
6 The WISTFUL HEART

the door—had not the big Christmas wind snored 
in the stove, and fearsomely rattled the door, and 
shaken the cabin, and swept howling on. But 
she never in the world would have attended. 
Not in that emergency ! She would not, for 
anything, have peeped out of the windows, in 
perfectly proper curiosity, to watch the Bottle 
River jacks flounder into town. Not she ! Pat- 
tie Batch was busy. Pattie Batch was so des
perately employed that her swift little fingers de
manded all the attention that the most alert, the 
brightest, the very most bewitching gray eyes in 
the whole wide world could bestow upon any
thing whatsoever. Christmas Eve, you see: 
Day done. Something of soft fawn-skin en
gaged her, it seemed, with white patches 
matched and arranged with marvellous exacti
tude : something made for warmth in the wind 
—something of small fashion, but long and in
dubitably capacious—something with a hood. 
A little cloak, possibly : I don’t know. But I 
am sure that it could envelop, that it could boil 
or roast, that it could fairly smother—a baby ! 
It was lined with golden-brown, crackling silk, 
which Pattie Batch’s mother had left in her 
trunk, upon her last departure, poor woman 1 
from the sordid world of Swamp’s End to re
gions which were now become in Pattie Batch’s 
loving vision Places of Light. And it was upon 
this treasured cloth that Pattie Batch’s flashing


