
THE PRAIRIE WIFE

all the way up to the Riviera, and I was terribly

sea-sick, and those lady novelists who love to get

their heroines off on a private yacht never dream

that in anything but duckpond weather the or-

dinary yacht at sea is about the meanest habita-

tion between Heaven and earth. But it was at

Monte Carlo I got the cable from Uncle Carlton

telling me the Chilean revolution had wiped out

our nitrate mine concessions and that your poor

Tabby's last little nest-egg had been smtished. In

other words, I woke up and found mjself a beg-

gar, and for a few hours I even thought I'd have

to travel home on that Monte Carlo Viaticum fund

which so discreetly ships away the stranded adven-

turer before he musses up the Mediterranean scen-

ery by shooting himself. Then I remembered my
letter of credit, and firmly but sorrowfully paid

off poor Hortense, who through her tears pro-

claimed that she'd go with me anywhere, and with-

out any thought of wages (imagine being hooked

up by a maid to whom you were under such democ-

ratizing obligations!) But I was firm, for I knew
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