
PRIVATE PEAT 229

“Be careful, Bebe, you are playing with fire.” I 
laughed. I had other ideas, but nevertheless her 

words made me think. I found out that I, for one, 
was not playing. It remained to find out whether 

the other party to the game believed it a pastime, 
or something of more moment.

Soon there came word that certain of the dis

abled men were to be returned to Canada for dis
charge. Private Peat was among them. He had 

word that he would soon receive a commission, 
though he would not again be fit for active service.

Without one word spoken, it came to be under

stood between us that it would only b" a matter of 

time before I would go to Canada to jom him. 
Fate seemed to arrange the matter silently that at 
some indefinite time when “he” had had time to 
look around and “see how things were,” he would 

send for me.
It was a mutter of weeks before I got a cable: 

“Come now.” I came.

We met through tragedy. My husband has all 
the sacredness to me of having come back to me 

from the brink of the grave. He has all the won
der of a man who has offered, and is willing to offer


