
THE PRAIRIE WIFE

From Monte Carlo I scooted right up to Paris.

Two dajs later, as I intended to write jou but

didn't, I caught the boat-train for Cherbourg. And
there at the rail as I stepped on the Baltic was the

Other Man, to wit, Duncan Argyll McKail, in a

most awful-looking yellow plaid English mackin-

tosh. His face went a little blank as he clapped

eyes on me, for he'd dropped up to Banff last

October when Chinkie and Lady Agatha and I were

there for a week. He'd been very nice, that week

at Banff, and I liked him a lot. But when Chinkie

saw him "going it a bit too strong," as he put

it, and quietly tipped Duncan Argyll off as to

Theobald Gustav, the aforesaid D. A. bolted back

to his ranch without as much as saying good-by

to me. For Duncan Argyll McKail isn't an Irish-

man, as vou might in time gather from that name
of his. He's a Scotch-Canadian, and he's nothing

but a broken-down civil engineer who's taken up
farming in the Northwest. But I could see right

away that he was a gentleman (I hate that word,

but where'U you get aiJother one to take its place?)
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