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I. — THE GIRL TRAINER
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STELLA BARRINGTON came through Hanging Man Gap at a hard
  canter, and swinging through the larch grove, checked her hack at the foot of
  the steep white road that led to the Downs at Fenton.

It may be cloudless in all the world, but over the wealds of Sussex there
  is always a mountainous cumulus to give height to the heavens and just that
  relief to the deep blue of a June sky which the landscape artist desires.

Below her, in the valley, the fields were yellow with ripening corn, and
  about her the green spaces of the Downs, scarred white here and there where
  the ancient quarry-men had bitten into their smooth flanks, were splashed
  with the amethyst of flowering rhododendrons.

She sat astride of her horse, her feet hanging clear of the stirrup-irons,
  as he plodded up the road. Her mind was so completely occupied that she saw
  none of the comedy and drama of the Downs, which ordinarily exercised a
  complete and absorbing fascination over her.

A brown hawk dropped stiffly into the grasses almost under her horse's
  feet. There was a faint squeal and presently he rose, flapping heavily, with
  something that squirmed and wriggled in his sharp talons—a rabbit raced
  across the white road with a lithe black stoat hot on his trail. The old
  horse pricked his ears but went steadily on, and the girl saw neither hunter
  nor hunted.

Presently she reached the rolling table-land and, finding her irons again,
  set her mount galloping toward a group of four horsemen who were walking
  their mounts in a wide circle.

Three of the horses were ridden by stable-boys, the fourth and
  coarser-looking type of horse mounted a young man, whose long nose and small
  eyes and his trick of holding his head back when he spoke, gave him a
  curiously rat-like appearance. Him Stella favoured with a curt nod.

"Take the horses along to the five-furlong post, Jebson," she said. "Jump
  them off and come along at racing pace."

"If you don't mind my saying so, miss, you're rather overdoing it," said
  Jebson. "Mr. Baldwin would have given them a half-pace gallop to-day."

"What Mr. Baldwin did and what I wish to do are entirely two different
  matters," said the girl coldly, and the young man scowled.

"Mr. Baldwin is one of the best trainers in the country," he
  complained.

"So I've heard you say," said Stella. "Now, please do as I tell you," and
  then to the lads: "Go to the five-furlong post, boys, and you, Higgins, bring
  along Fifty-Five as fast as he can go. Do you understand?"

"Yes, miss," piped the budding jockey, and cantered away across the
  rolling downs.

For a moment Jebson hesitated.

"These horses are going to break down," he said, "and I shall be the
  laughing-stock of every stable in England. They are over-trained as it
  is—Fifty-Five is all legs and ribs. A head lad is supposed to have
  something to say——"

"Well, you say it, don't you?" said Stella almost savagely. She brought
  her horse round with a jerk that made him prance. "Jebson, I'm going to tell
  you that I've had just as much advice from you as I want," she said. "You
  have no faith in the horses and no faith in the stable, and I think you can
  go back to Mr. Baldwin just as soon as you like."

"That'll be now!" said Jebson loudly. "I reckon it is beneath my dignity
  to stay in a one-horse little stable like yours. Besides, what does a girl
  know about training race-horses?"

Stella made no reply, nor did she turn her head as the disgruntled head
  lad rode slowly away.

Her eyes were fixed on the horses that were making their way to a small
  white post which represented the five-furlong start. Near where she stood was
  another pole, also painted white, which answered for the winning-post.

Presently the boys turned and manoeuvred their horses into line. She took
  a stopwatch from one pocket and a handkerchief from another. A wave of the
  handkerchief, and the three horses jumped off together. There was no doubt
  about the pace. She was so good a judge, that she could have told within a
  second the time they occupied covering the first three furlongs. Presently
  they flashed past her, the chestnut half a length in advance, and she snapped
  down the key of her watch and looked at its big face.

"Fifty-nine seconds—dead!" she sighed, and it was a happy sigh.

The pace the race-horses had been going carried them a quarter of a mile
  before their tiny riders could pull them into a walk and she cantered after
  them.

"Take them back to the stables," she said. "Higgins, I will come along and
  see Fifty-Five—Jebson has left us."

There was no sign of sorrow in the three grinning faces that were turned
  to hers, for Jebson was something of a bully and a little too free with his
  whip.

As Stella rode slowly down the hill she could see the bobbing cap of the
  head lad passing through the thick undergrowth in the direction of
  Fontingwell. He was taking the short cut to the southern road, and she was
  puzzled to account for his movement, for the course he was taking led him
  away from Fenton Manor.

However, she had little time to speculate upon her discharged employee,
  for she had no sooner struck the main road, and turned the hack's head in the
  direction of home, before her attention became wholly absorbed in a
  remarkable happening. Round a sharp bend of the road came a running man. He
  was too far off at first for her to distinguish his features, but she guessed
  him to be a tramp, for he was coatless and even at this distance appeared
  unkempt. He was running at a steady jog-trot and seemed to be in a hurry. The
  reason she was soon to discover. Hot in pursuit came three men.

She pulled her horse to a halt and watched.

Nearer and nearer came the fugitive. He was bare-headed and dressed in
  shirt and trousers, and she saw that he was young. The men who followed him
  were more obviously of the tramp class; great hulking fellows who roared at
  their victim to stop. One of them stooped as he ran, picked up a stone and
  sent it whizzing past the head of the first man, but he did not so much as
  look round. Then he saw her, and to her alarm he came diagonally across the
  road toward her;

"Lend me your crop!"

