing you shall ever be sorry for.

YV
/\“ I‘
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To-morrow I shall look up someone who knows us
both. There's got to be someone, and 1 will beg to
be properly presented. Don’t blame yoursclf, it was
my fault.”

Moira's head hited.

““T'here has been no fault,” she said quietly.

But there was a white hne about her mouth,
though her eyes met his bravely.

» - *

,;'hc Talbot girls were saying: “Well, of all things!
Néver even told us she knew him.  Kitty Waring
“wwould be pleased,” and, “He looked terribly im-
pressed, didn’t he? Oh, that's off. Kitty and Jack
have made it all up.”

The next day they rode together quite without
question, and the next, and the next. And he knc'\v
that she came from the gloricus State of California,
ghat she loved the length and breadth of |t;'that
her father was dead; that her name was Moira—
her fiding crop had told him that, and he knew that her
eyes were soiter and grayer that any he had cver
soen, with a somecthing behind their softness that
made him long to look deeper than he dared. And
she knew that his voice, when he spoke to her, was
tenidérness and protection and sympathy, all I!lat
father’s voice had been to her and wore—something
unknown, but more. About this time the Talbot
girls called and Aunt Laura received them.

Unoira 1s out,” she said. “She will be so sorry to
hdve ‘missed you. I:think she has gone to order
some materials for the manual-training classes. The
dear ‘child is so impulsive and generous.”

7D

The elder Miss Talbot smiled sweetly.

“We met Moira in the P S
down."”

And the younger added: “Tha

- t black horse j
beauty, but hardly a lady's horse, is 1t 7" i Tl

Aunt Laura shipped into her
swiftness..

“Moira can manage any horse, T think”
pleasantly., “I am glad she got through in
ride. It's about the only thin
now, poor child.”

“}\’hat horse are they talking about?”
asking herself,

rhc.yourfgc.r Miss Talbot smoothed 2 gloved fin-
ger. “She is fortunate in having so fin
for an escort,” she said, and
Aunt Laura and her sister.,

Aunt Laura’s armor held good. She smiled bacle
andqhopcd her face didn’t Took as stiff as it felt

“She is fortunate,” she a 2

, greed, and then :
boldly, *and so is he.” e
Then she changed the subject.
They bade her adieu a little later,

ark as we were driving

armor with marvelous

she said
time to
g she cares for just

she was

. ¢ a horseman
smiled inclusively at

and she sat

down to think. Iler thoughts were not pleasang
ones.

She had neglected Moira, her dead brother's only
child!

She

went to a window to watch for her niece, and
as she stood there she planned many things for
Moira. She would carn the child’s confidence. It
should never be on ker conscience again that she
had left her to the mercy of those spitcful creajures,
the Talbot girls.

And so Aunt Laura stood and waited.

Out on a country road Moira was riding; close
beside Bold Billy was the brown mare. The early-
Spring twilight was closing in.

“We must go back,” said Moira.

“We must,” said the man, reluctantly,

They turnedstheir"horses.

“Moiral”

“Yes."

He leaned over and-took her hand.

“The day I saw.you, little girl, that first day—="

“I remember.!”

“There was, hadibeen, someone who had made me
reckless. T could not have what I thought I wanted.
Then I saw.you and I knew I had never wanted any-
one before, Do, you believe me?”

“I believe you.”

“There will.never‘be anyone but you, Moira.”

She turned and looked at him.

“I don’t want thereta-be,” she said-in a-whisper,

e

He drew her gléve from- the hand-nearest-himithe
soft little palm turned to his, He took from his
finger a seal, & ring heavy and.massive,

“With this ring,” he said,—"till I ‘can-get-another)®

“l don't want anothery” said Mpira, and-she:
kissed the stone. .

“If onlysit mightdenow,dMoiral®

She started,

“Now ?”

“Have you anyone-fon meitognsks®

“No one ta ask, exactly, JL@mcEree®

He checked sthe horses.

“Shall we tum? There is-assmalltownsa- few-miles
on.”

Her clear gray eyes Jookedifintaphis.

“Will you always love me?”

“To the end of my life and#yDurs

“I will go.”

They came out of the rectory,amhourfater,

ie put her upon Bold Billy amf_’%@ mounted
the brown mare. He held herhand'tightasithey rode
slowly through the soft eveningrdark and-she asked
no questions.

They turned at last through z.gatewawn, ApPigy
rambling house lay at the end of-a winding drive,

“This is your home,” he said

"My home,’” she echoed.

" W N

"5 everything prepared-for ay-wife2* he-asked,-as ,j
the old housckeeper gave him-welcome, 1]
“Everything, sir.” o)
Through the wide hall and up the-broad. shalfow
stairs he led her. At a doorhe paused and opened

1t,

beyond, and-glimpses in the smalleg-room of -silkenv
stuffs.

“It is ready for vou,” he said “I will wait-below.”
With shaking fingers she put off her habit, brushed
her shining hair and slipped into the soft, trailing |
gown. She ran down the stairs and across-thedhall |
to the hearth where he stood. I
“You knew I would come?” she-asked. Her-hands
trembled as they clasped his arm, and he look"tlum(

in his.

“1 hoped you would come,” he answered.

“Have the rooms been arranged for me long?”

“Since the day Bold Billy ran.”

She drew her hands from his and rested them=on
his arms again.

“You are my husband?” P

“Yes"

“And I am your wife?”

“Yes, Moira.” .

“And yet T am not afraid.” .

He stooped and lifted her from her feet, holdl_l_lg
Yer tight to his heart. He kissed her eyes, her hair,
her mouth. Her arms crept about his neck and (hp
pressed his cheek to hers. 3

“Oh,” she whispered,
catch the words, “Oh, I'm glad—I'm glad—1'm lot

1
A sitting room, rose scented, @ dressing-room )i

<o low he could scarcgly;

afraid.” : :

——
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