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Saturday… ah Saturday. Anne is a delightful girl of 20 years age, and with only the slightest of hinting, my quest for an outing resulted in a yes! Ahh Anne Anne I am your man… When I first saw her in the garden while I was on a hunt with my friends, I almost believed that she was an angel. The sun was shimmering all around her and my heart positively lept. The fair will certainly be an all out blast. Jokers playing games, huge feasts for all who attend, bobbing for apples, and all other sorts of fun can be had at the fair! The smell of it all certainly brings me back to my childhood days of when my father first took me to the fairgrounds, I was absolutely mesmerized. I surely hope Anne too will enjoy the even as much as I… I haven’t yet figured her out. You see, we are both wealthy in our own right, but I have never thought of myself as the ruler of all the world—just the one who is entitled to all of the enjoyment that is in it. Anne, on the other hand, is the daughter of a banker who keeps most of our town’s purses. On occasion I have entered the bank, and found him to be an amicable man, but only time will if he will come to like me as much as Anne seems to.
