
LETTERS TO PATTY

But X cooldnmr WMTinjr erttm frack with tht
Uaek Mtia loope and thtbnttte again; to tirit day
I havt never heard Ten Thonaaad limaa Tan
Thousand lung in church, and I never ihaU noir.
Do you remember what pious children we were

Just then? Somebody had given you a little book
bound in grass-green cloth, with silver lilies of
tha valley and Mack leaves upon it. NeUie, the
htnim, waa in tha haMt of aaUng herself in

nomanta of doubt, "What wonld Jaana dor
Now yon and I wara far too ahy to aay tida

outright, so our favourite fbnmda waa, "What
would 'y do?" We even went so br aa to
laboriously print it out and pin it over our beds.
(Can't you see the dingy little half sheets of
Silurian paper, th- faint, crooked letters, one here
•nd there very black, after the desperate sucking
of the pencil? And how the pins did bend and
twirl helplasaly v and, aa one triad to atick tham
into a hard wall!)

Ruthlessly C16mentine tore down the half,

sheets. She had no idea what "J" was, but soon
learned that "J" had most unfortunate results.

So anxious were Patty and Baby to be unselfish

like "J," that each insisted on the other always
having the "mufin" off the loaf, or something
equally daairable; and thahr firm mutual unaal-
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