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Caleb Hunter and Mi t knar Surah w«>.
come to tfeelf home Stephen 0 Mara, a
homeieas anil frienuless boy, starting from
the wilderness to see the ilty.

Stephen -.'Mare eatchaa a glimpse of
Barbara Allison. To- alii Is rich. The
O'Mara boy falls In love with her. She
U ten. he fourteen.

The boy and girl are In a party that «o
to town. T.ie old people watch with con-
cern the youth's growing attachment for
.he \u25a0pn.

Caleb is muck impressed wttti the Dove
Ideas mi the moving of timber, tie pre-
ni is ,i great future for the lad.

|JCQNTINUTO FROM LAST WEEK)

iriws Caleb's turn to stand agape.

??Miss Sarab!" be faltered, astonish-
ed and then he remembered. Ha
laughed unsteadily with relief. For
au Insraiif be had been inexplicably
afrai.l ;!:at the boy was going to re-
fuse his offer.

??V'hy. you mustn't mind what Sarab
sa!>. M'sterday." he rushed on. "She-
she-well, she's a Baptist. Steve, and
you know what that means."

He leaned forward a little, his voice
(juiic stealthily confidential.

' Hut I can tlx that all right." be
promised, "I can surely Ox that. For
I'll tell her?l'll tell her you're a Bap-
tist too Will you?will you stay?"

And after I time solemnly Steve nod-
ded Later, when alone. Caleb ebickled
uiuuutaiiiously over his reply.

Theft?l bet's what I cal'late I be."
he said.

CHAPTER V.

Than I'll Coma Back ta You.

H\
the drive home Wednesday

Caleb rehearsed a half score
of speeches with which he
might apprise bis sister

Sarah of the step he had taken, but

when the time came for him to employ

one or them he forgot the entire lot

and had to resort l« a bald aud stam-
mered statement of the facts, which
\u25a0vended more like n confession of guilt
than anything else. It bad grown
colder with the storm, and directly
flter a hastily swallowed snppcr, with

many indignant glances for her broth-
er. Sarah had bundled the boy off up

stairs to bed. for he had come lv out

of the rain ns sleekly wet as a water

rat and blue fingered and blue lipjied
from the cold. So it happened that
they were ull alone before the tire
place when Caleb made known his de
rfcrioa.

"I've nevpr done much of au.vtb.lnc
for anybody but myself, you know.

Ha rah," Caleb hesitatingly tried to ac
count for his conduct. "And this seems
to me to be as big an opportunity as
I'll ever have. You ?yon like the boy
don't you, so far as you have become
acquainted with him':"

"Yes. 1 like him." she assented, aftei
awhile.

"Of course it?lt comes as a surprise
to you," he murmured. "It Is prettj
sudden, but 1 don't think that eithei
of us will ever regret It."

And theß Sarah faced round toward
her brother. Her eyes were unac-
countably wet. but there was laughter
on her lips.

"A surprise?a?a somewhat sud
den!" she faltered. "Why. I knew you
were going to do it that first day wheu
you ciime sidling up to the verauda be-
hind him. I was certain of It even

then. Aud if you hadn't decided to?

why. made up my mind that I'd do
It myself if you ever came back from

that endless fishing trip!"

"I've been rummaging through gome

fx of tbe old chest* upstairs," she added.
* Today I explored for hours and found

some of the things you used to wear
which look as though they hadn't been
woru at all. I laid some of them out

for him to put on when he gets up In

Ihe morning. And. Cal. who'd ever be-
lieve now that a plump behemoth like
you ever could have worn such?such
dainty and cunning things!"

The inferred description should have

prepared Caleb, but at the moment he

failed to remeber that It was some
forty years since the garb she men-
tioned bad been in vogue. Instead, he

blushed uncomfortably at the gurgle
In her throat. And so tbe next morn-
ing, when a little figure In velvet
jacket and pantaloone?velvet of the
same Jet hue in which Barbara Allison

had first appeared to the boy a day or
two before-stopped at the head of the
long stairway the moment was robbed
of not one whit of Its sensationalism.

There was something In Sarah"s flut-

tering delight over tbe boy's changed
appearance that morning which awoke
an almost hysterical impulse in her
brother.

When Caleb came back an hour lat
er, with Allison at his heels, he search-
ed tbe bouae through without finding

tbe boy. In his perplexity he appealed
to Sarah, who followed him to the
front door.

