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and the llttle figure preceded him
aoross his soft, eropped lawn.

Culeb Hunter had never married, and
even now at the age of forty and

1 particularly mellow moments he
v to coufess that, while mat-
no doubt offered a far wider
i * both general excitement and
riety, as far as be himself was con
ied be felt that Lis bachelor condi-
i had points of excellence too ob
to be treated with contumely
Perhaps the fact that Saral Hunter,
four years his senior, had kept so well
‘)A ed the cogs of the domestic ma

ehnery of the white place on the hill
that their churnings Lad never been
evidenced may have been In part an
answer to his coutentment,

For Sarah Hunter, too, had never
married. To the townspeople, who had
never dared to try to storm the wall of
her apparent frigidity or been able
quite to understand her aloof austeri
ty, she was little more than a weekly
occurrence as dependable as the rising
and setting of the sun itself. Every
Sunday worning a rare vision of state-
1y digutty for all bher tininess, assisted
by Caleb, she descended from the Hun-
ter equipage to enter the portals of the
Morrison DBaptist church. After the
service she reappeared and, having
complimented the minister upon the
sagacity of his discourse, again assist
el by Caleb she mounted to the rear
seat of the surrey and rolled back up
the hill

That was as much as the townspeo
ple ever saw of Cal Hunter's malden
sister unless there happened to be s
prolonged siege of sickness in the vil
lage or a worse accident than usual
Then she came and camped on the
scene untll the crisls was over, soft
volred, soft tingered and serenely sure
of herself. Sarah had never married.
and even thongh sbhe had in the long
interval which year by year had
brought to Caleb a more placid ro-
tundity grown slender and slenderer
still and flat chested and sharp angled

viou

&g face and figure Caleb knew that un.

derneath 1t all there had been no
shrinkage in her soul—knew that there
were no bieak expanses in her heart or
edges to her pity.

They often joked each other about
their state of single blessedness, did
Caleb and his sister. Often, hard upon
his easy boast of satisfactlon with
things as they were, she would quote
the fuble of the fox and the high hang
ing grapes, only to be taunted & mo
ment later with her own celibacy
But the taunt and the falble had long
been  stingless. For Sarah [Hunter
knew that one end of Caleb’s heavy
gold watch chaln still carried a bit
of a gold coln worn smooth and thin
from years of handling; she knew
that the ¢™igle word across {ts back.
even though it had long ago been ef
faced so far as other eyes were con
cerned, was still there for him to see
And Caleb, rummaging one day for
some lost article or other in a pigeon
hole in Sarah's desk, in which he had
no license to ook, had come across s
pleture of & tall and black haired lad
brave {n white trousers and an amaz
ing waistcoat. Caleb remembered bhav
ing been told that he had died for an
other with that same smile which the
picture had preserved—the tall and
Jaunty youngster. And so thelr com
prebension was mutual. They under
stood, did Caleb and his sister.

But sure as he was of Sarah’s funda
mental kindness Caleb experienced a
twinge of guilty uncertainty that Au

gust afternoon as he closed the iron
“10 behind the grotesque little figure
which had already started across his
lawn. For the moment he had for
gotten that the sun was low in the
west IHe had overlooked the fact
that it was cestomary for the Hunter
establishment to sup early during the
warm summer months. But when he
turnei to find Sarah watching, stiff
and uncompromising, from the door
way he remembered with painful cer
taluty her attitude toward his pro
pensity to pick up any stray that might
catch bim in a moment of too pro
nounced mellowness—stray huwman or
fellne or lost yellow dog.

“Supper s served, Cal,”’ she drawled
in ber gentle, almost Usping, volce.

Caleb received the statement as 1if
It were an astounding bit of bitherto
undreamed of news.

“Comin’, Sarah!” he chirped briskly
"Comin’ this blessed minute!”

CHAPTER 11
The Logica!l Custodian. -
HEN, with a logical attempt
at disingenwousness, Caleb
sald:

“I—I've a friend here, Sarah,
whom 1'd like to—er--present to you.
This is my sister, Miss Hunter,” he an-
nounced to the silent boy, “and this
Young man, Sarah, this young man is
—er—ah—Mr."—

“I'm Steve,” sald the boy mildly.
“I'm just Stephen O'Mara.”