His tone was imperious and almost mechanically she held out the
  heavy-handled whip she carried.

"Thanks!"

He almost snatched it from her hand and turned. His pursuers halted too,
  and seemed undecided, then she saw them searching the ground for stones.

Before they could put their plan into operation, the first tramp was on
  them. The thong of the whip whistled, there was a crack and a yell. Then up
  came the horn handle; left and right it fell and the party broke, taking to
  the fields on either side and running desperately.
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SHE heard a chuckle of laughter and the man came back to
  her, holding out the whip.

"I'm very sorry to bother you," he said. "It was quite an unexpected
  meeting, I assure you. I left them on the Cambridge road and never expected
  to see them again. They must have stolen a ride on the rail."

His voice was pleasant, the voice of an educated man, and yet the dirty
  trousers, the worn boots and the tattered shirt open at the throat, to show
  the mahogany-coloured breast, were the clothes of a tramp. He would have been
  good-looking in spite of his unshaven face, if it had not been for a black
  eye and a swollen lip, and seeing her curiously surveying this evidence of
  battle, he explained:

"I had a little fight with two of them at Cambridge—the third is a
  reinforcement they picked up on the road. They stole my shirt. This," he
  pointed to the disreputable garment he wore," belongs to the fat man. I
  hammered him until he pulled it off, and it took me a whole day to wash
  it."

He was searching his pocket as he spoke and presently he found what he
  sought. A limp cigarette and a box of matches, and she watched him, amused
  and interested, as he solemnly tapped the end of the cigarette until it was
  more or less rigid and applied a light to its end.

"Are you 'on the road'?" she asked, using the term that implied a
  tramp.

He looked at her and at the road. "At present," he said. "I ought really
  to be in the ditch and should have been but for your kind help. I beg your
  pardon! You mean am I a tramp? I am." His one undamaged eye was smiling at
  her. She had never met so friendly and self-possessed a tramp before.

"You speak like a gentleman—were you in the war?"

He nodded.

"An officer?"

He nodded again and she frowned.

"It is not nice to see people like you 'on the road'—but I know how
  hard it is just now——"

"Have you the time?" he interrupted her, and she looked at the watch on
  her wrist.

"Ten o'clock," she said, and he drew a long breath.

"I've got four hours," he said. "I'm sorry I interrupted you. Yes, I'm
  afraid many good chaps are having a pretty thin time of it, but personally
  sympathy is wasted on me. I'm enjoying myself."

He did not look as if he had been enjoying himself.

"Where have you come from?" she asked.

"Edinburgh," was the startling reply. "I left last Thursday."

She gasped. "You walked?"

He nodded again and she saw the amusement in his eyes.

"My name is Willie the Walker. It's a fact; all the fraternity know me by
  that name, and the rum thing is that they've hit upon my real name, which is
  William to my maiden aunt and Bill to my friends."

All the time he was admiring her and wondering who she was. Her beauty,
  face and carriage had taken his breath away, and he thought he had never seen
  a woman who sat a horse so gracefully as she. Stella, for her part, was
  thinking rapidly. Her heart bled for the gallant soul whom competition had
  forced to the highway; she knew the type so well. They were men who were by
  temperament and training wholly unfitted for business pursuits.

"Are you going to Crayleigh?" she asked.

Crayleigh was the mecca of impecunious ex-soldiers, for it was the seat of
  the Earl of Fontwell.

"Ye-es," he replied, and she understood.

"Lord Fontwell is very good to service men," she said. "They say he never
  turns an old soldier away—though you're not very old. Do you know
  anything about horses?"

"Everything," replied Walking Willie immodestly.

"Dare she do it?" she asked herself, and took the plunge. "I want a head
  lad," she said rapidly. "I own a small training stable and my head lad has
  left. The pay, I'm afraid, is very poor, but I can give you comfortable
  quarters."

He shifted uncomfortably on his feet. "Shall I—or shan't' I?" He was
  speaking to himself.

"Yes, I'll do it! And thank you, Miss——"

"Barrington," she said. Already she was regretting her impulsive offer.
  What would Aunt Eliza say?

"Come along," she said briskly, and walked her horse in the direction of
  Fenton Manor, and Bill strode out by her side, smoking valiantly and stopping
  now and again to laugh to himself.

"Why are you laughing—William?" she asked as they turned through the
  gateway that led to the stables.

"Bill—call me Bill," urged the tramp; "don't be a domineering aunt,
  Miss Barrington!"

"Don't say 'domineering aunt,'" said Stella a little grimly. "I've got to
  interview one in a few seconds."

* * * * *
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Aunt Eliza looked out through the open window and sniffed.
  She did not sniff from necessity, for her annual influenza cold had come and
  gone; nor did she sniff from appreciation, though the old garden across which
  she looked was dappled red and white and lemon yellow with the fragrant
  flowers of early summer. Nor was Nature's masterly construction of the
  background a piece of handiwork at which Aunt Elizabeth, being a God-fearing
  woman, would sniff in any event.

