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Drs. RUCKER & TWITTY,
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.H- B, H. PADGETT,

Regular Gradoate ol the Baltimore College
of Mﬂ&:ﬂr”&,lﬂdn operator on the Teath
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i Calisto the eountry, by )uuu' or
otherwise, prom attended o
Terms moderate lor cnsh
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MATTHEWS & STECALL, Proprietars.
o‘m\a LOTTE N. C.
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And
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The table swpplied with.
'u'n“'.ﬁl mrhu‘ord.. and wailed on b,

Bumeonm n!*

{loc.ted just there, and Mr. Darey went

.| ungovernable fit of childish passions. .
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POETRY.
: Writen for the Star.
ADIEU TO SPRING.
BY K. E. D,

The lovely Bpring bas closed at last,
And Bummer time is coming fast,
The dew-drops on each lovely flower,

Are sparkliog bright in every bower.

The bird's sweet songs our-ears de fill,
With music solt from every hill,
Biddiug the gentle Spring adieu ; -

"
The towering Ouk—the fgrests -pride—
The gentle blooming shrub beside,

Rejoice in beauty as they bloom,
Ani send around a sweet perfume,

The day is last approaching now—

When we'll repair 1o the Mountain's brow,
And theré with hearts filled with delight,
We'll gather cherries—clear and bright.

And there, dear friends we hope Lo meet

You, and with words and. kisses greet,
Beneath those treee: und we will stray
Together all the summer day.

— el ¥ AW EE——
“No Tears iu Heaven,”
T met a child; his feet weie bare,
His weak frame Blivered with the cold;
His youthlul IOW was knii with care,
His mmml eye his sorrow told.
Said I, “Po°r boy, why weepst thou?”
“My parents are both dead,” he said ;
“I have not where to lay my head:
0, I am lone and Irlendless now |"
Yot friendless, child ; a friend on high
For you his precious blood has given;
Cheer up aud let each tear be dry—
“Thorem no tears in Heaven."

I saw a man, ia life's gay noon,
Stand weeping o'er his young bride's hiat,
“And we must part,” he cried, “so soon 1" -
4As down his cheek there rolled a tear.
"Haarbatncku one,” said I, “weep not I"
“Weep not,” in aocenis wild, he cried,
“But yesterday my young love died |
and shall she be 8o soon forgot!”
Forgotlen] no, stll Jet her Jove
SBustain thy heart with anguish riven ;
Strive thou to meet thy bride above,
And dry thy tears in Heaven.

I saw a gentle mother weep,
As 10 her throbbing heart she pressed
An infant, eeemingly asleep,
On its kind mother’s shelt'ring breast.
“Fair vne,” said I, “pray weep no more!"
Soubed she, “the ideal of my hope
I now am called to render up;
My babe hes reached death’s gloomy shore.”
Young mother, yield no more to griel,
No:be by pasaion s tempest driven,
But find in these sweet words relief—
“I'hereare no tearz in Heaven,”

Coor traveller.o’er life’s troubled wave,
Cast down by grief, o’erwhclmed by fear,
There is an arm above can save ;
Then yield not thou te fell despair,
Look mpward, mourners, look above |
What tho’ the thunders ech9 loud!
The sun shines bright behind the cloud;
Then trust to thy Redeemer’s love.
Where'er thy lot in life be cast,
W hate'er of il or woe be given,
Be firm—remember to the last,
“T'here are no tearsin Heavan.” .

—_— A

t BB KIND.

BY MRS, M. A. KIDDER.

Little ehildren, bright and fair,
Blessed with every needful care,
Always bear this thing in mind:
God commands us-to be kind ;
Kiud notonly to our fnends,

T on whom our care depehds;

,Emd not only to the poor,

Thoy who peverty endure;

But in spite of form or leaturs,

. Kind to every living creature,
Never pain or anguish bring,
Even to the smallest thing ;

For, remember that the fly,

Just as much as you or I,

Is the work of that great Hand

That hath made the sea and land;
« Therefore, children, bear in mind,

Ever, everto “be kind.”

e e e
Q’ﬁﬂ@@ﬂﬂ FDORKE .
THE BRAVE WOMAN.

AND
HOW SHE DD IT.