“Certainly!" gasped Caleb. *“Quite
so—quite so! Sarah, this is just Steve.”

The frail little woman with her
guairt dignity of another decade failed
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“'m just 'SQQphon O'Mara.”

to move. She did not unbena so much
a8 the fraction of an inch. But hard
upon the heels of Caleb's last words
the boy went forward unhesitatingly.
Hat {n the-hand that balanced Lis big
steel trap, he stopped in front of her
and offered one brown paw,

“Haow d'ye do, Miss Hunter?" he sa-

| luted her gravely, and with a slow

smile that discovered for her a row of
white and even teeth: “Haow d've do?
I—1 reckon you're the flrst dressed up
lady I ever did git to know!”

The calin statement took what little
breath there had been left in Caleb's
lungs. It left Sarah breathless too.
But after an infinitesimal moment of
waiting she held out her own delicate
fingers and took the outstretched hand.

“Haow d've do, Steve?' she answer-
ed, and Caleb was at a loss to in-
terpret the suppressed quality of her
volce. “And 1—some day 1 am sure it
will be a great pleasure to remember
that I was the—first!”

Then she faced her brother.

“Will your—will your friend, Mr.—
Steve—remain for supper, Cal?’ she
asked.

And Caleb, quick to see an opening.
made the most of this one.

“Stay for supper!” he repeated her
question, and he laughed. “Stay—for—
supper! Well, 1 ghould hope he would
Why—why, he's going to stop for the
night.”

From the vantage place there at the
top of the steps Sarah stood and sur-
veyed her brother's wide and gulleless
tace for a second. Then her lips began
to twitch.

“Very clever, Cal” she told him.
“Quite clever—for vou!”

And she nodded and withdrew to see
that the table was laid for three.

Caleb, chuckling, watched her go;
then, with a nod to the boy, he started
to follow her in. But Steve paused at
the threshold, and when the man stop-
ped and looked back to asc ertain the
cause of his delay he found that the
boy was depositing the bear trap upon
tb(" porch door—found him tugging to
free the rusty old revolver from his
belt,

“I'll lenve Samanthy here,” the one
called Steve stated, and Caleb under
stood that he meant the trap. “AR' 1
reckop I'd Detter mot lug my weapon
into the house neither, hed 1? She
might'— He nodded in the direction
of Sarah's disappearance. “0O1d Tom
savs womin folks that's gentle born alr
kl;:d-a skittish about havin® shootin’
frons araound the place. And I don't
reckon it's the part of men folks to
pester 'em.”

Caleb didn’t know just what to say.
so he merely nodded approval. Again
he had been made to feel that it was
not a boy, but some little old man, who
was explaining to him. Silently he led
the way upstairs, and after lie had seen
the blanket pack deposited in one cor-
ner of Sarah’'s beloved guest room,
after he had seen the rusty coat peeled
off as a preface to removing the dust
accumulation of the long hot day from
hands and face, an {nspiration came to
him. While the boy was washing, ut-
terly lost to everything but that none
too simple task, he went out of the
room on & still hunt of his own and
came back presently with the thing for
which he had gone searching. He
found the boy wrestling a little desper-
ately with a mop of wavy chestnut
hair, which only grew the more help-
less with every stroke of the brush.

inever mind that” Caleb met the
misapprebersion in the boy's eye.
“Never mind that. And I-I've taken
the Hberty of digging out this old can-
vas shooting coat.

It's que I got for
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ike a juicy steak

en youre hungry- they satisfy!

You Lnow what a thick, juicy steak does for your

hunger.

your smoking—they satisfy !
But, besides that—Chesterfields are mild !
Tkis combination of mildness with ‘‘satisfy *’ is an

achievement new to cigarettes.

Chesterfields do exactly the same thing for

Chesterfields give

smokers what they have always liked (mildness), united
with a new kind of enjoyment—*‘ satisfy!’’

The Chesterfield Blend

contains the most famous Turkish tobaccos
—SAMSOUN for richness; CAVALLA for
aroma; SMYRNA for sweetness; XANTHI
for fragrance, combined with the best
domestic leaf.

