
THE PRAIRIE WIFE

I know I'm going to! And there's one other

thing that I know, and when I remember it,

it sends a comfy warm wave through all my body

:

Dinky-Dunk loves me. He's as mad as a hatter

about me. He deserves to be loved back. And I'm

going to love him back, That is a vow I here-

with duly register. Vm going to love my Dinky-

Dunk. But, oh, isn't it wonderful to wake love in

a man, in a F*rong man ? To be able to sweep him

off, that way, on a tidal wave that leaves him

rather white and shaky in the voice and trembly

in the fingers, and seems to light a little luminous

fire at th(: back of his eyeballs so that you can see

the pupil, i glow, the same as an animal's when your

motor hend-lights hit them ! It's like ttiking a little

match and starting a prairie-fire and watching the

flames creep and spread until the heavens are roar-

ing! I wonder if I'm selfish? I wonder? But I

can't answer that now, for it's supper time, and

your Tabby has the grub to rustle

!
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