PEACE

this infernal war is over? Going into the regular
army *’

“No,” said Chad, decisively. About his own
future Dan volunteered nothing—he only turned
his head quickly to the passing woods, as though
in fear that Chad might ask some similar ques-
tion, but Chad was silent. And thus they glided
between high cliffs and down into the lowlands
until at last, through a little gorge between two
swelling river hills, Dan’s eye caught sight of an
orchard, a leafy woodland, and a pasture of blue-
grass. With a cry he raised himself on one elbow.

“Home! 1 tell you, Chad, we're getting
home!” He closed his eyes and drew the sweet
air in as though he were drinking it down like
wine. His eyes were sparkling when he opened
them again and there was a new color in his face.
On they drifted until, toward noon, the black col-
umn of smoke that meant the capital loomed
against the horizon. There Mrs. Dean was wait-
ing for them, and Chad turned his face aside when
the mother took her son in her arms. With a sad
smile she held out her hand to Chad.

“You must come home with us,” Mrs. Dean
said, with quiet decision.

“Where is Margaret, mother?”’ Chad almost
trembled when he heard the name.

“Margaret couldn’t come. She is not very well
and she is taking care of Harry.”
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