THE LITTLE SHEPHERD OF KINGDOM COME

the porch and call Mrs. Dean back.\ Chad and
Margaret walked on toward the stiles where still
hung Margaret's weather-beaten Stars and Bars.
The girl smiled and touched the flag.

“That was very nice of you to salute me that
morning. I never felt so bitter against Yankees
after that day. I'll take it down now,” and she
detached it and rolled it tenderly about the slender
staff.

“That was not my doing,” said Chad, “though
if T had been Grant, and there with the whole
Union army, I would have had it salute you. I
was under orders, but I went back for help. May
I carry it for you?”

“Yes,” said Margaret, handing it to him. Chad
had started toward the garden, but Margaret
turned him toward the stile and they walked now
down through the pasture toward the creek that
ran like a wind-shaken ribbon of silver under the
moon.

“Won't you tell me something about Major
Buford? I've been wanting to ask, but I simply
hadn’t the heart. Can’t we go over there to-
night? I want to see the old place, and I must
leave to-morrow.”

“To-morrow!” said Margaret. “Why—I—I
was going to take you over there to-morrow, for
I—but, of course, you must go to-night if it is to
be your only chance.”
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