PEACE

here. 1 bring that message to you from Harry
and Margaret. 1 know and they know now all
you have done for us and all you have tried to do.”

Chad could hardly speak his thanks. He would
be in the Bluegrass only a few days, he stammered,
but he would go out to see them next day. That
night he went to the old inn where the Major had
taken him to dinner. Next day he hired a horse
from the livery stable where he had bought the old
brood mare, and early in the afternoon he rode out
the broad turnpike in a nervous tumult of feeling
that more than once made him halt in the road.
He wore his uniform, which was new, and made
him uncomfortable—it looked too much like wav-
ing a victorious flag in the face of a beaten enemy
—but it was the caly stitch of clothes he had, and
that he might not explain.

It was the first of May. Just eight years be-
fore, Chad with a burning heart had watched
Richard Hunt gayly dancing with Margaret,
while the dead chieftain, Morgan, gayly fd-
dled for the merry crowd. Now the sun shone
as it did then, the birds sang, the wind shook
the happy leaves and trembled through the bud-
ding heads of bluegrass to show that nature had
known no war and that her mood was never other
than of hope and peace. But there were no fat
cattle browsing in the Dean pastures now, no
flocks of Southdown sheep with frisking lambs.
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