
IO The WISTFUL HEART

“You don't like it, eh?” Pattie pursued, hope 
immediately abounding.

Mrs. Limp sniffed.
“ Well,” said Pattie, her little heart all in a 

flutter—she was afflicted, too, with an adorable 
lisp in excitement—“ I th’pothe I ought t’ be 
thorry.”

Mrs. Limp seemed dolefully to agree.
Pattie Batch came then straight to the point. 

“ I been thavin’ up,” said she. “ I been hard at 
it for more ’n theven monthth.”

Mrs. Limp lifted her blue eyelids.
“Yep,” said Pattie, briskily ; “an’ I got thirty- 

four twenty-three right here in my thkirt. 
Where' th that baby ? ”

The baby was fetched and deposited in her 
arms.

“ Boy or girl ? ” Pattie inquired, with business
like precision.

“ Boy,” Mrs. Limp sighed, “ thank God ! ”
Pattie Batch was vastly disappointed. She had 

fancied a girl. It was a shock, indeed, to her 
ardour. It was so much of a shocking disap
pointment that Pattie Batch might easily have 
wept. A boy—a boy ! Oh, shoot 1 But still, 
she reflected, considering the scarcity, a boy— 
this boy, in fact, cleaned up—Pattie Batch was all 
the time running the mottled infant over with 
sharply appraising eyes—yes, the child had pos
sibilities, unquestionably so, which soap and


