
Saturday the Twenty-first

I'm alone in the shack to-night, and I'm deter-

mined not to think about my troubles. So I'm

going to write you a ream, Matilda Anne, whether

you like it or not. And I must begin by telling you

about the shack itself, and how I got here. All the

way out from Montreal Dinky-Dunk, in his kindly

way, kept doing his best to key me down and make

me not expect too much. But I'd hold his hand,

under the magazine I was pretending to read, and

whistle Home, Sweet Home! He kept saying it

would be hard, for the first year or two, and there

would be a terrible number of things I'd be sure

to miss. Love Me and The World is Mine! I

hummed, as I leaned over against his big wide

shoulder. And I lay there smiling and happy,

blind to everything that was before me, and I only

lauf^hod when Dinky-Dunk asked me if I'd stiU
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