EHIS world would soon be regenerated if the saints were

fully ccnsecrated.

FARM AND DAIRY

Owing to Christopher

By Nancy Byrd Turner~— (Y

AZEL CREEK, wide, deep, swift
H running, was at the bottom of

the hill; Christopher slowed up
just in time to enter the ford without
disaster. In seasons of heavy rains
Hagel Creek was unfordable at this
point; it was no tshailow, even in &
drought.

“This creek,” Mr. Shane explained
to Mr. Beale, “is the boundary line
for one side of my property.”

All at once, in the middle of the
stream, Christopher stopped short. He
was merely resting for a minute, with
the cool current washing his knees,
before starting on the steep uphill
¢limb on the other side of Hazel
Cr: So to stop was a time-honor-
ed habit of his; Aunt Luella and Mary
were well aware of it. But Mr. Shane
got up fussily.

“The horse wants to drink,” he an
nounced, “and the shortest cut Is to
let him do it. But why, in the name of
common sense, didn't we take the
check rein down before we got Into

the water?

Although he said “we,” It was very
evident at whom he almed the re-
proach, Aunt Luella opened her
mouth to explain that Christopher had

drunk heartily before leaving home,
and that he abhorred any other drink-
ing place, when she beheld Mr. Shane
swinging himselt round by the step.

“] don't see anything to do," he de-
elared, “except to let down the con
founded rein myself.”

Clutching the harness, he crept gln-
gerly out along the sbaft., Christopher
lelsurely turned his head in order to
see whaf was happening. Mr, Shane
loosed the rein with a Jjerk that
brought Christopher’s nose sharply
nto the air; then he crawled back to

his place.
Aunt Luella and Mary exchanged
glances, Mr. Shane had grievously

affronted Christopher.

A little silence fell. Hazel Creek
swirled along through light and sha-
dow,

“Why doesn't the critter drink?
asksd Mr. Shane, In an exasperated
voice.

Befere Aunt Luella could answer,
Christopher's head turned again, slow-
1y, at 8 sharp angle with his body,
and one eye rolied deflantly; then his
tall gave a violent switch from left to
right.

Christopher had balked.

“Get up, Christopher!™ commanded
Aunt Luella, feebly, He did not “get
up”; he stood motionless and stead-
fast, Aunt Luella clucked and tugzed
at the reins as earnestly as If she had
belleved such methods would stir
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, I'll see him take it!" Mr.
Shane cried. “I'l teach him to nap
when I'm behind him in a hurry!"

He leaned forward with extecded
hand and grabbed the long whip from
the socket.
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Now this whip was a mere figure
head carried only because every one
else carried a whip. The Dunaways
would almost as soon have thought of
striking grandfather as of using the
whip on Christopher. Before Aunt
Luella could protest, however, the
lash descended, and smote Christo-
pher's venerable back with a sicken-
ing swish.

“Now will you go on?" cried Mr.

strated, weakly.
But Shane stopped only for breath.
Again the whip sang through the alr,

lawyer,
spoke.
Mr. Shane, for all his wrath, could
not blame his hosts, certainly. Ie
knew well

“Stop, 1 say!”

October 3, 191

the tall red chimneys of the hous
appeared above the trees.

" The

Michael shuffled round the co

There seemed nothing to say.

enough that Pleasant

A Well Tralned Vine has Made This Archway a Beauty Spot.

The Mustration shows & turesqu
Scotsburn, in Picton Co,, The

Shane, shrilly. “Get up, get up here,
you 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 stlll, The whip fell agaln, and
yet again, and at each blow tho gray
tall swung with a twist that meant
outraged surprise as well as ob-
stinacy. When Mr. Shane’s hand
went up for the fourth time, Christo-
pher turned his head slowly. Until
then he had evidently attributed the
whipping to Aunt Luella, the driver
and custodtan of the whip. When he
perceived the real state of affairs, his
behavior changed in an Instant. With
an airy toss of his head and (all to-
gether, he began to dance.

He was a nimble old horse, and he
had what Michael called “blooded
leg those slender, tapering legs
were now put to strange use, Without
rearing or plunging, without moving
an Inch backward or forward, he
danced lightly under t¢he spur of the
lash. His hoofs beat a lively tattoo
under the water, his old shanks flash-
od In the sunligh shower of flylng
drops sprayed the occupants of the
wagon,

Mr. Beale was obviously alarmed;
he clutched the seat tightly as if he
had expected the horse to bolt at any

“Stop, Shane!" he
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“Take that!” he cried. “You—you ash- as they drove up. Mary had expooio)
colored idiot!" to see him surly and dumb, bu

Christopher performed a graceful manner was cordial almost to
polka that hed his tigator As the s ol
thoroughly, and Mr, Shane sat down, spring wagon descended, Grandi g By |
gasping. Suddenly Mary felt the seat Dunaway appeared in thé front
begin to shake, and glanced up. Aunt and suddenly another figure | i uu-".‘m
Luella was very large, and she was behind him—big Uncle Thomas i, Pray
laughing, silently and helplessiy, and  way, who had come in his auto:

50 hard that the loose springs of the by anmother road. Grandfather' | e
wagon squeaked beneath her mirth, old tace wore & queer blend of . ..