But Aunt Eliza sniffed and sneered at something almost as beautiful, A
  chestnut horse ridden by a small boy had passed into her field of vision, a
  clean-limbed colt that stepped as mincingly as a dainty lady and turned his
  intelligent head toward the house as he passed, as though he sensed the
  disapproval of Aunt Eliza and was curious to see what manner of human could
  look contemptuously upon a son of Starshine and an own grandson to the mighty
  Ormonde.

"Horses and betting!" said Aunt Eliza bitterly, plying her broom.

She was a small woman, lean and wiry, and her mind was in harmony.

The room was speckless and the broom roused nothing more than Aunt Eliza's
  temperature. Fenton Manor was a five-hundred-year-old farmhouse that had been
  polished and scrubbed and dusted and rubbed until its floors shone like
  coach-work, and the aged brasses and warming-pans that decorated mantelpiece
  and wall of the oak-beamed sitting-room were glittering mirrors that caught
  and reflected the faintest light.

Stella Barrington surveyed her aunt from the open doorway, and in her
  grave young face there was a hint of guiltiness.

She came slowly across the room and pushed back the round velour from her
  forehead with a gesture of desperation.

"Auntie, I've fired Jebson," she blurted. "And I've hired a man to take
  his place--that man!" She pointed through the open window with tragic
  defiance.

Aunt Eliza fixed her glasses and peered across the garden, and she
  gasped.

"My God!" she said.

When Aunt Eliza was profane she was, as a rule, deeply perturbed.

"Why... why, he's a tramp! Look at his eye!... Stella, you're stark
  staring crazy! We shall all be murdered in our beds!"

Stella smiled. "He's a gentleman," she said," an officer who has fought in
  the war, and he understands horses."

Aunt Eliza turned her gloomy face to the girl. "That's what horse-racing
  and betting brings you to," she said ominously, but did not particularise
  whether these evil practices were responsible for Bill's black eye or
  Stella's lamentable lack of judgment.
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THE sun was hardly up before a thundering knock came on the
  door of the pretty little room where Willie the Walker was sleeping.

"Time to get up, Bill," said the shaky voice.

Bill sat up in bed and blinked around the apartment. It had been a
  surprise to him, the comfort and cosiness of it. He did not know that all the
  previous afternoon a protesting Aunt Eliza and a heated Stella had been
  dusting and scrubbing and importing furniture from the house.

"For a tramp!" said Aunt Eliza. "You're mad!"

"He is a gentleman—or has been. I can't let him live in a pigsty,"
  said Stella.

Again the rattling of the door. "Time to get up, Bill."

He jumped out of bed and pulled open the door. The aged stable-man,
  gnarled of face, bent of body, was waiting on the landing.

"All right, ancient, I'll be with you in a jiffy," said Bill

"Missus said if you want a bath you can use the boys' bathroom—but
  you don't want no bath, do you, Bill? You look clean and hearty and it's only
  Tuesday."

"I'll take the bath, ancient," said Bill;" it's swank on my part, for, as
  you say, it is only Tuesday, but I've got to live up to my position."

"And not so much of the 'ancient,'" began old Jacob.

But before he could supply any further information Bill had taken a flying
  leap past him and was pattering across the yard in his bare feet to the
  bathroom.

"That's how people catch cold," protested Jacob.

Half an hour later the new head lad was interviewing his employer. In the
  very early light of morning she should have looked a little pale and a trifle
  tired about the eyes. Instead, she was more lovely than ever.

"You're rather wonderful," he said; and she looked at him coldly.

"To be able to get up so early without being called," he went on
  glibly.

"There is a lot to be done, and we're necessarily short-handed," she said;
  "necessarily, because I can't afford much help. I want you to take Patience
  up to the gallops and send him and Seven Hills a sharp canter. My last head
  lad thought I was overdoing the horses. I should like to have your view. You
  saw them yesterday."

"I thought Patience was carrying too much beef," he said. "That
  queerly-named horse of yours is as fit as hands can make him, but he is only
  a baby yet. Can he stay?"

She shook her head. "Father christened him Fifty-Five!—he had a
  theory that on our training ground a good horse ought to be able to do the
  easy five furlongs in fifty-five seconds if one wishes to bet with any
  confidence. The naming of the colt was intended as a perpetual reminder to me
  of this fact. I think he is a sprinter pure and simple. I have him in the
  Coventry Stakes at Ascot next Tuesday and Patience is in the Trial Stakes. It
  is Patience I want you to get to work on, William—what is your other
  name? I forgot to ask you?"

"Lord," said Bill promptly. "Bill Lord. I'll look after Patience. The
  Trial Stakes is short of a mile, but it isn't much of a stake to win."

"Merely eight hundred pounds," said the girl drily, "if that is your idea
  of 'not much' you must think pretty big. But the stake is less important than
  the betting."

"Betting?" he said incredulously. "Do you bet?"

She pointed to a rustic bench in the garden, the seat of which was wet
  with dew. "Sit down," she said, inconsiderately he thought, although his legs
  were arrayed in a pair of riding breeches, a little too large for him.

