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The bonneta of our grannie.

THE COURIER.

HE FLEW TO DANGER THAT HE KNEW NOT OP.

Ti?' (gar

1

i

ig -- -- ii5

He I will rot go until ycu tell me you love me.
She Well, it it comes to that I love you.
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Hair cut eir?
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I'm losing trade all the time.

I can sell it to the plasterer,
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