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me in that slow, tender, tragic, end-of-tlie-world

way big and bashful men sometimes have with

women. It's all a jumble of smells.

Then Dinky-Dunk got the wire saying he might

lose his chance on the Stuart Ranch, if he didn't

close before the Calgary iatcrests got liold of it.

And Dinky-Dunk wanted that ranch. So we talked

it over and in five minutes had given up the idea

of going down to Aiken and were telephoning for

the stateroom on the Montreal Express. I had just

four hours for shopping, scurrying about after

cook-books and golf-boots and table-linen and a

chafing dish, and a lot of other absurd things I

thoTight we'd need on the i-anch. And then off we

flew for the West, before pcor, extravagant, ecstatic

Dinky-Dunk's thirty-six wedding orchids from

Thorley's had laded and before I'd a chance to

show Fanny my nighties

!

Am I crazy .-^ Is it all wrong? Do I love my

Dinky-Dunk ? Dol? The Good Lord only knows,

Matilda Anne! O God, O God, if it shotihl turn

out that I don't, that I can't? But I'm going to!
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