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And the little figure preceded him
c : m his soft, cropped lawn.

Caleb Hunter had never married, and
even now at the a«e of forty and
odd lii particularly mellow moments lie
was liable to eoufess that, while mat-
rimony no doubt offered a far wider
fieid for both general exeltement and
variety, a* far as be himself was con
cerned he felt that his bachelor emidi
tlon had points of excellence too ob
rlous to be treated with rtrnfWl?lj
Perhaps the fact that Sarah Hunter,
four years bis senior, bad kept so well

ntj.ed the COgl of the domestic ma
Ifo'.iery of the white pla--e on tbe hill
that their (burnings hud never t»een
evidenced may have been In |>art an
answer to bis contentment.

For Sarah nuuter. too. had never
married. To the townspeople, who had
never dared to try to storm the wall o,'

her apparent frigidity or been able
quite to understand her aloof austeri
ty, >he was little more than a weekly
occurrence as dependable as the rising
and setting of tbe sun Itself. Every
Sunday morning a rare vision of state-
ly dignity for all her llnlnnas, assisted
by Caleb, she descended from the Hun
ter equipage to enter the portals of the
Morrison Itaptlst church. After the
service she reappeared snd. having
complimented the minister upon the
sagacity of tils discourse, attain assist
ed by Caleb «he mounted to the rear
seat of the surrey aud rolled buck up
the hill.

That was as much a» the towns;>eo

file ever saw of ("al Huuter's maiden
sister unless there hup[>ened to he s

prolonged siege of sickness In the vll
lace or a worse aei ldent than usual.

Then she CMM and camped on the
arena until the crisis was over, soft
Voiced, soft fingered and serenely sure
of herself. Sarah had never married,

and even though sbo had In the long
Interval which year by year had
brought to Caleb a more placid ro-
tundity grown slender and slenderer
still atid flat chested and sharp angled
jjp face and figure Caleb knew that tin
derneath It 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 enoh other Bhsnt

their state of single blessedness, did
Caleb and his sister. Often, hard upon

Ids ensy boast of satlsfaetlon with
things as they were, she would quote
the fable of the fox and tbe high hang

lug grnpes, only to be tuunted a mo
ment later with her own celibacy

But the taunt and the fHble had lone
been stintless. tor Sarah Hunter
knew that one end of Caleb's heavj
gold watch chain still cart led s bit
of a gold coin worn smooth and thin
from years of handling: she knew
that the Sfligle word BrTOM Us back,
even though It bad long ago lieen ef
faced so far as other eyes were con
cerned, was btlll there for him to see
And Caleb, rummaging one day for

some lost article or other In a pigeon
hole In Sarah's de.sk. In which he hud
no license to look, had come across a
picture of v tall and black haired lad

In white trousers and an umaz
lag waistcoat. Caleb remembered hay

lug 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 their com
prehension was mutual. They under
stood, did Caleb and his sister.

But sure as be was of Sarah's funda
mental kindness Caleb ex|>erleneed a
twlnga of guilty uncertainty that Atl-

fgust afternoon as be closed the iron
\u25a074.- behind tbe 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 He bad overlooked the fact
that It wus ceMomary for the Hunter
establishment to sup early ti tiring the
«arm summer months. But when ho

turuei to find Sarah watching, stiff
and uncompromising, from the door
way he remembered with painful cer
tatuty her attitude toward his pro-
pensity to pick up any stray that might
catch tilin In a moment of too pro
nouneed mellowness?stray human or
feline or lost yellow dog.

"SnppU l« served. Cal," she drawled
In her gentle, almost lisping, voice.

Caleb received the statement as If
It were an astounding bit of hitherto
undreamed of news.

"Comln'. Sarahl" he chirped briskly
"Comln' this blessed minute!"

CHAPTER 11.

