
LBTTIM TO PATTY

you ever read a love icene, and thought to yomw
elf "How true! How fine!" And then perhapa
the door opena and Jim haa come in. And at hia
firtt word, at his familiar grin, all those long,

glowiBf daicriptions, those fine words pale into
^"otHUuB gny aihet.

PMly. I wish I didn't know Micky was wrMag
poetry in Egypt. I like him much better seruncb-
ing a spider in the nuttery. And Wiahy-Waahyw
Pale-Tea, why isn't she shrieking with laughttr as
ahe rolla convulsively on your bed, the teaia
pouring down her cheeks. "Path—ur—says—
I BMnust-n't—l-l-Uughl" It is simply siUy to
talk about Dtiraoiid and Pat as though they were
men. For it it only last aigbt that I was drilling

with them in the Southaide nursery, and they
couldn't even lunge properly. The lurnilina hsd
all been moved aside, leaving quitt s Isrge apses
of cocoanut matting; the opaque white glass lamp
atood on the high chest of drawers, and the Ser-
geant from Taunton with the crimson sash that
swore ao horribly with his tunic was hoarsely
shouting **Tenshunr
You, of c i-ss. Patty, were at the School of A i

in Taunton, for it waa Wednesday; but C^dle,
with her dark mop, her dssr light «y«s snd shrug-
ging Uttle ahottklers, was puffing frightful test
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