22 The MAKING of a MAN

It didn’'t need any other sort of resuscitation.
Not zkat baby | The self-dependent, courageous,
perfectly competent and winning little rascal
resuscitated itself. Instantly, too—and posi-
tively—and apparently without the least effort
in the world. Moreover—and with remarkable
directness—it demanded what it wanted—and
got it. And having been nourished to its satis-
faction from young Master Bartender's silver-
mounted bottle (which John Fairmeadow then
secretly slipped into his pocket)—and having
yawned in a fashion so tremendous that Mrs.
Bartender herself could never hope to equal that
infinite expression of boredom—and having
smiled, and having wriggled, and having giggled,
and cooed, and attempted—actually attempted—
to get its great toe in its mouth without extra-
neous assistance of any sort whatsoever—even
without the slightest suggestion that such a
thing would be an amazingly engaging trick in
a baby of its age and degree—it burst into a
gurgle of glee so wondrously genuine and in-
fectious that poor, bored Mrs. Bartender herself
was quite unable to resist it, and promptly, and
publicly, and finally committed herself to the as-
sertion that the baby was a dear, wherever it
came from.

John Fairmeadow snatched it from the table,
and was about to make off with it, when Mrs.
Bartender interposed.




