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“Do you like me well enough to let me use your
name?”

Garry Anson stared at the beautiful woman
who put this tremendous question so casually.

“To use my name? I don’t quite know what
you mean, darling.”

Wenda Panniford shrugged a shoulder impatiently.
It was an odd little trick of hers. The
beautiful grey eyes sought his for a moment, and
then fell.

It was a fortnight before Ascot, and the garden
of Daneham Lodge was at the height of its
splendour.

They had been pacing the level, shaven lawn,
talking of flowers, when the question of Willie
Panniford arose. Willie was a source of worry to
Garry Anson. He liked the big, blustering fool,
drunk or sober; had speculated without profit for
a very long time as to what Wenda could see in
this husband of hers, and what charm Willie had
had that had induced her to throw herself away
upon an impecunious Scottish baronet.

He had taken a pride in his faith that he knew
Wenda till then—she was almost a complete
stranger to him at this moment.

“Honestly, I don’t understand, Wenda. Do
you mean, use my name... ?”

“Willie is jealous of you. He is ready to
believe almost anything about you. If I went to
him this moment and told him”—again the jerk
of her shoulder—“you know.”

“You mean he would believe it? What a
blackguard!”

“Don’t be stupid, Garry!” Her voice was a
little sharp. “Why shouldn’t he? We’ve known
each other since we were children; we’ve always
been close friends. Willie isn’t terribly mental.
He believes things now without any particular
reason; why shouldn’t he believe—I nearly said
‘the worst.’ ” She smiled faintly. “Would it
be the worst?”

Garry Anson was still dazed. The tanned,
good-looking face was blank with amazement.

“You mean that I should let my name be used
as co-respondent? My dear, I like you too much
to allow your name to be dragged through the
muck and mire of a divorce case.”

She sighed, again impatiently.

“Never mind about my name, Garry—your
altruism is sometimes offensive. Do you like me
well enough to make that sacrifice—and all that
would be involved?”

He ran his hands over his crisp, brown hair.

“Of course I like you well enough. The idea is
monstrous. Isn’t there any way of patching
up——”

“You’re terribly anxious for me to go on with
Willie.”

There was a tremor in her voice; chagrin, pain,
anger—he could not tell which; never dreamed,
indeed, that he had done more than hurt her, and
was panic-stricken at the thought. For Wenda
Panniford was to him the one woman in the world.

“Of course, if you want it.... I’ll do anything.
It would be beastly for you, but naturally
I wouldn’t hesitate a moment, and when it is over
possibly you would care to marry me——”

He saw a look of astonishment come into her
eyes, and blundered.

“You needn’t, of course; that isn’t obligatory—I
mean, there’s no reason why you should!”

“Of course I’d marry you. Why——” She
checked herself. “You love me, don’t you,
Garry?”

He loved her very dearly, but realised at that
moment with stunning force that he did not love
her quite like that. They had been brother and
sister all these years, close comrades, sharing one
another’s secrets—at least, she had shared his.
Perhaps she realised the starkness of his
embarrassment, for she went on quickly:

“Are you going to Hurst Park to-day? Willie
is going with us. I’ll see you there—I expected
you would be in Chester; it was a great relief to
find you here.”

“But listen, darling.” He was recovering
something of his balance. “Is Willie being too
frightful? I know he drinks, and that he’s an
awful lout in some ways, but there’s a lot of good
in old Willie——”

“Don’t let us discuss Willie,” she said shortly.
“We’re leaving for Italy on Tuesday. When we
come back I want a really serious talk with you.”

And then she changed the subject, and talked
about the old General who had died that week.

“Of course, that is why you didn’t go to
Chester. I had forgotten. Poor old man! Did
he leave a lot of money, Garry?”

“Buckets full,” smiled Garry Anson.
“There’s Molly!”

A girl was waving from the other side of the
lawn.

“I’ll see you at Hurst Park.”

In another moment she was out of sight. Garry
continued his restless pacing of the lawn, his head
still in a whirl. Wenda—of all people in the
world! He knew things were not going too well
in the Panniford household, but he had not
dreamed that they were as bad as Wenda had
revealed when she lifted the curtain and gave him
a momentary glimpse of her mind.