"Where"* Stephen?" he asked.
Sarah nodded to AUtoon.
? Why. I waited a half boor. Cal."

ahe aald, "and then, when 1 thought

you wouldn't be back for awhile. I

aent him downtown?l aent him to the
riUasa"?-

Caleb seemed fairly to shrlnK.
"You sent him down to the village?"

he echoed. "Did he-did he change his
clothes? - '

"For some eggs." Sarah rounded out
Ihe sentence. -And of course he didn't."
Suddenly her brother's face alarmed
her. "Cal," she exclaimed, "I haven't
done anything I shouldn't have done,
have I?"

Caleb turned a wry face toward All),
son.

"lv?that?outfit!" he groaned. "Down
to the village, and it's a lumber town!
He's gone, and If he doesn't have to
fight his way back then I"?

Sarah's alarm changed to fear iu-
stantly. She stepped ont upon the
porch.

They sat and wulted. aud In due
course of time the boy returned. As
he appeared at the gate Sarah, with a
strange choking sound In her throat,
half rose aud then dropi>ed weakly-
back Into her chair. And even to Alli-
son, who had fondly looked forward to
the worst, tbe little suit with the pret-
ty ruffed cuffs was au unbelievable
wreck. The coat had been ripped from
hem to collar and dangled loose upon
either side u,s the boy advanced toward
them, the knees of the trousers were
split till the bare skin showed through
beneath, and those portions of the fab-
ric which were not Incrusted with dirt
were liberally o'erspread with egg.

After one stricken glance at the spec-
tacle Sarah tottered to her feet utid re-
treated none too steadily Into the house.

"Just what does this mean?" Caleb
faltered. "Where have you been?"

He hardly recogulzed the boy's voice.
'I been daown to the city," Steve

slurred the words. "I been daown to
git Miss Sarah a dozen eggs, and I run
Into trouble daown there a-gittin' 'em."

"You'd better go upstairs and get Into
your old clothes," Caleb advised him
then. "And I'll get you something less

?less dangerous to wear before night."
But tbe boy stood rigid still.
' Will you." he asked, "will you give

me another quarter now?"
"A quarter." echoed Caleb slowly,

even while he reached into bis pocket
and handed the coin to the boy. "Now
what do you? Here, where are you
"olng now?'

"Why. I'm goin' back daown to the
ity," he grated out. "I'm goin' back
fter Mi-is Enrah'a eggs!"
And he went, and when he returned

the creases lv the paper bag which
teld his purchase were as fresh as

.vhen it had li ft the grocer's counter.

Well. I'm I'm hanged:'' Allison
nurmureil. after the boy had entered
he house.

? I'm banned: You'll have

o bring that yonagster over. Cal. aud
Otfodtlce him tv tbe children."
Acting upon Uexter's suggestion, the

nan tool; Steve the very next day and
?resented him to the children who

vere guests in the big stucco and
imher house: Little, shy. transparent

kiimed Mary Craves and Carrot I>eve-
eau and Archibald Wiekerskam?the
itight Honorable Archie. But from

ho very list Steve's lack of enthusl-
isni for their company Impressed Itself

lpon Caleb. As a matter of fact, the
l»oy did cross over anil Join in their
.?anies the first day or two. hut it was

inly after Caleb himself hml suggested

it And more often than not he would
lie hack again before an hour had pass-
ed, to sit silent and moody.

But it needed no Word of Caleb's to

lieep Steve tit home. Without some

?mggestlon to urge htm. the latter

showed no inclination to leave his own

yard, nnd jet lie would sit, too. for

hours upon the top step of the veran-

da, staring in the direction of the stuc-

co lodge and listening to the voices be

hind the high hedge. More and more

often (lurry l>evereiiu cnme over and

joined him instead, and together the
pair made almost dally trips down to

tbe mills. A quick intimacy had grown
up between the two boys, an lutima

Cj which seemed all the stranger to

Caleb lieeause of tbe contrast between

them.

From I lie twglnnlng Steve had

evin«ed an insatiable appetite Tor

books; he started in to devour every

thing upon nhb h he could lay his

hands, and the Hunter library was

lined with well stocked oases. But it

was the history volumes that drew
him most. With a fat iome upon his

knees he would sit for hours in a eor-

uer upon the floor, his eyes glued to

the pages. And one day. two weeks
after the occurrence of the eggs, he
came to Sarah with a shy question, a

book in one hand. After she had
caught the drift of his query Sarah

took the volume and found that he had
been reading of the fabulous deeds of

King Arthur and his Kntghtt of the
Round Table.

Steve went back to his reading after

she had finished, but ever nud again

that morning his eyes, blank with pre-

occupation, wandered from the type;

ever and again his eara seemed to be

straining to catch the echo of childish
trebles from Ihe yard l>eyond the
hedge. And after dinner Caleb was

astonished when the boy explained, a

little awkwardly, that be was going

over to Allison's grounds for awhile.

ity.

