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IHEN husband and wife were left alone
1 together in the library they gladly

[
shared m common, Margaret took up a
freshly arrived number of Dickens's
last book and, seated beside the snol-dermg wood fire, continued to talk as she cut theleaves with careful respect for neatness. Presently

she sa.d to her husband, who was at his own table
"^

Are you busy, Harry?"
''I-not if yuu want anything, Madge."
Do you know what day it is?"

"Do I, indeed ? Do you, Madge ? '

'

1 wiT' "
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"And me of how clever I was to get my head inthe way of a saber, in order to decide what answerI^sh^ld get to a letter. It was rash, but it won

As he turned from his table she smiled, and meth.s seekmg blue eyes with a look which somehowmade a smile interpret love, respect, and thank-

sJr ^^l^V*'^
^^^ "^'^ °' * '''•"* '«»^e. Captain

Swanwick had returned to the Sixth Pennsylvania
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