As he walked slowly back to the house he
caught a glimpse of Hillcott, smoking a
surreptitious cigarette, on the far side of a heavily
laden lilac bush; but by now he was so accustomed
to Hillcott’s acts of indiscipline that he
never even thought of calling him to account.
Indeed, Hillcott made no attempt to conceal the
fact that he was taking a quiet loaf at a moment
when he should have been engaged in pressing
Garry’s trousers. He was butler, valet, had once
been cook, to Garry’s establishment; cherished
a bitter loathing for all housemaids, and a profound
contempt for society at large; for Hillcott
had once been a burglar, had suffered a term of
confinement in one of His Majesty’s prisons, and
had come to harbour in Garry’s service, as so
many good men had come, through the medium
of a shell-plastered trench in the War. He had
been Garry’s batman, was now almost the keeper
of his conscience.

“Lady Panniford coming to breakfast?”
asked Hillcott with that easy familiarity which
Garry had long since ceased to chide.

“No, she isn’t.”

“Pity,” said Hillcott. “We’ve got mushrooms—picked
them meself.”

“Which means I shall be dead before nightfall.”

“You never know,” was Hillcott’s only retort.

Hillcott interpreted the news he had read in the
morning papers, and kept up a running fire of
comment on men, women and horses, and,
requiring no encouragement, came unexpectedly
to the subject of Sir William Panniford.

“Heard about his lordship?” he asked, setting
a plate for fruit.

He invariably so referred to Sir William;
whether in sarcasm or a misunderstanding of
courtesy titles Garry was never sure.

“What about him?” he asked carelessly.

“Got soused down at the Boar Inn last night
with a lot of clodhoppers—the question is, can a
gentleman get drunk on beer? I’ve been having
an argument with a groom——”

Garry eyed him sternly.

“You’ll oblige me by not discussing my
friends, Hillcott,” he said.

“If you don’t like my style you’d better get
another servant, Captain,” said Hillcott stiffly.
“I’m a human being and I’m entitled to me
opinions.”

“I doubt very much if you’re human, but
you’re certainly not entitled to express your
opinions to me about my friends,” said Garry
furiously, “and you can leave at the end of the
month.”

“That’ll do me,” said Hillcott.

He either gave notice or received notice
regularly once a week, but little came of it. He
was amiability itself when he brought out Garry’s
field-glasses from the car, and, uninvited, placed
himself by the side of the driver. Garry gave him
up; he spent his life giving up Hillcott.
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Peter Hipplewayne spotted Garry as he was
crossing the course from the members’ motor
enclosure, and intercepted him.

“You runnin’ your horse?” he asked.

Garry Anson had no great love for this lanky
ex-subaltern, found it at times a little difficult to
be civil to him.

“Yes; why?”

Peter fingered his weak mouth and smiled. He
was terribly sure of himself, was self-consciously
clever, and therefore was a little objectionable.

“Just asked you,” he said laconically.

He stood for a while, gazing down the wide
track.

“I thought of giving Ediphos a run,” he said,
“but I can’t beat yours.”

Garry gently released the detaining hand.

“I wonder if I can beat yours?” he asked.
“On the book you have an outstanding chance,
and I doubt if I shall win.”

The other man looked down at him slyly.

“Then why not row in with me?” he asked.
“With your horse out of the way, mine is
a certainty—you’ll get three to one to your money,
and it will be a case of putting it down and picking
it up.”

There was nothing sinister in a suggestion that
an owner should not run his horse but should back
another—if that was Peter’s suggestion.

“All right—I’ll not run him.”

Mr. Hipplewayne closed his eyes wearily.

“Don’t be silly—of course you’ll run your old
hair-trunk. Otherwise I’ll have to take rotten
odds about my own.”

Garry’s eyes glittered. If Peter’s skin had been
a little thinner he would have sensed the gathering
storm of wrath.

“What is the idea—that I should run mine
and stop him?” he asked.

Peter nodded coolly.

“Why not? It is done every day of the week,
old boy. Are you pretending you don’t know
that?”

Garry turned away.

“We won’t discuss it,” he said, and the other
man caught his arm.

“What a righteous beast you are, Garry! All
right! You can’t get money at this game if you’re
too straight.”

“There never was a turf crook who didn’t die
broke,” said Garry quietly, and saw the young
man frown.

“ ‘Crook’ is not a word I like,” he snapped,
and lagged behind.

An hour later Garry was absorbed in one of
those minor problems which concern the racing-man,
and, momentarily, he was oblivious of the
externals of life. He had watched Rataplan being
saddled; now he stopped at the public entrance
of the paddock to see the claret and white hoops
go flying past on the way to the post.

