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But if prayer had failed Stephen, her spells also failed her;
indeed they behaved as spells do when said backwards, making
her sce, not the person she wished fo, but a creature
entirely different. For Collins now had a most serious rival,
one who had lately appeared at the stables. He was not pos-
sessed of a real housemaid’s knee, but instead, of four deeply
thrilling brown legs—he was two up on legs, and one up on
a tail, which was rather unfair on Collins! That Christmas,
when Stephen was eight years oid, 5ir Philip had bought her -
a hefty bay pony; she was learming 1o ride him, could ride him
already, being paturally skilful and feariess. There had been
quite a heated discussion with Anna, because Stephen had in-
sisted on riding astride. In this she bad shown herself very
refractory, falling off every time she tried the side-saddle—
quite obvious, of course, this falling off process, but enough
to subjugate Anna. .

And now Stephen would spend long hours at the stables,
swaggering largely in corduroy breeches, hobnobbing with
Willizmns, the old stud groom, who had a soft place in his
heart for the child. ‘ '

She would say: ‘Come up, borsel’ in the same tone as
Williams; or, pretending to a knowledge she was far from pos-
sessing: ‘Is that fetlock a bit pufly? It iooks to me pufly, sup-
posing we put on a nice wet bandage.”

Then Williams would rub his rough thin as though think-
ing: ‘Maybe yes—maybe mo-" he would temporize, wisely. '

She grew to adore the smell of the stables; it was far more
enticing than Colling’ perfume—the Frasmic she had used on
he afternoons out, and which had once smelt so delicious.
And the pony! So strong, so entirely falfilling, with his round,
gentle eyes, and his heart big with courage—he was surely
more worthy of worship than Collins, who had freated you
badly because of the footmanl And vet—and yet—you owed
something to Collins, just because you had loved her, though
you couldn’t any more. It was dreadfully worrying, all this
hard thinking, when you wished to enjoy a new pony! Ste-
phen would stand there yubbing her chin in an almost exact
imitation of Williams. She could not produce the same
scrabby sound, but in spite of this drawback the movement
wonld scothe her.

Then one morning she had a bright inspiration: ‘Come up,
horsel” she commanded, slapping the pony, ‘Come up, horse,
and let me get close to your ear, ‘cause I'm going to whisper




