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pîecemeal, from the very first chapter. They sat for
a while in an intoxicating silence-she in the window and
he in a low chair nearby.

" What about the dedication ?" she asked, presently.
The man's heart gave an extra leap at that.
" To tell you the truth," he replied unsteadily, "

have already written it-and I have it in my pocket. "
She turned her face away and looked out at the snow-

buried garden.
" Please read it, " she said.
He unfolded the single sheet with trenibling fingers,

and stumbled through the first line.
" I can't do it," he said, Iaughing uneasily. " What

is it Mrs. Boewning says, somnewhere, about the chariot-
wheels jarring in the gate?"-and he slipped the manu-
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him;