"I want to explain Fenton Manor and tell you its ghastly secret," she
  said, with a half-smile that he thought was adorable. "I am not conducting
  this stable for my amusement. It is the only way I know of making money. Dear
  daddy died very poor. We have this place, about a dozen horses, nine of which
  aren't worth the food they eat, poor beasties, two decrepit cows and a Ford
  motor-car. Those are my possessions. Three of the horses are good. Two of
  them are entered in next year's Derby, Seven Hills and Fifty-Five. Seven
  Hills is a stayer and may make a great horse; Fifty-Five is a sprinter and I
  shall probably pay forfeit for him next March. Patience is a miler—a
  four-year-old and a good horse when the ground is as he likes it. It must be
  as hard as a brick or the old fellow won't gallop. When the going is suitable
  I don't think there is a faster horse over the distance in England. He would
  win nine Cambridgeshires out of ten—if the Cambridgeshire was run on
  baked turf."

He listened entranced as she rattled along, unconsciously dropping in the
  little scraps of racing argot which were so familiar to him and which sounded
  so strangely from her. And yet she was not "horsey" or mannish. He had never
  met anybody so exquisitely feminine. The light in her blue eyes, the faint
  colour in her cheeks, the soft roundness of her chin, the straight little
  nose which he saw in profile as she spoke, were part of a picture of ideal
  womanhood.

"I have to bet to keep alive," she said; "a small stable cannot afford to
  go after the big stakes—racing is a rich man's game, and insensibly its
  conditions are framed to suit the rich men. All through his illness dear
  daddy coached me in the art of speculation and so far I have done well. If I
  take Patience to Ascot I must bet. To my modest investment I can usually get
  a big price because this is not exactly a fashionable stable. And now I think
  I've told you all." She looked at him and frowned. "Aren't you going to shave
  that ridiculous beard?" she asked. "And you really must do something to cure
  that black eye before you go to Ascot."

"To Ascot?" he gasped. "Have I to go to Ascot?"

"Of course. You will have to take the horses there," she said in
  surprise.

"Ascot!" he said softly, and laughed. "What a lark! No, Miss Barrington, I
  think I'll keep my whiskers. I've an idea that whiskers are lucky!"
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THE road was narrow and under ordinary conditions pretty,
  for it was a road of hills and valleys overhung by the greenery of many
  trees. Now it was an inferno of noise and noxious odours; packed from path to
  path with motor vehicles of every variety. The long silver snout of the Rolls
  stood in line with the black snub-nosed Ford; there were large
  motor-charabancs overhanging tiny two-seaters (three-seaters for this day),
  great French cars with high radiators, hired cars shining with the efforts of
  the amateur lacquerer; cars laden heavily with large men and women who fanned
  themselves violently all the time. The heat of the June sun in that airless
  road was hellish, the noise and rattle of the standing cars, the dense fumes
  of petrol vapour and the tantalising slowness of every move forward, tried
  the patience and temper of ten thousand imprisoned motorists.

Somewhere ahead three perspiring policemen were endeavouring to blend two
  interminable streams of traffic which joined at bifurcating roadways. They
  shouted at drivers and at one another; they waved frantic signals which were
  either disregarded or misunderstood, and in their frenzy they spat insults at
  the great and the small who questioned their prescience.

In this tangle all men were equal. The Earl of Fellingfield's luxurious
  Brayanza car was drawn, running-board to running-board, with a taxi filled
  with men, two of whom it had been his pleasure to sentence to terms of
  imprisonment at a recent quarter session. Aaron Wintergeld, in a check suit
  and wearing his full battery of diamond solitaires, found himself cheek by
  jowl with Lord Bramton, who had warned him off the turf three years
  before.

In one resplendent limousine were two bored young men, hot and
  uncomfortable in their top hats and their swallow-tailed coats, and two
  women, wearing the strained repressed look which, in the English aristocracy,
  represent exasperation's furthermost limit.

The car crawled forward a dozen paces and halted with its radiator a few
  inches behind the number plate of a taxi cab in front.

"This is terrible," said one of the ladies, a slim, pretty woman of
  forty-five. "We have been an hour covering half a mile. I told Rogers to take
  the Windsor road. There is a short cut which is never used by the charabanc
  people."

"If the police had the brains of maggots——" began one of the
  young men.

"Don't be vulgar, Reggie... who is that man?"

They had drawn abreast of a smart saloon-car, its radiator shaped like the
  prow of a destroyer.

Within its cool-looking interior was a man of some age. His thin aesthetic
  face was clean-shaven, except for a strip of snow-white whisker that ran half
  the length of his ear. The bristling eyebrows were jet black, which alone
  would have made his face striking in appearance.

He was reading a book through a pair of horn-rimmed spectacles, and the
  younger of the women leaning forward, read the title at the top of the page
  and laughed.

"Who on earth brings Xenaphon's 'Anabasis' to Ascot?" she asked.

As if he had heard her, the elderly man looked up, taking off his
  spectacles and peering round at the speakers.

The full view of his eyes gave her a little shock. They were blue, such a
  blue as Mildred Semberson had never seen in man or woman. It was the vivid
  blue of burnt steel; as hard, as bright, as fascinating. One glance he gave
  and then, replacing his glasses with a deft, quick motion, he resumed his
  reading.

A second later his chauffeur, taking advantage of a momentary gap in the
  ranks caused by the engine of one of the cars before them going dead, sent
  his machine swiftly into the opening.

"That is Urquhart—'Hell and Iron' Urquhart," said Reggie Cambray
  with a chuckle.

