
THE LITTLE SHEPHERD OF KINGDOM COME

Beneath the hill, the creek sparkled. She could 
see the very pool where her brothers and the queer 
little stranger from the mountains were fishing 
the day he came into her life. She remembered 
the indignant heart-beat with which she had heard 
him call her “little gal,” and she smiled now, but 
she could recall the very tone of his voice and the 
steady look in his clear eyes when he offered her 
the perch he had caught. Even then his spirit 
appealed unconsciously to her, when he sturdily 
refused to go up to the house because her brother 
was “feelin’ hard towards him.” How strange 
and far away all that seemed now ! Up the creek 
and around the woods she strolled, deep in mem­
ories. For a long while she sat on a stone wall in 
the sunshine—thinking and dreaming, and it was 
growing late when she started back to the house. 
At the stile, she turned for a moment to look at 
the old Buford home across the fields. As she 
looked, she saw the pike-gate open and a w'oman’s 
figure enter, and she kept her eyes idly upon it as 
she walked on toward the house. The woman 
came slowly and hesitatingly toward the yard. 
When she drew nearer, Margaret could see that 
she wore homespun, home-made shoes, and a poke- 
bonnet. On her hands were yarn half-mits, and, 
as she walked, she pushed her bonnet from her 
eyes with one hand, first to one side, then to the 
other—looking at the locusts planted along the
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