
LBTTBR8 TO PATTY

fiduMM ltd to frtt figlttt ondtr tte auntry
tablt. Flwdly upwud, brtathltM tad gVt
at each other, tha proptr thiaf to ihool wm,
"I hate and detest you. I ihan't give you any-
thing for Chriatmaal Not ovob « littlo ipoek of
duit"

But I never remember asking myself what
would do, when sent from the dining-room at

luncheon with « potato for tbt old white cockatoo
in the drawing-room. "J" would not have eaten
moet of that potato going down tiie loof pMiigt
paat the pictures of Lady Oodiva, and At Neo-
phyte; but I did. And you used to pick out the
nice, soapy, yellow potatoes when we took din-

ners to the poor people in a milk can with a
squeaky handle; you know you did. Patty I

We were greedy, I suppose; yet our pennies

were scarcely ever spent on iweeta in the village

ahop, were they? No, yon bought abeeta of
butter paper on which you drew rrally gigantic

bullfinches, heavily seated on frail twigs with
infinitesimal leaves at the end. And I laboriously

copied you in this as in everything else. Twelve
years later I went back to the old Manor House.
Escaping from the hated usurpers, Patty, I wan-
dered into our nursery—^low email and dark I

Waa it really onn? and on into CUmentiae'a

«7


