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.trued, weekly, "atop, l .eyl" the tell red chimney, ot the hou..

But Shane stopped only for breath, appeared above the trees.
Again the whip sang through the air. Michael shuffled round the comer 
"Take that!" he cried. "You—you ash- as they drove up. Mary had exp. ,-d 
colored Idiot!" to see him surly and dumb, bui hi.

Christopher performed a graceful manner was cordial almost to . ,Ta- 
Ika that drenched his cas tigs tor slveness. As the occupants ot ihe 

thoroughly, and Mr. Shane sat down, spring wagon descended, Gr 
gasping. Suddenly Mary felt the seat Dunaway appeared in the 
begin to shake, and glanced up. Aunt and suddenly another figure lo iucd 
Luella waa very large, and she was behind him—big Uncle Thomas l m,i. 
laughing, silently and helplessly, and way. who had come In his auto, hi* 
so hard that the loose springs ot the by another road. Grandfathe. inu 
wagon squeaked beneath her mirth. old face wore a queer blend ot • ...

She knew there was no danger, lu slons, but his hospitality did uoi 
all his well-ordered life .Christopher falter. The two guests were gru :UM. 
had never run away, and he was not ly received.
going to begin now. But that last The hall clock pointed to one .vhea 
epithet had proved too much tor hir; dinner was served. Mr. Shu. W(U 
she was overpowered by an emotion still sulky, and plainly 111 at ea e All
as uncontrollable as Mr. Shane's. through the meal he kept con ultiag

^ • . I Aunt Luella’s mirth cooled Mr. his watch. When Aunt Luel gave
Owing to Christopher Ï̂&SÏÏ « SftiiTS

By Nancy Byrd Turner.— (Youth’s ( ,mpanion).(Continued from last week.) ,awy0r For a long tlme tto one " he said h.,.
AZEL CREEK, wide. deep, swift Now this whip was a mere figure- ”{”k6gh we settle our little affair nov ’

I_I runnjng was at the bottom ot head carried only because ' hl_m ’ his hosts certainly He Before grandfather could spoilt,H the hlU; Christopher slowed up eU® ca7led.a. w^??; ha5e thSught of knew^ we?l enough ' that Pleasant UncleThomasturoedtromthc w.il.
enter the ford without would atoMt M ohave ttought ol k *ne horse-and he dow. "1 didn't bring up the ubR

«» ~ — - * s-usussrac tz - -«s■ rJph.,', b.,k ,.tk. tick... “cm,.,,,**" IV. .M. ».y. Wh.. ' „J|
Ing swish. stood like a statue with his gaze fixed letter found me, some weeks «to,»#} ("Now will you go on? cried Mr. stood tine a siaiue, s the newe that lt looked as It the old 1

place had soon to go, I mail up ^ \ 
mind that It shouldn’t, tor h owi 
sake, and not because lt h> Id an)- 
thing worth digging for. My brother 
Insisted that until noon you had tit 
right ot purchase. We wal ' d anil 
twelve o'clock; thbn 1 saw n . ream 
why 1 shouldn't buy In my old iiume- 
and I bought It."

He did not add
Immediately turned lt over to in 
former owner, «but grandfather1! 
happy old tace told that for him.

Mr. Shane behaved better than any
one thought he would. Perhaps Uncle 
Thomas overawed him; or perhag 
he felt a bit ot honest, If belated, 
shame. At any rate, h.- sim* 
snapped hla watch, and 
that he must Immediately
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•This creek," Mr. Shane explained 
to Mr. Beale, "is the boundary line 
tor one side ot my property."
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Although he said "we," lt w 
evident at whom he aimed the re
proach. Aunt Luella opened her 
mouth to explain that Christopher had 
drunk heartily before leaving home, 
end that he abhorred any other drink
ing place, when she beheld Mr. Shane 
swinging himself round By the ■*•».

• "I don't see anything to do, he de
clared, "except to let down the con- 
Branded rein myself."

