,~—Mr. Geo. W. Barnard feels as big as |
'a summer garden full of ripe watermelons |
'while Mrs. Barnard is unusually happy. |
‘and the fountain of all this joy is a nine- !
 pound piece of femininity thatarrivedon |
‘Mondayafternoon. Congratulationsand i
'a fiesh supply of kerosene oil are in !
order. |





