THE LITTLE SHEPHERD OF KINGDOM COME

The worm fences had lost their riders and were
broken down here and there. The gate sagged
on its hinges; the fences around yard and garden
and orchard had known no whitewash for years;
the paint on the noble old house was cracked and
peeling, the roof of the barn was sunken in, and
the cabins of the quarters were closed, for the hand
of war, though unclinched, still lay heavy on the
home of the Deans. Snowball came to take his
horse. He was respectful, but his white teech did
not flash the welcome Chad once had known. An-
other horse stood at the hitching-post and on it
was a cavalry saddle and a rebel army blanket,
and Chad did not have to guess whose it might
be. From the porch, Dan shouted and came down
to meet him, and Harry hurried to the door, fol-
lowed by Mrs. Dean. Margaret was not to be
seen, and Chad was glad—he would have a little
more time for self-control. She did not appear
even when they were seated in the porch until Dan
shouted for her toward the garden; and then look-
ing toward the gate Chad saw her coming up the
garden walk bareheaded, dressed in white, with
flowers in her hand; and walking by her side,
looking into her face and talking earnestly, was
Richard Hunt. The sight of him nerved Chad
at once to steel. Margaret did not lift her face
until she was half-way to the porch, and then she
stopped suddenly.
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