It was not an important race; the value of the
plate was less than three hundred pounds; but
his commissioner had gone into the ring with
instructions to put on a monkey at the best price—and
five hundred pounds was a considerable bet
for Garry. He assured himself uneasily that he
could afford to lose five hundred—if anybody
could afford to lose that amount. Yet was he not
going beyond the limit and margin of safety?

Here was a line of thought, uncomfortable in
itself, and yet a pleasing relief from the more
pressing problem of Wenda. Phew! Every time
he recalled that interview of the morning he felt
a little chill—but a chill which made him hot
under the collar.

Garry strolled under the verandah outside the
weighing-room, past the unsaddling enclosure,
and was turning through the iron gates when
Wenda called him, and he turned, with unaccustomed
embarrassment, to meet her.

Lady Panniford was lovely, had always been
lovely as long as Garry could remember her.
About her there were two definite schools of
opinion: those who thought she had the perfect
face, and those who swore by her more perfect
figure. She was almost as tall as Garry, golden-haired,
blue-eyed, flawless of skin. She had the
trick of giving insignificance to even attractive
women who had the misfortune to be near her.
The girl who was with her at the moment was
both conscious and careless of this inequality.
She was doomed by relationship to appear with
and to attend her sister-in-law.

“You came, then?”

Garry was conscious of the lameness and
futility of the remark.

“I’ve come to back your horse, darling,”
Wenda smiled.

But there was a challenge in her smile. It said,
as plainly as words:

“There is one subject we will not discuss—to-day!”

“I’ve just seen Peter Hipplewayne; he told
me to back Ediphos,” she went on. “So dear of
Peter to try to make me some money. But it is
favourite, and I hate favourites.”

“Then it should win,” said Garry, “and if
you’ve backed mine you are going to be disappointed.
Hullo, Molly, darling!”

He became aware of Molly—as one became
aware of almost every woman whose lot it was
to appear in Wenda Panniford’s company.

“Where’s Willie?” he asked, and might have
saved himself the trouble.

Willie Panniford was at the members’ bar. He
generally met somebody who wanted to go to the
bar, a hunting man or a man of his old regiment,
or somebody he had met in Cairo, or anybody
else who wanted to go to the bar.

Wenda took his arm and led him down towards
the rails. Molly followed obediently. She had a
sense of humour and a growing consciousness of
advancing age. Twenty-one is more certain of
itself than eighteen. Wenda was finding it
increasingly difficult to cope with Molly. Men
were taking an interest in her. Some people
thought she was clever. Almost everybody except
Garry realised that she was passing from the stage
of girlish prettiness to the maturer beauty of her
years.

Wenda drew him out of the range of Molly’s
hearing.

“I told you we were going to Rome on
Tuesday, Garry,” she said, “but I forgot to ask
you something this morning. Do you mind if I
delay sending you a cheque for another week or
two?”

Garry laughed and squeezed her arm.

“Wenda, darling,” he said, with mock seriousness,
“if I don’t get my share of it now I will
issue a writ. Of course I don’t! I wanted you
to keep the whole of the income from that little
nest egg; you know that.”

The blue eyes smiled gratefully at him.

“You are a brick,” she said. “Two hundred
and fifty pounds doesn’t mean anything to you,
but it means an awful lot to me just now.”

She held twenty thousand pounds’ worth of five
per cent. stock. Garry’s one provident act, in a
moment of financial panic, had been to make her
an official trustee for this sum. His betting was
a little too heavy; he knew the time would come
when racing must play a less important part in
his life, and when his betting-book would be
locked away in a drawer. He had discussed his
plan with Wenda, and she had agreed to hold the
bonds against his need, and for her service receive
half their revenue.

“Write to me, like an angel,” she said; and
then, as a thought occurred to her: “I wasn’t
terribly sympathetic about the General, was I?”

This was the second reference she had made to
General Anson’s death. He was puzzled to know
why. She had known his uncle and had heartily
disliked him.

“He really was a fine old soldier, and I
admired him like anything. Here’s your boy
friend.”

Henry Lascarne was coming across the lawn in
search of her. He was making one of his rare
visits to a racecourse, and had probably come
under protest. Certainly nobody but Wenda
would have induced this tall, correctly tailored
young man to descend from his Olympian heights
to the vulgarities of Hurst Park.