Clutching the harness, he crept gin
gerly out along the shaft. Christopher 
leisurely turned his head In order to 
see whaf was happening. Mr. Shane
loosed the rein with a Jerk that 
brought Christopher's nose sharply 
Into the air; then he crawled back to
^Aunt^Luella and Mary exchanged 
glances Mr. Shane had grievously
■TSSWESrtSL Hkiel Creek 

rlrled along through light and sha-
L°"Why doesn't the critter drink?" 
ask* Mr Shane, In an exasperated

ir 1

"But not," he added, "behind tb 
animal that brought me. I ll tels 
phone tor a livery team from the its

Half an hour later, Michael, i# 
a smile, watched the livery vehlth 
depart In a whirl of dust. He had a 
halter round Christopher i neck, aft 
was grating him In a for M.-n 
under the apple tree.

afar on Infinity. Mr. Shane aat bolt "There go all our fall 
upright, with hie watch In his hand, said Aunt Luellt 'Bu 

Fifteen minutes passed, and then Christopher shall have 
Mr. Beale offered a suggestion. “How wants them!" 
about wading ashore,” he said, “and At some hidden memo 
getting a—er—n wisp ot grass, an dera heaved.
enr ot corn, perhaps, or something Uncle Thomas sat tilted back M*j 
like that to tempt him out wl hr tortably on the veranda, and pul

m his watch father was pottering happily aboil 
that fretted yard.

Christopher's knees. It was fully five 
yards from the tip ot the horse's noso asked 
to the shore. Michael

“Suppose you roll up your penis that broug 
and wade it!" ho snapped, and alienee charge up. 
fell again on the little company. topher. air.

Fifteen minutes more went by, "Looks as It 
moesurvd off spitefully by Mr. of a horse 
Bhane's watch, and Mill they sat high "He has 
and. figuratively, dry—although In admitted 
reality they were drenched to toe "Balks, eh? 
ikln. Suddenly Uncle Thomax

Finally, distant but clear, from his head, and— 
across the field, came the sound ot Across n£L îfSÏ „ml? " 
the Pleasant Plains farm bell ringing ha.?",“k*?ir*.. ^ M l‘lei 0 
tor twelve o'clock-an old custom ot To ' ^%.et,a, J Ji?' *
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the horse to bolt at any at a gallop. The scent of hay and T,rtn
op, Bhane!" he remon- bran waa In hie nostrils. Presently,
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A Well Trained Vine has Made This Archway a Beauty Spot

jsjsssv&sas granasg ira.1»»”background.

it never ■Shane, shrilly. “Oet up. get np here, 
yon confounded beast! Beg your 
pardon, Miss Dunaway, but this Is no 
time for halt measures."

It was not, Indeed. Christopher's 
tall described a swift arc, and then 
was still. The whip tell again, and 
yet again, and at each blow the gray 
tall swung with a twist that meant 
outraged surprise as well as ob
stinacy. When Mr. Bhane's hand 
went up tor the fourth time, Christo
pher turned his head slowly. Until 
then he had evidently attributed the 
whipping to Aunt Luella, the driver 
and custodian of tho whip. When he 
perceived the real state ot affairs, hi* 
behavior changed In an Instant. With 
an airy toss of his head and tall to
gether. he began to dance.

He was a nimble old horse, and he 
had what Michael called "blooded 
lege"; those «lender, tapering legs 
were now put to strange use. Without 
rearing or plunging, without moving 
an Inch backward or forward, he 
danced lightly under ithe spur of the 
lash. Hie hoofs beat a lively tattoo 
under the water, his old shanks flash
ed in the sunlight; • shower of 
dropa sprayed the occupants
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i one grave fault, thostf 
grandfather. "He balks* iChristopher had balked.

"Get up, Chrletopher!" commanded 
Aunt Luella. feebly. He did not get 
up”1 he stood motionless and stead
fast. Aupt Luella clucked and tugged 
at the reins as earnestly as It she had 
believed such methods would atlr 
him; In the back seat Mr. Shane 
fidgeted and breathed hard.

“The old fellow's after a nap, to my 
way of thinking," observed Mr. Beale, 
with an attempt at Jocularity.

"Well. Ill see him -take lt!" Mr. 
Bhane cried. “Ill teach him to nap 
when I'm behind him In a hurry!

He leaned forward with extended 
hand and grabbed the long whip from 
the eooket.
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