She knew there was no danger, In sions, but his hospitality did BN
all ‘'his wetl-ordered life Christopher. falter. The two guests were gru o L‘ kno
had mever run away, and he was not ly received. - cou
going to begin now. But that last The hall clock pointed to onc ™ seok th
epithet had proved too much for har; dinner was served. Mr. Shau spiritual
she was overpowered by an emoifon  still sulky, and plainly ill at ea A’u fized Aai
as uncontrollable as Mr. Shane's. through the meal he kept con holds, w}

Aunt Luslia’s mirth cooled Mr. his watch.. When Aunt Luell: gy un——
Shane down to @ state of sulky stift- the signal to rise, he looked at ;ry thisg &%

outh's ompanion).(Continued from last week.) 1% and_veassured the frightened father anl them at Mr. Bea i iborg
For a long time fio. one cleared his throai, "‘”"| ‘;f
nosed 0

“Well, gentlemen,” he said ali

Before grandfather could :pegy

Plains had only one horse—and he dow. “l didn’t bring up the .
had ordered that one to meet him. during ianer,” he remarked ‘\;i“]"‘ ot
Mr. Beale relaxed with a sigh, and cause I dow't beleve In mixing bug b -
‘Aunt Luella gradually got the better mess and pleasurb—but, as |\ lumy ik abe
of her mirth, Hasel Oreek flowed out, there’s no affair to setil. vy bondage;
monotonously along.  Christopher  see, it's this way. When N ichady e, 1
stood 1ike & statue, with his gaze fixod letter found me, some weeks .o, wily - r "‘""""
the news that it looked as | " pactigec
place had scon to go, I mad g wil® 4
mind that it shouldn’t, for o asking fo
sake, and not because It > rich cond
thing worth digging for. M ' the postu
inslsted that until moon you lad th ed toward
right of purchase. We wald uj true that
twelve o'clock; then I 8aw 1o reasy become
why 1 shouldn't buy in my ¢ - the bond-
and I bought it." I have
He did not add that he iad gy \editation
immediately turned it o 0 iy piritual
former owner, but gr athery would find
happy old face told that for him. i3 the hal
Mr. Shane behaved better thau sy Lord at al
one thought he would. Perhaps Unck cultivate |
Thomas overawed him; or perham jod. We
he felt a bit of homest, I belatd, uch conf
shame. At any rate, 1 ymes Inst
snapped his watch, and " the action
that he must immediately ¢ backy we are to
towa. practice |
“But not,” he added, * stances se
animal that brought me ent. We s
phone for a livery team fr valley of
ton.” ality and {
Halt an hour later, MI v ;”,‘”"'h :
a smile, watched the liv. posh it L -
o archway leading into an artificial lake at depart in a whirl of dust to. bs (r :
Scotaburn Creamery may also be seen in the balter round Ohristopher's neck, wl for it by
background. was grazing bim in a forbidden gy Ir'r-ndl;!q :‘n:
under the apple tree. . most TRVO
afar on infinity. Mr, Shane sat bolt “There go all our fallen wines the habit ‘
upright, with his watch In his hand. sald Aunt Luelle  “But nover mis el :\hlrh\
Fifteen minutes passed, and then  Christopher shall have them it M Ll[\.»ru'm‘a
Mr. Bealo offered a suggestion. “How  wants them!" God drat G
about wadlng ashore,” he sald, “and At some hidden memo r shot strongih :,
getting. a—er—a wisp of grass, an ders heaved. own desires
ear of corn, perhaps, or something Uncle Thomas sat tilt ack com make our
like that to tempt him out wih?”" fortably on the veranda, and grab ters of our
Mr. Shane looked from his watch father was pottering happiy aboul faster in ¢
to *he swift waters that fretted yard. bright ones
Christopher's knees. It was luély five “What's tha gray's o Mike™ antagonism
yards from the tip of the horse's nose ggked Uncle Thomas. the difficulf
to the shore. Michael gave his rope o sly yab splendid he
“Suppose you roll up your pants that brought the head of his ol of the trust
and wade 1t!" he snapped, and silence charge up, with ears « “Chry And then
fell again on the little company. topher, sir.” er.  “Pray
Fifteen minutes more went by,  “Looks as it he'd be no Xl also s sul
moasured off spitefully by Mr. of a horse in his day.” spiritaal po
Shane's watch, and still they sat high  “He has one grave fauit, thouh? oo ot |
and, figuratively, dry—although In  admitted grandfather. *iio balks® Sud, B
reality they were drenched (o tae “Balks, eh 1"
skin. Suddenly Ungle Thoma: throw bl
Finally, distant but clear, from his head, and laughed long and I
across the flelds came the sound of Across the “ash-colored" nose Mi
the Pleasant Plains farm bell ringing had winked at him solouly. Him. Coas
for twelve o'clock—an old custom of “To be sure,” sald Michacl, of mental
more prosperous days that the Dun- “Christopher -do balk o asional, MJ tiona! aspir
aways had never had the heart to 1 wouldn't be naming it « fault it emanation
forego. Christopher's ears shot for- No, sir, I would nat,” and M desire. It |
ward; his tall quivered. Then, with smiled significantly. Uncle Th with the wir
out further ado, ho marched out of gaze cams back from the sweel, It 1s prayer
Hazel Creek. flolds of Pleasant Plain tive habit.
He took the up slope at a steady “l _can imagine t And then
trot, and the next level stretch of road  “when it might be cal of praise, *1
at & gallop. The scent of hay aad virtue!” s 1s jus
his nostrils. Presently, The End. Rabit of st
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