“Are you seeing the racing down here,
Wenda?”

She looked back at the crowded stands and
made a little grimace. From their position on the
sloping lawn they commanded a fairly good view
of the course, could see the horses lining up at the
gate, and were almost exactly opposite the
winning-post.

“Let’s stay here. Do you mind, Harry?”

“I’ll go on the stand,” said Garry, and left
them.

“Not exactly polite——” began Harry.

His nose had a queer way of wrinkling up
when he was contemptuous—and he was mainly
contemptuous.

“Garry’s manners are deplorable,” she said
gaily. “We will wait here.”

She was a little tense, more than a little excited,
Molly noticed—Molly noticed everything.

“They say he’s betting like smoke,” said
Lascarne.

“Who—Garry?”

Wenda put down her glasses and turned an
amused face to him.

“Why shouldn’t he? He’s terribly rich.”

“I wonder if he is?”

It was the first doubt she had ever heard
expressed concerning Garry’s prosperity, and her
eyes opened a little wider.

“Of course he is! He’s probably enormously
rich. Why don’t you bet, Henry? It would be
very human of you.”

Henry Lascarne smiled.

“Racing is a fool’s game, and only blind idiots
engage in it,” he said.

He had all the assurance of twenty-four.

“I’ve seen more fellows ruined on the turf than—than——”

“On the Stock Exchange.”

It was Molly who spoke.

He did not like Molly, being well aware that
his dislike was reciprocated; and he was all the
more irritated because that reference to the Stock
Exchange had struck home. There had been a
big Wall Street slump, and Henry Lascarne’s
securities had depreciated in value by over a
hundred thousand pounds. It was true that he
could bear the loss, for old Lascarne had left his
son the greater part of two millions, even after the
death duties had been paid. But he hated losing
money.

“If I may be allowed to say so——”

“Which you are,” said Molly calmly.

“—it is absurd to compare legitimate investment——”

“They’re off!”

Henry Lascarne was annoyed. Things were
always happening on a racecourse which interrupted
him in his more profound and imposing
moments.

He took his glasses from their case and focused
them reluctantly upon the field. The horses were
moving swiftly along the back stretch, a compact
bunch of vari-coloured jackets. He could not
distinguish Garry’s colours, and had only the
dimmest idea of what they were, although he had
had them described to him a dozen times.

“Which is Garry’s horse? I can’t see it.”

Wenda’s voice was impatient, trembled a little;
the hands that held the glasses were trembling.
Her failure to pick out any horse was understandable.

Molly was not using glasses. Her keen, grey
eyes had found the claret and white hoops as soon
as the field had settled down.

“He’s on the rails, about third, I think,” she
said.

“And he’ll finish first.”

She turned quickly: Garry had come down
from the stand and was behind her.

“Will he, Garry—will he?” asked Wenda
eagerly.

Again her shaking hands went up, and again
she failed to control her race-glasses.

“He’s won it there,” said Garry. “The only
danger is Ediphos, but I don’t think——”

He was suddenly silent, nor was his voice
raised in the roar which greeted Rataplan as it
cantered past the post two lengths ahead of its
nearest opponent.

“How wonderful! How wonderful, Garry!”
Wenda was shaking from head to foot, her eyes
shining. “I had a hundred pounds on it. What
was the price?”

Garry stared at her. Only a few minutes before
she had excused herself paying him two hundred
and fifty!

“A hundred pounds? But, darling, you’re not
betting in hundreds?”

She shook her head, a little impatiently.

“Don’t be silly, Garry. Of course I hadn’t a
hundred to put on, but somebody did it for me.
Isn’t it wonderful?”

“Very!” Garry’s voice was a little troubled,
and she misjudged the reason.

“Don’t be absurd, Garry. You backed this
horse yourself; and when some nice man told me
he’d put a hundred on for me——”

“I’m not worried about that; I shouldn’t have
won that race—I think there’s going to be a devil
of a lot of trouble about it.”

“Trouble?” said Wenda quickly. “Do you
mean there’s a chance that your horse will
be——”

“Disqualified? No. But Ediphos should have
won. He wasn’t trying. I didn’t realise it till they
were nearly home.”

“Ediphos?” She frowned. “That was the
horse Peter said would win. Of course it was
trying! Peter wouldn’t tell me——”

Garry nodded.

“Peter would sell his own aunt! He is rather
a tricky young gentleman—who has tricked once
too often. If the stewards didn’t see what
happened in the race they’re blind—and these
stewards are never blind.”

