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«JlT™*n''^u*'' Mr,Flyni,'.toaeh«ldl»iu,y
««miig». It was the tone of ooe who knows httmoi
nature to the core, and weeps for it.

"Wa^ it a boy or a girl ?
»

"Really, Amelia, what do you think I am?"
^

Just a man, I suppose!" said Miss Flynn crossly.You are thinking now twice as much about vdmner as you are about that poor deserted cWW/

mia^I^^J^^^ ^ "**• •^*^' "y *^» the potatoes
might not be quite stone cold 1 f

Miss Flynn lifted the covers from the tureens. "If
I did not know better, Sam," said she, "I wouki think
that you were absolutely the most


