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it?—she attacked the third yawn—or the third
yawn attacked her—and however it was, the
yawn was accomplished with such dexterity,
such certainty, and with such satisfaction to the
lady, that she quite forgot to look at the fawn-
skin cloak again.

“By George, she'’s tired!” Pattie Batch ex-
claimed to herself.

Pattie Batch sighed: she sighed twice, in
point of fact—the second sigh, a great, long
one, discovering itself somewhere very deep
within—and then she went home disconsolate.