“Bedlam let loose! Pandemonium in
rebellion! Chaos turned inside out!
What is the reason a man cannot be sl
lowed to sleep in the morning without
this everlasting rrcket raised about his
ears? Children crying—doors slamming
I will know the reason of all this wp~
roar 1"

Mr. Luke Darcy shut the deor of his
bedroom with considerable emphasis, and
went straight to the breakfast parior,

All was bright and guiet and pleasant
there ; the cosl snapping and sparkling in
the gma, the china and silver neatly ar~
rauged on the spotless damask cloth, and
the greem parrot drowsily winking his
yellow eyes in the sumny. glow of the
eastern window—Bedlam plainly wasu't

ut,ormingl y up stairs to the nursery.
Ah! the field of battle was gained at
fut. Mrs. Darcy satin her little low
chair before the fire, trying to quiet the
screams of eight monihs old baby scion
of the house of Darey, while anather—a
boy of five years—Ilay on his back, proue
on the: floor, kicking and erying in ao

‘Mrs. Dar—cy !' enunciated Lake, with
adnw and ominons précision— ‘may 1|
inquire what all this weans? Are you
awabe that it is fifteco minates past nine

And greeting Summer charms anew. g

| the reason why.

+

‘I know Luke—l know,” said poor,
perplexed Mrs, Darcy, striving vainly to

| lift the rebellious urchis up by one arm,

* Cowse Freddy, you sre going to be good
now, mamiha is suré, and get upund be
washed.’

‘No—o—1{" romed Muter Freddy,
perforniing a brisk tattoo on the carpet
with his heels, and clawing the air furi~

_omly

Like an avenging vulture, Mr. Darey
pounced abruptly dewn oa his son and
heir, and carried him promply to the
closet, and turned the key upon his
screams.

*Now sir you can ery it out ut your
leisure. Evelyn, nurse is waiting for the
baby. We’'ll go down and breakfast.’

‘But, Luke,’ hesitated Mrs,"Darcy, ‘you

| won’t leave Freddy there.’

*‘Won't, I'd like to, know why not?—
It's temper, ard nothing else, that is at
the bottom of all of these demonstrations,
and I'll conquer that temper or I'll know
It ought to have veen
checked long ago, but you are so ridicus
lously indulgent. There is rothing I
have so little tolerance for as bad temper
nothing that ought to be so prompllv and
severely dealt with,’

‘But if he'll say he's sorry, Luke ¥

Mr. Da cy rapped sharply at the pans
els of the d

‘Are yousorry for your naughtiness,
young man ¥

A fresh outburst of screams and a res
newal of the tatteo was the answer,

‘I am sure be is sorry, Luke,’ pleaded
the illsextenuating mother, but Mr. Darcy
shook his head. _

‘Entire submission is the ounly thing I
will listen to,’ he said shortly. ‘I tell
you, Evelyn, | am determiued to uproot
this temper.’

Evelyn, with a dewy moisture shai-
owing her eyelashes, and a dull ache at
her heart, followed her liege lord down
to the breakfust table, with as little ap-
petite for the coffee, tonst and aggs as
might be.

A tall, blue~eyed yaung lady, with a
profusion of bright chestnut hair, and
cheeks like rose velvet, was glready a;
the table whep they descended, by name
of Clara Pruyn, by lineage Mrs. Darcy’s
sister. She opened her eyes rather vide
as the two entered.

‘Good gracious, Evy, what's the mat~
ter ¥

‘Nothing,’ answered Luke, tartly.—
‘Mrs. Darcy, you appear t¢ forget that I
have eaten no breakfast.’’

‘Something is the matter, though,’ said
Clars shrewdly. ‘What isit, Evelyn?

+ Has Luke had one of his tantroms ?’

Luke set do'wn his coffee cup with s
sharp ‘click.’

‘You use very peculiar expressions,
Miss Pruyn,’

*Very true ones,’ said Clara sauncily. °

Evelyn smiled in spite of herself.

‘IVsonly Freddy, who feels a little cross
and—’ ;

“A little cross!’ interrupted the indig—
napt husband. ‘Itell you, Evelyn, it's
quite time that temper was checked, Oh,
that parrot | what an intolerable screecl.
ing he keeps up! Mary take that bird
into the kitchen, or I shall be tempted to
wring itsneck. Strange that a man can’t
have a little peace once in awhile! What
does ail the eggs, Evelyn? I thought I
had asked you to sec that they were
boiled fit for a Christian to éat.’

Mr. Darcy gave his egg, shell and all,
a vindictive throw upon the grate. Eve.
lyn’s brown eyes sparkled dangerously as
she observed the maaceuvre, but she made
no remark: .

