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house nights, these evenings in the firelight of
a studio, and these vvalk«, two or three of us
together talking from our hearts, along the Km-
bankment in the Chcisca cvrning, with the lamps
sparkling above us in the leaves of the trees, the
river moving with the sweet noise of waters,
the wings of youth on our feet, and all the world
before us.

THE END
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