
PEACE

sively. “I’ve already made up my mind. I’m 
going West.”

“I’m sorry," said Harry, and no more; he had 
learned long ago how useless it was to combat any 
purpose of Chadwick Buford.

General Hunt and Margaret were still away 
when they got back to the house. In fact, the sun 
was sinking when they came in from the woods, 
still walking slowly, General Hunt talking ear
nestly and Margaret with her hands clasped be
fore her and her eyes on the path. The faces of 
both looked pale, even that far away, but when 
they neared the porch, the General was joking and 
Margaret was smiling, nor was anything percep
tible to Chad when he said good-by, except a cer
tain tenderness in his tone and manner toward 
Margaret, and one fleeting look of distress in her 
dear eyes. He was on his horse now, and was 
lifting his cap.

“Good-by, Major," he said. “I’m glad you 
got through the war alive. Perhaps I’ll tell you 
some day why I didn’t shoot you that morning.’*/' 
.And then he rode away, a gallant, knightly figure, 
across the pasture. At the gate he waved his cap 
.-ind at a gallop was gone.

After supper, a heaven-born chance led Mrs. 
Dean to stroll out into the lovely night. Marga
ret rose to go too, and Chad followed. The same 
chance, perhaps, led old Mammy to come out on
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