‘Aud the plates are so cold as
stone, when I've implored you again and
again, that they might be warmed. Well.
1 shall est-no breakfast this morning.’

*‘Whom will you puaish most ¥’ deman.
ded Miss Clara, ‘Evelyn, give me anoth~
er cup of coffee; it's perfectly dd’lghh
ful.’ -

Luke pushed his ehair back wu.h a
vengence, and tvok up his stand with h:s
back to the fire, both' hands under his
coat tails,

‘Please sir, said the servant, ldva.n‘
cing, the gas bill—the man says would
you settle it while—'’ "

‘No !’ roared Luke tempestuously, ‘Tell
the man to go sbout his business; I'll
have no small bills this marning, and |
won't be so persecuted !’

Mary retreated preeipitately, Clara
raised her long brown eyelashes.

‘Do yon know, Luke,’ she said demure-
ly, *l thiuk you would feel a great deal
petter if you would do just as Freddy
‘does—Tlie down flat-ou the floor and kick

 your heels against the earpet for s while,

o'clock ¥ D&ymkuw Hnt hruhfuu. !
waiting ” :

t's an excellent escape valve when your
lholer gets the bitterof you.”

ﬂuke gave his mischievous sister<in-
law a glance that certainly ought to have
annihilated her, and walked out of the
room, closing the door behind him with a
bang -that would bear no interpretation.
Then Clara came around to her sister
and buried her pink face in Evelyn's
neck.

‘Don’t scold me, Evy, ‘please—I klow

I've been. vyery naughty to tease I‘ke
so'?

‘You have spoke nothing but the-
said Evelyn, quietly, with her ¢orsl
eompremed and a scarlet spot buFaing
‘on either eheek. *Clara, 1 soMetimies
wonder how I can endure the daily cross,
of my husband’s temper.’

‘Temper !” said Clara, with a toss of her
chestnut brown bhair. *‘And the poor dear
fellow hasen’t the/least idea how disa~
greeable he makes himself.’

‘Only this morniug,’ said Evelyn, ‘he
punished Freddy vith unrelating severity
for a fit of ill bumpr which he himself has
duplicated within the last half hour. 1
anf not a nroraiist but it strikes me that
the fault is rather'more to be censured in
a full grown' rcrammg man than ina
child.’

‘Evelyn," said (lara, gravely, ‘do you
suppose he is beyond the power of ¢ure §’

‘I hope not ; but what can [ do ? —Shuy
him up as he shat little Freddy ¥’

Evelyn’s merry, irresistable laugh, was
checked by the arch, peculiar expression
in Clara’s blue eyes.

‘The remedy needs to be something
short and sbharp,’ said Clara, ‘and this
dark closet system certsinly combines
both requisites. Tears and hysterics
were played out long ago in matrimonial
skirmishes, you know, Evy?

“-";:re Tap~

'Lev.montlw. Mew. Darcy ! mads
am, bow dare you perpetrats this men-
strous piece of audscity T

‘My dear Luke, how strongly you do
remind me ofFreddy. You see there is
nothing 1 have so little telerance for as a
bad temper. It ought to have been
checked long ago, only you know I'm so
ridicalously indulgent?

«Mr. Darey winced a little:at the fami.
liar sound of his own words.

p came softly st the door,
Mrs. Darcy comiposedly opened it, snd
81w her husbaid’s little office boy, ~

= 4Please, mem, there's some gentieman
&t the office in a great hurry to see Mr.
Dagcy. It's about the Applegate will
case.’ '

Mrs, Darcy hesitated an instact ; there
was a triumphant rustle in the closet,and
her determination was taken at once.

“Tell the gentleman that your ‘master
has a bad headache, and woa’t be down
town this morning.’

. Luke gnashed histeet h audibly as soon
ssthe closing of the door admouished
that he miight do so with safety.

Mrs. Darcy do you presume to inter-

fere with the transaction of business’ that
is yitally important, ma’am, vitally " ims
pertant ¥’
Mrs. Darey nonchalapntly took up the
little opera air where she had left it, lej~
ting the sofi Halian words ripple musi.
cally off her tongue.

‘Evelyn, dear !’

“W hat is it, Luke 7’ she afked, mildly.

