
THE PRAIRIE WIFE

owner who grows wheat up in the Canadian North-

west. And instead of wearing a tiara in the Grand

Tier at the Metropohtan I'm up here a dot on the

prairie and wearing an apron made of butcher's

hncn! Sursum corda! For I'm still in the ring.

And it's no easy thing to fall in love and land on

your feet. But I've gone and done it. I've taken

the high jump. I've made m;- bed, as Uncle Carlton

liad the nerve to tell me, and now I've got to lie in

it. But assez d'Etrangers!

That wedding-day of mine I'll always remember

as a day of smells, the smell of the pew-cushions in

the empty cimrch, the smell of the lilies-of-the-

valley, that dear, sweet, scatter-brained Fanny-

Rain-In-The-Face (she rushed to town an hour

after getting my wire) insisted on carr3ing, the

smell of the leather in the damp taxi, the tobaccoy

smell of Dink3'-Dunk's quite impossible best man,

who'd been picked up at the hotel, on the fly, to

act as a witness, and the smell of Dinky-Dunk*s

brand new gloves as he lifted my chin and kissed
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