A".".'.soii hSHKSf passed Steve in the
hedt.e pap ami. with a word of greet-
ing, stopped to *buke hands with him

I gravely. So It came about that they
were sitting together, Dexter and Ca-
leb, snoklns In silence, when Barbara
AlUsou's first screoin came shrilling to
their eats. They waited, staring at
each other until the riotous clamor
which rose set them to running across
the lawn. But the scene which met
Caleb's eyes when he burst through
the shrubbery froze him into tmmob!)

There was a seething pack of chil-
dren around tiro writhing figures upon
the ground; they were all shrieking in
soprano panic?all save Uarry Dever

O'Mara Mauled the Honorable Archi-
bald Wickersham.

can. Hp. standing a little to one side,
was etuUlßft bis queer, crooked, band
some sinlie. while Stephen O'Mara
mauled the Honorable Archibald Wick-
ersham with true rlvermau thorough-
ness, whit li meant the infliction of the
greatest possible damage In the least
possible time. *

j It grow very quiet when Caleb
whirled tbe boy around and stood
peering sternly down into his battle
streaked features. Allison strode quiet-
ly up in that moment.

? Well .'' Caleb didn't know Just how-
to begin, but. bis voice was cold. "Wall,
joung man. can you explaiu Just what
this means?"

"Nuthin'?nuthbV much," Steve re
plied, "only wo was goin' to play King
Arthur and the Knights of the Round

: Table. He wanted to be her knight"?
au uncomplimentary thumb Indicated
the lion. Archie- "and?and so did I.''
This time his eyes went to Barbara,
who was listening, her teeth sunk in

' her 111*. "lie -ranted to be her knight,
j au'-an' he ain't got no call to be, be-
cause in case of trouble or anythiutr
he couldn't purtect her. He couldn't
fight good enough to take good keer o'

her. because 1 kin fight better. I?l
I Juat licked him to prove it."

"Rut in tlie days iv-hen knighthood
! was in flower. Steve." Caleb explained
! ponderously, "the?the fair ladies al-

! ways chose their own knights, didn't
i they?"

"Why, Cal?why, Cal, he'e ?he's gone!"
\u25a0he quavered.

Mont nt the livid change which came
over Steve's ttct with that nnswer
which she flung at him. The hoy fell

away a step l>efore her tierce little
rlsage; he crooked one arm over the
cheek where ber fists had beaten the
skin pink a moment before. And then
her meaning struck him like a blow be-

tween the eyes.
"I ain't good enough to lie your

knight, am I?" he accused her In a
hushed and vibrant voice. "I?l don't
know enough, ncr I can't talk good
enough to be your knight. I ain't good
enough fer you. But I'm a-go!n' to be
?do you bear'/ I'm a-goln' to lie. An'
when I am when I am?then I'll come
back to you!"

This time, rigid as a Unce, Ug djaap

AnJ just then the little girl, her eyes

twin shafts of searing scorn, curled
her lips at him an.l fairly spat out the
words In her shnl.mg rage.

"You?you ?my Uuight?" she half

whis|>ereil. "loof And she turned
her back and went, solicitously, to-
ward Archie ami his rumpled clothes.

Even Allison stopped smiling, even
: Devereiiu forgot his curious amuse-

peered from Ctt'.eo'SiOou star-

ing at tlie ground. Allison stood aud
?tared nt the horizon.

Steve did not come downstairs for
supper that night, and wbeu be failed
to appear at tbe breakfast hour both
Caleb and Sarab mounted to his room,
fear in their heart*. The bed had not
been slept in. Tbe sheets were not
even disarranged, but there was a
scrap of paper pinned to one pillow
slip. It wasn't written in "book lan-
guage," that short message, for it was
not bis grain, but his heart which bad
pbra Nal it:

I'm a-comtn' back?l'm comtn' back to
you some day when they won't be no
need far you to be ashamed fer me. I'm
lakin' my new clothes with me because I
knowod you would a-wanted me to?and
Ihe Fhoes too. I'm askln' you to take keer
of o!e Samanthy til I come fer her?%nd
Miss Sarah ain't got no call to worry, fer
I could alwajii take keer o myself.

It was signed "Stephen O'Mara."
Sarah's face went white when ahe

had read it through. Her knees weak-
ened under her. and sbe had to ait
down.

"Why, Cal?why, Cai, he 9?he's
gone!" Bhe quavered.

And Caleb ii"dded down Into ber
stricken face.