‘Please let me out. My dear, this may
be.a joke to you, but—’

1 assure you, Luke, it’s nothing of the
kind. It is the soberest of serious mat~
ters o me. [t is a question’ whether my

‘Nonsense!” laugbed Mrs, Darey, ris—| future life shafl be miserable or bappy.”

ing from the breakfast table, in answer to
her husband’s peremptory sutnmons fiom
above stairs, while Clara shrugged her
shoulders tnl went to look for her work
basket, '

Luke was standing in front of his bu~
reau drawer, flinging shirts, collars, ora<
vats and stockings recklessly upon the

"bed~room floor.

‘I'd like to know where my silk (hand-
kerchiefs are, Mrs, Darcy ¥ he fumed
‘Such a stateas my bureau is iu is enough
to drive a man crazy !’

‘It’s enough to drive & woman crazy,
[ think,’ said Evelyn, hopelessly, stoop~
ing down to pick up a few of the scatters
ed articles. .

You were at the bureau last, Luke.—
It is your old feult!’

My fault—of course it's my fault!
anarled Luke, giving Mrs. Darey’s poodle
8 kick that sent him howlihg to his mis-
tress. ‘Anything but & woman’s retor-
ting, recriminating tongue. Mrs. Darcy,
I won'v endure it any longer !’

*Neither wilt 11’ said Evelyn, resolute~
ly advancing, as her husband plunged
into the closet after his business coat, and
promptly shutting and locking the door,

"I think I ve endured it long enough—aund

here’s an end of it.’

‘Mrs, Darcy open the door !’ said Luke
scarcely able to credit the evidence of his
OWn seuses,

‘I shall do no such thing,’ said Mrs.
Darcy, composedly, beginning to re-ars
range shirts, stockings, and flannel wrap~
pers in their appropriate receptacles.

‘Mrs. Dar—ey ! roared Luke, 8t 8 fe~
ver heat of impotent rage, what on earth
do you mean ¢’

‘Il mean to keep you in that clothes |
press, Mr. Darey, until you have made |
‘up your mind to come out in & more smi~
able frame of mind. If the system sue~
ceeds with Freddy, it certaiuly ought to
with you; I am sure your temper is mach
more intllerable than his.’

There was a dead silence of full sixty
seconds in the closet, thena sudden Lurst
of vocal wrath. X

‘Mrs. Darcy, open the door this ‘in~
stant, madam !’

But Evelyn went o humming a saucy
little opera air, and arrangiog her
clothes, : e

‘Do you hear me ?* .

*Yes—I hear you.’

%' Will you obey me ¥ :

*Not until you Iuve solemnly peoamad
me to put some sort of control on that
temper of yours; not until you pledge
yourgelf to treat your wife as a lady’|
shuuld be treatad ; not as & menial.’

‘I'won’t I’ _

‘No? Then inthat ease | hope you
don’t find the atmosphere at all oppres

sive there, as 1 think it probable you will/ .

remain there some time !’
Anether sixty seconds of dead silence,

There was a third interval of silence.
‘Evelyn,” said Luke, presently, in a
subdued voice, ‘will you open the door ¥'
*On one condition only.’
“And what is that ?’
_ ¢“Ah, ha " thought the little lieutenant
general, ‘be’s beginning to entertain con-~
ditions of capitulation, is he? On condi~

tion,” she added aloud, ‘that you will
break yourself of the habit of speaking

occasions keep your temper.’

‘My temper, indeed i’ sputtered Luke.

‘Just your temper,’ returned his wife,
serenely. ‘Will you promise?

‘Never, madam !’

Mrs. Darcy quietly took up & pair of
hose that required mending, and prepured
to leave the apartment. As the door
creaked. on its hinges, however, & voice
came shrilly through the opposite key~
hole.

‘Mrs. Darcy, Evelyn! wife! wife '

‘Yes,

‘You are not going dovn stairs to leave
me in this place '

q am.’

‘Well, look here—I promise.’

‘All and everything that you require
—confound it all I’

Wisely deaf to the muttered sequer,
Mrs. Darcy opened the door, and Luke
stalked sullenly out, looking right over
the top of her shining hrown hair.

Suddenly a little detaining hand was
1sid on his coat sleeve.

‘Luke, dear 1"

SWell ¥

‘Won't yoy give me a kiss ¥’
JAnd Mra.%‘ny-bnn out erying on
her husband's| shouldeP:

‘Well !’ ejaculuted the puzzled Luke,
‘ifyou aren’t the greatest enigma gomg
A kiss? Yes, 2 half ‘a dozen of 'em if
you want, you kind hearted little turo-
key. Do not ery, pet, | am not angry
‘with you, although I suppose | ought to
ln"

*And may | let Freddy our?