"Why has he this profane title?" asked Lady Semberson, frowning. "He
  seemed to be a most inoffensive old gentleman."

Reggie shook his head. "A bookmaker gave it to him," he said," that is all
  I know. He is the greatest gambler in England."

Mildred stared at him incredulously. "That nice old gentleman, Reggie? Are
  you sure?"

"Reggie's not pulling your leg, Mildred," said her brother, who was the
  second of the bored young men. "Urquhart is what they call a professional
  backer—a man who bets in thousands, and a holy terror to the ring. I
  thought everybody had heard of old 'Hell and Iron.' He lives in a big house
  in Belgrave Square."

Lady Semberson changed the conversation. "Will Lord Fontwell be here, do
  you think, Reggie?" she asked.

Reggie shook his head sadly. "I don't know what has happened to him," he
  said.

"You don't know what has happened to him? Nonsense! One of the richest
  young men in England cannot disappear unless somebody knows the reason. I
  suppose he is engaged in one of those stupid adventures of his." She glanced
  thoughtfully at her daughter. "People in his position have obligations," she
  said.

"He'll meet 'em," said the loyal Reggie.

"I hope so," said her ladyship.

As they were speaking the car moved on and was lost to view. Another halt,
  this time a short one, and they were moving along the broader road, overhung
  with calico banners extolling the merits of extemporised garages, in view of
  the red brick stand of Ascot.

And now they met new streams of traffic. The stream that gushed up from
  the covered paths that led from the railway station. Here the style and
  character of the throng grew more varied. There were top-hatted young men
  with boutonnières of blue cornflowers; smart women, wonderfully
  dressed; not so smart women, nothing less in wonder, but lacking harmony of
  colouring and just that finish which Hanover Square can give; shabby men in
  shabby silk hat and spats that had shrunk in the washing; men and women who
  were superior to Ascot conventions and had come in everyday clothing. They
  flocked along by path and road way, each swinging a field-glass in its
  leather case, and formed into queues before the ticket offices.

Whatever reputation Mr. Jonah Urquhart may have had, he was obviously one
  of the privileged, for he passed through the gates of the royal enclosure, by
  virtue of the blue badge he wore, and the attendants evidently knew him, for
  they touched their gold-banded hats to him as he passed.

He was a sombre figure amidst the gay throng that filled the enclosure and
  overflowed into the paddock.

From head to foot he was dressed in black. His frock coat was a little
  old-fashioned in cut but irreproachable in newness. His tie was so dark a
  grey that at a distance it harmonised with the rest of his funereal garb.

Looking neither to right nor left, he crossed the paddock to the farther
  end where there were few people, and a man who had seen him enter and had
  followed, overtook him.

"Well, Robb?"

Urquhart's voice was gentle, almost plaintive, but those burnt-steel eyes
  of his were fixed on the other hardily.

"Belafort runs in the first race, sir," said his trainer respectfully.

"Belafort?" mused the old man. "We can't beat Belafort with Clockwise, can
  we?"

Robb shook his head. "Not if the running at Nottingham was right," he
  said. "Belafort beat Stainless Knight giving him seven pounds, and Clockwise
  is a good ten pound, behind Stainless Knight."

Mr. Urquhart rubbed his chin, never lifting his eyes from the other.

"Clockwise will win," he said softly. "Stainless Knight wasn't trying very
  hard at Nottingham—John Stathmore the owner, cut up the race with the
  owner of Belafort, Sir Jacques Gregory, and that is why Stainless Knight
  lost. Send Cole to me... who rides my colt?"

"Merritt, sir."

"Send him to me when he's weighed out."

He strolled in solitude up and down the deserted corner of the paddock and
  presently a man came hurrying toward him.

Cole was his chief commissioner, a man skilled in the ways of the ring,
  who took charge of all the course betting for this wary old man.

"They'll make Belafort favourite," said Urquhart without preliminary.
  "Wait until the market is formed, then step in and get me two thousand on
  Clockwise."

Cole pursed his lips. "You'll have to buy the money, Mr. Urquhart," he
  said. "There is never much of a market for the Trial Stakes and two thousand
  will make your horse a howling favourite."

"Let it howl," said the old man laconically, and beckoned forward the
  dapper jockey who was waiting for his instructions.

"Merritt, you're riding my colt, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Very well. You'll wait on Belafort to the distance and come out and win
  your race. Don't push him; let him find his stride and if he feels like
  dropping out coming down the hill, let him drop out. He's bound to sprawl,
  all his stock do. Balance him and get up-sides with Belafort. You'll have the
  speed to finish."

"Yes, sir," said the patient jockey," but can Clockwise beat Belafort? I
  rode Stainless Knight when he beat your horse, and I was beaten to blazes on
  the Knight at Nottingham."

Only for an instant did the very ghost of a smile flutter at the corner of
  the old man's sensitive mouth.

"I shouldn't remind anybody about that, Merritt," he said gently. "Sir
  Jacques Gregory ordered you to get yourself shut in, and you earned your
  hundred nobly, my boy."