"Yes, he?he's gone!" he breathed.
Sarah swallowed hard. Then two

bright tears crept out from under her
eyelids and went coursing down her

cheeks. She rose aud groped ber way
to her own room.

Caleb found Barbara Allison waiting
in the living room when he, still unmb

from the shock, went back downstairs.
She came up to him and stood a mo-
ment, twining the fingers of one hand
within those of the other.

"I want to see Stephen, please. Un-
cle Cal," she faltered.

Caleb drew a deep aud unsteady
breath.

"Steve i«n't here, Barbara." he said
as gently as he could.

The child didn't understand.
"Father sent me over to apologize."

she explained slowly. "I'm to tell him
that I'm sorry. But I?l want to tell
him. too, that if 1 couldn't have him
for my knight 1-1 wouldn't ever have
any knight at all!"

Caleb felt a tightening at his throat
which made speech difficult.

"But Steve has gone away," he man-
aged to gulp.

A shadow came Into tbe big dark
eyes lifted to his.

"He'll be back for breakfast, won't
be-" sbe asked hopefully.

"I'm afraid not. Barbara. I'm afraid
now that he may never come back?
again."

She didn't understand v\ hat he meant
at first, so Caleb tried to explain. But
when bis voire broke and milled off
into a husky wblsjier there was no
further need of explanation. She ran
then aud threw herself in a passion of

tears upon a window seat lv the cor-
ner. Caleb found his chair. And after
a time he felt a small hand touch his
sleeve: he felt a wet check pressed
tight to bis own.

"Oh, don't yon feel so badly, too,
Uncle Cal." Barbara soblied. "Please,
please! Because he is coming back!
He told tne be would; he told me he
"'"UIJ him ~CHAPTErI VI.

My Man O'Mara.

a OR a week and more Caleb
Hunter scoured the surround-
ing country. He whipped over
the hltls In every direction

half hopeful that be might overtake
the boy who had gone in the nigUt.
But none of the farmers on' the out-
lying roads hud seen pass their nay
a little foot traveler such as he de
scribed, aud after a time even that

small hope died.
When l*exter Allison came over the

next day. his face far more partßTbad
than t'aleb bad ever before seen it by
the news which Barbara in tears had
carried to him. together the two men
searched for Steve, driving lv silence
through the country until they both
realized that the search was useless.

And at last, one day In early fall,

Caleb started alone upon his errand
into that stretch of timlier to the north
which the boy himself had vaguely
designated as "up river."

' He spent a week In the saddle before
he located the cabin of the Jenkinses
In an Isolated clearing upon tbe main
branch of the river. And even theu.
when he did locate tbe Jenkinses, It
took hours of quiet argument before
Caleb could convince those shy and
suspicious people that his errand whs

an honest one. Eventually they did
come to lielieve him. They led him
afoot another half mile up the timber
frinued stream to a log cabin set bock
in the lialsams upon a needle carpeted
knoll. And they stood aud stared in

\u25a0 stolid wonder at this iwrtly man in
riding breeches and leather puttees

when he finally emerged from that
small shack, Old Tom's tin box under
his arm. and with lips working strange-

ly pinned the door shut behind him.
Caleb left in the limp lingers of the

head of the Jenkins' household a yel-
' low tinted note of a denomination

\u25a0 which they had not even knowu exlst-
' cd. He left them half doubting Its

genuineness until later when there

came an opportunity to spend It. Aud
Sarah was waiting at the dixir of tbe

' white place on the hill when Caleb
wheeled Into the yard at dusk two
days later.

"You've found him!" she exclaimed
as she glimpsed his face when he en

tered tbe ball.
j Caleb shook his hend, his heart ach-
ing at the hunger in her question.

I "No, I haven't found him. Sarah,"

be said gently enough. "But I?l've

| found out who he is."
They forgot their supper that night

With heads close together they hung

for hours over the Ink smeared sheaf

lof papers which the tin box yielded
up. Most of them were covered with

j a cramped and misspelled handwriting
! which they knew must lie that of the
j one whom Steve had called "Old Tom."

Some of them were hard to decipher.
I but their Import waa. very, verx clear.

M'tiere was One picture, a mliiiatti
of n girl, eager of face aud wavy o
hair. Her relationship to tbe boy wa-
unmistakable. Sarab found that am
wept oviar it ailectly. arfti while et
wept Caleb $L sed out tbe remaiuinr
loose sheets.

