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;;^S "^me«mr."!'eh? When I look like a juggler.

Y^yTTve s^n you so. And you looked horribly beau-

tiful All the same, I like best for you to be as you are now.

Vnu were meant to be all freshness."

« ^t one has to grow old and even
^^^^'^^^'.f^^

thirty Is a good way towards it? she questioned wistful y.

*^^^My love^ou needn't be amdous! There is more youth

in yfu-more real youth, than in a
f\

of seventeen
"

"I believe that is true. Yet, somehow I
k^^JJJ

.^ere with

you now," she agreed pmply, all her face bright. How

old are you Lawrence?
"

'.'•S'Su^'yti^^U^Il Ai,d yes: you look it. Alas."

" Do you mind? "
^ , . »

"Notreallv. I don't think so at least.

«?ou Sdn't," he assured her. "There was a time

™*d have^de Utters of me long ago PkyB'f ^ ' "jg
1- i.«i^ ft,i» (1 have a touehness of fiber—l louna uiai

™r«ta I ™s il ) But nMTbit of freshness would have

Snteft K? had spent myself as you have I could never

tave laughJd as you laughed a moment ago. I'm a frail sort

"'.^^"fdf.X'ie'r'ud a tough, old thingl " she pro-

3^7tn'^^-ritr.^iihe^^^r

HS2SSrr.rdt^3|
^S'Sls^iicf^^^r/irng'tSSus

'"jilnna laughed quieUy in response. " I haven't thought,"

she admitted.