+*Yes ou the same terms that his papa
was released. - Evelyn, was | very intel~
ersble?

#f you hadn't' been, Luke, I nevyer
remedy.’

‘Did 1 make you very unhappy 7

iv“’

And the gush of warn: sparkling tears

hpplied a dictionary foll of words,

e Darcy buttoned up his overcoat

"h,sudmwtho&pplegm will ease,
musing as he'went upon the new state of
ﬂmmﬂ mdl for his
ponsideration,

wife of mine is 4 bold woman snd a plucky
one!’ -~

And then he burst out laughing on the
W. o Dot h . " 2
Itiemore thap probable that he Teft

then lsnddan l‘ﬂlqu heels ﬂ‘h&?hﬂekofuunpwn&h law buil<

against the relentless wooden pannels; -

&iags that- dsy, for Bvelyn and Clars

crossly and sharply to me, and on all|.

should have ventured un such s violent |

put on his hat, shouldere] up his smbrel- |

daily getiing the best of the peppery ele-
ment in his infantile disposition.
Meun, after all, are but children ofa

larger growth ; and s0 ln.lnl’n Du'.

¢y had reasoned.
et & AP R ——

Fat Takes—~Deceit

BY TuR “FAT cONTRIBUTOR."”

Home” never had a

No, of course not. Al bis folks at
horae say that he didu't. Nobody who
wﬂm;butugtbklgcmhn i If s

goes and writes Wbout it No' one: “ever|
writes 0 many “Headings™ ss the man
who is out of his head.

I Certainly he didu't ever have any home.

The man whe wrote “Old Arm Chair,”

never bad n arm chair in his life. The

best hehad was an old .plmmma‘
chair without any back to it,

The puthor of “Take Mg Back to Bwits.
erland” never was in Switzerland. The
nearest he ever came to' it was sitting in
the Wm., Tell saloon eating Switser case;
xase Why, that was the best be conld do,

¢ Mother I've Come' Home Te Die,”
has’nt spohen to the old woman for years,
and would'nt go near the house, Bes
gides, he is one of that class of Spiritual.
ists who don’t believe they ever will die.
His health was never better. Hismoth-
er is nothing ‘but 'a mother-in~law, and
she is dead anyhow.

There is the author of "bld Oaken
Bucket,” too ; there was'ut a bugket on the

hole farm, water being drawn with a
tin pail and a ¢istern pole. -

“If I had but a Thousand a Year,” sta-
ted privately to his {riends that he would
be perfectly contented with just half thet
sum, as he was doing chores for his board
and three mouths’ schooling in thé wins
ter,

The suthor of “Champagne Charley™
ncver drank anything but ten cent whis
key.

The man who wrote “Mary bad a
Little Lamb” koew very well it was
noihisg but a Jttle lamd firy.

“Shells of the Ocean,” is s humbug.
The plaintive poet who represents bims
self as wandering, one suamer’s eve, with
a seaboard thought, on & pensive shore,
was raised in the interior of Pennsylve~
nia, and never was ten wiles away from’
home in all his life. “ Gathered shells,”
did he 7 All vhe shells he ever gathersd
were some egg shells back of his mother’s
kitchen.

“Hark, | hear the Angel’s Binging,”
spent all his eveningsin & concert" beer
saloon. Angels, indeed !

The man -who wrote the “Song of _{tho
Shirt” hadn’t a shirt to his back, wearing
a wamus for the most part.

“Oft in a Stilly Night” used to geton
a spree and make the stilly night howl
till daybreak.

The aathor of “We Met by Chance,”
knew very well it was all arranged be-
fore-hand. He had becn weeks in con~
triving it and she admired bis comtri
vance. ?
The suthor of “I knew a Bank,’ &o.,
didu’t know one where he could get his
note discounted. The only check he ever
beld was a white “check” on a faro bank.
He wever had a red check in ¢ll bis Jife.

“What sre the Wild Wabes saying 1
knew very we'l they were reproaching
hism for running away from Long Branch
without paying bis botel bill. -

“Who will Care for Mother ‘Now 17
Who indeed! You took the old womdn.
to the poor house just before writing the
song, a' d there is nobedy  but llo poor—
master to care for her now,

- “Hear Me Norma,” was deaf and dumsb.
He cduldn’t make his pa besr, nor ma,

“My Mother Dear,” used to thrash the
old weman within an inch of her life.