Merritt's youthful face flushed. "I don't know what you mean, Mr.
  Urquhart," he stammered; "that is a very serious thing to
  say——"

"Ssh!" said Jonah Urquhart, waving a warning hand, "let us forget all
  about it—that will do, my boy," and he turned his attention to a man
  who was strolling toward him.
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THERE are some men who would rather make a crooked penny
  than earn an honest pound. Their natures are such that a game to them that
  does not bring chagrin and a sense of loss to somebody else, has no
  attraction.

Sir Jacques Gregory thrived on such a reputation. A man of fifty-five, who
  looked no more than forty, a straight-backed soldierly man, whom the years
  had treated favourably, he had found wealth in everything he had touched. Yet
  there was a time, before he became the proprietor of one of the wealthiest
  coal-mines of the country, and his name began to appear amongst the directors
  of the gilt-edged companies, when money had not come in such a respectable
  fashion.

There were stories whispered of a gang of card-sharping men about town, of
  which he was the ruling spirit, of young fools fleeced by this suave,
  immaculate man; stories of racing coups bordering upon sheer robbery which
  had brought him under the attention of the stewards.

But to-day no one dared whisper these things aloud. A newspaper which, in
  its temerity, had made a reference to the past, had been instantly sued for
  libel and had paid rather than carry its shaky case into court.

Yet the old Adam endured, and very few years had passed since he 'shopped'
  his best friend with stories of a marvellous horse he possessed. And one
  Derby Cup Day poor Burton Barrington had risked every penny he possessed, had
  mortgaged the future of his beloved daughter, on a horse which Gregory knew
  was not trying, and which his agent had 'laid.'

It was difficult to get the money on to his horse without shortening the
  price, he had told Barrington and had introduced him to a newcomer in the
  book-making world, who undertook to back the horse with as much money as
  Barrington could get. And then, when the money was down, there was a little
  consultation between owner, jockey and trainer in a corner of the Derby
  paddock, and Sir Jacques Gregory's horse, which had a fair, though not an
  outstanding chance of winning, was scientifically shut in coming into the
  straight and finished a poor fourth.

The old man watched the military figure out of the corner of his eye and
  seemingly oblivious to the presence of Sir Gregory, he took from his pocket a
  leather cigar-case, selected a black rank-looking weed, and lit it.

"Good morning, Urquhart."

He looked up slowly and his steel blue eyes fixed on the smiling face of
  the baronet.

"Good morning, Sir Jacques," he said, without enthusiasm.

"Is your horse going to win this race?"

Urquhart took out his cigar and looked at it thoughtfully

"No, I don't think so," he said. "I can't beat your horse, Belafort, can
  I?"

"I don't think so," said the other, and the old man thought he detected
  relief in Gregory's face.

"To tell you the truth, I'm rather glad, because I've had a plunge on
  mine. He ought to win after his running the other day. He beat Stainless
  Knight easily enough."

"Stainless Knight wasn't trying," said Mr. Urquhart without heat, "and
  nobody knows better than you that it wasn't trying, because you squared the
  owner."

The other laughed, seemingly unperturbed by the alarming statement.

"That is a pretty grave charge to make against a respectable owner of
  race-horses, Urquhart," he said. "You're still feeling sore with me, aren't
  you?"

"I am a bit," said Urquhart, and stared across the paddock to the gay
  throng, above which the colours of the riders were showing, for the horses
  were leaving the paddock.

"You think I am responsible for your son's untimely end. Tell me this,
  Urquhart, how comes it that you, once a highly respected Professor of
  Mathematics at Cambridge, should be in this game? I never knew you were a
  racing man until four or five years ago, when you suddenly blossomed
  forth."

Urquhart removed his cigar and again scrutinised it as though he were
  reading upon the tightly-rolled leaves the answer he must give.

"I came into this game," he said, with the same deliberation, "because it
  is at this game that I can eventually ruin you, Gregory. Ruin you as
  assuredly as you ruined my son, and sent a promising boy to a suicide's
  grave. It is true I knew nothing about racing until five years ago, but
  racing, like other sports and professions, is largely a matter of
  mathematics. I learnt everything I know in the cheap rings, in the paddocks
  of small race meetings, and now I know a lot."

He said no more, but made his slow way toward the enclosure, and Sir
  Jacques Gregory followed him, the hint of a scowl upon his placid face.

The Trial Stakes is the first race of the opening day at Ascot, and
  backers who have a weakness for starting the day well, were betting with
  greater freedom than Urquhart's commissioner had expected.

From Tattersalls' ring came that nervy roar of sound which only a busy
  betting ring can produce. The preliminaries of the day were over, the Royal
  procession with its purple and scarlet outriders had made its dignified entry
  and had passed behind the stands. The royal enclosure was a kaleidoscopic
  garden of every hue and across the course where the tents of the clubs were
  standing shoulder to shoulder, the flaring posters of the outside bookmakers
  flecked the drab grey of the crowd with colour.

Mr. Urquhart made a leisurely entrance to the royal enclosure and crossed
  to the barrier which divides the enclosure from Tattersall's ring. He heard
  one voice above the clamour of sound:

"Four to one—bar one!"

He approached a bookmaker on the rails. "What do you bar?" he asked.

"I bar Belafort."

The old man nodded. "He is favourite, eh—what price do you lay my
  colt?"

"I'll lay you four monkeys, Mr. Urquhart."

Urquhart nodded. "Twice?"