Tha Logical Custodian.

a HUN, with a logical attempt
at dlsiugenuousness, Caleb

"I?l've a friend here, Sarah,

whom I'd like to?er?present to yon.
This is my sister. Miss Hunter," he an-
nounced to the silent boy, "and this
young man, Sarah, tills young man Is

?er?ah?Mr."?
"I'm Steve." said the boy mildly

"I'm Just Stephen O'Mara."
"Certainly:" gasped Caleb. "Quite

\u25a0o?quite so' Sarah, this Is Just Steve."
The frail little woman wttti, her

quj.m dlenlt* of another decade failed

"I'm just Stephen O'Mara."

to move. She did not unbena so much

as the fraction of un Inch. But hard
upon Mm heels of Caleb's last words
the boy went forward unhesitatingly.
Hat In the hand thut balanced his big
steel trap, he stopped hi 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'ye do?
I_l reckon you're the first dressed up
lady I ever did git to know!"

The calm statement took what little
breath there hud l»een left In Caleb's
lungs. It left Surah breathless too.

But after an Infiiiiteslmal moment of
watting she held out her own delicate
lingers and took the outstretched hand.

"Haow d'ye do, Steve?" she answer-
ed, and Caleb was at a loss to ln-
?erpret the suppressed quality of her
voice. "And I - some day I am sure It

will be a great pleasure to remember
that I oils tin ?first!"

Then she faced her brother.
"Will your-will your friend, Mr.?

Steve?renin I n for supper. Cal?'" she

asked.
And Caleb, quick to see an opening,

made the most of this one.
"Stay for \u25a0Upper!" he repeated her

question, and he laughed. "Stay?for?

supper! Well. I should hope he would

Win?why. he's going to stop for the

night."
From the vantage place there at th?

top of the steps Sarah stood and sur-

veyed her brothel's wide and guileless
face for a second. Then her Hps began

to twitch.
"Very clever. Cal." she told him.

"Quite clever?for you!"
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 tioy, he started
to follow her In. But Steve paused at

tho threshold, and w hen the man stop

ned and looked hack to ascertain the

cause of his delay he found that the

boy was depositing the bear trap m>on
the porch Boor?ftmnd him tugging to

free the rusty old revolver from his
belt.

"I'll leave Samanthy here," the one

called Steve stated, and Caleb under
stood that he meant the trap. "Aa' I

reckon I'd better not lug my weapon

Into the house neither, hed I? She

might"? He nodded In the direction
of Sarah's disappearance. "Old Tom
says womln folks that's gentle born air

kind a skittish about bavin' aboottaV
irons sraound 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

be had lieen made to feel that It was

not a boy, but some little old man, who

was explaining to him. Silently be led

the Way upstairs, and after be bad seen

the blanket pack deposited in one cor-

ner of Sarah's beloved guest room,

after be had seen the rusty coat peeled

off as a preface to removing the dust

accumulation of the lone hot day from

hands and face, an Inspiration came to

him. While the boy wns washing, ut-

terly lost to everything but that none

too'simple task, be went out of the

room on a still hunt of bis own und

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.

'\u25a0Never mind that." Caleb met the
inbsappreberrslon In the boy's eye.

'Never mind that. And I-lye taken

the liberty of digging out this old can-

vas shooting coa.t. IC# one I got for

The Chesterfield Blend
contains the most famous Turkish tobaccos
?SAMSOUN for richness; CA VALLAfor
aroma; SMYRNA for sweetness; XANTHI
for fragrance, combined with tbe beat
domestic leaf.

20 for 10c
Barak for my si tor-hut, us you Buy
women folks are mighty skittish about
anything that has to do with a gun.

She never would go even so far as to
try It on, hut Ifyon don't mind- That
i-oat of yours 11 u-'t be v trifle hot for

I his weather. 1 should say."
Steve reached <>ut a hand (hat trem-

bled a little and took the coat. He took
It and stared at it with that same
strained mid hungry look whloh he

had bestowe I a half hour before uivon
the "city."

"lio you mean.'' he asked, aud his

[{pt remained parted breathlessly upon
ihe question ? "do you mean ?this
yere'a for me?"