The suthor of “Rain on the Rodf™ als
ways slept in the basement, except when
he slept out of doors. :

“Let me Kiss Him for his Mother” got
mad Lecause his mother wouldn't have
him, snd whipped ber little boy within
an inch of his life. _

«f Dreamt I Dwelt in Marble Halls”
used to cheat at marbles whea a boy., and
his dream was s horrid nightmare, N'olglu
on by remorse at the reeollections of

-

| feaudalent masdle hauls.
‘By Jove,’ he w,, ‘M little

“I'm Saddest when | Sing” was u&ld
almost to death if invited to.

"dm”wﬂprod-ui

off i ik -wife,. natarally fals
devil ot it Cincinnatti Times.

m“urmnofit,uh.ﬂ,h Simguiar

The man who wrote “Homs, ﬂ'llt:

man is out of anything he -h-ihtdy#

. *Happy be Thy Dreams” sold benzine
whiskey, You can fancy what knd of |

= 5 o Love” bhavi
gome To Love” having M&W

. Wodding. =

'ﬁwu
was celebeated in the Fowth
mun-m

ml married ladies are, and tho grosm

of Somg Wri-| yu ma—«mu-‘ f

of form. amdm.‘

hddy
ﬁmm*uhu
door. But imagine their surprise whe

gantly clad in a traveling sels, snd evi
dently waiting for sn interview. |
“l1 beg pardon, madam ; but you ap
purhhutﬁd. said h"

“l mnﬂmulu mh
see any one here,” replied the bride.

and wished an interview, subject t0 e
interruoption.”

by whom she had been introduced, ot by

what mesns she had gained acosss to her

apsrtment.

“It is very strange ma'am, and 1 con’s

im agine why you wish to spesk o me "
“The reascn is simple. The men you

bave just married has imposed upon you.

I am his wife I”

“QOh ! impossible—you rave I” and h

lady sank into » chair al u.u....-

d

Of course the

heard. nmwuwb

the door with terror

with them the bridegroom, “ﬂ

trembling lips—

- “What in the world is the matter1”

“Oh ! Edward,” cried the bride, “thie
says she's your wife.”

husband ; “why she's inssne”

unrufiled. ¥ .

“Jg it possible, sir, thet having pe
trated this great wickedness, you
hnthhrdabmdmdqwqhy-
lawfully wedded wife 1” she asked looks
ing the sorely~ troubled MH n
the eye.

“Why. eonfound you, womsn. l“

the sstonished man.
The lady regarded him very much ae

total depravity.

“Oh, Edward, 'm afraid it's true | snd
[ loved you so !” sohbed 1he young wites
“how could you have treated me 00 ¥”.

you ; this woman is an - imposter,”
The strange lady uttefed & low mesks

esting (0 the last degrea. The Indies were'
sll crying, and the father of the bride
looking stern and indignent. He had
been for some time intensely regarding
the strange lady, when suddenly his eoye
lighted up, snd an amused smile played.
on his lips. He teok a step
laying his band on the shoslder
steanger, wid ;

played, but it's Gimeit was over,” amd-
following the impules ‘*-Ih
stranger was pushed into the hall,.. .

It was the bride’s younger brother; o
wicked boy, who had. plaged o
prank, with the aid of his sister's
ing suit and her csst off. chignon snd
evrls,

“hﬂnﬂ:mmu
harmony was very speedily restored.

& b e R—— e

o ey T 1 A
or Dearm.—8everal
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_cases have recently ocourred o Now Yok

- { and Brooklyn where windows have bess .

the ueual noise locident to the
a.gun or pistol, * A /]

the New York papers states that
are not shot from air guns, a¢ bes

hat resembles the old exeapt
oo o §rwlemche X
propelled by the elasticity of & bow, uap

it 'was opened by s lady ‘vithly ‘snd ahew -

“No madam I csme in very privately, .

It did not ococur to the bride hm '

snmﬂudlbrhhmbw'

“My wifol” sbouted the astonished
The strange lady stood up calm sad

saw you before in my life I” uold-dr

s minister would a person given over 0

ing lsugh. The scone was getting inte~

..,_

' "mand-.chhhnym.

“John—who—what [” all ezclaimed af .
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“[ tell you | hava's got ‘any wife but..