He had seen Ediphos nicely placed as the field
turned the bend into the straight; and then he
had seen the horse drawn back and deliberately
put behind the two leaders in such a position that
he could not possibly be extricated at the crucial
moment of the race.

The knowledgeable racing folk were discussing
it openly as they streamed into the paddock.
Garry heard one pillar of the turf say:

“I’ve never seen anything more disgraceful ...”

At the entrance of the paddock he met the
owner of Ediphos, and, making an excuse to
Wenda, he took him aside.

“There is going to be a row over this race.”

“A row—what sort of a row? You won it,
didn’t you?” asked Peter truculently.

“You didn’t win it—that’s the trouble,” said
Garry grimly. “You’d better prepare yourself
for an inquiry.”

“Oh, rot!”

But the pink face had gone white.

“I gave the jockey orders to come away when
he could....”

“I’m just telling you that it’s absolutely
certain the stewards will send for you.”

“Nonsense!” said the other.

Later in the afternoon Garry met a press friend
in the paddock, and learned that the running of
Ediphos had been the subject of inquiry, and that
the matter had been referred to the Stewards of
the Jockey Club.

He did not see Wenda again until the last race
had been run, and then he met her on the way to
her car. Willie Panniford was leading the little
party, a tall, fattish young man, not in the best
of tempers.

“Beastly place, this,” he complained loudly.
“Why the devil I ever come racing I don’t know.
What a brute you are, Garry—to have a winner
and tell nobody!”

“I told Wenda——” began Garry, when
a warning glance stopped him.

“You told her what? She said you never
mentioned the horse.”

“Darling, your understanding is rather dull
this afternoon,” she said sweetly. “I told you
that Garry thought his horse might win. He
wasn’t very definite about it—were you, Garry?”

Garry was never definite about his horses winning.
He had lost all his earlier enthusiasm for
communicating his good things to the world, as
the result of bitter experience. When an owner
confides to a friend that his horse will win, and it
doesn’t, he is apt to be reminded that the man to
whom he imparted the information would have
backed the real winner if he hadn’t been “put
off.”

Willie was in his noisiest mood.

“Nice business, racing, I must say! Did you
hear about that fellow Hipplewayne? Stopped his
horse—deliberately stopped him, old boy! A disgraceful
thing to happen—Hipplewayne is a cad!
By Jove, they ought to warn the beggar off right
away!”

“Willie, darling”—it was Wenda’s urgent
voice—“you’re talking very loudly—and very
stupidly.”

He glared round at her. Willie had found the
bar very companionable that afternoon.

“If I’m not allowed to express my views——”

“Not in public!” she smiled.

Willie went, grumbling, to his car, cursed the
chauffeur for keeping him waiting, swore at the
policeman who held him up to let the other traffic
pass, and Garry imagined he could still hear his
voice when the car was out of sight.

He found his little Rolls, and the voluble
Hillcott discussing something vital with the
chauffeur.

“Well, Hillcott, had a good day?” he asked,
handing his glasses and raincoat to the man.

“Not so bad,” said Hillcott. His tone was
friendly, his manner more so. “I backed yours
and had a saver on Ediphos—what a ramp!”

“It was very stupid,” said Garry.

“I saw old Panniford——”

“When you talk of Sir William Panniford I
wish you’d give him his title, Hillcott.”

“How did he get it?” asked that irrepressible
little man.

Garry did not argue with him. Hillcott climbed
in by the side of the chauffeur, and the bonnet
of the car headed for Ascot and Daneham Lodge.
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The Calendar usually arrived on Monday
morning, when Garry was living in the country.
It was addressed to his house in Knightsbridge,
and his housekeeper was a little dilatory about
sending on his correspondence.

He tore open the cover and looked at the first
page. There was the announcement.


“The Stewards of the Jockey Club held an
inquiry into the running of Ediphos at Hurst
Park, and, having heard the evidence, warned
Mr. P. H. G. Hipplewayne off Newmarket Heath
and the courses under the jurisdiction of the
Jockey Club.”



Garry put down The Calendar with a sigh.

“What a fool!”

This meant social death to Peter, resignation
from his clubs, ostracism. It was a final and
dreadful pronouncement; there was no appeal
against it.

