
THE LITTLE SHEPHERD OF KINGDOM COME

There was the grave of the Major’s father 
which he knew so well; next that, to the left, was 
a new mound under which rested the Major him
self. To the right was a stone marked “Chad
wick Buford, born in Virginia, 1750, died in 
Kentucky”—and then another stone marked sim
ply:

Mary Buford.
“He had both brought from the mountains," 

said Margaret, softly, “and the last time he was 
out of the house was when he leaned here to watch 
them buried there. He said there would always 
be a place next your mother for you. ‘Tell the 
boy that,’ he said." Chad put his arms around 
the tombstone and then sank on one knee by his 
mother’s grave. It was strewn with withered 
violets.

“You—you did that, Margaret?"
Margaret nodded through her tears.

The wonder of it ! They stood very still, look
ing for a long time into each other’s eyes. Could 
the veil of the hereafter have been lifted for them 
at that moment and they have seen themselves 
walking that same garden path, hand in hand, 
their faces seamed with age to other eyes, but 
changed in not a line to them, the vision would 
not have added a jot to their perfect faith. They

396