"Once," said the bookmaker with a smile. "I don't like laying your horses
  to lose a lot of money. I'll lay you four monkeys once and fourteen hundred
  to four once."

"I'll take it."

He heard a snort of anger behind him. Gregory was glowering at him.

"I thought you said you didn't fancy your horse?" he demanded angrily.
  "You told me——"

Urquhart laid a gentle hand upon the other's arm. "My friend," he said," I
  always back my horses on principle; whether they win or lose."

It was a lie. Gregory knew it was a lie, and yet... doubted. He had backed
  his own horse for more money than he wanted to lose and if Urquhart's colt
  was fancied he could save his stake by backing it.

"What price Mr. Urquhart's colt?" he demanded.

"Five to two," was the unpromising reply, and Gregory cursed.

"You're asking me to buy money——"

"They're off!"

A bell clanged and the roar of Tattersalls died down to an almost complete
  silence, broken only by a staccato voice:

"Nine to four... Bela-fort!... Nine to four... Bela-fort."

Presently they would be betting on the horses as they ran—a flashing
  repartee of offer and acceptance.

Over the crest of the hill came the field in line like a charging squadron
  of cavalry.

Urquhart's glasses were fixed on the horses and side by side with him
  stood Gregory, breathless.

"Your horse is beaten, Gregory!" said the old man with grim satisfaction,
  and then...

"I'll lay four monkeys Patience!" The bookmaker who shouted was close at
  hand.

"I'll take you—twice!" Old Urquhart almost spat the words.

And then from the line one horse drew out; a big lathering bay who
  galloped sprawlingly but with a stride that carried him to the front.

The grey and blue jacketed figure that crouched on his back seemed to
  thrust him farther forward with every stride.

"Patience has won it," said the old man complacently, and marked his card.
  "That's a pretty good horse... who owns it?" He read in silence for a second.
  "Miss S. Barrington, and trained by Miss Barrington," he read.

He looked up and eyed the other gravely. "Barrington," he said. "Burton
  Barrington's daughter, Gregory, and her name is—Nemesis!"

The big man's face twitched. "What the hell do you mean?" he demanded.
  "Nemesis!"

Old Urquhart nodded his white head. "She has beaten me and she has beaten
  you, Gregory," he said slowly. "In the biggest race of all she will beat you
  again. You'd have the terror of death in your cinder heart, if you saw what I
  see, Gregory. That girl is going to break you!"
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"NEMESIS!" Sir Gregory repeated the word falteringly. He
  blinked down at the race card. "Nonsense," he said loudly. "What are you
  talking about, Urquhart? I've nothing to be afraid of. Bah! Nemesis!...
  Melodrama!..."

But the blue-eyed old man turned away and slowly crossing the royal
  enclosure, joined the gay stream which was flowing towards the paddock. He
  came up to the unsaddling enclosure as the horses were threading their way
  through the throng, and, leaning his elbows on the rail, he watched the entry
  of the winner. For the time being his attention was wholly absorbed by the
  girl who had followed the horse into the ring.

In contrast to the gaily-clad gathering that stood three deep about the
  enclosure, she was plainly, even severely dressed; a workable serge coat and
  skirt that fitted her figure perfectly, a little hat innocent of
  ornamentation and a pair of business-like shoes, were oddly unexpected in
  this place of diaphanous draperies, of shimmering silks and fantastic
  modes.

She seemed oblivious to the curious eyes of the onlookers as she passed
  round the horse, stooping to run her ungloved hands down each leg. Presently
  she straightened her back and as she patted the horse on the neck, he turned
  his somewhat ungainly head to look at her.

Jonah Urquhart, who understood horses, realised that this girl was no
  ornamental trainer, for between her and the animal was a certain
  understanding. And then he saw the stable-lad who was holding the horse, and
  before he could put his thoughts into words, someone said:

"Great heavens! What a ruffian!"

Certainly the man who was holding the horse did not harmonise with the
  general atmosphere of Ascot.

"What a terrible looking creature, Reggie!"

But Reggie Cambray was gazing spellbound and incapable of speech, for the
  effect that the stable-lad produced upon him was even more startling than it
  had produced upon Lady Semberson.

"Weighed in!"

The head lad led the horse from the enclosure and with difficulty made his
  way through the crowd, the girl following.

At the farthermost corner of the paddock, indeed, upon the very place
  where Mr. Urquhart had issued his instructions, he stopped. A small
  stable-boy took the horse from his hands, and the two were busy rubbing him
  down when the girl came up to them.

"Well, you were right, Lord," she said. "He won easily —but you were
  wrong when you said he was fat."

"He is fat," said the head lad calmly," only the other beasts are
  fatter."

Stella Barrington looked at him dubiously. "I wish you had shaved," she
  said. "Everybody is remarking upon your disreputable appearance."

"Did you have a bet?" he demanded.

She nodded.

It was not customary of her employees to cross-examine her on her
  financial interest in a race, but somehow it seemed natural in him. Their
  relationship had given her a qualm. She had resented and endeavoured to
  recover a mastery of the situation, but without success.

"I was rather scared of Belafort," she said, watching him as he worked at
  the horse.

"Belafort was beaten by Urquhart's before they came over the hill," said
  the other promptly.

'"But Belafort was in front and seemed to be going easily," she
  protested.