"It's cot bard to understand now. I
It?" he said. "It's pretty plalu uov
wby be bad to go. And we. Sarab?wt
who were going to -make aometfeim
at him'?why, we should have knowt
absolutely ?without this evidence. The;,
laughed ot blni. they made fnu of him
and there isn't any better blood than
flows in that boy's veins! He wa-
Stephen O'Mara's son. and no mon
brilliant barrister than O'Mara ere
addressed a Jury of a prisoner's pa Ml
and?and broke their very beans with
the simplicity of his pleading."

Sarab folded her thin bands over the
woman's picture.

"I like bis mother's face," she mur
mured faintly. "And I'm jealous o'
her. Call Yon don't have to reniinr
me of the rest of It, either, for I re
call it all. Sbe died and he?be wen:
all to pieces. They said at his deatl
that be was destitute. And when hi
did follow ber ?across ?they httnte
everywhere, didn't they, and never
found the boy? Didn't some of the
newspapers argue that a servant?a
gardener?bad stolen him?"

Caleb notified his head.
"Most of them ridiculed the sugges

tion, but it was true, Just the same
That servant was Old Tom. And tfai
only defense he makes is Just one Hue
or so In?ln this." Caleb dropped n
hand upon the half legible pages. "He
says that he wasn't going to let clvlll
zution make of the boy's life the wreck
which he, poor, queer, honest soul
thought it had made of bis father's
And do you know, Sarah, do you know
I can't help but believe that this over
zealous thing which the law would
have prosecuted was the best thing be
could have done? I'll take these thing-
now and lock them in the safe for the
boy until he comes back borne!"

But Sarah Hunter kept the picture
of Stephen O'Mara's mother separate
from the rapt; sbe took it upstate
with her when she went, white and
tired faced, to bed. And it was Sarah's
faith which ouflasted the years which
followed. Sbe never weakened in hei
belief that some day the boy would
come back?she and cue otber whose
faith In his last boyish promise, phras
ed in bitterness, also endured. Foi
during the next five years there was
not a summer which brought Allison
into the hills but what the first ques
tion of big daughter Barbara, mother
less now herself, was of Steve.

"Has?has Stephen come back?" she
asked invariably.

At first the query was marked by
uothing more than a child's naive ea-
gerness, and later, when It was brought
up in a casual, by the way fashion, it

was. nevertheless, tinged with hope
Five years lengthened Into ten. and
still Steve did not come. But when
ever Barbara asked that question Ca
leb remembered, rs though it had hap
l>ened only yesterday, that morning
when she first appeared to the boy.

Thou came a morning when Stephen
O'Mara did return. All winter and
throughout the summer, too, the Hun-
ter place had been closed until that
day In late Oetoltor. It had l>eeu n
warm week?a week of such unseason
able humidity for the hills that Caleb
rising somewhat before bis usual hour,

bail blamed bis sleeplessness, as usual.
Upoa the weather. He was glad to be
borne again that morning. Caleb was
wondering if Barbara would be with
her father on this trip. Barbara bad
ho knew, been two years an the couti
nent, "finishing." Allison called It. al
ways with a wry face and a gesture

toward his wallet pocket. He was
wondering as he came down the stairs
Ifshe would ask him again If?if?and
then at the Right of a seated figure
outside on the top Rtep of the veranda
be pulled up sharp in the doorway.

Caleb didn't have to wonder an>
longer.

The attitude of that figure before
him was so like the picture which time
had been unable to erase, so übsolute
ly Identical In everything save garb
and size alone, that the man. recoiling

a little, dragged one hand across his
forehead as though he doubted his own
eyes. But when be looked again It

was still there, sitting chin In palm,
small head under a rather weather
beaten felt hut thrust slightly forward,

gazing fixedly toward the stucco house
beyond the shrubbery. And before
Caleb enulJ move, before he was more
than half aware of the painful pulse
In his rtfroat. it all happened again Just
as It had happened years and years
before.

Caleb beard voices in the adjoining
grounds, and as he half turned In that
direction Allison's bulky form, vivid in
a far more vivid plaid, appeared lu-the
hedge gap. "While Caleb stared anoth-
er figure flashed through ahead of him,

laughter ui>on her lips, and paused

a-tlp-toe to wave a hand In greeting.
And instantly, as they had ten years
before, Barbara Allison's eyes swung

in instant scrutiny of the one who was
seated at Caleb's feet. She hesitated
and recovered herself. But when with

quite dignified deliberation she finally
came forward to pass that motionless
figure upon the steps every pulse In
her body was beating consciousness of

his nearness. And yet at that when

she paused at Caleb's side and bobbed
her head with a characteristic Impet-

uosity which she had never lost she
seemed completely oblivious to the
presence of any one save Caleb and
herself.

"Good morning, Fncle Cal." she mur
nut'ed very

(To be continued next week)
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