
THE PRAIRIE WIFE

Bay that when I found there wasn't a nutmeg-grater

within seven miles of my kitchen.

"Do you love me?" I demanded, hanging on to

him right in front of tlie car-porter.

"I love you better than anything else in all this

wide world!" was his slow and solemn answer.

When we left Winnipeg, too, he tried to tell me

what a plain little shack we'd have to put up with

for a year or two, and how it wouldn't be much

better than camping out, and how he knew I was

clear grit and would help him win that first year'g

battle. There was nothing depressing to me in the

thought of life in a prairie-shack. I never knew, of

course, just what it would be like, and had no way

of knowing. I remembered Chinkie's little love of a

farm in Sussex, and I'd been a week at the West-

bury's place out on Long Island, with its terraced

lawns and gardens and greenhouses and macadam-

ized roads. And, on the whole, I expected a cross

between a shooting-box and a Swiss chalet, a little

nest of a home that was so small it was sure to be

lovable, with a rambler-rose draping the front and
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