mANY lives would be a good deal sweeter if they were not

quite so rugary

Owing to Christopher

R By Nancy Byrd Turner— (Youth's ‘Companion).

JVER had Pleasant Plains, the
N home of the Dunaways, looked

more truly pleasant than on (he
worning of that day in September—
the day that was to mark the doom
of the old homestead. In the early
sunlight the big white house basked
among the level fields as complacent-
ly as if it were not going to pass a'
noon forever out of Dunaway hands
A thin column of smole rose peace-
fully from the kitchen chimney; pig-
eons preened themselves gayly on the
gray roof of the stable. The garden,
bright with late flowers, opened on
its lower side into the south corn
field, where little endless whisper
ings went up and down the russel
rows. Michael, the hired man, and
Mary Dunaway, the youngest of her
line, stood in the barn door, and sur
veyed the fair scene gloomily.

Down by the pasture bars stood
Christopher, the sole horse remaining
of a goodly stableful; his angular
form was sharply outlined against the
blue horizon. Christopher had spent
a busy summer; the corn crop, now
almost ready to be harvested, was
the result of his efforts, and the gar-
den, too, had ylelded its fruit to his pa-
tient labors. Without the ministra-
tions of Christopher, Pleasant Plains
would have been decidedly unpleasant
—especially during the year that had
just passed.

Christopher stood on one Lip now,
and gazed sleepily toward the west.
Merely to look at him, few would
have dreamed what strength of per-
sonality his old, rugged form em-
bodied. For Christopher had what is
commonly referred to as “a will of
his own.” It was seldom that he
shirked; day after day he submitted

tones. “First to last, struttin’ still!”

Mary squinted through a sudden
mist of childish tears to ses whether
she could make out any movement of
the old bowed figure that could pos
sibly be termed a strut, but she fail
Ordinarily she would have laugh
ed at Michael's words, but today a
sense of imminent loss and grief was
heavy upon her.

Pleasant Plains was golng to be
sold. After struggling against fate
for years, the Duncways had been
obliged to acknowledge at last that
no other course lay open to them. In

but for some reason of his own told
no one except Mary, that Shane was
firmly convinced that there was
valuable ore on the land.

“As a matter of fact,” observed
Michael, “there ain’t no ore at ali, but
he thinks so, and he's like a tiger af.
ter blood.”

Hitherto, grandfather had turned a
deaf although courteous ear to
Shane's advances; but finally affairs
reached a pass where, as the old
gentleman ruefully sald, “deafness
wouldn't do any longer.” He had shut
himself into his study and written to
Shane, who a few days before had
made a tolerably good offer. Grand
father told Shane that if he would ap
pear within a week from that day,—
that is, before twelve o'clock noon of
Wednesday, September 15th,—the
transfer of the property would be
made. No one knew why the old
gentleman inserted that “within a
week” clause., Probably it was be-
cause he could not bring himself to
sign away Iirrevocably, without any
margin of escape, what meant so
much to him.

Shane was away at the time he re
celved the letter. However, he prompt
ly telegraphed: “Shall come with
lawyer Wednesday morning, Septem
ber 16th, which will be within time
you specify. Have us met at the ten-
thirty train.”

During the short week of grace
that follawed, the Dunaways were a
solemn household. There was not one
of them, from grandfather to the or
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Aunt Luella and Mary were g
ant; but grandfather brought they
with a sudden check. b

“1 hope,” he said, gently ang Sobeg
ly, peering over his spectac
‘Thomas will reach here befo "
Wednesday.”

When the meaning of I
dawned upon them, they
loud protest.

“But surély, father,”
Luella, “under these pecul
stances the man will let you
didn't say ‘a week to the very
anyway. Why, nobody bu
would hold on to the ragged
bargain like that!"

Aunt Luella's fat face w
with disappointment.

But grandfather shook
head. No Dunaway had
short of even the letter
‘I shall appeal to his ger
decided, hopefully, and
again into his study, in o
to Shane

Shane’s answer came
delay; It was as short
small as the man himse
gain's a bargain,” it sald

Wednesday, the 15th
still Uncle Thomas had
At a quarter to ten
Luella, who had been s
bedroom window for a fu
ing out In unaccuston
called to Mary:

“Tell Michael that you
the station; tell him to
pher to the spring wagor
to let Michael go' she
is in such a sulky st
telling what he might d

She leaned far out of
in order to see whether
in the distant highway
cattle or Uncle Thoma
heavily when she found
a drove of cattle. Ma
stalrs with the messag

Michael listened in
sllence Mary watched
Christopher into the
him into the shahby
Luella elimbed painful
on. “Is everything
asked, distrustfully
shine up the bridle
8ot to meet city folk

Michael sniffed sulk
gings Is plenty good
folks or any other kind
too narrow-§'inted to
team for their mean
Christopher only beha
well he looks, I'm
of him. Get up, Chri

The train was on !
Shane hurried with M
yer, toward the sprit
he untied Christoph
ing post, he gave th

edge of

gently to harness, and with all his
energy bent to any required task. But
at 1\re intervals he decided for some
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but its share.

obscare reason not to move; and then
not all the powers of mortal man
could stir him one Inch# Such was
the “will” of Christopher.

Outsiders called him balky, and sald
that people ought not to expect any-
thing better of an animal so absurd-

not only produced |

spite of the gallant efforts of Michael
and Christopher, in spite of selling a
slice of land here and a corner there,
in spite of care and watchfulness and
economy, things would not hold to-

phan girl grandchild, that did not lie
awake at night, trying In vain to see
some practical way to save the old
homestead.

On the Monday before the fatal
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