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THE haughty ’Cademite, with lordly stride, burst sudden entrance to meh
heart. Girls, oh girls, he was as lovely as a—peach fritter. Hair black,
eyes like stars under velvety fringe. 1 felt meh destiny. But I quailed not.
I took a seat across the table. My first move was to borrow a knife. (To
follow the course of this romance 1s to fill the book. So no more now.)
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