Caleb tbtmgbt of the "Injlne"?the
steam 111 jtr:e.""

??I mean just tliat If you'll hove It,"

tie replied.
The Ik>.v slipped hli little body Into

the garment and wheeled to surrey

himself in a mirror. In comparison
wilh bis old coat It was the purple of a
Solomon. There was a cartridge web

across Its front, with loops, and sfter
be had looked lons and lone at his re

flection tbe boy thrust both bis thumbs

Into the l>elt It made.

Then: "Them's fer ketrldges." be nn
nounced solemnly.

He scowled Judl iously and nodded.
And. "I'll hey to git me some the Ui>

thing hi the niomin'." he said

At tame ~be talked freely, ai
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But, besides that?Chesterfields are mild!
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achievement ncttv to cigarettes. Chesterfields give
smokers what they have always liked (mildness), united
with a nesx; kind ofenjoyment ? "satisfy!'*

No cigarette, except Chesterfields, can give you this
new enjoyment, because no cigarette maker can copy
the Chesterfield blend!

Try Chesterfields ? today!

<f bis questioner, always in the grave
and slightly druwllng Idioms of the
woods. Again he confided that he had
never before been out of the timber,

lie explained that Old Tom's untimely
taking off a fortnight back bad been

\u25a0lone responsible for this pilgrimage.
And that opened the way for a ques-
tion which Caleb had been eager to
ask him.

"I suppose tbls-thls Old Tom was
Home kin of yours?" be observed.

The boy shook his bead.
"No." he answered, "no, I ain't never

ied no kin. I ain't never bed nobody
-father ncr mother, neither!"
Caleb saw Sarah start a little and

Olle her thin lips. Cut the birdlike
movement of surprise was lost upon
the speaker.

"1 ain't never bed nobody," he re-
avcrred, and Caleb, straining to catch
a note of self pity or plea for sym-

pathy in tbe words, realized that the
boy didn't even know what tbe one or
the other was. "I ain't never hed no-
body but old Tom. And he was?he
wasn't nuthln' but what he called my

?my" ?the sentence was broken while

be paused to get the phrase correctly?

"he was what be called my 'logical
custodian.'"

Guiltily Caleb knew that his next
question would savor of indelicacy, but
be had to a<k It just the same

"Still I suppose his?bis taking off
must have been something in the na-

ijotaooo dot

tureTbf a blow "to you7" 'he
-

sTigseste3.
The boy pursed bis Hps.
"Wall, no." he exclaimed nt last non-

chalantly; "no-o-o. I can't say's It was.
We'd both been expectua' it, 1 reckon.

?Do you mean?this yere'a for mef"

Old Tom he often sed be knew that
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? and yet they're MILD

Bonje Hay "Lea to ana git lust Unu ..

stuvlu' drunk enuugh to try tin' iwlai
the upper raplda, and two weeks ago
he done so."

And Uie rest of the words were quite

casual.
"I klnd-a reckon he'd ber made It at

that." lie offered bis opinion. "Ifthey'd
bey l.een a trifle more water. But the
rocks was too close to the surface fer

eomfortahle swlminlh'. Tbe Jenkinses
found hlin down In the slack water
Sunday noon or thereabouts, snd they
sod he'd never lie no deader, not even
If he'd a-died in a reg'lar lied, with a
doctor helpin' hlni along."

Culeb threw but sister one lugubri-
ously helpless glance. Sarah bad chok-

ed apparently upon a crumb of bread
and was coughing strangling!?.

This time wben Caleb lifted bis eyes
he met a startled gleam behind Sarab'a
half dropped lashes. She was peering
steadily into the boy's lean, untroubled
face. Caleb voiced tbe query which be
knew must be behind her quiet Intent-
ness.

"Too said your name was O'Mara. I
believe. I suppose that was?ab?Old
Tom's last name too?"

Steve laughed. He laughed frankly
for tbe first time since he bad baited
hours before outside in tbe dustj road.

ITo be continued next week)
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