Wenda was in Italy. He had had a note from
Molly that had amused him. Molly was a shrewd
observer, had a quaint knack of description. He
was fond of her—he realised this in moments
when the One Woman did not occupy his
thoughts. Sometimes he remembered that it was
Molly who had christened her the One Woman,
and wondered if Molly was being friendly or
sarcastic.

With Wenda in Italy he could breathe a little
more freely. He hated himself for his disloyalty.
It had been an act of hysteria on her part—pique
at some folly of Willie’s. She couldn’t have
meant it—not Wenda.

He had never been in love with her; had
grown up with her beauty and her friendship, and
had not resented her marriage with Willie
Panniford. Willie was one of the catches of the
season, by common agreement. Only his lawyer
and his agent knew how little of a catch he was.
People who disliked Wenda, and there were a
few, said she was a bitterly disappointed woman
when she discovered that the Scottish baronet had
little more than a few thousands a year, and that
his many acres were heavily mortgaged. If she
were, she had never expressed her chagrin.

Garry was satisfied that the marriage was born
of a love match. He did not understand how
anybody could love Willie, but he was enough of
a philosopher to realise that if men and women
did not marry until they found mates that were
approved by their mutual friends, there would be
few marriages in this world.

Willie drank a lot, blustered a lot, was a good
and amusing fellow in the club smoking-room,
thunderously hearty at a hunt breakfast, a good
man to hounds, a champion player of squash
rackets—and a bore. Every morning he
religiously read the leading articles of the
Morning Post, and the views and opinions there
expressed became his views and opinions for the
day, and were delivered as such. He believed
that industrial troubles could be settled if Labour
leaders were put against the wall and shot—this
was his infallible solution for all political difficulties.
Sometimes it was hard for Garry to
believe that Molly was his sister—she was, in
point of fact, his half-sister, for his father had
married twice.

Wenda he had placed upon a pedestal; he
worshipped her, was dominated by her views and
opinions, and was absurdly hurt if she ever failed
to fulfil his exalted ideas of her.

Many things had happened when Wenda was
in Italy. The old general’s will had been read,
and Garry’s forecast as to the distribution of the
Anson property was justified. He had been left
two thousand pounds and a small cottage in
Devonshire. The bulk of the property had gone to
Garry’s cousin, Jack Anson, a struggling naval
officer with a pretty wife and an astonishing
number of small children. It was like Garry that
he should be delighted.

When, a week following the publication of the
will, Garry’s horse Rangemore won the Newbury
Cup, it was a little annoying, as well as a little
amusing, that the newspapers should confuse his
name with his cousin’s, and, in announcing the
victory of Rangemore, should put up the headline:
“Luck of Garry Anson,” and make copious
references to his mythical inheritance. He did not
even trouble to correct the misconception.

Another rather alarming letter came from
Rome. Willie was being even more trying;
matters were “impossible.” Wenda’s letter was
written in a fever, almost indecipherably. It left
Garry Anson a very troubled man.

The scandal of the divorce did not worry him
at all. The prospect of being victimised aroused
no sense of resentment. He owed something to
Wenda—a life’s friendship had its obligations.
And he adored her.... He frowned at the
thought. He could not see himself her husband.
The thing had to be faced, if Wenda really meant
half she had written. It would mean retirement
from England for a year, and a revolution in his
plans. Minor matters would have to be readjusted.
Hillcott, for example.... He hated the thought
of losing Hillcott; hated worse the idea of giving
up Daneham Lodge. Obviously he could not live
next door to Willie Panniford.

He had to talk to somebody. John Dory was
in town, but would hardly be sympathetic. Oddly
enough, Hillcott became the recipient of his veiled
confidences. It was whilst that irrepressible Cockney
was laying out his clothes one morning that
Garry spoke.

“Hillcott ... I suppose you realise that one
of these days I shall be married?”

Hillcott looked at him sideways.

“It happens to the best of us,” he said smugly.

He had never confessed to having a wife, but
Garry would not have been shocked to learn that
he had several.

“In which case I shall dispense with your
invaluable services.”

“As soon as you like,” said Hillcott, unmoved.
And then: “Is it likely to be soon, sir?”

It was ridiculous, but Garry found it an effort
to nod.

“Congratulations!” said Hillcott in his
blandest and friendliest tone. “I’ve always
thought that was a match, if I might be so bold
as to say so.”

Garry looked at him stonily.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he
said.

“The young lady, sir,” said Hillcott, patting
the crease in a pair of trousers. “The young lady
you’re going to marry—Miss Molly.”

