THE LITTLE SHEPHERD OF KINGDOM COME

ing them as they were measuring each other.
Against such a man what chance had he?

He would have been comforted could he have
known Richard Hunt's thoughts, for that gentle-
man had gone back to the picture of a ragged
mountain boy in old Major Buford’s carriage, one
court day long ago, and now he was looking that
same lad over from the visor of his cap down his
superb length to the heels of his riding-boots. His
eyes rested long on Chad’s face. The change was
incredible, but blood had told. The face was high-
bred, clean, frank, nobly handsome; it had strength
and dignity, and the scar on his cheek told a story
that was as well known to foe as to friend.

“I have been wanting to thank you, net only
for trying to keep us out of that infernal prison
after the Ohio raid, but for trying to get us out.
Harry here told me. That was generous.”

“That was nothing,” said Chad. “You forget,
you could have killed me once and—and you
didn’t.” Margaret was listening eagerly.

“You didn’t give me time,” laughed General
Hunt.

“Oh, yes, I did. I saw you lift your pistol and
drop it again. I have never ceased to wonder why
you did that.”

Richard Hunt laughed. “Perhaps I'm sorry
sometimes that I did,” he said, with a certain

dryness.
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