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like the bagpipes in being somewhat lacking in

suavity.

And all the way over Dinky-Dunk was so nice

that he almost took my breath away. He was also

rather audacious, gritting his teeth in the face of

the German peril, and I got to like him so much

I secretly decided we'd always be good friends, old-

fashioned, above-board, Platonic good friends. But

the trouble with Platonic love is that it's always

turning out too nice to be Platonic, or too Platonic

to be nice. So I had to look straight at the bosom

of that awful yellow-plaid English mackintosh and

tell Dinky-Dunk the truth. And Dinky-Dunk lis-

tened, with his astronomer mouth set rather grim}

and otherwise not in the least put out. His sense

of confidence worried me. It was like the quietness

of the man who is holding back his trump. And

it wasn't until the impossible little wife of an im-

possible big lumberman from Saginaw, Michigan,

showed me the Paris Herald with the cable in

it about that spidery Russian stage-dancer,

L , getting so nearly killed in Theobald's
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