20 for 10c

Egpettehyers Jobasoo

CIGARETTES

The

No cigarette, except Chesterfields, can give you this
new enjoyment, because no cigarette maker can copy

the Chesterfield blend!
Try Chesterfields—today !
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—and yet they’re MILD
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Sarah—for wy si ter—but, as youa suy
women folks are mighty skittlsh about
anything that has to do with a gun.
She never would go even so far as to
try it on, but if yon don't mind - That
coat of vours must be a trifle hot for
this weather, I should say.”

Steve reached out a hand that trem-
bled a little and took the coat. He took
it and stared at it with that same
strained and hungry look which he
had bestowel a half hour before upon
the “city.”

“Do you mean,” he asked, and his
lipe remained parted breathlessly upon
the question—"do you mean—this
yere's for me?”

Caleh thought of the “injine”—the
‘steam injive.™

“] menn just that if you'll have It,”
ne replied.

The boy slipped his little body Into
the garment and wheeled to survey
himself in a mirror. In comparison
with his old coat it was the purple of a
Solomon. Tlere was a cartridge web
across its front, with loops, and after
he had looked long and loug at his re-
flection the boy thrust both his thumbs
into the belt it made.

Then: “Them's fer ketridzes.” he an
nounced solemnly.

He scowled judiciously and nodded.

And. “I'l] hev to git me some the firs
thing in the mornin’” he sald

At tapie the boy talked freely, al
€ays with hi- wide eyes upon the face
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of his questioner, always In the grave
and slightly drawling idioms of the
woods. Again he confided that he had
never before been out of the timber.
e explained that Old Tom's untimely
taking off a fortnight back had been
alone responsible for this pilgrimage.
And that opeued the way for a ques-
tion which Caleb Lad been eager to
ask him.

“] suppose this—this Old Tom was
zome kin of yours?' he observed.

The boy shook his head.

“No,” he answered, “no, I ain't never
el no kin. T ain't never bed nobody
—father ner mother, neither!”

Caleb saw Sarah start a little and
nite her thin lips. But the birdlike
movement of surprise was lost upon
the speaker.

“1 ain’t never hed nobody,” he re-
averred, and Caleb, straining to catch
a note of self pity or plea for sym-
pathy in the words, realized that the
boy didn't even know what the one or
the other was. *“I ain't never hed no-
body but old Tom. And he was—he
wasn't nuthin' but what he called my
—my" —the sentence was broken while
he paused to get the phrase correctly—
“he was what he called my ‘logical
custodian.”"”

Guiitily Caleb knew that his next
question would savor of indelicacy, but
he had to ask it just the same.

“Still 1 suppose his—his taking off
must bave Leen something jn the na-

. ture of a Dlow to you?" he suggested.

! The boy pursed his lips.

' “Wall, no,” he exclaimed at last non-
{ chalantly; “no-0-0, I can’t say's it was.
We'd both been expectin’ it, 1 reckou.

*Do you mean—this yere's for me?”
Old Tom Le often sed he knew that

s0Me Way Le'd To ana glt Just bnu s,
stavin’ drunk enough to try an’ swim
the upper rapids, and two weeks ago
he done s0."

And the rest of the words were quite
casual,

“1 kind-a reckon he'd hevy made 1t at
that,” he offered his opinion, “If they'd
hev been a trifle more water. But the
rocks was too close to the surface fer
comfortable swimmin'. The Jenkinses
found him down In the slack water
Sunday noon or thereabouts, and they
sed he'd never be no deader, not even
it he'd a-died in a reg’lar bed, with a
doctor helpin' him along.”

Caleb threw his sister one lugubri-
ously helpless glance. Sarah had chok-
ed apparently upon & crumb of bread
and was coughing stranglingly.

This time when Caleb lifted his eyes
he met a startled gleam behind Sarah's
balf dropped lashes. Bhe was peering
steadily into the boy's lean, untroubled
face. Caleb voiced the query which he
knew must be behind her quiet intent-
ness.

“You said your name was O'Mara, I
believe. I suppose that was—ah—Oild
Tom's last name too?”

Steve laughed. He laughed frankly
for the first time since he had balted
hours before outside in the dusty road,

(To be continued next week)

Butter wrappers—printed or une
printed. At the Tribune office.
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