He shook his head. "Urquhart's horse was always the better, and he was
  your only danger. The market was very eloquent. There wasn't a bookmaker in
  the ring who didn't want to lay Belafort, and you couldn't get a fair price
  about Mr. Urquhart's horse."

"Did you back mine?" she asked a little irritably.

He nodded. "I had a pony on," he began, and then stopped himself.

"A pony?" she gasped. "Twenty-five pounds?' She looked at him
  incredulously and he felt some explanation was due.

"I met a bookmaker who knew me in my palmier days," he said, "and as the
  confiding man offered to lay me two hundred and fifty to twenty-five, I
  accepted. I thought if I refused I might have hurt his feelings."

He glanced round.

"Here is your victim," he said, lowering his voice.

She turned to meet Jonah Urquhart. She had seen him before, though she had
  never spoken to him.

The old man lifted his hat grudgingly as one who had no patience with
  social conventions and was anxious to be through with a foolish
  ceremonial.

"Good morning, Miss Barrington. May I congratulate you upon your win?"

She smiled at him. "That is very generous of you, Mr. Urquhart. I am
  afraid we upset your race."

He shook his head. "I didn't lose money," he said. "I backed yours in
  running."

He looked at the horse critically.

"He's a big fellow," he said, "but I always think that Ascot is a track
  that wants a lot of galloping. Some people think it is a sharp course, but
  I've never seen a fat horse win on it." Then abruptly: "I knew your father,
  Miss Barrington."

Stella was interested. So very few racing men had known that shy man.

"You have taken over his training establishment. I read that some time ago
  in one of the sporting papers. Have you many horses?"

"I have two or three good ones," she smiled again; "and a few that are
  very bad indeed."

He looked at the stump of his cigar, and leisurely snicked the grey ash
  from its end.

"I could send you a few of my horses, if you would give them stable room,"
  he said, and he saw her hesitation.

"It is very kind of you, Mr. Urquhart, but for the time being I don't feel
  that I ought to assume responsibility for any but my own horses."

He nodded understandingly. "Have you any other winners for to-day?" he
  asked, turning the leaves of the card in his hand.

"I have a runner in the Coventry Stakes," she said," but I don't think I
  can win."

His finger-tip went down the entries. "Fifty-Five," he said. "Has he run
  before?"

She shook her head. "No, this is his debut, but I don't think he'll be
  good enough. I am told that Lord Fontwell's horse, Meyrick, will win."

He took a gold pencil from his pocket and marked the card
  deliberately.

"There are three. Meyrick may win and can win, I think. It is a certain
  runner. I saw it in the paddock a little time ago. And Mr. Cambray's Western
  Heath must have a big chance. It is trained in the same stable as Lord
  Fontwell's colt. And you have a third one to beat," he put a pencil line
  against another name," Lord Thrapton's filly, Doric. I saw this young lady
  win at Newbury and she won with a lot in hand. She may be good enough to beat
  all three."

"She won't beat Western Heath and she won't beat Meyrick," was the
  unexpected interruption. Bill, the stable-lad, did not look round as he
  spoke.

For a second the girl was embarrassed. "This is my new head lad, Mr.
  Urquhart," she smiled awkwardly;" and he has very definite views."

"A head lad who hadn't very definite views would be a monstrosity," said
  Mr. Urquhart, "but a head lad who has intelligent views is a rara avis
  and I think your head lad is that gentleman."

He gazed sombrely upon the labouring Mr. Lord, and that gentleman
  chuckled.

The old man turned to go, but there seemed something he wanted to say and
  the girl waited.

"I don't know how you are situated, Miss Barrington," he said, "or what
  help you may need, but if you are in any kind of difficulty, I should esteem
  it a great honour if you would notify me."

He held out his thin white hand and the girl took it in hers.

"That is most kind of you, Mr. Urquhart," she said quietly," and it is an
  offer that I shall remember."

In another part of the paddock the Honourable Reggie Cambray was
  endeavouring to disengage himself from the attentions of Lady Semberson.

"But you did, Reggie," said that lady severely. "I saw you go perfectly
  white."

"Indigestion," mumbled Reggie. "The truth is, I ought not to have come to
  Ascot to-day."

"Stuff!" said her ladyship. "And why didn't you tell me about Lord
  Fontwell? I have only just heard the story from Major White."

"Bill Fontwell isn't here," said Reggie loudly.

"Of course he isn't. I'm not talking about his being here," said Lady
  Semberson scornfully. "I'm talking about the ridiculous bet of a thousand
  pounds he had with you. You told me nothing about that."

"Bet?" said Reggie, with an air of innocence.

"Now, Reggie," she warned him, "please do not pretend you know nothing
  about it. You bet Lord Fontwell a thousand pounds that he would not walk to
  Edinburgh and back in fifteen days, carrying no clothes but those he wore and
  having no money but a shilling."

"Didn't I tell you?" asked Reggie feebly. "Well, the fact is,
  Aunt——"

"The fact is, Reggie, that you have allowed this boy to take the most
  terrible risks. Why, he may be murdered for all we know, he may have died on
  some lonely wayside place, or be ill, or anything horrible may have happened
  to him. And it is your duty to tell the police what has occurred, and put
  them on the track. If you don't, I shall consider it my duty to move in the
  matter myself."
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