Garry felt a sudden wrench at his heart, and
knew something that he had known for so long
without realising his knowledge. Molly!

Garry Anson was irritated, worried, felt a
curiously illogical resentment towards Molly. He
did not dare think of Wenda.

His days were fully occupied in the weeks that
followed. Almost every other morning he left
Daneham Lodge before six and was on the
Salisbury downs at eight, watching his horses at
exercise. Chief interest now centred upon Rangemore,
a long-striding bay who had two good races
to his credit.

He sat on his hack, watching the horses coming
across the downs, and Wray, his trainer, rode at
his side. At one moment the downs were empty;
then, over the crest of a distant rise, four little
specks came into sight, increasing in size as they
flew towards where he was sitting. They
thundered past, Rangemore leading. Wray
grinned his approval.

“You’ve got the Ascot Stakes in your pocket,
Mr. Anson,” he said.

Garry nodded. He had carried other races in
his pocket to many courses—and found his pocket
picked by a better horse.

“Isn’t there an animal called Silver Queen?”
he asked.

The trainer rubbed his nose irritably.

“Silver Queen! She won’t see the way this
one goes.”

Garry smiled.

“You’re a little optimistic, aren’t you? She’s
a flier.”

Mr. Wray pursed his lips thoughtfully.

“Yes. Anyway, it’s not certain that she runs.
She’s being got ready for a race in France. Her
owner is a Frenchman or Belgian, and he’s out
of the country just now and won’t be back till
Christmas.”

“They’ll run her at Ascot all right,” said
Garry.

He turned his hack homeward and cantered
over the downs, riding stirrup to stirrup with
Wray, and that shrewd trainer was thoughtful.

“I always try to forget that there is such an
horse as Silver Queen,” he confessed, when they
were sitting at breakfast in his airy dining-room.
“She is a smasher, there’s no doubt. But then,
so is Rangemore. I wonder if she’s entered in any
races before Ascot?”

He sent his servant for The Calendar. The two
men searched the entries together.

The Calendar, or, to give it its full title, The
Racing Calendar, is a sober sheet, which few but
racing men ever see. It has the staid appearance
of a church newspaper, its price is a prohibitive
and an eccentric one, for it is published weekly
at one shilling and ninepence. To the non-racing
man or woman it is a dull publication, containing
column upon column mainly made up of the
names of horses and their owners, and unrelieved
by any light speculation. To the follower of the
turf it is the oracle which dominates, guides and
records the doings of a world within a world.
Wars may be waged; political parties may rise
and fall; dreadful crimes may be enacted—you
search the pages of The Calendar, year after year,
decade after decade, and find no reference to any
such unimportant happenings.

Horses have been named; colours have been
registered; partnerships have been entered into;
the Jockey Club has amended its rules; entries
are open for races which will be run in three years’
time by horses that are not born. That is the
beginning and the end of world events for the
editors and readers of The Calendar.

John Dory came to dine with him that night.
Dory was very practical. He was a bald, severe
man, who might have been a Chancery lawyer
or a successful doctor, but was in truth one of the
biggest bookmakers on the turf.

“I hate to see a man betting as you’re betting,
Garry,” he said. “You can’t keep it up. This
is the game where even millionaires go broke.”

“I’ll not go broke,” smiled Garry. “When I
reach the limit——”

He snapped his fingers.

“You’ll get out.” John’s lips curled.

“Don’t sneer, John; it doesn’t become your
gentle nature! Yes, I’ll get out. I’ll hate to, but
there you are.”

John Dory chose a peach with great care, and
peeled it, not raising his eyes from the plate.

“You’re a mug,” he said, “and mugs always
get into trouble.”

“I’m an experienced and knowledgeable
owner,” said Garry complacently.

“That is the delusion most owners have,”
replied Dory; “but I won’t depress you. How is
Lady Panniford?”

“Wenda is very bright. She is coming home
next week.”

“For Ascot? Good.”

There was no enthusiasm in Dory’s tone.

“You don’t like Wenda?”

“Your Wenda and I are Mr. John Dory and
Lady Panniford to one another—she has an
amazingly effective habit of keeping me in my
place.”

Garry laughed.

“You don’t understand her,” he said.
“There’s nobody in the world like Wenda!
Nobody with her sense of humour, her straight
outlook. How she came to marry Willie, heaven
knows!”
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