20 The MAKING of a MAN

to enter the bar of the Red Elephant, waited in
seclusion across the windy street.

Mrs. Bartender was still yawning as John
Fairmeadow entered upon her enznui ; but when
the big minister, exercising the softest sort of
caution, slipped off his gigantic pack, and
deposited it with exquisitely delicate care, and a
face of deep concern, on the table, she opened
her faded eyes with interested curiosity. And
as for the contents of the pack, there’s no more
concealing them ! The article must now be de-
clared and produced. It was a baby. Of
course, it was a baby ! The thing has been
obvious all along. John Fairmeadow’s found-
ling: left in a basket at the threshold of his
temporary lodging-room at Big Rapids that
very morning—first to John Fairmeadow’s cor -
sternation, and then to his gleeful delight. Z2s
for the baby itself—it was presently unswathed—
it is quite beyond me to describe its excellencies
of appearance and conduct. John Fairmeadow
himself couldn’t make the attempt and escape
annihilation. It was a real and regular baby,
however. One might suggest, in inadequate
description, that it was a plump baby; one
might add that it was a lusty baby. Ithad hair;
it had a pucker of amazement; its eyes, two of
them, were properly disposed in its head ; its
hands were of what are called rose-leaf dimen-
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