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PEACE

T was strange to Chad that he should be
drifting toward a new life down the river
which once before had carried him to a new world.
The future then was no darker than now, but he
could hardly connect himself with the little fellow
in coon-skin cap and moccasins who had floated
down on a raft so many years ago, when at every
turn of the river his eager eyes looked for a new
and thrilling mystery.

They talked of the long fight, the two lads,
for, in spite of the war-worn look of them, both
were still nothing but boys—and they talked with
no bitterness of camp life, night attacks, sur-
prises, escapes, imprisonment, incidents of march
and battle. Both spoke little of their boyhood
days or of the future. The pall of defeat over-
hung Dan. To him the world seemed to be near-
ing an end, while to Chad the outlook was what
he had known all his life—nothing to begin with
and everything to be done. Once only Dan
voiced his own trouble:

“What are you going to do, Chad—now that
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